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“MAY I HAVE A SEAT?”

The coffee shop was packed, with half the place filled with people waiting for their orders. I had gotten there just before the morning rush and had claimed one of the small tables. Now it was standing room only, although there was still the second chair at my table. I looked up from my phone, ready to give the compulsory, ‘sure.’ Instead, my brain hiccuped when I saw the face of the beautiful young woman looking down at me.

It was like looking up at an angel. Her blonde hair was swept over one shoulder, and her blue-green eyes were captivating. That was what made me lose my focus and stumble over my words, those eyes.

“Uh, okay,” I said finally.

‘Okay’? Did that even make sense? I managed to look down at my phone again as I winced at my lack of eloquence.

She pulled the chair out and sat down. While looking over the edge of my phone, I could see her incredible body. She was wearing a gray sports bra and matching yoga pants. She must be going on a run or to the gym. Her torso twisted slightly to put an arm on the table, and my eyes were drawn to the hint of her nipples protruding from the bra. Why couldn’t I look away?

At 34, I still look like a woman ten years younger and am proud of my appearance. I have shoulder-length dark brown hair and a very nice figure, if I do say so myself. It’s rare that I’m not the one getting all the looks, but there was something about this woman that demanded that you pay attention to her. Or maybe it was just me. No, in my peripheral vision, I saw several glances over at her from the surrounding crowd. I mean, she was practically in underwear. How was I supposed to compete with that?

Why was I even trying to compete? I was a successful woman who probably made twice what this girl did.

Fuck, I can’t believe I even thought that! I was exhibiting the very prejudice I railed against to others. Thinking that someone was an entitled brat just because of their age or looks. In this case, both.

Her body turned completely towards me.

“Your phone is blank,” she said.

I had been so lost in my thoughts that the voice startled me. Looking up, I met those eyes again.

“What?” was all I got out.

“Your phone went blank a while ago,” she pointed out, gesturing to it. “You must have a lot on your mind.”

I was afraid that she was going to accuse me of staring at her chest, which I had been. Instead, her words were soft and conveyed only interest. I blinked, trying to think of how to respond.

“Are you a doctor?” she asked, saving me from my inability to find a coherent thought.

I was on my way to work and was wearing my blue scrubs. Like an idiot, I still looked down at myself before looking back up and giving a silly laugh.

“Oh, no, I’m a nurse,” I answered.

“Hmm, that’s too bad,” she said. I was slightly offended. “I was hoping you were one of those hot female doctors like on ‘Grey's Anatomy’.”

Then I was flattered. She thought I was hot? I smiled and stifled a girlish giggle.

“Why were you hoping?” I prodded.

“I don’t know,” she started, putting both elbows on the table and scooting a bit closer. “I just like the idea of knowing that there are sexy, successful women out there. Gives me hope, you know?”

“You think I’m sexy?” I heard myself ask.

“Don’t you?” the blonde replied. “You’re not even wearing makeup, and you look like you could be going to a photo shoot to sell scrubs,” she said, gesturing to me.

I was proud of my body, even if the only exercise I ever got was walking five miles every day on the hospital floor. I suddenly felt like I was wearing something revealing under her roving gaze rather than the patently unappealing scrubs.

“Well,...uh...thank you,” I managed.

There was an awkward moment as we both just looked at each other. I was searching for something to say, something to break the silence. All I could focus on where her eyes.

“You have amazing limbal rings,” I finally said.

The girl’s eyebrows raised. She looked down at her chest.

“I don’t have nipple rings.”

“Ha, no, limbal rings,” I laughed. “It’s the darker circle around the iris of your eye. Yours are quite striking.”

The blonde propped her chin on one palm and smirked, eyes sparkling. I couldn’t have looked away at that moment to save my life.

“Are you flirting with me, Ms. Hot Nurse?”

I froze. Was I flirting with her? I hadn’t decided to, but after she pointed it out, I couldn’t deny it, at least not to myself. I had been flirting.

“Relax,” she giggled. “I’m just messing with you.”

Then she got the most sultry look that had ever been thrown in my direction.

“Unless you were flirting, because then I would have to flirt back,” she said as she sat back in the chair and bit her lower lip while smiling.

Then a name was called by the barista, and the girl rose. ‘Charlie’, her name was ‘Charlie’.

“It was nice talking with you,” she said, giving me a quick wave.

“You too,” I replied to her retreating form.

And, just like that, she was walking out the door. I and many of the other patrons watched her bounce out the door in her tight yoga pants. It was only then that I noticed my pulse was elevated and my breathing was abnormal. I already felt tired, and I hadn’t even started my shift.
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I GOT HOME LATE THAT night, as usual. Jim was watching football and turned briefly to me as I walked in.

“Hey, sweety,” he said in a cheery voice and then turned back to his game.

Jim is a great husband. Sure, he loves his football, but he is also a romantic who often brings me flowers or presents for no reason and is a great lover. That said, we were pretty vanilla in our variety. We had started watching porn together a few months ago. That added a new bit of excitement as I imagined being one of the women in the videos.

Recently, though, Jim had started pulling up videos of two women and, to my surprise, they got me very excited. When Jim would go down on me after that, I started closing my eyes and imagining that it was one of the women from the videos.

I threw my bag on the kitchen table and sat down beside my husband. Swinging my legs over his, I pulled him into a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I still had thoughts of the girl from the coffee shop playing through my head. I didn’t mind fantasy during lovemaking, but she was real, and the effect she had on me was a bit unnerving. I needed Jim to make me forget all about her.

I snuggled close and kissed his neck. He pulled a little away and turned toward me. The look in his eyes was exactly what I was hoping for.

“Wow, what’s gotten into you?” he asked.

“I was hoping you would,” I answered in my most alluring voice.

The TV was off with a flick of Jim’s wrist, and he was picking me up in his arms as he stood up. My husband is a tall, dark-haired man with an athletic build. He is handsome by any measure and never fails to get me hot. I giggled as we rose, and I clung to him as we made our way to the bedroom.

He laid me down just as a sound came from his belt. Normally, he would just ignore his phone in times like this, but this was a special ring reserved for work emergencies.

“Damn it,” he exclaimed, pulling out the device and answering.

He talked for a few seconds with whoever had called, then silently mouthed, ‘sorry’, to me before walking out of the room and heading to his home office.

Fuck!

It was already late, so I went ahead and got ready for bed. I put on a sexy silk nighty and matching lace panties in case Jim came back quickly. The image of the coffee shop girl, Charlie, looking down at me flashed in my head. I picked up my phone to browse social media.

Then I waited.

Those breasts with the insinuation of her nipple poking through the sports bra.

And waited.

Her smiling face propped up on her hand.

And waited.

Those eyes.

Just like in the shop, my phone had gone blank as my thoughts wandered. I didn’t remember deciding to, but my left hand was squeezing my right breast. What brought me back to the present was my fingers pinching my stiff nipple.

I looked down to see both my nipples clearly visible against the silk of my top. At the same time, my nose picked up a familiar scent. I moved the blanket away to confirm that there was a dark spot on my expensive panties.

What was happening? Why couldn’t I get this woman out of my head? Maybe I just needed a good jill and climax to squelch this heat. I pulled off the soiled panties and threw them in the direction of the clothes hamper, missing by a good couple of feet. At the time, I didn’t care, even if I would have complained to Jim if I had found his underwear like that.

I didn’t own any sex toys. I had always been too embarrassed to order them and way, way too embarrassed to go to an actual sex shop. My hand would have to do. I started thinking about Jim carrying me to the bed and what would have happened next. He’s always an attentive lover, and he would have undressed me, then kissed my neck. I started touching my nipple again as I felt her lips against my skin. His hand lifted my nightie to expose my breasts to the air. I ran my own hand up my belly to get to my bare breast. Her lips wrapped around my nipple, and her tongue flicked it.

My eyes flew open. What was I...? Those were the blonde woman’s lips, not Jim’s. Well, this was fantasy, right? What’s wrong with that? Relaxing into my pillow, I closed my eyes again and pictured the blonde.

In my mind’s eye, she was pulling off her sports bra. She crawled up the bed like a predator, her perfect boobs swinging just a little with every motion. Her head lowered to my exposed nipple, and just her tongue snaked out to circle it.

I sucked on my finger and mirrored the images in my head.

Her hand cupped my now drenched sex and started to gently play with my labia.

My other hand made me feel every motion.

Her finger straightened and moved in and out like she was fucking just my pussy lips. She would touch my opening like she was going to go further, only to pull back out. The top of her finger pressed against my clit with each repetition. A second finger joined the first, spreading me open even further. They started moving up and down my slit rather than in and out, the tips teasing my hole and slowly opening me up.

Both hands were now focused on my sex. The first pushed two fingers inside while the second started to make circles around my clit.

Behind my closed lids, they were her fingers and her sultry face looking down at me, watching as my orgasm built quickly.

Her fingers plunged deep and started pumping in and out at a steady pace. The other hand started picking up speed and rubbing back and forth.

“Oh, yes!” I whispered.

The blonde’s fingers pressed in as far as they could go and rotated, stirring my insides. My body tensed as my climax began.

“Ahhhh...Charlie!” That was too loud, but I couldn’t stop.

My body was past the point of no return and was starting to shake as both of Charlie’s hands kept going. I moaned and turned onto my side as the orgasm started to subside. A few more seconds of bliss, and I opened my eyes.

Instead of seeing the bathroom door, like I expected, there was a blue mass that quickly resolved into Jim’s denim-covered leg. Oh, fuck.

“Who’s Charlie?” he asked.

There was nothing but seriousness in that voice. My eyes went wide, and my mind went blank. I rolled back over, trying to put my nightie in a somewhat more dignified state and buying time to think of a good response.

Charlie was nobody. Less than nobody. I would probably never see her again. She didn’t even know my name. It was just a fantasy. Would Jim buy that? That I was just making her up? We had talked about my enjoyment of the lesbian videos we watched and even what it would be like for me to be with a woman. He shouldn’t be angry that I fantasized about it.

Wait, ‘Charlie’ could be a guy’s name! He thought I might be cheating on him! Oh shit!

“It’s just a woman I met at the coffee shop this morning!” I blurted.

Jim’s posture relaxed.

“A woman? Really?”

He had more than relaxed; there was some excitement leaking through his attempt at staying mad at me.

“Yes,” I answered, trying to redirect his ire. “A gorgeous woman, Jim. You should have seen her.”

Jim sat down on the bed and lay over me so that my belly was pressed against his armpit.

“Tell me,” he said, no longer hiding his excitement.

I told him all about my encounter and how we flirted. He listened attentively, and I noticed the bulge in his pants grow.

“Too bad you didn’t get her contact info,” he said after I had finished my story. “Sounds like she was into you, too.”

“What?” I asked incredulously, brows furrowing.

“You might have had a fun time with her.”

I was dumbfounded. Speechless. Was he actually suggesting that I cheat on him with another woman? I stared at him, waiting for him to laugh or say, ‘gotcha’, or something, but he just sat there. All I could think to do was hold up my left hand and show him the ring he had given me when we got married.

“It’s not cheating if I’m okay with it,” Jim said, understanding my message even without words.

I was still skeptical.

“You’d be okay if I had sex with another person?”

“Oh, no,” Jim said, a look of surprise showing. “Just another woman.”

For some reason, that felt almost sexist.

“Why is that any different?” It was my turn to look indignant. “You don’t think I might fall in love with a woman? Because she doesn’t have an all-powerful dick?”

“Whoa, hey, no,” Jim said, waving his hands and sitting up. “That’s not it!”

I crossed my arms in front of me.

“Well,” I started. “What is it then, tell me.”

My husband got a bit of a sheepish grin, and he looked at me in the way I usually associate with him wanting sex.

“I...think it would be hot,” he finally said. “Two women, one of them my sexy wife?” His eyebrows waggled. “And, maybe at some point, I...could, maybe,...join in.”

My chin lowered, but I kept my eyes locked on his.

“Or at least watch?” he finished.

I couldn’t really blame the guy for wanting to get in on something like that. I mean, it’s like the single most fantasized sexual encounter. I was just so surprised at the direction this conversation had gone. I let my arms unfold and relax on the bed.

“I can’t believe we are even talking about this,” I started, then got another horrible idea. “Are you cheating on me? Is that what this is? You’re trying to get me to cheat too, so...so...”

I was starting to fume, and Jim looked shocked.

“No, no, no, no! Stop that thought right now!” He looked truly hurt. “How did you fantasizing about getting it on with another woman become me cheating on you?”

As much as I hated admitting it, when he said it like that, I could see how it wasn’t fair. I deflated.

“I’m sorry, sweety,” I conceded. “That wasn’t fair of me.”

Jim looked at me and smiled. That predatory look came back, and he scooted up the bed until he was stretched across my chest.

“Why don’t you tell me about what you were fantasizing about when I came in? “ he suggested, leaning forward and kissing my neck.

I felt his lips and Charlie’s merged. My head leaned to the side to give him better access.

“Um...she pushed up my lingerie...”

We had some of the hottest sex of our marriage with Jim following my direction. In my head, all I could see was the blonde’s incredible face and body. An hour later, I fell asleep satisfied in the arms of my adoring husband.
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I FOUND MYSELF CLEANING the house the next morning when I would have normally left to relax at the coffee shop before my shift. When I realized what I was doing, it was obvious that it was an avoidance behavior. I chastised myself for letting this chance encounter affect my life. My life was good, and I liked my routine. I vowed not to let the slim possibility of running into this practically unknown person change how I wanted my life to run.

The following morning, I was back at the coffee shop at my regular time. I sipped my coffee and browsed my phone like always. However much I tried, though, I couldn’t stop myself from looking up every time the door dinged.

I was just about to get up and leave when the door sound chimed again. I looked up absently as I was gathering my purse, and there she was. Again, she was in a sports bra and tight pants, pink this time. A practically transparent panel went up the side of her leg, almost to her hip, making it that much sexier.

I froze. Did I want to talk to her? Did I even want her to see me? I had avoided considering what I really wanted if I were to ever run into her again. Deep down, I already knew that answer, but I didn’t want to face up to it.

No, I would ignore her and just leave. I looked back to grab my purse and put my phone inside. As I turned back to stand up, the blonde was just a step away.

“Hey there, sexy nurse,” she said in a playful, friendly tone.

She didn’t ask this time; she just pulled the chair out and sat down.

“Oh, hi. I didn’t see you come in,” I lied.

She watched as I finished putting my phone in my purse.

“You’re not leaving, are you?”

“Well, I was, um...” I stammered.

Suddenly, I felt like I was in high school again, trying to be nice to the cool kids. I wanted her to like me. And I needed to get away.

“Stay just a couple more minutes,” she said, cutting off my excuses. “For me?”

Her head lowered slightly, and she held me with those eyes. The barest hint of a pout showed in her bottom lip. Fuck, it was adorable! I smiled in spite of myself. If I left now, it would be like kicking a puppy.

“I... guess I can stay a couple more minutes,” I conceded. “But I can’t be late for work.”

“So where is work? Which hospital?” Her bubbly demeanor was back.

“Wilson Memorial,” I answered.

The conversation went on for more than a couple of minutes. She put me at ease with her words, but little things kept me from relaxing around her. A touch on my arm when I told a joke or the way her knee touched the inside of my own.

When I tried to close my legs, her knee blocked me, but she didn’t move it and acted like she hadn’t noticed. I could have shifted my position, but I just stayed still. I just let her knee move against mine, neither of us acknowledging in our conversation what was happening under the table. Maybe she wasn’t even doing it on purpose. It could just be a casual touch, but it was like an electric jolt that I couldn’t ignore.

I slowly closed my other leg again until her knee was sandwiched between my own, just barely touching. Our conversation didn’t skip a beat, but her leg pushed almost imperceptibly further between my own.

“Charlie,” the barista called out. “Mocha latte for Charlie.”

She didn’t move. I looked over towards the counter and back at the blonde.

“They just called your name,” I said, trying to be helpful.

“Did they?” she said, holding my gaze, a half smile creeping up. “You remembered from last time. I guess I did make an impression.” She pointedly looked at the label on my cup. “Sherry.”

She got up and retrieved her drink, then came back toward the table.

“Maybe I’ll see you here tomorrow,” she said.

She held my gaze another moment, then turned and left. I just sat there for another minute in a bit of a daze. Then I remembered how late I was going to be and rushed to work.

That night, I wasn’t sure if I wanted to talk to Jim about the encounter or not. It was just talking in a coffee shop, nothing sexual happened, right? I tried to tell myself that, but knew it wasn’t the case. Still, I wasn’t sure if I could explain it in a way he would understand.

I avoided the subject, but at some point during dinner, Jim noticed.

“Babe, you okay? You seem distracted.”

I bit the inside of my cheek and moved just my eyes to look at him.

“I saw the blonde again today,” I said as emotionless as I could.

“Oh, yeah?” Suddenly, he was extra attentive.

When I didn’t elaborate immediately, he added, “And?”

“And we just talked,” I lied.

Was that a lie? It felt like more to me, but we had just talked.

“Okay,” Jim looked skeptical. “But, you know, if you want to do more than talk, you have my permission.”

I couldn’t look at him and just focused on my plate. I think I made some disinterested, affirmative sort of sound while putting food in my mouth. Neither of us spoke for a couple of minutes until I asked him about the football game he was planning to watch later.
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THE NEXT MORNING, I got ready for work as usual, then paused as I saw my makeup case. A little wouldn’t hurt.

A short while later, I was sitting at the same table as the previous day, looking at my phone. Well, that isn’t quite right. I was watching the door almost more than I was scrolling, and, frankly, I wasn’t really registering much of what I was scrolling through.

Time seemed to crawl. Only fifteen minutes had passed since I came in, but it felt like an hour. The longer I thought about how I was acting, the sillier I thought it was that this young woman had been able to play me like this. I was ashamed of myself. I hadn’t worn makeup to work since I started nearly ten years ago.

All those thoughts vanished in an instant, however, when she walked into the shop. Her hair was down and she was wearing a short yellow sundress with white flowers. The neckline dipped to where the bodice hugged just below her breasts, making it abundantly clear that she was not wearing a bra. She looked right at me. It seemed like every eye in the place took note of her, but she ignored them and walked straight towards the table where I was sitting. I had to force myself to keep my mouth closed as she approached.

“Good morning, Sherry,” she said in a bright voice before leaning down and giving me a kiss on the cheek.

As she moved to sit down, I had to resist the urge to reach up and touch the spot where she kissed. I’m familiar with the French custom of ‘la bise,’ but this was full contact. Even so, I decided that was her intention and just filed it away.

“Morning, Charlie,” I replied, ignoring her acting like we were old friends.

I looked back at my phone, trying to seem as disinterested as possible. She sat down and crossed her legs. Those legs looked great in that dress, and she was not shy about showing them off.

I looked up at her, knowing I could not hide my ogling any other way.

“So,” I started. “No workout today?”

“Oh, yeah,” she looked down at herself like she was just noticing her attire. “I’ll still work out later, but I have to ask my landlord to fix the washer today.”

She leaned over the table conspiratorially, incidentally, giving me an even better view of her cleavage.

“And he is much more responsive if I’m dressed like this,” she said in a hushed tone. “He will probably even come over personally and make sure that it is being done properly.”

She gave me a knowing look. Was she doing her landlord?

“He doesn’t...I mean, you don’t...?”

“Oh, heavens no!” Charlie exclaimed, leaning back. “He’s like sixty years old and, besides, I am 100% lesbian.”

Oh, wow. That just came out. She was so open about it. Other than her name, this was the first real information I had gotten about this woman. It was also, I had to admit, the one thing I wanted to know the most. Of course, we had been flirting for two days now, but I still didn’t know if she was just messing with me or if she might actually be interested. She really was coming on to me. I was, at once, frightened and excited.

Involuntarily, my eyes glanced at the people around us. Would they think we were here together? That I was a lesbian too? When I looked back at Charlie, she blinked those big, beautiful eyes at me, and the whisper of a smile came to her lips. She leaned way forward. The table wasn’t that wide, so her face was over my coffee cup.

“So, Ms. Sexy Nurse Sherry,” she whispered. “Are you curious?”

What was she asking, exactly?

“Curious? About what?”

She sat back up straight and pulled her chair in slightly.

“You know,” she insisted, and I felt her knee touch my inner thigh.

I did know, I had just been trying to deny it to myself. Her chair scooted a little closer.

“Do you want me to tell you?” she asked again in that low voice.

“Tell me what?”

“What it’s like to be with a woman,” Charlie clarified.

Her other leg closed around mine, her knees more than halfway up my thigh. Which meant that my knee was probably just under the hemline of her dress. My breath caught, and I couldn’t answer. I couldn’t move for fear of either moving away or moving closer.

“If you want me to tell you,” she began, her words precise and just at the edge of my range of hearing. “Then move your chair closer so we won’t be overheard.”

There it was. It was a simple moment of decision. If I wanted this to continue, I didn’t have to say anything; I just had to move closer. Or I could choose to end it and maybe never know what this burning need I’d discovered inside me was all about.

I moved my chair forward carefully, in a couple of small scoots. The bare skin of her legs captured ever more of my own between them. I stopped and waited for her to speak.

Instead, she slid another inch forward in her chair, letting her knee make contact with my sex. I jumped mentally but managed to stifle my physical reaction to a sharp intake of breath. At the same time, my own knee pressed into the softness between her legs. Charlie didn’t react at all.

Then she laid her arm on the table with one finger stretched to barely touch the back of my hand gripping my coffee cup.

“Women know exactly what turns on another woman,” she started, her voice sultry, her finger tracing lazy little circles on my skin.

“We know that every part of a woman’s body can be erogenous.”

Her finger ran up my index finger and back down my middle. The rest of the coffee shop noise just faded, and all I could hear was her voice.

“I know what every little sound and what that quivering in your lip means.”

I hadn’t noticed, but my lips had parted and my bottom lip was shaking. I closed them immediately.

“I know when to apply pressure,” she continued.

The blonde lifted her heel, and her knee pressed up into my clit. It wasn’t much stimulation, not through my scrubs and panties, but at that moment, it was just right.

“Ohh,” I said without thinking about it. That got a smile.

“And I know when to hold back,” she finished.

Her heel lowered and left me wanting its return. I scooted forward in my seat to try to get it back. When I did, my own knee slid against Charlie’s sex. I felt her labia part and my knee bone slip between them. My mouth opened again, this time in surprise, as I realized she wasn’t wearing panties.

The blonde’s eyes closed momentarily, and her pelvis moved, rubbing herself against my kneecap.

“Charlie,” the barista’s voice cut in. “Mocha latte for Charlie.”

She opened her eyes and smiled at me.

“Give me your phone,” she demanded.

I unlocked my phone and handed it to her. She put in her contact information and sent a text to herself. Then she got up and came around the table. She bent over to whisper in my ear. In the process, giving me another amazing view of her breasts. Our cheeks touched.

“If you ever want a back-cracking, bone-crushing, toes curling, fist-balling, babbling incoherently orgasm,” her lips grazed my earlobe. “Call me.”

I shivered.

Then, once again, she was taking her order and walking away, and once again, I was left sitting there in a daze. I picked up my phone from the table and opened it up. There was the text she had sent to herself. It was a picture of me looking confused and very flushed. I hadn’t even realized that I had blushed that much. Maybe it was just the weird lighting in the shop.

Standing up, I looked down to see a small damp spot on my knee. I rushed out and went to my car, hoping no one else noticed. I sat there for a moment, taking stock of what had happened. Then I realized I was touching my ear where her lips had brushed it. My finger swept across it, trying to recreate that sensation, but it wasn’t even close to the feel of her breath and lips against my skin.

Her words kept running through my brain, a “toes curling, fists balling, babbling incoherently orgasm.” It sounded so primal, so vulnerable, so incredible. Was that even possible? That was fake for porn, right? Could she really do that? To me?

I knew there were a lot of things Jim and I had never done, but we were happy with our sex life. Weren’t we? Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure. Jim had encouraged me to pursue an extramarital affair after all. I still wasn’t sure how to take that.

And then there was this alluring young woman who had triggered something in me I hadn’t realized was there. From the way Charlie talked, there was a whole other level of pleasure I didn’t even know existed. Surely she was being hyperbolic. But what if she wasn’t?

I wanted her, but I didn’t want to lose myself. I needed to regain some measure of control over the situation. So I decided that I would not call her; I would make her come to me.
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THAT NIGHT, I GATHERED up my courage and mentioned the incident to Jim.

“I talked to the blonde again,” I said during a lull in the conversation.

“Oh, really?” Again, Jim’s interest piqued immediately.

I wasn’t going to tell him about the whole encounter, so I just got to the part he needed to know.

“She gave me her number and told me to call if...” The words caught in my throat.

“If what?” Jim prompted.

I took a deep breath.

“If...I wanted a...,” Charlie’s voice echoed in my brain, a back cracking, bone-crushing, toes curling, fists balling, babbling incoherently orgasm. “A mind-blowing orgasm,” I shortened.

“Holy fuck!” he responded, eyes opening wide.

There was silence as Jim just looked at me.

“So,” he finally started. “Are you going to call her?”

“No, I don’t think so,” I replied.

Jim sat back, flabbergasted.

“Why not? Don’t you want to?”

“That’s the problem, Jim,” I started to explain. “I want to too much. This girl is...intoxicating, and that scares me.”

“It scares you that she’s hot?” Jim asked, confused. “You’re hot too, babe.”

“Thank you,” I said cocking my head to the side and smiling at him. “But...”

“But what?” he interrupted. “I bet she’s creaming herself over you!”

“Jim, that’s disgusting,” I chastised.

“You know what I mean.”

“Yes, but you don’t need to be so crude about it,” I admonished again.

“I’m just saying that if you want to play a little hard to get, that’s up to you. You don’t have anything to be scared of. I think you should call her. Have a fun night,” he got a little half-smile like he was trying to hold it in. “Then tell me about it.”

I didn’t comment and just became very interested in the food on my plate.
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THE COFFEE AT WORK the next day was awful. I kept checking my phone to see if Charlie was going to text me about not being at the coffee shop, but there was nothing. That very lack of response kept me thinking about her more than I probably would have otherwise.

The following morning, I decided that I would give her the opportunity to talk without having to call her. I was in the middle of putting on makeup before I realized what I was doing. I mentally berated myself for being so eager, but finished anyway and went to the coffee shop. I waited as long as I could before leaving and found myself angry that Charlie hadn’t shown up.

Despite what happened the previous day, I was back again the next. Again, I waited for her to come through the door.

“Charlie,” the barista said. “Mocha latte for Charlie.”

My head shot to look in the direction of the voice, but the blonde wasn’t there. I searched the room, but I couldn’t see her anywhere. A few seconds later, she jogged in wearing more skimpy workout attire. She went to the counter and retrieved her coffee, then looked in my direction. Our eyes found each other, and she smiled. Then she was heading for the door again.

No! She couldn’t just be leaving! I almost stood up to try to catch her, but stopped myself. I did not want her to see how desperate I was. As she opened the door, she looked back at me and waved, then made the universal hand gesture for ‘call me.’ And she was gone.

I pulled out my phone...then put it away again, all the way into my purse and zipped it. I sat there for another couple of minutes just to collect my thoughts. All I needed to do was call her. Why was that so hard?

I went back to my car and sat there some more with my purse in my lap. With my phone in my lap. Unzipping the purse, I pulled out my phone and stared at it. One little phone call and she would...I didn’t know what she would do. I pulled up the messaging app and sent her a text.

ME> Hi

After an interminably long time that was probably no more than a minute, she replied with a single phone emoji.

I sighed and knew I was going to call her. I hit the call button and listened to it ring.

“Well, hello, Ms. Sexy Nurse,” she answered like we were old friends.

“Hello, Charlie,” I said quietly.

I didn’t know what to say after that. I expected her to guide me through, but there was just silence. I almost hung up when Charlie spoke up.

“So, what did you call me for?”

What did I call her for? What was she playing at?

“You told me to call,” I replied, somewhere between exasperated and confused.

“That is a good reason,” she admitted. “But what do you want?”

She was going to make me say it. Another deep breath. I had gone this far; what was one more embarrassment?

“Y..you know what I want,” I tried.

“Oh, you mean give you the best orgasm of your life?” she teased.

When that was followed by silence, I realized she wanted me to answer.

“Um..y..yes,” I finally replied.

“Good, you’re making progress. The first step is admitting what you want, but are you ready for it?”

“I called, didn’t I?” came my retort.

“Have you ever been with a woman, Sherry?” she asked.

“N..no,” I admitted.

“And does your husband know about your deviant urges?”

I winced at her choice of words. There is nothing wrong with two consenting adults doing whatever they want in their personal lives, but I couldn’t deny that society was still split on that attitude. For a moment, it surprised me that she had mentioned Jim, even if not by name, but then it made sense. Of course, she would have seen the ring. It wasn’t like I was hiding it.

“Yes,” I answered simply.

“And he’s okay with me having sex with his wife?”

“He...he likes the idea,” my voice continued to get softer even though I was alone in my car.

“Of course, he does,” Charlie quipped. “But I want proof. I will take you to heaven, but I will not break up a marriage.”
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​Chapter Five
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“SHE WANTS PROOF,” I explained to Jim that night.

“What kind of proof?”

“She sent me a picture...of her,” I paused, thinking how to explain this. “And now I’m going to send you that picture. Then I need to send her a picture of you holding up your phone with her picture showing.”

“Okay,” Jim said skeptically.

I texted him the picture and, in a few moments, he got a ding. He pulled up the picture, and his eyebrows hit the ceiling as his chin hit the floor. What he was looking at was a selfie of Charlie wearing her sports bra and workout pants. Her camera hid her face, and her other hand held a handwritten sign. It read, ‘I’m going to FUCK your wife.’

Jim sat down on the chair behind him, never taking his eyes off his phone.

“Jesus Christ, Sherry!” my husband exclaimed. “I guess that gets the point across. And what a body!”

“You could still change your mind, you know,” I pointed out. A small voice inside wanted him to put a stop to this, but a much louder voice just wanted him to do what I needed.

“Hell no,” Jim said emphatically. “I mean, of course not, babe, I want this for you.”

Right. He just likes the thought of his wife being with a woman, but how could I blame him? I had already used up a break in a bathroom stall, rubbing myself to a huge climax thinking about it myself.

“Then hold up your phone,” I reminded.

He held it up and actually smiled for the picture! I rolled my eyes, but took the picture and, with only a moment’s hesitation, sent it to Charlie.

A strange feeling washed over me. I was tingling all over at the implication of what I had just done. My legs were getting wobbly, so I took a seat on the couch. Jim was still looking at his phone, presumably at the picture of Charlie.

I was lost in my thoughts when my phone vibrated, and Jim and I both just stared at it.

“Aren’t you going to look at that?” Jim asked.

I pulled up the message and read.

“She wants to have dinner tomorrow night,” I summarized. “At a sushi place.”

The phone went off again, and I looked back down.

“She says it’s just dinner and not to expect anything.”

Jim held up his phone with Charlie’s picture still visible.

“Did you read the sign?” he asked mockingly.

“She didn’t say when,” I said, compelled to defend her.

Even as I said it, I was both disappointed and relieved. It took some of the pressure off, but also delayed the fulfillment of what seemed like a continually growing need.

“Are you going to respond and tell her you can be there?” my husband asked.

“It wasn’t really a question,” I explained. “She just said to meet her there at 7:00.”

“Well, that’s impolite.”

“That’s just the way she is.” Again, I was defending her even though I wasn’t sure why.

Jim got up and sat down next to me on the couch, putting his arm around my shoulder. He reached for my phone and scrolled back to Charlie’s picture.

“Can you imagine touching that body?” Jim prodded.

I knew what he was doing. He was trying to get me aroused and willing to mess around. He might even get his wish. I most certainly could imagine touching that body. I had pressed my knee into her bare pussy. Her lips had touched my ear. My hand absently went to touch that ear.

“Mhm,” I affirmed while staring at that picture.

“And her touching you?” he continued.

Jim’s hand started to rub my stomach as he pulled me closer.

I let him make love to me even as visions of Charlie’s eyes and face and toned body kept intruding. I tried to focus on Jim, but my body responded every time I imagined it was her. Eventually, I gave in to those intrusions and let my imagination take over. I came hard and fast not long after. Jim even commented on how “into it” I was that night.
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THE NEXT DAY WAS SATURDAY, and I was a nervous wreck. I cleaned everything in the house, did the laundry, cleaned the kitchen, and vacuumed a second time. Jim left to play golf during the first round of doing the floors and came back with me, from his perspective, still doing them.

My husband came in and watched me for a few seconds.

“I think you missed a spot,” he quipped.

I nearly threw the vacuum at him. The look I gave him was, I’m sure, almost as painful.

“Okay, sweetie,” Jim started after seeing my somewhat haggard state. “You need to calm down.”

He walked over and took the vacuum from me, setting it aside. Then he took my arm and guided me to the couch. I sat there as he poured me a glass of wine, then, handing it to me, sat next to me.

“It’s just a dinner with a friend, right?” he prodded.

In my head, I wanted to yell that this was not just a girl’s night with a friend. I’d had many of those, and none of them had ended in me naked in bed with another woman. Even so, he was right; Charlie had said this was just a dinner. I took a big slug of the wine.

“Right,” I agreed.

Jim found something mindless on television to watch. All I remember is people jumping onto big inflated balls and falling into a lake, but it was distracting. I’m sure the wine helped some, too, but I just had the one glass. I still had to drive tonight.

Two hours before I was supposed to meet Charlie, I started getting ready. My usual process for going out is throwing on a dress along with some foundation, some lipstick, and maybe some eyeliner. Forty-five minutes on the outside if I didn’t have to take a shower and dry my hair. That night, I fretted over every little thing like I was back in college.

In the end, I wore one of my older little black dresses that was slightly more risqué than my newer one. A slightly higher hemline and a slightly lower neckline. I was happy that I could still fit into it; I was probably Charlie’s age the last time I wore it. I paired that with some black high-heel pumps.

Jim whistled as I stepped into the living room.

“She’s going to be putty in your hands, babe,” he assured me.

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I appreciated his comments and lecherous looks.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this, Jim?” I asked one final time.

“Absolutely, babe! I think this will be great for us,” my husband assured me.

Even if I wasn’t as confident as he seemed to be, I no longer felt like I was betraying or cheating on him. I kissed him goodbye and drove to the restaurant. As always, I arrived five minutes early. I felt a little uneasy standing in the waiting area alone.

Ten minutes later, Charlie finally walked in wearing an ivory, ruched dress that left a large teardrop of cleavage showing under crisscrossing straps. It came to mid-thigh and was completely backless. She showed off her legs with matching high-heel sandals. I knew I was looking good, but I suddenly felt like I was wearing a burlap sack.

She spotted me immediately and walked over, reaching out to lock hands. She held our arms wide apart and looked me up and down.

“To think that was what was under all those scrubs!” Charlie complimented, giving me a very pleased look.

I blushed and tried desperately to think of what I could say to appropriately return the compliment.

“You...look amazing,” was the best I could come up with.

The blonde tilted her head down and looked at me with those incredible eyes.

“All for you,” she said and bit one side of her lower lip.

I squeezed my legs together as I melted under that gaze. Then she was smiling and letting go of one hand. She kept the other one firmly in hers, however, and pulled me towards the greeter.

It wasn’t that far of a walk, but I had time to notice that I was holding hands with another woman in the middle of a restaurant, and it felt...good. More importantly, it didn’t feel wrong. I was happy to be there and happy to be seen with this woman. I felt desired. Not that my husband didn’t make me feel that way, but there was something more to it with Charlie. This beautiful woman wanted to be seen with me, wanted everyone in this restaurant to know we were together.

When we stepped in front of the podium, Charlie let go of my hand and put her arm around my waist, resting her hand on my hip. More than just being wanted, the blonde woman was claiming me as her date for the evening.

“Reservation for...” Charlie started to say when an older gentleman approached from behind the greeter.

“Ah, Ms. Charlie! It’s so nice to see you again, right this way.”

With that, the man grabbed a couple of menus and started walking deeper into the building. I looked at the blonde curiously, but she just grabbed my hand again and we followed. After being seated and the man leaving, she finally answered my unverbalized question.

“One of my dad’s best friends owns this place, and I was the same age as his son,” she began. “We were good friends, and I would come here with him after school every day until my dad came to get me in the afternoons. They were sure that his son and I would get married someday.” She just laughed.

“Were they disappointed?” I asked.

“It was worse,” she snickered. “Turns out he was gay too.”

She gestured with her head toward the man who had shown us to our table.

“That man who led us in was a waiter back then and, probably, is the only one left here other than the owner who remembers the shit we went through,” she continued, her voice getting a tinge of sadness. “I think that’s why he always treats me really well when I come here.”

Then her attention was turned completely on me. She leaned forward and rested her elbows on the table, cradling her face in both hands.

“Let’s talk about you!” she said, her perkiness back.

My unease quickly evaporated as we began to really talk for the first time. I learned that she was twenty-five and some sort of tech worker. She asked about my job, my college days, and my husband.

“He seems surprisingly open to your extramarital activities,” Charlie observed.

I reflexively darted my eyes around to see who was listening. Probably no one.

“Do you have to say that out loud?” I asked, pulling my shoulders in. Then thought about it and realized I was overreacting. “Besides, we haven’t done anything; this is just dinner.”

“But we’re going to,” she said in such a matter-of-fact manner. “Aren’t we?”

My blood ran cold momentarily at the thought of having to answer that question right here, but she was just looking at me, waiting.

“I hope so,” I answered, unable to maintain eye contact.

Charlie had that predator look again. Something about it excited me.

“It’s completely up to you, Sherry,” she insisted. “I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to.”

I nodded my head to indicate I understood.

“Can we not talk about this here?” I urged in a quiet voice.

“What? Are you embarrassed that we’re together?” Charlie pouted and reached out to take my hand and held it between both of hers.

Once again, the fact that we were on a romantic date was put on display for the world to see. My pulse quickened, and I closed my eyes, momentarily focusing on the feeling of her soft skin pressing against mine. When I felt her lifting my hand, I opened my eyes and just watched as she brought my knuckles to her lips and kissed them. It was slow and sensual, and I pressed my thighs together again, feeling that tingle between them.

“N..no,” I tried to answer her question. “I...just...”

I just...what? I had no idea what was supposed to follow that and let the words hang. She put my hand back down but continued to hold it. Despite my nervousness, I was feeling desired by this lovely woman and didn’t dare remove my hand from hers.

Just then, the waiter approached to get our meal order. I started to pull my hand away, but Charlie increased her grip just enough to keep me from retreating.

“So have you ladies decided what you want?” the waiter asked.

We hadn’t even looked at the menu, but Charlie started rattling off a list of sushi rolls and sashimi I had never heard of, along with a bottle of warm plum wine. I had been to a couple of sushi restaurants in the past, but I was far from knowledgeable in the matter. The plum wine was yet another thing I had never tried. How was it that this woman, nearly ten years my junior, seemed to have so much more life experience? I constantly felt like a naive girl being taken on an exciting new journey by this worldly, if younger, woman. She had everything in hand, including me, and I found myself settling comfortably into her taking the lead.

“Alright,” the man said when Charlie finished. “Excellent choices, ma’am. I’ll bring that wine right out.”

Charlie continued to hold my hand on top of the table as we talked and didn’t let go until the wine arrived. She poured us both a glass and watched me carefully as I took a sip. It was sweet and fruity. The warmth made it comforting and smooth as it filled the mouth and warmed all the way down. I knew immediately that I would be ordering this the next time I was at a Japanese restaurant.

Charlie sipped at hers, so I tried to follow suit, only to realize I had finished the whole glass more quickly than I expected.

“You should probably slow down on that,” the blonde warned. “The alcohol level is deceptive.”

I knew she was right, but I couldn’t not have another glass. I did manage to make it last for most of the rest of the meal, however. Nonetheless, I was feeling warm and relaxed by the end.

Over the course of the meal, I learned a lot more about Charlie, and she learned more about me. I found out about her experiences growing up, and knowing that she was attracted exclusively to girls even before she hit puberty. She found out about my sheltered upbringing and how I had been a virgin until marriage. How I rarely masturbated and didn’t own a single sex toy.

She asked me about my experiences, or, in my case, lack of experience with having multiple orgasms, whether I squirted, which I didn’t know was possible, and if I liked oral.

“Well, of course, I like receiving,” I answered. “But I don’t think Jim is really into it. I mean, he’ll do it for me, but I can just tell he doesn’t care for it, you know.”

She licked her lips and leaned closer.

“I love giving oral,” she said in a husky tone. “My favorite place to be is sucking on a clit, and the woman I’m with is cumming so hard that I have to hold on for dear life.”

My brain immediately conjured the image of Charlie’s head between my legs and me having an earth-shattering orgasm. I took another swallow of wine, finishing off my second glass. I tried to pour a third, but the ceramic pitcher was empty.

The waiter arrived with a printout of the bill that Charlie tucked into her purse, but I hadn’t seen her pay it.

“I...was going to pay for dinner,” I offered.

The blonde looked at me like I was crazy.

“My choice of restaurant, my treat,” she explained. “Besides, I have an account here and it gets automatically paid, so I don’t have to worry about it.”

How does one even go about setting something like that up? Was she some wealthy heiress or something? As if she could hear my thoughts, Charlie spoke up.

“No, I’m not rich, I just get a good discount because of the family friend status. I’m still paying for this, so don’t get any ideas about me becoming your sugar momma.”

What? I hadn’t thought of any such thing. Charlie just looked at me and couldn’t hold her straight face. She laughed and put her hand on my leg under the table.

“Oh, honey, your face!”

I laughed softly even though I was not completely sure what was so funny. She squeezed my leg and let go as she started to stand up.

“Come on, let’s go dancing,” she announced.

“Dancing?” I asked.

“Yeah, you know, music, moving your body. How old are you again?”

“Oh, haha,” I deadpanned as I rose.

Once again, Charlie was grabbing my hand and pulling me along in her wake. She waved at the manager as we left.

Exiting the restaurant, we turned away from where our cars were parked. It was a warm night, and my date slowed down her pace a lot once we were on the sidewalk.

“The club is less than a block in this direction,” she assured me.

I pulled alongside her, and it finally felt like we were really holding hands and not like Charlie was just pulling me somewhere. After a few leisurely steps, she snaked my arm around her waist and pulled me closer. We walked that way most of the rest of the distance to the club, pressed tightly together with my arm resting on her hip and hers draped around my shoulders.

I could see a small line of people waiting to get into the club and wondered how long we would have to wait or if Charlie knew some secret way in. For that reason, I wasn’t even surprised when she guided us into an alley on the side of the club. Instead of going to some hidden door, however, she turned me to face her and pressed me against the brick wall. It wasn’t hard, and I didn’t resist.

My palms felt the rough texture of the bricks, but I wasn’t scared. Far from it. When her breasts pressed against mine, I was sure she would be able to feel the beating of my heart. Charlie placed her hands against the wall on either side of me like a little cage. She just looked at my face, my eyes, my lips for a long moment before talking.

“You are a very beautiful woman, Sherry,” she began.

I smiled and felt my head move closer to her. She moved hers back, not rising to my offer.

“When we go through that door, you are going to be approached by every guy in there and several of the women.” I wasn’t sure where this was going. “Stay by my side. You’re my date tonight, understand?”

Maybe it was the wine, but the meaning that my brain registered was more than what she said. I nodded. I was hers tonight.

Then Charlie’s face crept closer, and her head tilted slightly. I didn’t wait for her to come to me and moved to close the distance. Our lips met, and I finally felt the reality of what I had only fantasized about before. They were so much more sensual and soft and teasing and expressive than I could have ever dreamed up. I let her push my head against the wall as my arms lifted to her sides. When she didn’t stop me, I slid them down her body to her hips and behind to the top of her incredible butt. I was still too shy to go any further, but my fingertips were under where the backless opening of her dress ended. Then her mouth opened, and her tongue caressed the underside of my top lip. Instinctively and without hesitation, my teeth parted, and my own tongue searched for hers.

I don’t know how long that kiss lasted, but it wasn’t long enough. Charlie tilted her chin back, leaving me reaching for her. She touched her forehead to mine, and we just stood there for another few moments just breathing.

“We should get in there,” Charlie finally said. “Before I just take you to a hotel right now.”

If I had been braver, I would have voiced how much that was exactly what I wanted her to do. Instead, I just nodded again.

She stepped back and took my hand, once again pulling me to the door of the club. The bouncer saw us coming and acted like he was going to stop us, then seemed to recognize Charlie and just stood back in his previous position.

“Let me guess, another family connection?” I said as the club door closed behind us.

The music was muffled but already threatened to hinder conversation.

“Oh, no,” she said, having to raise her voice a bit. “I convinced this place to have a lesbian night, and it’s their biggest money maker now.”

My eyebrows raised.

“This isn’t lesbian night, is it?” I asked.

“No,” Charlie laughed. “But that would have been fun.” She looked back at me and winked. “Maybe next time.”

We stepped through another swinging door into a room where the music accosted us like it was a physical wind that we had to push through. It was both well-lit in places and downright dark in others. We started walking through the outskirts of the room, with Charlie pulling me close and putting her arm around me. A couple of times, she even let her hand cup my ass. The whole time, she would occasionally wave or blow a kiss at someone.

Finally, through some circuitously meandering path, we sat down in an empty round booth with a low table. I leaned over close to her ear so that she could hear me.

“What was the meaning of all that? Why didn’t we just come here and sit down in the first place?” I asked.

“Just claiming my territory,” she responded.

“Territory?”

“That little walk told all of the important people here that you are with me,” she explained. “And saved me from spending the night fighting them off you.”

She leaned back and relaxed, crossing her legs. No sooner had she gotten comfortable than a waiter showed up with two cocktails I couldn’t identify. Charlie sat up and looked where the waiter pointed. At that, she picked up one of the glasses and thanked someone in the distance.

“That was the owner of the club,” she explained. “He approves of you!”

“How do you know that?”

“Because he gave us one of my favorite drinks. If he didn’t like you, he would have sent over a martini or some other horrible concoction.”

Charlie sipped at hers, but I needed a little more courage and took bigger gulps.

We talked a bit more about life and our jobs. I told her about being an OR nurse, and she told me about testing software for large retail companies. She convinced me to dance for a while and, when we returned, another set of drinks was brought to us by the server. He whispered to Charlie, who caught the eye of another woman across the room. The other woman was a slightly taller, impeccably dressed older lady. By older, I mean that she was probably in her late 30s. She had shoulder-length brown hair and a trim figure.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

Charlie sucked on her lip for a moment before answering.

“Nobody important,” she responded as though that was an answer.

She raised her glass to the other woman, then sat back with her drink and turned her attention back to me. She crooked her finger, beckoning me to get closer. I looked back at the untouched new drink, grabbed it, and downed it in a few gulps. Then I looked back at my beautiful date and scootched over as close as I could get. She lifted one knee to cross her legs, I thought, then swung them both over my lap. One arm went around my shoulders, and the other came up and gently took my own. Our fingers intertwined momentarily, then Charlie guided my hand to her leg. My palm felt the skin of her knee, with her hand gently gripping my wrist and urging me to run my hand up her leg. I let my hand skim down the outside of her thigh until my fingertips breached the hem of her dress. Still, Charlie urged me further.

With every inch further down her leg my hand traveled, I thought I would pass out. My hand forced her dress up her leg as well, and I absently suspected that a lot of eyes were watching us. At the time, though, I didn’t care. Alcohol and the sensation of her smooth leg combined to make me swoon and forget about everything else around us.

My hand was on her bare hip by the time she let go of my wrist and moved up to tuck a stray lock of my dark brown hair behind my ear. The position of my hand had forced me to turn and lean toward her. Our noses almost touched as Charlie cradled my face against her warm palm.

“So,” she started. “How are you enjoying your first date with a woman?”

I smiled and looked into those gorgeous eyes. No words came to mind. Instead, I just lifted my chin and edged my face forward, offering her my lips. She accepted, and we met in the middle. Again, it was soft and searching at first. Her lips seemed to meld with mine in a way that was so sensual. It was only moments before our tongues got involved, and Charlie's grip on my neck increased.

With one hand already all the way up my date’s dress and caressing her hip, I let my other hand move up her other side until I felt the underside of her breast against my thumb. I wanted to feel those amazing breasts, but that might be one step too far in the middle of a club. I took my cue from Charlie, who let her free hand roam over my body but avoided anything obviously sexual.

I lost track of how long we made out. I was lost in the erotic haze of her lips and the feel of her body. Vaguely, I started hearing some jeers and exclamations from my left, but I was too preoccupied to care. Charlie let go of my head long enough to flip our audience the bird, but never stopped kissing me. There was a bit of laughter, but the external encouragement died down, nonetheless.

When her hand came back, her lips let go of mine and moved to my jaw and then to my neck just below my ear. Her lips on my neck were a new sensation that I wasn’t expecting. I loved when Jim kissed my neck, but this was so much different. Unlike my husband’s rough chin and upper lip, Charlie was all soft and smooth and seemed to know exactly where to kiss or lick or nibble to make me melt.

“We should probably stop,” she whispered directly into my ear, then nibbled on the lobe. “Before we do something to get ourselves thrown out.”

She sat back, and I heard myself whimper in disappointment. Charlie smiled and swung her legs off of me. Within minutes, we were inundated with fresh drinks being brought to us, presumably from our appreciative onlookers.

I blushed, but grabbed the first drink and downed it. My date, however, barely touched any of the free drinks. She was probably being smart, but I needed something to do with my hands, or they were going to be back on Charlie.

The night got a little hazy after that. I remember attempting to dance again, only for my date to steer me back to the table quickly, and me trying to put my hand up her dress again.

Then we were pulling up in my driveway in Charlie’s Miata. How had I gotten here? I was still so horny. The blonde helped me out of the car, and I managed to grab her ass as I stood up. She just ignored it and practically carried me to the front door. She had my keys and started to unlock it when Jim opened the door.

The two of them just froze for a moment, so I figured I should introduce them.

“Charlie, my husband, husband, Charlie,” I said. At least that’s what I think I said.

“It’s Jim,” Jim said. “Is she okay?”

“Oh yeah,” Charlie responded as she began to pass me off to my loving husband. “She just...got a little carried away with the free drinks.”

“Well,” Jim said, clearly nervous. “Did you two...have fun?”

I laughed out loud.

“HA, he wants to know if we had sex!” I announced loudly. I thought about it and I wasn’t sure. “Did we have sex?” I asked.

“No,” Charlie responded, a little exasperated. “I don’t take advantage of drunk women.”

Then I got a wonderful idea! I let go of Jim and fell back onto Charlie.

“Why don’t you stay here tonight?!” I said excitedly. “We can share the bed,” I added, kissing her cheek and neck. “And Jim can sleep on the couch.”

“I don’t think that would be such a great idea,” Charlie responded.

“It’s okay, really,” Jim chimed in. “I don’t mind if you two want to take the bedroom.”

Charlie looked right at him.

“I want her to remember every second of what I do to her and know that how good she feels has nothing to do with alcohol.”

She bent forward and gave me a quick kiss. My lips tried to catch up as she pulled away, but found only air. I heard Charlie’s car start back up as Jim led me inside and closed the door. I was still more horny than I could ever remember being, and I needed release. Luckily, I had Jim there to help me out, and he had no problem taking advantage of his drunk wife.
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I WOKE UP THE NEXT morning with a headache and visions of my date running through my head. Jim had been great, but I still craved ...I don’t know. Her touch? Her attention? It was all of that, but I realized, it was also how she made me feel...claimed.

Jim made me feel safe, protected, desired, and loved. He was my husband, and he never crossed the line into treating me like anything other than his equal partner. When I was with Charlie, I was hers for the evening. I was desired in a way I hadn’t realized I wanted. She showed me off like a coveted prize - and I liked the attention, not from others, but from her.

By late morning, my hangover had passed, and I texted Charlie.

ME> Thank you for such a wonderful night and for taking care of me

CHARLIE> I’m glad you had a good time. I know I did 💋

CHARLIE> Maybe less drinking next time

ME> Next time? 😚

CHARLIE> I still owe you something 😈

ME> You could come over now

As soon as I sent that, I realized how desperate it sounded and tried to think of something that would make it sound better.

ME> I need to get my car

There was a longer wait this time.

CHARLIE> Is your husband there?

ME> No, he’s golfing

I lied, but I was pretty sure Jim would help me out.

CHARLIE> K. Be there in 30

I let out a tiny squeal and then covered my mouth. Walking to the living room, I found Jim watching some sport on TV.

“I need you to leave,” I said.

Jim just looked at me for a few seconds, looked back at his game or match or whatever, and back at me.

“Why?”

“Charlie’s coming over and we’re going to go get my car,” I explained.

“Okay,” he said, still confused. “And I have to leave for that?”

“I told her you were golfing.” I could tell it still wasn’t connecting. “And I’m going to invite her in.”

Another couple of seconds and Jim’s eyes opened wide. There we go!

“Oh, right, uh,” he looked around absently, like he was searching for something. “Where am I supposed to go?”

“I don’t care,” I replied, thinking I shouldn’t have to figure that out. “Go play some golf.”

“I don’t have a tee time. I can’t just show up.”

“Then go to a sports bar and watch something,” I suggested.

“By myself?” he whined.

Okay, he didn’t whine, but it sounded like a whine to me at the time.

“Jim, I don’t care. Please, I’ll make it up to you,” I promised.

“This isn’t going to become a habit, is it?” he asked with a wink and a devilish smile.

I didn’t know how to answer that. I just needed to get this burning curiosity out of my system. Find out that it’s nothing special, and then I could forget about it and go back to being a normal housewife. But I also knew how Charlie had affected me the previous night, and I wasn’t sure if I could just give that up. Jim was being so understanding, and I realized that it was a rhetorical question.

“Thank you, babe,” I said. “I’ll text you when it’s okay for you to come home.”

I was a little surprised that Jim didn’t seem upset at being kicked out of his own home so that I could have some alone time with another woman. Just thinking about that made me appreciate him that much more.

Then I got to thinking about whether I should change into something other than the jeans and a T-shirt I was wearing. Would she think that I really did just want to go get my car?

Thirty minutes later, I was straightening up my house and looking at the clock every thirty seconds. I had put on a pink A-line mini-dress with pink flowers. It had a sweetheart neckline and tie-up shoulder straps. I could go out of the house with this, but I hoped that it was sexy enough to give Charlie the right message.

I was fluffing a pillow on the couch for the third or fourth time when the doorbell rang. I took a deep breath and went to answer it. When I opened the door, Charlie was there wearing a halter top, a pair of jean shorts, and a pair of what I was beginning to recognize as her signature high-heeled sandals.

We just looked at each other for a few seconds before she spoke.

“Hi, Sherry.”

“Hi, Charlie.”

“How are you feeling?” she asked with a glint in her eye.

I sucked on my lips for a second before answering.

“Very not drunk,” I replied.

I caught her predatory look for an instant before she stepped forward and put her hand behind my neck. She pulled me into a passionate kiss with her tongue diving straight into my mouth. A foot closed the front door as her hands moved along my back and urged me further into the room.

Her hand at my neck slid up into my hair and pulled gently. I let my head fall back as her lips slipped from mine and trailed to my neck. I moaned and wrapped my arms around her, feeling Charlie’s feminine form pressed against mine. It was so exhilarating and sensual. A hand found my rear and I moaned again as she squeezed. Yes, this is what I wanted.

“Take me,” I heard myself whisper.

Oh, shit, did I say that out loud!

“Mmmmm,” Charlie purred right next to my ear. “Don’t worry, baby, I will.”

Then my dress was being lifted from behind, and her hand was on my leg and hip and ass again, but now without the cloth in the way. I was regretting wearing panties as they would just be another hindrance now. One of my own hands felt for her perfect butt through the denim of her shorts as the other felt the side of her breast. I wanted to touch those amazing breasts and slid my hand down until I felt the warmth of her skin below her top. My fingers dipped underneath and pushed upward in search of her nipple. I found it and let it press against my palm as I felt her fullness in my hand.

Just as I was about to get that little hard nub between my fingers, Charlie got her own finger under one of the straps of my dress and pushed it off my shoulder. She continued to tug it down my arm even as she continued to tease my neck and ear with kisses and nibbles. I felt her hard nipple pass between my fingers just as my own breast was freed from its covering.

Our lips came together again, and we were in an almost mirror position with each other. One hand caressed a butt cheek while the other massaged a breast. Her talented fingers started playing with my nipple and sending jolts of pleasure through me. I tried to match her motions with my own hand and her nipple. We were both moaning into each other’s mouths, and then suddenly we weren’t.

Charlie had stepped back and put her hand on the center of my chest. She stepped forward, and I had to take a step back, then another. Finally, with one stronger push, I fell back onto the couch. The blonde straddled me, and our makeout session resumed. Quickly, my other strap was pulled down, and I was effectively topless. Not wanting to be alone in that, I pulled Charlie’s top over her head. Her body was amazing, and I just wanted to put my face to her chest.

The blond had ideas of her own, however, and was kissing her way down my collarbone to find my left breast. She teased my nipple with her tongue, swirling it around and flicking it. I have sensitive nipples that seem to have a direct connection to my pleasure centers. What Charlie was doing was already priming me for whatever she had in mind.

What I didn’t expect was what came next. Her other hand came up to fondle my right breast and nipple while her mouth formed a seal around my left areola. She sucked, and half my tit got pulled into her mouth.

“Oooohhh,” was all I got out.

My breast started going in and out of her mouth. Each time, my nipple reached further until I almost felt like she was getting ready to deep-throat it. Then she used her tongue to press my nipple against the hard roof of her mouth. It was a surprisingly strong squeeze, and I was already writhing beneath her. My hands went to the cushions to steady myself, and my eyes closed as the incredible sensation increased.

But the blonde girl wasn’t done. Her tongue started to undulate like a warm, wet pump in perfect time with her sucking motion. She was milking me in the most amazing way possible. My body tensed.

“Oh, my fucking god!” I cried.

I never curse, but I also didn’t think I could cum from my nipples being sucked either. It wasn’t the usual crescendo from my sex. The intense pleasure from my nipples caused the muscles of my vagina to contract, which was enough to signal my brain to climax. My hands scratched at the cushions, and my back arched, shoving my breast further down the blonde woman’s throat. I let out a long, growling moan as the wave washed over me.

There was a soft pop as Charlie let go of my breast.

“You just came, didn’t you?” she asked with a smile.

I could only nod with my mouth hanging open. I closed my eyes to recover when I felt my right breast get sucked into her soft, warm mouth. My eyes flew open, and my hands reflexively grabbed her head as my right breast was pulled in deep. On the other side, Charlie gently caressed my now super-sensitive left breast. I immediately felt my pussy responding. Then her tongue squeezed my nipple, and the pumping motion started.

Within a minute, I was humping air and making lewd noises. I was gripping her head tightly, but she didn’t seem to mind. Then another mini-orgasm hit me. She kept sucking until my body collapsed back to the sofa. I hadn’t even realized I had come off the cushion.

Charlie started kissing my face and neck lightly, letting me recover for real this time.

“That was so sexy,” she said as she kissed my shoulder. “Not a lot of women can do that, cum from breast play.”

“I didn’t know I could either,” I managed.

“Mmmmm,” she purred. “Even better. But I’m not done with you.”

She stood up and offered me her hand.

“That was just the appetizer,” she continued. “I want the main course.”

I took her hand, and she pulled me up. She bent down and pushed my dress over my hips, pulling it and my panties off, then looked at my smooth mons.

“Mmm, I like a smooth surface,” she said. “Now, take my shorts off.”

It wasn’t a request, but I wanted nothing more. I stepped close enough to unsnap her jean shorts. She had to wiggle her hips a bit to help me get them down. As they started to fall, I noticed that she wasn’t wearing panties. I don’t know why that was surprising at this point.

“Where is your bedroom?” she asked as she stepped out of her shorts.

The question didn’t register right off as I was taking in her naked form. She was clean-shaven too, I noticed, and I wanted to touch every inch of her. Truth be told, I wanted to kiss every inch of her. My brain finally caught up with her question.

“This way,” I said and walked quickly toward my bed.

I walked in and turned around to see Charlie walk past me and sit on the bed.

“After your little display in there,” she began. “I need some attention.”

“W..what do you want me to do?” I asked. So many possibilities flashed through my brain, and I would do every one of them if she wanted.

“I want you to put those pretty little lips of yours to work,” she said as she opened her legs.

She wanted me to eat her and, to my own surprise, I wanted to. My mouth actually watered at the thought of licking her. That had never happened with Jim. Just as he had with me, I had done it for him, but it wasn’t something I particularly enjoyed. I was on my knees between her thighs in moments. I was starting to lean forward when she stopped me.

“Take your time,” she coached. “This is your first time, right? So get to know the feel with your fingers first.”

I brought my hand up, and my fingers made contact with her soft folds. She was already wet, and my fingers slid easily over her labia. Then I parted them with my middle finger and let it touch her opening, and then up to find her clit. Charlie gave appreciative noises, so I continued to explore. Finally, I let my finger push into her hole. Even with just one finger, she gripped my digit, although it slid in easily.

I was inside of another woman. A few months ago, I would have never thought that I would be here. I pulled out a bit and pushed back in. But now I was fingering another woman, and it felt nice. I looked up at Charlie’s pretty face as she moaned appreciatively.

“Now I want you to get acquainted with the taste,” she interrupted. “Take your finger and suck on it.”

I had never even tasted myself, but I didn’t hesitate and brought my finger to my lips and stuck it all the way in so I could get a good idea of her flavor. It was vaguely sweet with a little twang, like ripe strawberries. I sucked harder, wanting to get every last molecule.

“That’s it. Good girl,” she praised, and I got a warm feeling. “Now taste the real thing.”

Her hand sat on the top of my head and started to press me down and forward. I didn’t resist and just let her guide me down. As I got closer, the aroma drew me in. My tongue snaked out and took my first tentative lick at the edges of her labia. The taste was just like on my finger, but more intense, and I wanted more. My tongue pressed in deeper, trying to taste more of her. Her fingers brushed through my hair.

“Mmm, yeah, just get acquainted,” Charlie encouraged. “Now look up here.”

I lifted my eyes to look at her while my tongue tried to get every last drop of her nectar.

“Such pretty eyes,” she cooed. “Now lick my clit.”

I found her button with my tongue easily as it was standing out from its hood.

“Oh, so nice,” she said, closing her eyes.

Her hips began to move slowly in time with my tongue.

“Put two fingers in and fuck me,” she ordered even as her hand pushed me closer.

I did as she instructed, pushing in one, then two fingers. She gripped them and threatened to push them out, but I set up a rhythm.

“Faster,” Charlie said between grunts and moans.

I barely had to move my fingers anymore as her pelvis moved on its own. Her legs wrapped around my body, locking me in place, and she leaned back on one arm. I did my best to keep licking her clit. It must have been good enough because she suddenly went still and then started shaking. That sharp, sweet flavor came back in spades as she climaxed. My tongue tried to clean her up as fast as I could, not wanting to miss any of it.

Charlie settled down and released her hold on my head. I continued to lick her until I was satisfied that I had gotten all I could.

I felt fantastic! I loved making her cum. Hearing, seeing, and, for that matter, tasting her ecstasy was an exquisite experience. Once again, I was left wanting more and licked my lips absently.

Charlie sat up and fixed my hair, some of which was sticking to my face.

“Not bad for a first time,” she said. “You’re good at taking direction. I like that.”

She crawled all the way onto the other side of the bed and patted the center.

“Come on,” she said. “Your turn.”

She grabbed one of the two pillows and put it near the center.

“Put your butt on this,” she indicated the pillow nearest to her. “And your head there.”

I did as she suggested. It was a little strange to have my pelvis in the air like that, but not uncomfortable. She put two fingers to my mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered.

She pushed them past my teeth, and I sucked on them like they were a dick. Charlie smiled at my enthusiasm. Then she removed them and started to circle them around one of my nipples. They were still quite sensitive from earlier, and she had me moaning almost immediately. Her other hand massaged my other breast and then pinched my nipple. The pressure stopped just short of pain and shot pleasure to my sex.

Charlie’s still slightly damp fingers slid down my stomach and came to rest on my pussy. She just gently moved them in small circles over the outside of my lips. I was so wet I knew her fingers were getting slick quickly. Her circles started parting my folds and circling my hole, then slowly moving up to my clit. I could already feel the orgasm building as she circled and manipulated my protruding button like she was playing a musical instrument. I was already starting to squirm when her soft voice cut in.

“Just relax and give yourself to me,” her voice was so soothing. “I’m going to make you feel better than you ever have before, but I need you to let go. For the next little while, you’re mine to play with. Got it?”

At that moment, she could do anything she wanted to me. I nodded.

“I need to hear you say it,” she said gently.

“Yes, I understand,” I breathed.

“And?”

“I...I’m yo..yours to play with,” I answered.

Saying those words was a little demeaning, but they were true. She could play with my body in any way she wanted, and I would welcome it.

As if to reward me for the right answer, Charlie’s fingers spread apart, and each went to one side of my clit, capturing it. Those fingers still slid up and down and in tiny circles, but now my nub was being tugged and gently squeezed between them. My pelvis was already moving with her motions, and my climax was coming on fast. Just a few more seconds.

Then her hand came away, a sticky line of my fluids still stretching between her fingers and my sex.

“Oh, god, I was so close,” I complained.

“I know,” she said, still in that soft soothing voice. “But we’re going to do this right. That means I need you to hold off.”

“What?” I wasn’t sure if I could even do that.

“It will be so much better if you can control yourself until I tell you to let go, okay, sweetie?”

I nodded. Whatever she wanted.

“Say, ‘yes, ma’am,’” Charlie commanded.

“Unhh...y..yes, ma’am,” I whimpered.

“Good girl.”

Again, her fingers began to move on me and brought me to the brink. She knew exactly when to slow down to keep me there. My body was writhing and moaning and occasionally crying out.

“Trust me, Sherry, you can go higher,” Charlie encouraged.

With each time she brought me close, I could swear the ceiling was, indeed, increasing. I was already past where I would have normally exploded.

Her hand slid down so that her palm was gently pressing against my clit while the fingertips poked in and out of my hole.

“You’re doing great,” I heard her say, but I was barely cogent.

Her second hand came down and started rubbing back and forth over my clit as the first finally sent two fingers deep into me. My back went up, and I thought I was going to cum, but I didn’t want to disappoint Charlie. I held it off even as my hands grabbed the bedspread, pulling and stretching. I was starting to sweat with the exertion.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck!” again with the expletives I never use.

Her hands slowed down, and my crash backed off slightly. I was having trouble focusing on anything but her fingers and holding back my climax, but noticed Charlie move between my legs, one hand never leaving my pussy.

“Just a little higher, Sherry,” Charlie said. “Tell me you can do it.”

“Y..yes...ma’am,” I answered between breaths. “I can...do it.”

I wouldn’t let her down.

“Good girl,” Charlie replied again.

Then her mouth connected with my sex. My pleasure level shot right past my previous ceiling, but she still kept me from climaxing. My mind was getting foggy, and all I knew was what Charlie was doing to my body. In the past, my orgasms focused on my hole or my clit, but it felt like every cell of my body was ready to cum.

Her tongue joined her fingers, briefly, inside me, then was back to my clit before her head lifted.

“You can let yourself go now, Sherry,” Charlie’s voice reached me from somewhere.

Her fingers dove deep and started to move independently from each other at the same time that her lips latched onto my clit and sucked it in. She held my clit between her lips and used the flat of her tongue to move it around. I could feel every soft bump on her tongue as it scrubbed against my most sensitive spot. Something she was doing with her fingers, though, was keeping me from blasting. Then she closed her jaw a little and started sucking my nub in and out of her mouth, dragging my clit across her teeth. Her fingers came back together, and a third joined them, pistoning quickly.

My brain exploded with sensation and ecstasy as my orgasm finally began. Every muscle in my body started to shake, not knowing if they should tense or release, and my eyes rolled back. I cried out in some combination of a moan and a groan that just kept going until I had to take a breath. Still, my climax was flowing through me. My body started to jerk, and still the orgasm continued. I tried to yell more curses, but only gibberish came out.

Then, finally, I felt the climax start to subside when Charlie let go of my poor, abused clit. I took a couple of breaths before Charlie twisted her hand and curved her fingers to massage a new spot, and fireworks went off. My body arched, and I was balanced between the top of my head and the pillow under my ass. I came again hard and fast this time. She let me down from that one more quickly, long enough for me to feel the exhaustion permeating my limbs.

“I want one more,” Charlie said. I tried to shake my head, but things weren’t reconnected yet.

She touched that same spot and sucked my clit back into her mouth. At first, I thought I was just too spent and that I just couldn’t cum anymore. Then I felt it rise again, slower but inevitable. Even if I had wanted to, I couldn’t have fought back or stopped her. My body was a mass of sexual nerve endings being strummed in perfect harmony. I went limp as my third orgasm crashed through my brain, and I cried out again.

The next thing I knew, I was curled up in Charlie’s arms and she was gently stroking my hair.

“You did so good,” she was saying softly.

I slowly lifted my head to look at her. Good, it still worked. She looked me in the eyes and smiled. She gave me a quick peck on the lips, which I returned without thought.

“You kinda passed out there,” she pointed out.

I couldn’t think of how to respond and just hoped I could.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

I took stock. How did I feel? I felt... euphoric. Like I had been to heaven and was now back. Apparently, however, I must have flown there under my own power because every part of my body was tired. More than tired, completely spent.

I started to laugh but had no idea what, exactly, I was laughing at. I think it was just the utter sense of joy that had to be let out. Charlie held me tighter and began to laugh with me. After a minute or two, she loosened her hug.

“You can tell your husband he can come back now,” she said.

How did she know?

“Um, okay,” I answered.

It took a lot of mental effort to force myself to unfurl from Charlie’s warm embrace, but I finally managed to pull myself off the bed. My legs were still a little wobbly, but I managed not to fall on my ass.

Back in the living room, I was searching for my phone as Charlie came in and started getting dressed. I couldn’t help but pause and watch her. A feeling of giddiness surfaced at the memory of what we had just done.

I found my phone and texted Jim.

ME> You can come home now

JIM> 411???

ME> 😳🤯

After that, I located my dress and panties. I started to put on my underwear when Charlie stopped me.

“No panties,” she said.

It was kind of a short dress, but we were just going to get my car.

“Okay,” I replied quizzically and proceeded to pull the dress over my head.

It wasn’t like I had never gone commando in a skirt before, but doing it at Charlie’s urging felt naughtier, somehow.

We drove back to the restaurant where my car was parked, with Charlie’s hand on my thigh most of the time. As we got close, I told her what a good time I had and that I hoped we could get together again sometime.

The parking lot was mostly deserted, so we parked next to my car. I didn’t want to get out and hesitated. Charlie turned her body toward me, and I mirrored her motion. She put a hand on my cheek and looked deep into my eyes.

“I hope this was a special moment for you,” she said.

I smiled and nodded.

“It was.”

“But I don’t want you getting attached,” she said. “I like you a lot, Sherry, but this was just sex, okay?”

I was slightly hurt, but at the same time, it was exactly what Jim and I had talked about. He was happy for me to explore my desire for other women as long as it was just about the physical.

“Just sex, I understand,” I assured her.

“I’m also not into guys, so there’s no chance of a three-way, okay?” Charlie added.

I nodded again.

“Finally,” she said as her other hand went up my dress and touched my slit.

My legs parted to give her better access, and her fingers slipped between my labia to locate my clit. I gasped as she continued her statement.

“When we’re together, you’re mine,” she announced. “Even if Jim is around.”

A finger slid into me, and her thumb started working my nub. I was still sensitive from earlier, and I braced myself on the armrest and glove box.

“Now you say, ‘yes, ma’am,’” Charlie said.

“Yes...m..ma’am,” I stammered as I felt an orgasm approaching quickly.

Charlie pulled my face to hers and slipped her tongue into my mouth, our lips meshing. Another fifteen seconds and I exploded, moaning into her even as she held my lips to hers.

As I came down, she pulled her hands away, leaving me panting in her passenger seat. I did my best to compose myself, then grabbed my purse and opened the car door.

I got into my car and just sat there as I watched Charlie pull away in her Miata. My body still tingled, and her scent lingered for a few more moments. I breathed it in and closed my eyes. What was I doing? Images from the past twenty-four hours flashed through my head. Going on a date with this enchanting, confident woman, almost ten years younger than me. Getting drunk literally and figuratively with her and, then, this morning, the most intense sexual experience of my life.

I found myself squeezing a breast and realized I was still horny. After all that, my body wanted more. The thought of her touch, what she did to me, what I did to her, all of it fueled a hunger I’d never felt before.

Now I needed to go back home, back to Jim. He would want to hear all the details. That idea sparked something, too. I knew it would get him excited and would lead to more.

It was a long drive back to the house since the restaurant and club were in a neighboring town, and I had plenty of time to imagine how the conversation with Jim was going to go. I would tell him about everything we did and how it felt. He would start to fondle me and gradually increase until we ended up in bed. That would be wonderful too.

At home, the scene went just as I expected. Jim was incredibly turned on by my descriptions, and we ended up moving to the bedroom. Looking back, I realized that Jim had been fantasizing about his wife with another woman and had been nudging me in this direction ever since I expressed interest. It was clearly a strong kink for him. I got excited talking about it and reliving the experience, but Jim was as aroused or more than I was.

After that, I honestly thought I was over it. I loved my husband. I enjoyed sex with him, and he was always romantic and conscientious. I could chalk up this event as a time of sexual curiosity that had been satisfied, and I could now move on with my normal life. I lay down beside Jim that night, content and exhausted.
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​Chapter Seven
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The schedule at work had been back-to-back emergencies that morning, but we finally had a break. After double-checking that all equipment was accounted for and disposing of all consumables, I was the last one to leave the theater. I went into the changing room to take off the OR scrubs and back into my everyday clothes.

I pulled the top off and sat on the bench to pull the bottoms off. In just my underwear and socks, I tossed the used garments into the appropriate bin. Just then, a form came around the bank of lockers. I looked up to see Charlie in her pink exercise gear.

“Charlie?” I said, confused. “What are you doing here?”

She just gave me a big smile and started walking toward me like a cat on the prowl. I was frozen just watching her approach. I knew what that body, those lips, those hands, what she could do to me, and my own body responded. I felt my excitement rise as she came within reach of me, but this was my workplace. I couldn’t let this happen, not here.

“Charlie, I...,” but the words stuck in my throat.

She stood in front of me, her chest at my eye level, and rested her fingers on my shoulders. They barely touched me, but I felt like I was being held in place. I looked up into those beautiful hazel eyes.

“I...I don’t think...,” I tried, but a finger touched my lips, and I went silent once again.

Her hands left me long enough to pull her sports bra over her head, freeing her perfectly shaped breasts just inches in front of me. I could no longer look up at her; I could only stare straight ahead, my eyes moving from one orb to the other. Her hands were beside my head, then guiding it forward. I licked my lips and let them part as her stiff nipple slipped between them.

I closed my eyes as I applied some suction and let my tongue tease the tip. I was rewarded with her appreciative mew and a hand running through my brown hair to the back of my head. She gently mashed her breast against my face.

“I know you want me,” Charlie said quietly above me as she pushed some hair away from my eyes.

I looked up and nodded slowly, not wanting to let go of her nipple.

“I know you can’t resist me,” she continued.

I moved my head from side to side.

Then I was on my back on the bench. My bra was gone, and Charlie was pulling my panties off. My legs fell back, one foot on either side of the bench. I was essentially naked in a shared changing area of my hospital, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop her.

Charlie slid down my prone form, making her breasts rake down my collarbone to my chest. Our faces slowly lined up, and she smiled sweetly down at me, her blond ponytail extending down on one side. I felt trapped, but escape was the furthest thing from my mind. Our breath merged with our lips, millimeters from contact.

“Give me your tongue,” she ordered.

I didn’t even consider how silly an action that was before extending my tongue toward her mouth. She just waited there, not moving, while I stretched to her, my tongue grazing her lips and teeth. Then she closed her mouth and sucked my tongue into it. Her head tilted slightly to one side, and she moved down, forcing me to open my mouth wider to allow her to engulf me. It was like some alien was trying to suck out my brains through my mouth, and fuck, if I wasn’t turned on by it.

The blonde started to bob her head up and down my tongue. Her pelvis, firmly lodged between my legs, pressed against my sex, making me lift up onto my toes as she ground into me. In seconds, I was groaning lewdly from the sensation of her body undulating on top of me.

Then it just stopped as Charlie sat up between my legs. As she rose, she ran her hands down my body, over my chest to my stomach. For a moment, we both just looked at each other, breathing hard. Suddenly, the blonde got up off the bench and turned away while swinging a leg over me. She was naked as well. When had she taken her pants off?

In an instant, her toned legs were on either side of my face, and her delicate, smooth flower was lowering closer. I found myself lifting my head to reach it sooner and parting her lips with my tongue. At nearly the same moment, I felt Charlie’s tongue dive into my hole. Again, I was on my toes as those talented lips went to work on my most sensitive area.

I did my best to match her movements and give her the same pleasure I was feeling, but I was soon moaning as much as licking. My orgasm began to build; it was only a matter of time before I exploded.

It was only then that I remembered where we were and hoped I wouldn’t make too much noise. I leaned my head back at the last moments before my imminent release and realized we were no longer in the changing room; we were in the middle of an operating room theater. We were on an operating room table surrounded by people. In the room were doctors I respected and fellow nurses. The observation area was filled with other random coworkers, and right at the end of the table, by my head was my husband, Jim.

Despite the shock, I was too close, and Charlie wasn’t stopping. I screamed and jerked awake. The bedroom was quiet around me, and Jim was softly snoring, facing away. At least I hadn’t screamed for real, only in the dream.

I got up and went to the restroom in an attempt to calm down, even though I really didn’t need to go. I sat on the toilet and noticed just how soaked I was down there. I reached down and touched my clit, feeling the wetness. My hand lingered as my mind replayed parts of the dream, already starting to fade, and blending the images with memories of the previous day.

Damnit, Charlie, what are you doing to me, I thought. In no time, I was trembling through a climax with her face looking up at me from between my legs. It wasn’t a large orgasm or even, really, that satisfying, but it was nice and did relax me enough to let me fall back to sleep.

I tossed and turned the rest of the night with thoughts of the pretty blonde woman who turned my world upside down. By the time the alarm went off, I had come to the conclusion that this relationship was too dangerous. What if she did show up at my work, like in the dream or in some location nearby where people we know could see us? I couldn’t risk the nice life Jim and I had built. Even if he was fine with it, others wouldn’t be as understanding. It could affect my job, my social life, Jim’s business.

“So, are you going to see Charlie again?” Jim asked later that morning as we dressed.

He was trying to be nonchalant but couldn’t hide the twinge of excitement in his question. I finished slipping on my utterly unappealing work shoes and started to leave the bedroom.

“I don’t know,” I answered as casually as possible. “Probably not.”

“Why? I thought you really liked her,” Jim pointed out as he followed me into the living room. “You said it was amazing.”

“It was,” I admitted, turning to him, “but...now I’ve experienced it and...I’m perfectly happy with just you.”

I gave Jim a quick kiss to emphasize my point and turned to leave before he could continue the conversation. I got halfway out the door and realized I had forgotten my keys in my haste and had to go back and grab them.

Once in the car, I had a decision to make. I could handle this. I was going to go to the coffee shop and just go about my normal routine. If Charlie showed up, I would be nice, but I would tell her that we couldn’t see each other again.

I drove to the coffee shop, put in my order, and sat at my usual table. The same table where we had met. The same table where Charlie had pressed her knee into my sex, and I had done the same to her. No, I couldn’t let my thoughts go in that direction; I needed to be strong. I looked around, spied another empty table, and moved to that one.

As usual, I was just before the morning rush hit and got my drink relatively quickly. I sat cradling the warm cup and tried to relax. This time to just breathe and enjoy the coffee before work was an important part of my morning routine, but it now had an added element. This is where I met Charlie, the bubbly blonde who looked like something out of a fitness magazine in her perfectly coordinated workout clothes that left just the right amount to the imagination.

I had to get my mind off of her, I thought, as I looked up at the door, wondering if she would be walking through it this morning. I wasn’t sure if I hoped she would or not.

By the time I finished my drink and got up to leave, I was no longer unsure; I was most definitely disappointed that I didn’t get to see her today. It was probably for the best. At least that’s what I told myself as I drove to work.

As I pulled into a parking spot at the hospital, my phone dinged. When I saw that it was a text from Charlie, I got a little rush and then chastised myself mentally for my weakness. Even so, I couldn’t ignore it and opened up the text.

CHARLIE> I had a great time yesterday. You were 🤩

CHARLIE> I can’t wait to show you my toys 😉

I wasn’t sure how to reply. I needed to talk to her, break whatever this was off, but I couldn’t do it over text.

ME> Can we get together somewhere private?

As soon as I hit the send button, I realized what that could sound like. Fuck, it already had the “Read” indicator on the message!

I started to clarify when another message appeared.

CHARLIE> my aren’t we needy 😏

I sighed and finished my attempt to save myself.

ME> To talk

ME> Not the coffee shop

CHARLIE> my place is private 😈

CHARLIE> jk! How about my gym tomorrow morning instead of the shop

CHARLIE> almost no one there early and I’ll bring the coffee

I replied that that would be fine, and she gave me the address.
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THAT NIGHT AT DINNER, Jim tried to convince me to continue seeing Charlie.

“Have you decided whether you want to keep...you know...meeting up with the blonde?” Jim asked.

“I’ve decided that I shouldn’t see her anymore,” I replied, then paused before adding, “The whole situation scares me.”

“Why?” Jim looked genuinely puzzled.

“Why?! Oh, maybe because someone we know might see us together,” I pointed out. I thought the repercussions would be obvious, but apparently, I needed to lay them out. “Because both our reputations would be ruined, which could jeopardize both our careers.”

“I think you’re overreacting,” Jim said, holding up his hands in a gesture of surrender. “It’s 2024, not the 1950s. People are way more tolerant. No one will care that you’re bisexual.”

I looked at him like he was an idiot.

“This isn’t about being bisexual, Jim. It’s about me cheating on my husband!”

“But you’re not cheating,” he said, like it mattered. “I want you to have fun.” Then he got a devilish look in his eyes, and I knew the truth was coming. “Besides, we have great sex when you’re thinking about other women. I...kinda want more of that,” his voice trailed off as he got a bit embarrassed by his admission.

I couldn’t help but smirk at his boyish look, like he had just done something naughty.

“Our neighbors and friends don’t know any of that, Jim,” I said, but my tone was much less aggressive. “And unless you intend on sending out an announcement saying, ‘ignore my wife’s philandering behavior because I want her to...have sex with other women,’ then I think it’s best if I stop seeing her.”

“Can you, though?” Jim said and reached for his phone.

He pulled up the picture Charlie made me send to him to make sure he really was okay with us. It was a picture of her in her workout clothes holding a sheet of paper with the words, ‘I’m going to FUCK your wife’ written in large letters.

“Look at that body,” Jim went on, holding up the picture to me. “If she were straight and had come on to me, I’m not sure if I could have resisted.”

My eyes traced her curves, and my hands remembered how they felt, all soft and smooth. My tongue remembered the taste of her, and it moistened my lips involuntarily. I wanted to chastise Jim for admitting that he would so easily succumb, but wasn’t that exactly what I did? Even if Jim had given his blessing, I was still easily seduced by this pretty twenty-five-year-old blonde woman.

I wasn’t really that scared about being caught by the neighbors. That could be managed. I was scared of being caught by Charlie. I felt something when I was with her that went against everything I had grown up believing about myself. I was a smart, successful, and self-assured woman. My marriage was a true partnership built on love and respect. Charlie made me want to forget about all of that and just be hers while we were together. When she was around, I would do almost anything to make her happy. That’s what scared me the most, and was, I realized, even now making me wet.

But I couldn’t tell Jim any of that. I couldn’t admit how weak she made me and how much I wanted it. I steeled myself and answered.

“I’ve made up my mind. We’re going to meet at her gym tomorrow morning, and I’ll let her know then.”

Jim knew better than to push it after that, and the table went silent for a while until I brought up some silly question about a sports team he liked.

––––––––
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THE NEXT MORNING, I got up a little early and nervously put on my exercise clothes, underwear, a gray pair of yoga pants, and a t-shirt tied in a knot above my stomach. I put my dark brown hair into a ponytail and looked at myself in the mirror.  At thirty-four, I could still pass for a woman Charlie’s age, and I had to admit, this outfit showed off my body in a way I wasn’t used to in my everyday nurse’s clothes.

I packed a bag with my work gear and headed to the address Charlie had given me. It was a large gym in a fairly well-to-do neighborhood across town. On parking and getting out of my car, I noticed Charlie sitting on a bench near the door. She saw me as well, gave me a big wave, and stood up.

As I came closer, she looked me up and down and gave a little whistle.

“Mmm, hmm, you look yummy!” the blonde exclaimed as I came within arm's reach and we hugged.

I blushed but was also pleased with her reaction. The hug lasted just a couple of seconds longer than a friendly greeting, and in that time, I became aware of the feel of the younger woman’s body against mine. I was already doubting my resolve.

We separated, and Charlie slipped her arm around my waist.

“Come on, let’s get all sweaty,” she said in a way that dripped with innuendo.

She led me through the doors and to the reception desk, where she scanned a tag on her keychain and then grabbed a clipboard to put my name on a guest list.

“Morning, Charlie,” a young man said as he came back to the desk from some other task. “Oh, and you brought a friend. Can I give you a tour?”

“Back off, Andy,” Charlie replied in mock admonishment, “she’s just visiting, not a member prospect.”

The boy deflated and shrugged.

“Fine,” he said and started to turn away, then looked back up. “Oh, just so you know, we haven’t turned on the sauna yet, so if you want to use it, let Emma know about ten minutes beforehand.”

“Right-O, thanks,” Charlie acknowledged with a two-fingered salute and then grabbed my hand.

She pulled me to the locker room, where we stowed our bags. I heard her locker close, and I reached to close mine. As the door clanged, I felt a hand on my butt and whirled around, putting my back against the metal doors. Charlie stepped in close, one knee lifting to stroke my outer thigh as her hands pressed against the lockers just under my armpits.

“If you were trying to get my attention with that outfit, it worked,” she breathed as her face got close to mine.

“Uhh,” was all I could get out.

My brain was still recovering from the surprise and her closeness. I was frozen watching her lips come closer. Just as I was closing my eyes for the imminent kiss, I felt her tongue flick my upper lip. Then she pushed off and stepped back. I was confused and upset.

Damnit, Sherry, I told myself, I was here to break it off with her, and I just stood there letting her kiss me. Worse, I was disappointed when she didn’t.

“So,” Charlie started, “what’s your routine like? Where do you want to start?”

“Um, I...don’t really work out,” I admitted. “My routine is my job.”

“Damn, girl!” she exclaimed, looking me up and down again. “Respect!”

Charlie turned and headed for the door, grabbing a small towel on the way.

“I guess you’ll just have to keep up with me then,” she said with a smile over her shoulder.

I had to jog to keep up with her, but caught up as she walked into the weights area. There was one other person in the room, way over on the side with the really large weights. This guy was nothing but muscle and, frankly, looked a little freakish. He looked over when we entered, but then went right back to his own routine.

After some stretching, Charlie went to the wall and picked out two 10-pound weights, then handed one to me. We went to an open mat, and she had me face her.

“Just do what I do,” she said.

She put her legs a little apart, held the barbell between both hands at her chest, and squatted. I followed suit, making sure to touch my elbows to my knees just as she had. This wasn’t so bad. That’s what I thought until we got to the third set of fifteen reps. My legs were burning, and I was having to force myself to keep touching my elbows to my knees. Charlie wasn’t even breathing hard.

Then we did some dumbbell bench presses before coming back to the mat. Now my legs and arms were burning.

“Don’t worry,” Charlie encouraged on seeing my fatigue, “you get to lie down for the next one.”

I mirrored her again as she lay on her back with the same dumbbell resting on her pelvis and knees bent. Then she lifted her butt until her body formed one straight line. I followed her lead.

At least I thought I was. Charlie looked over and frowned, then flipped over and knelt beside me. I just lay there looking at her.

“Don’t stop,” she said, and I lifted my rear.

Her hand went to the small of my back and pressed up.

“You have to get as straight as possible,” she instructed. “Most of the benefit comes in the last couple inches.” Her voice took on a husky, sultry tone. “It’s in pushing yourself just beyond your comfort zone that brings the greatest rewards.”

I turned my head to look at her as I lowered back to the mat. Did she mean to inject as much meaning into that statement, or was I just projecting? I decided to just continue with the exercise and lifted again, this time straining to push through those last couple of inches.

Charlie’s hand was still on my back through a few more reps until it slid down and got a good feel of my ass. I managed to stifle a reaction beyond my eyes widening momentarily. I lowered back to the ground and looked at the blonde woman with one eyebrow raised. She giggled, squeezed my rear, and then went back to her spot to do her own lifts. I smiled at her playfulness and then berated myself mentally again.

The workout continued with several more dumbbell-focused exercises, including a walking lunge and an overhead extension. I was gratified to see that Charlie was at least sweating by the time we got through, even if she wasn’t breathing as hard as I was.

A few more people had arrived and taken up various machines throughout the room, but it was still sparsely occupied. When we were finished, the two of us sat on the mat side-by-side and did some minor stretching. I finally decided that I should say what I came here for.

“Charlie, we need to talk,” I began, then paused. “About us.”

She turned her head toward me. She didn’t look surprised and just smiled sweetly.

“You mean how you’re having second thoughts about getting involved with me?” she stated.

I stopped stretching and blinked. How did she know?

“Uh, well, I don’t...I mean,” I mumbled before regaining my thoughts. “I don’t regret anything. I...loved it. I...just can’t...risk it.”

I couldn’t look her in the eye. There was silence as Charlie continued to stretch, and I went through the motions. Then, in my peripheral vision, I saw her wave. I looked to where she was waving and saw a beautiful young woman.

As she waved back and came closer, I couldn’t help but stare. The girl looked like she was sixteen with big blue eyes, a cute little nose, and perfectly plump lips. The two pigtails pulled up almost to the back of her blonde head just added to her youthful appearance. Although petite height-wise, she had the body of a bikini model and wore a tight outfit of shorts and a short-sleeve shirt with her name, Emma, embroidered just above her left breast.

Crap, I shouldn’t have looked at her breast. Her nipples were visible sticking out from that shirt that could have been a second skin. Was she wearing a bra? I forced myself to look up at her face as she approached. My god, she was gorgeous, but was she even old enough to work here?

“Hey, Charlie,” the girl greeted with a cute lilt to her voice. She hopped, I mean, actually did a little hop, onto the mat and continued. “Whatcha need?”

“Emma, this is my friend, Sherry,” Charlie said. Emma smiled and gave me a little wave. “We wanted to use the sauna. Can you get it ready for us?”

“Of course, Charlie. Anything for you,” Emma answered cheerfully, the barest emphasis added onto ‘you.’

I might have imagined it, but I think Emma winked at her just as she turned and hopped back off the mat on her way to the sauna. I found myself transfixed by the way her butt moved as she left and felt horribly guilty. I forcibly averted my eyes, trying not to be like the guys I hated who couldn’t talk to me without constantly checking me out.

“Don’t worry,” Charlie whispered, leaning over so I could hear her, “she’s nineteen. You’re not ogling a minor.”

“I wasn’t...” I started to defend myself, then stopped.

Charlie just looked at me and smiled.

“Are you sure you can give that up?” she asked.

“Give what up?”

“That,” she answered, gesturing with her chin down the hall Emma had disappeared into. “Young women like her, ready to be shown how to love by a beautiful older woman.”

“What about older women learning from younger ones?” I quipped, a touch of desire and the memory of our morning together creeping back into my imagination.

The blonde gave me a big smile and stood up. She put a hand down to help me up. I took it, and she pulled me to a standing position very close to her, our noses almost touching.

“That’s my girl,” she said, not moving back even slightly, “just have fun with it.”

She went to her tiptoes and planted a quick kiss on my nose, then turned and followed after Emma. I had to stifle a giggle.

I followed Charlie back to the locker room. It hadn’t occurred to me what the next step was until she opened her locker and started taking off her clothes. Oh, right, the sauna. Naked. I tried to act casual and looked around for the pile of towels. I grabbed one and stepped to my locker. Opening it, I tried to press myself as close into it as I could so that the door would shield me from Charlie’s gaze and, more importantly, from my own desire to watch her undress.

I took off my top and wrapped the towel around myself, then pulled off my bottoms, safely surrounded by soft, opaque terry cloth. I closed my locker only to see that Charlie hadn’t bothered having a towel ready. She was completely on display and just sauntered past me to another part of the room. I followed to where there was a door to the sauna right from the locker room.

The steam was just starting to permeate the room as we walked in. I looked around at the somewhat large sauna, only somewhat smaller than the locker room. The door we entered through was the only way in, so this must be a women-only sauna.

“Nice,” I commented.

“I know,” Charlie agreed. “And gender specific. Usually, you have to share the sauna with guys. This is a rare treasure.”

Now I knew why she hadn’t bothered grabbing a towel and was a little embarrassed by my modesty. I removed my towel as we crossed the room to the terraced, wide wooden benches lining the wall on three sides. Charlie picked a location in the top right corner, and I sat next to her, but on the next level lower.

In that position, the younger woman’s bare hip and legs stretched out parallel to my own but elevated like a meal for my eyes. I tilted toward the center of the room in an attempt to ignore the desire to reach out and stroke her smooth skin. What made the desire worse was knowing that she would have let me, liked it even. I could have run my hand over those legs, over those hips. I could have laid my head on her inviting belly, and she would have stroked my hair.

I closed my eyes, trying to banish those images, only for a hand to reach out and stroke the side of my neck. As much as I knew I needed to, I couldn’t move away or even tell her to stop. She brushed my hair aside so she had better access, and still I did nothing.

“If you really want me to stop seeing you,” Charlie spoke in a soft, sultry tone, “stop touching you,” she stroked my neck again, “then I will.”

Her finger stroked my jaw and curled under my chin. She lifted it and turned me to face her. She was laid out like a goddess, one leg over the other, her breasts displayed perfectly just a foot from me.

“But do it because you don’t want to see me again, not because you’re afraid.”

My mind was everywhere. I was confused by my own desires. Desires that seemed contradictory, but I couldn’t rationalize why. I wanted her, at that moment, more than anything. That I hadn’t already reached out to her was due to the fear that if I did, I would lose myself to her.

She held my gaze.

“Do you want me to leave you alone and never see you again?” she asked, no hint of reproach or threat, just an honest question.

The fear that surfaced then was not of being subsumed but of never feeling her kiss or her fingers on me. It wasn’t love, I knew, it was like having the greatest meal of your life and then being told you could never have that taste again. I couldn’t imagine that.

“No,” I croaked and moved my head from side to side.

She smiled down at me and let go of my chin.

“Sit up,” she said.

I lifted off the wall and let her slip down to my level. Feeling her warm, slick skin rubbing against mine as she took up a position behind me was the most sensual thing on the planet. She put her right foot on the level below, and her left leg pressed against my left side. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, and she pulled me to her so that her chin rested next to my right ear. My back felt every tantalizing contour of her chest and stomach pressed tightly against me. Even the steam, which was starting to fill the room more heavily, seemed to envelop us, making the room feel considerably smaller, more intimate.

“I would never do anything to harm you or your family. I hope you know that,” she spoke softly right into my ear, then kissed my shoulder.

I closed my eyes again, knowing this was not how I had planned for this to go, but no longer cared.

“I just want us to have some fun together,” she continued and kissed my neck. “I don’t want to ruin your marriage.” Another kiss, higher on the neck, and her arms started to uncurl from around me. “I don’t want anything more than you.”

Her teeth nibbled my earlobe momentarily as her fingertips started to slowly run from my hips to my stomach, and I got an involuntary shiver. I put my left hand on her thigh and leaned my head back.

“That’s it,” she cooed in my ear, “just relax, I’ve got you.”

Why couldn’t I resist her? Because, I realized, she gave me something I was missing, something I needed that Jim couldn’t give me alone, no matter how much he loved me. A woman’s touch.

Her lips were on my neck again, and I tilted my head to the side to give her better access. Charlie’s fingertips continued up my body to my breasts, but avoided my nipples. The back of her fingernails then traced back down my sides to my hips. My legs began to slowly scissor as my nether regions started to tingle. A pleasant warmth was radiating from my sex that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room.

Charlie continued to gently stroke my skin and kiss my neck and shoulders for another couple of minutes. It was so erotic and so comforting at the same time. I let myself melt into her.

“What about Emma?” she said, bringing me somewhat out of my reverie. “I saw you looking at her with those hungry eyes.”

There was no point in arguing; I had been enamored with the girl immediately, and Charlie knew it.

“She was very sexy,” I admitted, not moving or opening my eyes.

“Can you imagine running your hands over that body?” she teased as her fingers, once again, stroked over my breasts, avoiding my most sensitive spots.

“Mmmmm,” I hummed, “that would be nice.”

“Or having those lips on your nipples,” Charlie continued.

I sighed, imagining it, and could almost feel those incredible lips engulfing my right nipple. Then a tongue circled around it. That was not my imagination!

My eyes flew open, and I looked down at the big blue eyes of the nineteen-year-old attendant, her lips an O shape around my nipple. She was naked and bent at the waist, her hands clasped behind her so that only her mouth touched me.

I took in a sharp breath as she sucked a little harder. To say I was surprised would be an understatement, but I was even more aroused.

“Ohhh,” I moaned as I was consumed by the feeling.

All of Charlie’s gentle foreplay had primed every nerve in my body, and Emma was now strumming those nerves into high gear. I started to sit up, but one of Charlie’s hands went to my forehead and pressed me back against her.

“Just relax and let her play,” the woman behind me urged.

I tried to do just that. My head rested back on Charlie’s shoulder, and my mind forgot about anything beyond the three of us. She continued to stroke my forehead and kiss my neck while her other hand roamed over my body as before, but no longer avoided my sensitive places. A shift of Emma’s lips let me know that she had knelt down beside the bench, and another set of hands started moving over my body.

So many places were being touched simultaneously that I couldn’t pay attention to all of them and just let the overall sensation flow over me. A constant stream of soft mews and sounds of pleasure began to escape my throat unbidden.

“Open your legs, kitten,” Charlie ordered.

Was I her kitten? I was purring like one. I didn’t hesitate and put my right leg over the edge with my foot on the floor.

“Good girl,” Charlie praised, and a deep part of me was happy I had pleased her.

Emma’s hand ran from my ankle all the way to my inner thigh and tenderly played with my labia. I was sticky way beyond what the steam was responsible for. As she continued to lick and suck and tease my nipple, two fingers parted my lower lips and slipped easily into my hole. I whimpered as she slowly went deeper and deeper until she had reached the limit of how far her fingers could penetrate me. Then she reversed direction and began an excruciatingly slow fingering that, nonetheless, had me building to a climax. When her thumb circled my clit, that conclusion began approaching faster. I was squirming, but being held in place by the two women around me.

“The sexiest thing in the world is the sight of a beautiful woman losing control and cumming,” Charlie said. “Show Emma how sexy you are, Sherry. Cum for us.”

The nineteen-year-old’s fingers picked up speed, and she sucked my nipple hard, deep into her mouth. My back arched as my climax edged to the breaking point. My left hand gripped Charlie’s knee, and my right took hold of the edge of the wooden bench. I cried out and jerked as the first wave shot through me, followed by a second and third in quick succession.

I slumped back to the soft safety of Charlie’s embrace, my chest heaving but my body basking in the aftereffects of my climax.

“Isn’t she amazing, Emma?” The blonde behind me said as the girl sat back on her heels, her hands still lazily stroking my legs and stomach.

“She’s so sensitive,” the girl answered.

Emma stood up, and I got my first real look at her body. She was magnificent in every way, her breasts, her legs, the neat landing strip of pubic hair. Just looking at her had my libido stirring again. The thing that held my attention at that moment was the girl’s nipples sticking out invitingly from her amazing breasts. They were out of reach, but my right hand touched her leg and slid up her body.

The girl noticed my gaze and scooted closer, watching as my hand came up her torso to feel those perfect breasts. She moved even closer so that my left hand could join the right. Emma bit her bottom lip and watched my hands caress her breasts as I tried to memorize the feel of them.

“You like my breasts?” she asked, finally looking up.

“They’re...incredible,” I replied, my eyes never leaving them.

The girl put her hands on each side of my upper arms and pulled me forward. I caught on to what she wanted and, with her guidance, shifted ninety degrees to sit up straight with my back against the bench behind me. Charlie also moved to a sitting position, just watching us.

Then Emma was straddling my lap, her breasts coming ever closer to my face. I licked my lips in anticipation as the girl lifted her breast and fed it to me. Her very stiff nipple pushed past my lips, and I looked up. She was focused on where my mouth met her tit. She saw me looking and smiled. Her other hand went behind my head and urged me forward.

There was a moan of approval as I sucked gently and manipulated her nipple with my tongue. My hands felt up her thighs to her rear, which fit perfectly in my hands. My eyes closed, and I knew I could stay like this for as long as she wanted me to.

My eyes opened briefly as she switched hands and fed me her other breast. Then I let my hands roam all over, enjoying her smooth curves.

“Bite it just a little,” Emma said above me.

I shifted and pulled the hard little nub to the side of my mouth, where I applied pressure with my molars. Emma’s head went back and she let out a loud, pleasured moan.

“Ooohhhh, that’s it,” she encouraged. “Now the other one.”

She twisted, giving me her other breast again, and I repeated the motion.

“Ohh, yesss, so good.”

She kept moving back and forth, letting me enjoy one sweet breast for a minute before switching again. I don’t know how long we played like that, Emma getting ever more excited with each passing moment.

Then, all of a sudden, she pulled my head away. The look in her eyes as she stared down at me was like that of a hungry animal. When she spoke, it was in a husky, needy voice.

“Enough of the hors d'oeuvres, time for the main course.”

Emma stood up on the bench and then put her knees onto the level above, still straddling me. I had never considered the vagina to be that sexy. The rest of the female form could get my heart racing, but porn images of the female sex organ just seemed crude and unappealing. Looking up at Emma’s pussy approaching me, however, was the hottest thing on the planet at that moment. I had to lean my head back as she lowered her sex to my face. I grabbed her ass once again and helped guide her down slowly to my waiting lips.

This nineteen-year-old’s was only the second pussy I had ever tasted, but I knew that I couldn’t possibly give it up. It wasn’t the taste, although that wasn’t bad at all; it was the feeling of being so intimately engaged with a woman’s most private and sensitive region. Every wonderful sound and motion that Emma made told me everything about her and what she liked. I knew what she was feeling, and I knew how to give her pleasure.

She leaned against the back wall and began to move her hips very slowly so that I was licking and kissing exactly where she wanted. Even though my head was trapped between her legs, I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

I had lost track of Charlie through all this until I felt hands pressing my knees apart. I couldn’t see her, but Charlie was kneeling between my legs and pressing her fingers to my exposed slit. I did my best to stay focused on Emma’s pleasure, remembering what Charlie had done to me. I wiggled my tongue inside her as deep as possible and moved it against her walls. At the same time, Charlie penetrated my hole with two fingers.

Emma’s motions were getting more pronounced and her moans more frequent. That’s when I felt Charlie’s tongue start to whip at my own clit, her fingers moving in and out in a steady rhythm. I decided to follow suit and pushed two fingers into the girl’s very slick hole above me and moved my oral focus to her sensitive clit.

“Oh, shit,” Emma exclaimed.

I smiled without stopping my motions, knowing I had caused that reaction. Then I jerked as Charlie latched onto my love button like a parasite.

“Nnnhhhggg...,” I moaned against Emma’s sex, and she moaned in kind. It was a chain reaction of pleasure.

I sucked in the girl’s clit like Charlie had mine in an attempt to make her cum before I did. I wasn’t sure if I could finish her if I lost control and climaxed first.

The young blonde’s pelvis was beginning to almost hump my mouth, so I locked my free arm around her leg to keep her from moving away from me. I could tell she was getting close, but I could feel my own orgasm rising too.

I sucked her clit back and forth past my teeth and across my tongue. Between my legs, Charlie curled her tongue into a tight half tunnel that she was sucking my clit in and out of. I don’t know how she did it, but it felt amazing. I wasn’t sure if I could hold out much longer.

Just then, Emma’s body went rigid and her head flung back. She cried out softly and let out several expletives as the orgasm rocked her. I held on for another few seconds, then exploded. My head dropped to the bench, and I jerked through a single huge wave. Above me, Emma was slowly rocking her pussy against my chin as she came down.

I just lay there feeling completely relaxed. I guess the sauna worked, I thought, then laughed out loud. Emma lifted a knee and freed my head, then bent down from the upper level and kissed me.

“That was great, thank you,” she said sweetly.

She sat up and slid down to sit on the bench beside me and looked at Charlie, still crouched between my thighs.

“Is it your turn now?” Emma asked, looking hungrily at Charlie.

“Later, pet,” came the reply. “Little Miss Sensitive here needs to get to work.”

The girl put out her bottom lip and gave the most adorable pouty face I had ever seen.

“Oh, she got to work, I assure you,” she said, her pout turning into a playful smirk.

Charlie tilted her head but said nothing. Emma’s face went back to her pout, then quickly to a smile. She looked back at me and bent over to put a hand on my cheek, turning my face to her, then pressed her lips to mine. Those incredible lips felt like little pillows. The kiss didn’t last nearly long enough for me before the girl pulled back, her hand still on my cheek, and our faces just inches apart.

“I hope we get to play again sometime,” she breathed.

“M..me too,” I said, trying to hold her gaze as she stood back up.

Emma gave us a little wave and left, the steam swirling behind in her wake. I noticed her unlock the sauna door, making me realize that I hadn’t once thought about getting caught. Why hadn’t that occurred to me? Because I wanted it too much to let something trivial like that interrupt.

“How are you feeling now?” Charlie asked as she stood up. “Still want to give this up?”

“I can’t give this up,” I admitted.

Charlie offered her hand and pulled me up, too. She wrapped her arms around me and gave me a hug.

“I’m so glad to hear you say that.”

“Please don’t make me regret it,” I said as we embraced.

The blonde let go of the hug and kissed me. This was not a quick peck but a long and passionate embrace that left me breathless when we finally parted.

I was feeling giddy and euphoric as we went to the showers. All the apprehension and stress of the previous day and night were replaced with a sense of freedom and lightness. It was like the huge weight I had lain on myself had been lifted.

Without being prompted, I invited myself into Charlie’s shower. She said nothing but looked at me with a knowing smile. As she rinsed, I ran my hands over whatever side she presented to me. I was trying to get her to engage again. I wanted more. I rubbed her rear, her legs, her breasts. She just ignored me. That was until she had her back turned to me, and I squatted down. Then, out of desperation, I bit her ass. It wasn’t hard, but it elicited a surprised yelp. That got her attention.

“Okay, missy,” she said, turning toward me.

With her pussy right in front of me, I buried my face between her legs and licked before she could move out of the way. I got the sweet, tangy flavor for one lick before she stepped back and grabbed my hair.

“Oh, you are going to have to control your urges,” Charlie said in a domineering tone, but she was smiling the whole time. I think she was trying to suppress a laugh.

I tried to lunge for her sex again, but she held me in place by my hair. My hands started to run up her thighs toward her center.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

My hands crept closer, and I looked up with a big grin.

“I’m trying to have sex with you,” I replied matter-of-factly.

“I can see that,” she replied, just as a hand reached its target, and I tried to get a finger into her.

She twisted to the side, ruining my angle, and tugged up on my hair.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

I didn’t want to, but I did what she said and rose.

“Hands behind your back.”

I took on a perturbed look but clasped my hands behind me.

“When I said I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you or your family, I meant it,” Charlie said. “That includes getting you to work on time so that you don’t lose your job.”

With that, she stepped out of the way of the water and let the full spray hit me right in the chest. I gasped and pulled my arms up to block some of the spray.

“Hands down,” Charlie repeated and stepped behind me, pushing me further into the downpour.

She flipped me around so that we were face-to-face. Taking the rag and bath gel, she started soaping me down, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Since you are too distracted to do this yourself, I’m going to have to do it for you.”

She was efficient and all business, but didn’t neglect any spots. She soaped up my front, turned me around, and repeated the process on my back. The blonde did give me a couple of quick pecks on the lips and smiled to let me know she wasn’t really upset. Even so, she was treating me like an unruly child. Then again, I was acting like a brat, so I probably deserved it. Finally, she pushed me into the spray one last time to get me rinsed.

What I found strange was how much mirth I was getting from this strange, naughty interchange with thin sexual overtones. I kept laughing even as she moved me around and rubbed me down. It was just...fun.

Then she shoved me out of the shower, telling me to dry off and get dressed. I stuck my tongue out at her, but grabbed a towel and headed for the lockers. A few other women filtered in as we dried and got dressed, so our silly frolicking had to stop.

Outside the gym, me in my nurse gear and Charlie in jeans and a t-shirt, I wasn’t sure how to leave. We needed some plan to get back together, right?

“Um, hey,” I said, trying to keep her from leaving just yet.

Charlie turned around and walked up to me.

“Yes?”

“So, uh, my parents have a cabin a couple of hours from here that will be available in a couple weeks.” I was talking too fast and stopped to take a breath. “Would you...want to spend a...weekend with me? Alone.”

Charlie smiled, and I smiled back, hoping that was a good sign.

“That sounds fun,” she finally replied. “Under one condition.”

My face dropped.

“What?”

“I drive,” she answered, and I sighed in relief. “I don’t want to get thrown into some psycho’s dungeon a hundred miles from nowhere with no way to get back.”

“Charlie!” I whined. “You think I could be a psycho?”

“Of course not, silly,” and she leaned in to kiss me quickly. “But I’m still driving.”

“Fine,” I agreed, “and you still owe me a coffee.”

I leaned in for a quick peck of my own, not caring who saw us, before turning to head to my car. My steps were lighter, I felt fantastic, and I couldn’t stop smiling. I couldn’t wait to tell Jim about today.
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I WAS A LITTLE EMBARRASSED telling Jim about what the three of us had done. Not because there was anything wrong with it or that he didn’t approve, on the contrary, he very much approved and was quite turned on by it. I was embarrassed because of how much I enjoyed it, and I knew it was something my husband could never provide, no matter how loving and accepting he was. The feel of a woman’s soft, smooth skin pressing against my own, the way that they knew exactly how to give me maximum pleasure. I couldn’t give that up now any more than I could give up breathing.

When I told him about inviting Charlie to the cabin for a weekend, he was thrilled. I was still a little confused about his excitement around me having sex with other women, but I wasn’t one to complain. I still enjoyed sex with Jim and talking about my escapades with Charlie, and now Emma just fueled that to new levels.

The next couple of weeks were a haze of suggestive text messages and increasing excitement, of which Jim was the main beneficiary. Without Charlie or Emma available, our marital antics got more frequent and desperate. Of course, Jim encouraged my imagination and descriptions of our lesbian rendezvous while we made love. It was all wonderful, but I was still missing the reality of Charlie’s touch, Emma’s lips, their bodies pressed to mine.

I had no idea what it was going to be like spending two days alone in a remote cabin with Charlie. The weekend before, I went up to the cabin to clean and prepare everything. When the following Saturday morning came, I woke early and was completely packed and ready to go a full hour before she was supposed to pick me up. Even as I packed, I could tell that I was already a little damp with excitement.

I saw Charlie’s Miata pull into the driveway and jumped up. I kissed Jim goodbye and absently noted his mischievous smirk. He told me to have a good time, but my mind was already in another place. Grabbing my bag, I rushed out to see the trunk of the small car pop open. I tossed my bag alongside several others, closed the trunk, and jogged to the passenger side.

When I opened the door, Emma was already sitting in the seat. There were only two seats in the vehicle, where was I supposed to go? Also, I was expecting it to be just the two of us. With what I considered a confused and mildly perturbed look, I bent down to let Charlie see my expression. She just smiled at me and raised one eyebrow.

“Well, are you going to get in?” she asked, as if the car wasn’t already full.

“Get in where?” I retorted. “You want me to sit on the gear shift?”

Charlie waggled her eyebrows as she said, “While that would be fun, I don’t think it would be safe. Just sit in Emma’s lap.”

My expression turned to one of incredulity. “There’s not a lot of room here, Charlie, I don’t think...”

“You’ll just have to snuggle up close,” Charlie interrupted. “Emma doesn’t mind.”

The blonde girl smiled at me and patted the seat she exposed between her spread legs. I paused as I looked down at the space where she indicated and, for the first time, took in Emma’s legs disappearing into a pair of jean shorts. Above that was a tight T-shirt with the faded design of some 90’s band on it, ripped in the middle of the neckline to show some enticing cleavage. Well, I guess squeezing in with her wouldn’t be that bad, I thought.

“Fine,” I replied, still trying to sound a bit put off.

I climbed in and managed to get half of my rear onto the seat with the other half propped on Emma’s thigh and pelvis. She wiggled like she was giving me more space, but just managed to rub her crotch against my ass. I successfully closed the door even as the blonde wrapped her arms around my torso and pulled me against her.

After giving Charlie the address for the cabin, we were on our way. It took less than five minutes before Emma’s lips were brushing against the right side of my neck away from Charlie’s view. It was so subtle that I almost didn’t notice, and I wasn’t sure if it was intentional until I felt her lips move. It was less a kiss and more a massaging of my skin with her mouth. My own lips parted, and I had to concentrate to control my breathing.

I looked over at Charlie, who wasn’t paying attention to us. She pressed some buttons on the console, and some music began to play, a female group that I didn’t recognize. It was good, kind of folksy, and Charlie started to sing along, her eyes completely on the road. Somehow, even though I knew she would approve, having Charlie right there while Emma secretly kissed my neck felt even more naughty.

As those thoughts were running through my head, Emma’s tongue flicked behind my ear. I let out an involuntary squeak and then shifted ineffectually, trying to cover my outburst.

“Sorry, just trying to get situated,” I said with a forced smile.

My movement gave Emma a chance to get her right hand under the hem of my shirt, her fingers resting casually against the skin. As I settled back down, her lips wrapped around my earlobe and nibbled. I was more prepared this time and kept my composure even though I found myself gripping the door handle a bit hard.

As Charlie maneuvered us through the city toward the interstate, the nineteen-year-old’s fingers began making spirals on my stomach even as her lips kept teasing my neck and ear. She was in no hurry, so I forced myself to relax and just enjoy her attention. It had been so long since anyone had spent so much time just kissing and caressing me without immediately escalating into sex. It was...nice.

Before long, we were speeding down the interstate and I was butter in Emma’s lap. I hardly noticed when her left hand, like her right, slipped under the material of my loose T-shirt, and it, too, made lazy, unfocused movements. Lying my head back on her shoulder, I decided to just relax and enjoy the ride.

I must have dozed off because I suddenly felt Emma’s left hand slip under the waistband of my shorts. Somehow, she had untied the waist cord without me noticing. On my right side, I felt a bit of a breeze as the girl’s hand went up to my breast and started searching for my nipple through my bra.

I looked over at Charlie, who just looked back and smiled knowingly. Remembering that we were in a vehicle with clear windows, I looked to see if there were any cars next to us. We were just about to pass a blue SUV that looked to contain a family!

“Emma, someone is going to...” I started to complain, but then took in a sharp breath as a finger dove between my legs and speared into me.

“I don’t care,” she whispered directly into my right ear.

I closed my legs and tried to wiggle away from her hand on my breast. It didn’t get rid of her probing between my legs, but it did halt her advance, at least I thought. Her right hand enveloped my tit and squeezed like she was grabbing onto a handle, then her legs came around my midsection. In a couple of seconds, her tennis shoes were forcing my knees apart. Damn, she was strong!

“The more you struggle,” Emma whispered, “the more attention we’re going to draw.”

The SUV was coming within visual range, and I saw the guy driving start to look in our direction. I relaxed and tried to straighten up to look like we were just two friends scrunched into the front seat of a Miata. The two kids in the back had their heads down looking at devices, and the mom, similarly, had her gaze downward looking at something of her own I couldn’t see. The guy looked over, made eye contact, and smiled the obligatory grin of greeting. I smiled back and then looked away. In my peripheral vision, I could tell he did the same. A few seconds later, they were behind us.

Emma’s fingers immediately started back up, eliciting an exhale and pleasured groan from me. Again, the teen was not in any hurry. We still had almost an hour before we would reach the cabin, and she was going to play with me the entire time.

She slowly fingered me for several minutes while also trying to keep my nipples hard by tweaking and scraping them with her fingernails through my bra. Then she increased the speed until I was sure she was going to make me cu,m only for her to suddenly slow way down.

At first, we would pause as we passed or were passed by cars, but as Emma continued to edge me and my frustration grew, I stopped caring about the other vehicles. After the fifth near climax killed by Emma’s slowing, I was sweating despite the air conditioner. I leaned my head back on her shoulder, my heart pounding.

“Oh, you little bitch,” I said weakly.

She giggled but then replied, “You know you like it.”

I smiled up at the ceiling but said nothing.

“Come on, tell me you like it,” she cajoled.

I rolled my head from side to side but was still smiling.

“Charlie,” I whined, “tell her to let me cum.” I felt like a little kid tattle-telling on her sister.

“This is between the two of you,” Charlie replied. “I’m driving.”

“If you admit you like it, I’ll let you finish,” Emma added and kissed my cheek.

My smile widened as I turned my head toward her and kissed her on the lips, still angled in my direction.

“I like it,” I said.

Emma’s hand between my legs began to pick up the rhythm once again. At the same time, her other hand pushed under my bra for the first time and took hold of my already sensitive nipple. My eyes closed, and I began to rock in time with her motions. Any consideration of passing onlookers was completely forgotten. The climax began to rise yet again, and, like Charlie Brown running to kick Lucy’s football, I feared she would just keep frustrating me at the last second.

But she kept getting faster, and I kept climbing higher. My body was moving with her. The moans had become almost constant. I knew I was pressing back against her, but couldn’t stop.

“Kiss me,” she said next to me, but sounded so far away.

I turned my head and had her lips dancing with mine. When our tongues met, my body shook and I screamed into her mouth with the oncoming rush that was my begged-for release. She kept up her motions and the kiss until I was spent. We kept making out until her fingers insinuated themselves between our embrace. We both licked and sucked on her fingers like two kids on the same ice cream cone. She pulled her hand away, and we kept kissing.

It was at least a minute later when I opened my eyes to see a semi-truck matching speed with us and enjoying our show. I hid my face behind Emma in embarrassment, but the blonde teen just smiled and waved at the guy. He blew his horn and then slowly drifted behind us. How long had he been there, I wondered, then realized I didn’t care. There was a little thrill in being spotted.

I shifted so that I was sitting on Emma’s left leg and put an arm over her shoulders. She put her left arm around my waist, and her other hand rested on my thigh. The next time that a vehicle started to go past, I pulled her face toward me and kissed her. I closed my eyes as our lips touched, but couldn’t help but peek to see a middle-aged woman in the driver’s seat with her mouth open. I made sure she could see my tongue reaching in to taste Emma’s. I would never have been so brazen if it had been in front of someone I knew, but having strangers see me kissing another woman was arousing in a way I hadn’t expected.

Emma noticed what I was doing and gave me a little smirk as the woman dropped back much faster than she had originally been going. We both laughed at her reaction.

As the next car approached, Emma turned my face to hers and then, while looking me in the eyes, lifted my shirt. She started squeezing and fondling my breast through my bra as the vehicle came alongside. We kept our eyes on each other, even though we could tell in our peripheral vision that the car sped up momentarily to keep up before falling behind like the others.

A van was approaching quickly right after the previous one. I took a glance to see that it had a stencil on the side labeling it as belonging to some church. Emma’s hand hadn’t left my breast but was now pulling up the bra to expose it completely. My instinct was to quickly pull it back down, but instead, I gripped the girl’s shoulder and arched my back slightly to present my naked breast to the world. I moaned as she pinched my nipple between her thumb and forefinger, then tugged.

She leaned her head to kiss my neck just as the first of the van’s passengers looked over. I could clearly see their elderly faces and could imagine what they were witnessing. Two young women making out in the front seat of a sports car, my naked breast on full display and being fondled by my blonde companion, my eyes half closed and my mouth making a lewd O as I moaned. What Emma was doing felt good, but being watched amplified it in my mind.

The van went slowly but steadily past giving all of the occupants plenty of time to get a good view. I chuckled to myself, wondering how many of them would be admitting to unclean thoughts next time they were in the confessional. Despite the relatively recent orgasm, I was already keyed up again.

Shortly after that, we pulled off the interstate, and I pulled my clothes back into place, earning a pouty lip from Emma. Twenty minutes later, we turned onto the gravel road leading to our family’s secluded cabin. Actually, ‘road’ is not the correct descriptor here. It was more of a path barely large enough for the car, with two parallel gravel surfaces separated by a grassy area. I was a little worried that the Miata was going to bottom out in a couple of places, but we managed without damaging Charlie’s car.

The thick forest surrounding the path eventually opened up to a large clearing surrounding a rustic log cabin. The building was not huge, but it wasn’t small either. There were two decently sized bedrooms as well as a loft area that held an additional sleeping area. It also contained a full bath along with a fully stocked modern kitchen, and a stone chimney jutted out from the roof on one side.

“Wow, this is really nice,” Charlie commented.

“Thanks!” I replied. “It takes a lot to keep this place from falling apart.”

When the vehicle stopped, I carefully extricated myself from Emma’s lap and pulled out my keys.

“So where is the shed with all the sharp implements?” Emma asked, completely deadpan as she stepped out.

I looked over at her, trying to decide if she was serious.

“When the serial killer shows up, I want to know which direction they’ll be coming from!” she finished with a smile.

I took another look at the cabin that I considered homey. With all the lights off and the overcast skies, it did kind of look like something from a horror movie.

“Ha, ha. Once we get inside and get the lights on, it’ll feel much better, I promise,” I said encouragingly. I paused then added cheerfully, “Besides, no one has escaped from the insane asylum in weeks!”

Both women, who had just popped the trunk, turned and looked at me with a ‘that’s not funny’ look, but then Charlie snickered. Emma and I broke in response, and the three of us got a good chuckle.

The Miata’s trunk held more than I expected, and not just because of its size. I had packed one small bag with toiletries and a change of clothes for tomorrow. It seemed like Charlie and Emma were planning for a week away.

“I think you may have overpacked,” I noted.

Charlie handed me a bag that weighed more than I expected and rattled.

“Nope, just being prepared.”

I wanted to ask, prepared for what, but decided that I didn’t want to know the answer to that just yet and kept my mouth shut.

With each of us carrying a couple of bags, I unlocked the front door and led the three of us inside. On the left side, as soon as we came in, was a kitchen that looked amazingly modern, even though it was embedded into the rustic brown of the wood. To the right was a large stone fireplace surrounded by plush seating of varying sizes. Large windows and French doors looked out the back side of the cottage, and a steep staircase led up just beside where the kitchen ended. Two internal doors under the staircase led to the two lower bedrooms, one of which jutted out past the patio in the back.

I had spent many summer days at this cabin and, to me, everything was comforting and familiar. I was glad when I saw Charlie nod her approval. Emma, on the other hand, seemed more than pleased, her attitude completely reversed from just moments ago.

“Oh, Sherry, this is amazing!” she exclaimed, almost jogging into the living room. “Look at that fireplace! And those windows!”

She set her bags on one of the sofas and ran to look out the back windows.

“There’s an outdoor kitchen!” she shouted and looked back at me like she was giving me important new information.

Seeing the girl’s exuberance brought a smile to my face that threatened to turn into a laugh. She ran to the bedroom doors and flung each of them open.

“These bedrooms are great! Hey, there’s a shared bathroom!” the teen continued.

“Emma,” Charlie called out, “come here, sweetie.”

Emma froze at the sound of her name and jogged over to Charlie when told. Her hands fidgeted like she was being scolded.

“You need to settle down,” Charlie said like a mother trying to calm her child. “You remember your role today, right?”

The teen took a deep breath.

“Yes,...Mistress,” she replied. Her eyes looked down, but her hands continued to fidget.

“Then change into something more comfortable and wait here while Sherry and I unpack. Understand?”

There was a mischievous look in her eyes when the girl answered, “Yes, ma’am.”

Charlie grabbed one of the bags Emma had dropped and started walking toward the bedrooms.

“Which one is our room?” she asked.

I grimaced and admitted that I hadn’t expected Emma.

“I...thought it was just going to be, well, you and me. So I only made up the one bed,” I apologized, pointing to the master bedroom on the right.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” Charlie said, continuing into the larger bedroom. “I didn’t expect us to use more than one bed.”

I followed her in, and the two of us plopped the bags onto the bedspread. One made a distinctive rattle as I set it down.

Lowering my voice so that Emma couldn’t hear me, I stepped up close to Charlie and spoke.

“Not that I mind, but...why didn’t you tell me Emma was coming?” I asked.

“I told you I was going to bring some of my toys,” she said, like that answered the question. “Emma is my favorite toy.” She began twirling a strand of my brown hair around one of her fingers. “At least for now,” she breathed, moving as though she were going to kiss me before stepping back at the last second.

A shiver ran through me as I felt my jealousy for Emma spike. What the hell? Charlie had just called her a toy and insinuated that I could take her place. Worse, my first reaction was to be envious! I squashed the impulse immediately, but for a moment, I had wanted nothing more than to hear Charlie say that I was her favorite toy.

“So, what’s in the extra bags?” I asked quickly, trying to divert the topic away from my flushing cheeks.

Charlie smirked and opened one of the bags.

“Some of my other toys,” she said, and began pulling things out.

First came a couple of ordinary dildos, although one had a suction cup on one end. Those were followed by more dildos of slightly bigger size, including one that looked like the tip of some sea monster’s tentacle.

“What the hell is that for?” I asked as the blonde woman held the purple-colored piece of rubber with little octopus-like suckers interspersed along one side.

“You’ve never watched any Japanese tentacle porn?”

I looked at her like she was crazy.

“I don’t even know what that is,” I answered honestly.

“Mmmm, maybe I’ll have to describe it to you later,” she cooed and set the monster thing aside.

Next, she brought out several different objects that I decided were probably vibrators of various sizes. One was small enough to slide onto a finger, while another was the size of my forearm with a head as big as my fist. I didn’t own and had never actually experienced one, but I understood the concept and could imagine. Involuntarily, my body was already responding to the images of how each could be used.

Following that were two tiny egg-shaped vibrators with clips at one end. At first, I couldn’t fathom how those would be used, and then it hit me. I squeaked and covered my breasts with my hands. Charlie just chuckled and laid them on the bed with the rest.

Finally, she began pulling out several different lengths of medium-sized chains with standard leash clips on each end. Again, I wasn’t completely sure how those were used, but I knew they were bondage equipment of some kind and swallowed hard.

“Relax,” she said, noticing how stiff I had gone. She looked me in the eye and put a hand on my shoulder. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. If you get scared, just say, ‘Stop,’ and we’ll stop. No questions asked.” Charlie let go of my shoulder, and her face brightened back up. “Besides, this is mostly for Emma unless you just want to try something out. You have to carry so much stuff when you travel with a pet!” she added in fake annoyance.

After the ‘toy’ comment, I shouldn’t have been as surprised when she called Emma her ‘pet,’ but it still struck me with confusing feelings. Charlie looked back into the bag and confirmed it was empty.

“That’s most of the small stuff,” Charlie announced and turned to face me.

“Small stuff?” I echoed.

“I also have a bag of lingerie and some larger items,” she concluded.

Charlie walked past me back into the main living area. I followed and was shocked by what greeted me as I came through the door. Right in front of the fireplace knelt a nearly naked Emma, looking down with her knees spread and her hands resting on her thighs. She wore only black straps around her wrists, ankles, and neck, each with a large, silver D-ring protruding from it.

I stopped cold and just stared. A mix of emotions washed over me as I gazed upon her perfect form in that submissive position. I was immediately turned on just seeing her beautiful body exposed, but the addition of the bondage gear, even not in use, was a strangely alluring feature. There was something arousing about Emma’s willingness to put herself under Charlie's control, her readiness to be restrained and helpless. For a moment, I wondered if I could do that. If Charlie asked, would I? The thought was both scary and exciting to me.

Charlie crossed the room and turned back to me, a hand resting on Emma’s blonde head.

“Isn’t she the prettiest little pet?” Charlie asked as she stroked the girl’s hair.

“Uh-huh,” and a nod was all I could manage.

Charlie pivoted and threw herself onto one of the overstuffed couches.

“My feet are a little tired after that drive,” she said to Emma. “They could use a good massage.”

She held up one foot toward the naked girl, who immediately turned and took the offered leg.

“Yes, ma’am,” Emma responded.

The teen untied and removed Charlie’s sneaker and sock with practiced ease. When her hands started to move slowly over the older woman’s foot, there was something sensual about it. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but something about her slow caresses and Charlie’s pleasured moans was intensely arousing. Coupled with the curves of Emma’s nude and kneeling form, I had to take a deep breath to clear my head.

I looked away, nervously searching for something else to focus on. It was almost lunchtime, I would make us all some lunch! I went to the kitchen, glancing back at the duo to see Emma pull Charlie’s foot to her face and kiss the top of it. I looked away again, feeling like I was peeking in on something private.

I had stocked the cabin the previous weekend with bread and other items that I knew would last. There was also a pantry full of non-perishables. My plan was to go to the local farmer’s market the following morning, but until then, fresh veggies were in short supply.

Every time I tried to concentrate on what I could make with what I had, I would end up staring at the two blondes getting more intimate every time I looked over. Emma was now kissing her thigh while massaging Charlie’s calves.

Right, back to food. Oh, the teen moved to her other foot, and...what was she doing? I swallowed hard watching the girl rub those perfect breasts all over Charlie’s foot.

I tore my eyes away, but the reprieve was short-lived. I noticed a larger movement and had to look up only to see Emma pulling Charlie’s shorts and panties off!

Bread! I needed to find the bread. There was only one place I would put the bread, but for the life of me, I couldn’t think of where that was. I heard Charlie moan and looked up. She had scooted down, and Emma’s head was buried between her legs.

Oh, fuck me, I thought and gave up the futile attempts to distract myself. Why was I even trying? Two of the most beautiful women I had ever known were having sex on my couch. They weren’t being shy about it, and they most definitely didn’t care if I watched. Hell, they probably wanted me to watch.

I walked slowly into the living room to get a better view, my hands coming up to squeeze my breasts briefly. Charlie opened her eyes and bit her lower lip as she vocalized her pleasure once again. She looked up at me and smiled through half-open lids.

The whole scene was so beautiful and sexy, like a living work of art being performed just for me. Moving on instinct, I knelt on the floor facing Emma. My hands moved to experience the production in front of me. One floated up Charlie’s leg while the other traced down Emma’s spine, feeling her back muscles move beneath her smooth skin. It continued over the curve of her rear, and I squeezed just a bit. I felt naughty but wasn’t sure why, given the circumstances.

My hand followed the curve further, heading for her sex, only to find it occupied. Emma already had two fingers buried in her hole, moving steadily in and out. Charlie must have been watching and saw my surprise.

“Is she fingering herself?” she asked me.

I nodded but said nothing.

“She does do a better job when she’s getting some stimulation, but, Emma, did I say you could touch yourself?” Charlie accused.

The teen lifted her head briefly and pouted, “No, ma’am.”

The older blonde looked up at me.

“Sherry, in the side pocket of that bag there on the table, you will find a lock.”

The bag was not far, and I was able to reach the side pouch by just twisting and leaning over to it. Sure enough, there were a couple of locks with keys inside.

“Take one of those and lock Emma’s wrists behind her,” Charlie ordered.

“Emma, are you okay with that?” I asked the teen, still busily licking the older woman’s slit.

“She’s my toy, Sherry, she doesn’t get a say,” was Charlie’s response.

Even so, I got my answer when Emma placed both her arms onto her back with her wrists nearly touching. I felt strange threading the lock through the two D-rings on the cuffs. Hesitating just for a moment, I clicked the lock into place and pulled out the key.

“Put the key back in the pocket,” Charlie directed, “we don’t want to lose it.”

I continued to just watch the proceedings as the teen’s tongue moved without pause against Charlie’s glistening sex.

“Mhmm,” the older blonde moaned, then looked at me even as her body gyrated with the stimulation Emma’s mouth was delivering. “What do you want to do with her?” she asked me. “She can’t stop you even if she wanted to. She’s a toy, Sherry, and, like all good toys, she loves being played with.”

For an instant, the image of pushing her out of the way and taking her place flashed through my psyche. Then one of taking Charlie’s spot. Then I saw those beautiful breasts, previously protected by Emma’s arms, swaying enticingly below her. Without even considering anything else, I cupped the one closest to me and delighted in its weight and the feel of the nipple poking into my palm. I kneaded it and teased the nipple with my palm. When I pinched that protruding bud between my fingers and pulled while twisting slightly, I heard the clanking of the cuffs being strained along with a muffled groan.

I reached further under and repeated my treatment on the other unprotected breast. That resulted in another groan and her fingers flexing in their captured position. Even knowing that Emma was a willing participant, there was a headiness to being able to molest her with impunity.

“She’s starting to lose focus, Sherry,” Charlie said, grabbing my attention. “I think you’re going to have to give her some more direct encouragement.”

I was confused as to what, exactly, she wanted me to do, and it must have shown on my face.

“Keep that hungry little pussy of her’s busy,” Charlie coached.

Oh, right! She had mentioned something about Emma working best when stimulated. One hand went back between her legs even as the other kept playing with the breast closest to me. I began to finger her, first with one, then a second finger, and her pace of oral action did, indeed, pick up.

“That’s a good girl,” Charlie praised, but I wasn’t sure if she was talking to Emma or me. Regardless, I got a little thrill out of it.

After a couple of minutes of that, the teen turned her head toward me and spoke quickly.

“Put your thumb in me and rub my clit with your fingers,” she blurted.

“Did I say you could stop?” Charlie chided and forced the blonde’s head back into her crotch.

Moving my hand down slightly, I felt for her hole with my thumb and pressed in slowly as far as it would go. Emma moaned loudly into her Mistress’s sex, and her back arched, trying to get more of my digit inside of her. Then I wrapped the rest of my hand under to play with her clit. This definitely had an effect as her bound arms lifted off her back momentarily.

“Oh, yeah,” Charlie piped up, “that’s it!”

I kept doing my best to make Emma cum as Charlie became more and more uncontrolled with her own movement and vocalization. The closer the teen came to orgasm, the more intense were her manipulations of Charlie’s pussy.

My arm was starting to get tired, but I could tell that Charlie was getting close to her climax. It was hard to tell for Emma, but her pelvis was thrusting into my thumb at a steadily increasing pace.

“Hold...ooohhhhww...ahh...hold her face down...nnnnn...for me,” Charlie demanded.

I let go of Emma’s breast and put my hand on the back of her head, holding it in place just as Charlie lifted off the cushions and began grinding her pussy into the teen’s mouth. Emma’s body suddenly stopped pumping and went rigid. I picked up the rhythm of my hand and kept up the stimulation. Both women cried out as their orgasms crashed down almost simultaneously. It was the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed and just seemed to keep going and going.

Luckily for my wrist, Emma relaxed first. I let up the motion and removed my hand even as she continued to gently lick Charlie until she, too, collapsed into the couch with a satisfied smile. The two lay where they fell, with the older woman sprawled like a dead spider on the couch and Emma breathing heavily but happily with her head resting on Charlie’s inner thigh.

Now that it was over, I felt a bit awkward being the only one fully dressed and just ogling the two younger women. As I stared at the gorgeous bodies in front of me, Emma opened her eyes and grinned at me. Then she lifted her chin and puckered her lips. The almost childlike gesture made me snicker.

Even so, I leaned in, putting a hand behind her neck and pulling her in for a kiss. I could still taste a hint of Charlie’s excitement lingering on the teen’s lips, making it even more intimate. We explored each other’s mouths until Charlie stirred a minute later.

I turned my head to look at the blonde on the couch, but Emma just kept on kissing whatever was in front of her, in this case, my neck. Unconsciously, I pulled the girl a little tighter into me as Charlie sat up.

“She’s insatiable sometimes,” Charlie told me, “especially when she’s bound. It makes her feel like she belongs to me, which gets her super excited.” She started to stroke Emma’s hair again, with the girl still making out with my neck. Charlie’s voice got contemplative as she continued, “That’s one of the things I wanted you to know about me.”

Emma’s teeth and lips were dragging across my sensitive skin, making it a little difficult to pay attention to Charlie.

“What? What did you...mmm...want me to know?” I asked when she did not immediately elaborate.

“That I’m not into using people. Everything I do is for both of us...all of us,” she corrected, “not just me. If we’re not all having fun, then I don’t enjoy it. I get off on watching my partner...partners losing themselves to bliss.” Charlie leaned further forward until her face was just a couple of inches from me. “Submitting is just trusting me to take you places you would have never considered or never had the courage to go otherwise.”

Just as I had with Emma, Charlie put her hand behind my neck and pulled me the rest of the way to her waiting lips. With the teen nibbling on my neck and the other blonde probing my mouth, I experienced a wave of contentment.

Charlie used her thumb under my jaw to tilt my head up as our lips parted. She kissed my cheek as she slid off the couch and joined us on the floor, her mouth never leaving me. I had two beautiful blondes kissing and nibbling on my neck; my whole body was on fire, and I melted. I took in halting breaths, surprised at how intense something so simple could feel.

Before I knew it, my shirt was being lifted over my head, and my bra was quickly discarded along with it. Emma started kissing my collarbone as Charlie pulled her own T-shirt off and tossed it aside.

With gentle pressure, a hand pressed against my chest made me lean back onto my hands. Emma, who had been leaning against me for support, came along for the ride, ending up with her face between my breasts. I heard Charlie chuckle and looked up to see her stand and walk around me to the coffee table. Then my nipple was being flicked by Emma’s stretching tongue.

Charlie retrieved the key and unlocked Emma’s wrist cuffs, although I couldn’t tell if the teen was happy about it. It did give her the ability, which she quickly took advantage of, to move her head so that she could engulf one of my breasts. I moaned at the sudden warmth surrounding my nipple and the girl’s expert manipulation of it.

“Lie back,” I heard Charlie whisper to me.

She was behind me and guided me to the floor. As I looked up, what I saw was her amazing breasts hanging down toward me, just begging to be sucked. Like she was reading my mind, Charlie’s torso came closer, and one mound slipped past my lips. I sucked it in and heard her take in a sharp breath. Then my other, previously unmolested breast, felt the warm wetness of Charlie’s lips surrounding it.

Oh, my, the sensation was incredible! I had had my breasts played with at the same time, but having two expert mouths each concentrating on one simultaneously was something completely new. I hummed loudly around the nipple in my own mouth, and my back lifted from the floor, trying to push further. I closed my eyes and just swam in the sensations.

In that state, I completely missed at what point Emma had untied my shorts until she suddenly sat up, and my legs were being lifted into the air to get my bottoms off. When they were discarded, my legs returned to the floor, and the teen was squirming down between them. Her fingers spread my labia apart, and her talented tongue began to lick like she was trying to clean away all of the moisture. It was slow and gentle at first, but picked up before long.

Charlie had previously made me cum just by sucking on my nipples, and with Emma’s oral work, I knew I wouldn’t last long. But then, to my disappointment, Charlie let go of my nipple and started to move lower. She straddled my head, blocking my view of what was going on and replacing it with a close-up of her magnificent pussy lips and her swollen clitoris pointing down at me.

I licked my lips and put my hands on her ass to encourage her to lower down a little more. The blonde obliged, and my tongue reached out to taste her slit. I instantly remembered the twang of ripe strawberries and the exhilaration of when I had first gone down on Charlie, the first time I had gone down on any woman. I felt that same exhilaration and didn’t start slow.

Fingers started to circle my clit even as Emma’s tongue tried to fuck me. My head went back to the floor as I whimpered and moaned, unable to maintain my concentration. Charlie spread her legs and lowered herself to trap my head between her pussy and the floor. I stuck out my tongue and moved it, but couldn’t really think about technique. My hips were trying to gyrate, but Emma held them firm.

Suddenly, the fingers on my button were removed and quickly replaced with something soft and wet. Charlie was licking, no sucking, on my clit while Emma’s tongue continued to spear into me! As amazing as having both of my nipples sucked at the same time had been, having two mouths eating me was ten times more intense.

I cried out but was effectively gagged by Charlie’s folds. My hands let go of Charlie’s rear and fought to control myself against the carpet. One beat at it while the other tried in vain to grip the fibers. Any thoughts of trying to pleasure the woman above me were lost in the pleasure building to a massive crescendo within me. My back tried to arch, but Charlie’s weight kept me pinned.

They were holding me in place so completely that I’m not sure if they knew exactly when my orgasm began. My pelvic muscles tried to grab hold of the invading tongue as the first spasm hit, but just resulted in it sliding in and out in response to the waves of ecstasy that had taken over my body.

I screamed again into Charlie’s sex as a second climax chased immediately after the first. My two assailants just kept going like nothing had happened.

Suction on my clit increased, and it was pulled completely into Charlie’s mouth where she began to suck it in and out between her lips and over her teeth. My brain exploded as a third orgasm almost made me pass out.

Finally, I managed to move my head enough to get my mouth free.

“Stop!” I called.

Immediately on hearing the safeword, both women lifted their heads, Charlie sitting all the way back and taking my head between her hands. My body shook and twitched involuntarily with a myriad of little aftershocks.

“Are you okay, babe?” Charlie asked, serious concern on her face.

I smiled up at her and nodded even as another quake shook my body.

“Couldn’t...take another,” I managed.

The blonde’s look of concern was replaced with a huge mirthful smile, and she began to chuckle.

“Wow, you’re really sensitive,” Emma said from somewhere toward my feet.

I glanced her way and noticed my legs trembling.

“Am I?” I responded, then closed my eyes, trying to regain control of my body.

“Come on,” Charlie said, putting her hands under my shoulders. “Let’s get you on the couch.”

With the other women’s help, I got up to the couch and lay down. The euphoria was still strong, but the twitches had stopped.

“You rest and we’ll make some lunch,” Charlie said, sounding like my mom.

For some reason, that struck me as funny, seeing as how I was the oldest of the group.

“Yes, mommy,” I giggled.

Charlie just smirked, but Emma piped up.

“Mmmhhm, can I call you ‘mommy,’ too?” she asked, turning to the other blonde and batting her eyelashes at her.

That also caught me as funny, and I blurted out a laugh. I recognized the uncontrollable giggles coming on, but didn’t even try to stop them; I was feeling too good. In a minute, all three of us were chortling at each other.

Charlie came to her senses first and kissed my forehead before heading for the kitchen.

“Okay, pet, let’s see what we can find for lunch,” she said, causing Emma to stand up and follow behind, trailing some final snickers.
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AS WE FINISHED OUR lunch of grilled cheese sandwiches, we were sitting around the small kitchen table, and I just had to smile.

“What?” Emma asked, noticing my expression.

“It...just feels so surreal,” I answered.

“What does?” Charlie prodded when I paused.

I looked at each of them, being obvious about taking in their naked bodies.

“That we are three grown women sitting around a table, completely nude, just eating sandwiches like it’s perfectly normal.”

“I always eat grilled cheese in the nude,” Charlie replied without missing a beat.

“I’m not allowed to wear clothes,” Emma added, tilting her head to emphasize the collar around her neck. “You’re the strange one.”

I snorted a laugh and stood offering to take everyone’s plates.

“Oh, no, dear,” Charlie interrupted, “Emma’s the slave today, she should take the plates.”

“Uh, okay,” I said and sat back down slowly.

The teen stood up happily and gathered up the dishes. I couldn’t help but watch her young, athletic body walk away from me toward the kitchen. It was like she knew that she was being watched and made every movement look like she was on a runway.

“So, what should we do now?” Charlie asked, breaking me out of the trance Emma’s rear had put on me.

“Huh? Oh, uh, I don’t know,” I started. “I guess we could go to the river. There’s a nice waterfall not far from here if you ladies would like to see it.”

“Ooo, that sounds like fun!” Emma said cheerfully from the kitchen.

“Sure!” Charlie confirmed and stood up.

She went back to the living room and started gathering our clothes. She pulled on her shorts and T-shirt, foregoing any underwear, and then brought me my clothes. I left my bra off, but otherwise got redressed as well. I noticed that the blonde just gathered up Emma’s clothes but didn’t offer them to her. I had thought the teen’s statement about not being allowed to wear clothes was a joke, but now I was wondering.

Emma was just closing the dishwasher door as the two of us finished dressing. I sat back down at the kitchen table to wait for the younger woman to do likewise. Instead, Charlie gave her some alternate instructions.

“Go get the RC plug, the clips with the chain, and a lock,” she ordered. “Oh, and a leash,” she added as an afterthought.

“Yes, Mistress,” Emma answered with a happy lilt.

She almost skipped to a couple of different bags to find the items mentioned and brought them back to Charlie, who was standing by the table. Without being told, she bent over the table edge opposite me, sticking out her ass and lying flat across it. How many times had they done this for her to already know how to act? She looked right at me as Charlie put some lube on a small object that I assumed was a butt plug.

I had never done much anal play and still thought of it as painful, but the look of enjoyment on Emma’s face when Charlie placed the thing at her rear hole and pushed made me realize not everyone had that reaction. The teen wiggled her ass delightfully and grunted as the device lodged in place.

“Hands,” Charlie ordered, and Emma went completely flat as she put her wrists together once again on the small of her back.

The lock clicked into place, securing them together, but she just waited. Charlie pulled out her phone and started manipulating the screen. Suddenly, Emma jerked and her mouth opened in a silent O that quickly gave way to a quiet moan. I could just barely hear a soft humming that must have been coming from the plug.

“This is one of my pet’s favorite toys, isn’t it?” Charlie explained.

“Y..yes, ma’am,” Emma replied through her obvious delight.

“When she’s a good girl, I give her a little reward.”

The pitch of the buzzing sound got higher, and Emma’s eyes almost closed, her hips moving from side to side. Then the sound ceased abruptly. The teen lay her cheek on the table and took some calming breaths. Charlie, then, grabbed the lock, keeping the girl’s wrists together and pulling her arms back, her upper body coming along for the ride.

With Emma standing, the older blonde turned the teen to face her. With her arms bound behind her, the girl’s breasts stood at attention like some erotic statue. Charlie lifted a hand holding what looked like curved, padded tweezers with a small chain hanging down. The tips of the clip spread and were wrapped around Emma’s protruding nipple. The girl winced, then her eyes took on that glazed look I had just seen when the plug had been turned on.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” I asked, unable to control my curiosity.

“A little, at first,” Emma answered. She winced again as the second clip was attached to the other breast. “Oooohhh, but the pleasure is much more than the pain.”

She took another steadying breath and smiled at Charlie.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she breathed.

“You're welcome, sweetie,” Charlie replied, putting a hand on the girl’s cheek, “but I have one more question for you.” She held up the long leash. “Collar or chain?”

Emma smiled and bit her bottom lip.

“Chain,” she answered.

Charlie's eyebrows rose, but she nodded. “Alright.”

The older woman lifted the chain connecting Emma’s nipples and clipped the leash around it. As soon as she let it drop, the teen’s nipples distended slightly, her mouth opened, and her eyes closed. Charlie turned toward me, holding the other end of the leash.

“So, where’s this waterfall?”

“Oh,” I replied, somewhat surprised, “we’re going now? Okay.”

I hesitated considering the danger and decided that the likelihood of someone seeing us was incredibly low. Rising, I led the two, well, that’s not quite accurate. I led Charlie out the back door, and she pulled Emma along by her nipples. I kept looking back ostensibly to make sure we weren’t going too fast for Emma, but also so that I could watch her move. Despite my misgivings, the girl didn’t seem like she was in any discomfort. On the contrary, she seemed to be loving it.

I tried to imagine what she must be feeling, but couldn’t fathom all of the sensations she was experiencing that were completely foreign to me. The clips, the butt plug, the cuffs, being nearly naked out in nature, and leashed to Charlie by your nipples, of all things. Jim would never believe me, I was sure. Even more, he would never think that I could be curious about any of this. I couldn’t deny my own arousal, but I wasn’t sure if it was because I wanted to be her or have her.

The progress was slow in order to make it safe for Emma to walk, but we eventually arrived at a small horseshoe-shaped waterfall about six feet tall, emptying into an otherwise calm section of the river. The water was clear and, I knew from experience, cold.

A large rock jutted out over the river just far enough from the falls to not be covered with water. It was one of my favorite spots to just lie out under the sun with the sound of the crashing water filling my ears. The three of us made our way onto the rock, and I plopped down cross-legged. Charlie followed my example, letting Emma kneel between us.

I wondered why the nineteen-year-old hadn’t sat in the same manner until I remembered the plug. Yeah, that would probably make our sitting position quite uncomfortable.

“She was such a good girl this whole way, don’t you think?” Charlie asked me.

“She was,” I agreed without really understanding the implication.

Charlie’s phone was pulled out, and I heard a familiar buzzing sound from beside me.

“Ahhhhh,” Emma exclaimed and leaned forward, making her breasts and the chain linking them hang below her.

I looked over just as Charlie tugged gently on the leash. I couldn’t take my eyes off those enticing puffy nipples squeezed between the clips as the blonde’s manipulation of the chain made them jump. Emma’s eyes were barely open, and all I could see were her whites.

“Sherry,” again, Charlie broke through my captivation, “I want you to take hold of the clip next to you and, when I say, take it off.”

“O..okay,” I confirmed.

Instead of reaching directly for the clip, though, I ran my fingers along the curve of Emma’s breast and even teased the tip of her nipple sticking out from the clip. Charlie watched me but didn’t try to hurry me along. When I was ready, I looked up at her.

“Now,” Charlie said.

I squeezed the teeth wide and maneuvered it away while Charlie did the same for the other clip. A second later, Emma cried out in what sounded like pain but quickly turned to a moan. Charlie moved to lift the exposed breast closest to her into her mouth and looked at me, suggesting I do the same. I obliged and twisted to engulf Emma’s breast.

I didn’t see how, but the sound of the vibrating plug was suddenly audible over the waterfall. Emma let out something between a whine and a moan that just kept going. Then she went quiet for a heartbeat, followed by a hard spasm.

Her moan shifted into something almost recognizable, “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuu...,” but then trailed off as another spasm shook her.

My eyes went wide when I understood that Emma had just orgasmed in just a few minutes without any vaginal stimulation whatsoever.

Charlie sat back and tapped on her phone, stopping the vibrator. As the stimulation ended, so, it seemed, did the last of Emma’s strength. She started to tilt forward, causing both Charlie and me to rush to catch her. Giving me a head nod to let me know that she had her, I let Charlie move Emma back. The teen twisted her legs out from under her, and both of them lay slowly back onto the smooth, warm rock.

I watched Charlie kiss the girl’s forehead and whisper something to her that I couldn’t hear. Whatever it was, Emma smiled and snuggled closer, never opening her eyes. Not for the first time, I felt a twinge of jealousy and imagined myself in Emma’s place.

Charlie’s head lifted enough to look at me and flash a caring smile. She raised the arm not trapped under Emma up to me as an invitation.

“You too,” she added.

I crawled over to her other side and put my head in the crook of her arm, mirroring Emma’s contented posture.

“You are both amazing,” Charlie praised.

The three of us just lay there listening to the gentle roar of the waterfall and, at some point, drifted off.

I woke, sometime later, with the first hints of pink reflecting in the slowly drifting clouds above. I reflected on what I had experienced that day, growing nervous and excited about what was still to come on this trip. Sitting up, I looked down at the sleeping forms of my two young companions. These two had shaken my definition of who I was and what I wanted. Charlie, in particular, had awakened a need lying dormant inside me that I only now recognized through hindsight had been there all along.

Looking at their peaceful, angelic faces snuggling together, I couldn’t help but think about the innocent outer demeanor they both portrayed to the public and the amazing sexual beings they were in private.

Was I the same now? I had led such a sexually sheltered existence until recently. I loved Jim, and I would never even consider trading what we had together, but the world that Charlie had introduced me to was a whole different experience. Not better, necessarily, just different and thrilling in a way that sex with Jim couldn’t be. It was like two different rooms off the same hallway; they shared the same structure but were completely separate and unique.

Charlie’s eyes fluttered open, and she stretched to the degree she could without waking Emma. I started to say something, but she put a finger to her lips, stalling my words. She carefully reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone.

A couple of finger motions later, a short buzzing sound could be heard, followed by Emma jerking awake with a yelp, her eyes as wide as saucers. Her pelvis thrust forward like she was trying to escape the rear invader, and her butt muscles clenched, making cute little dimples.

I covered my mouth with my hand, trying to hide my laughter, but I quickly gave up. The sound of the device ceased quickly, but it had already had the desired effect. Coming to her senses, Emma deftly swung a leg over Charlie’s body and sat up, pinning the snickering woman below her.

“Uuuuhhggg, you!” the teen growled in phony anger. “Unlock me so I can beat you!”

Trying to look mad behind her barely contained smile, Emma leaned forward and swung her chest back and forth like she was trying to use her tits as fists. Charlie just laughed and put up her arms in front of her face, letting the teen bounce her breasts off the older woman’s forearms.

Emma saw Charlie focus on her phone and sat up quickly.

“Okay, okay, you w...” she started to say, but it was already too late. The buzzing resumed, and Emma cried out, arching her back a bit. “Pl..please, enough,” she begged.

“You didn’t say to stop,” Charlie pointed out.

As the vibration rose in pitch, the teen sucked in her lips and moved her head from side to side, agreeing that she had not used her safe word. Charlie watched her intently for a few seconds, and then the sound stopped. Emma let out her breath and slumped. The older blonde sat up and hugged the girl tight.

“You’re such a fun toy,” Charlie praised.

“And you’re a brat!” Emma responded.

When Charlie raised her eyebrows and held up her phone again, though, the teen spoke up quickly.

“I mean, thank you, Mistress,” she got out with exaggerated sweetness.

Charlie rubbed their noses together and gave the girl a peck on the lips. She looked over at me and smiled.

“Would you, please, help Emma up?” she asked. “The key to the lock is back in the cabin.”

I stood and helped the naked girl to her feet. She stretched, and I was, again, captivated by the curves of her body. When Charlie finally stood, she handed me the leash.

“Your turn to walk the pet,” she told me.

I looked over at Emma, who just took a tiny step toward me and lifted her chin, presenting me with the D-ring on her collar.

“S..sure,” I replied and clipped the leash into place.

It was a strange feeling holding a leash attached to another person as we made our way back to the cabin. All I could think about was the image we presented, should someone see us. Two ordinary hikers who just happened to be pulling a restrained and naked woman behind them.

Of course, no one saw us, and we made it back to the house without incident. After we had all ‘freshened up’ a bit, Charlie took the cuffs off of Emma, but not before pretending she had lost the key. She also removed the butt plug with barely a grunt from the blonde teenager. That got washed and returned to the bag.

We then ordered a pizza from the only pizza place in the nearby town, and Charlie agreed to go pick it up. At the threshold, she turned back and smirked at Emma.

“Behave yourself,” she said, then turned to me on the couch and winked.

What did that mean? I looked over at Emma, who was pulling off her shoes and socks. She didn’t seem to have seen and wasn’t paying attention to me. I turned away, still trying to decide if Charlie’s gesture meant anything or if I was overthinking it. I didn’t see Emma approach from behind until she leaped over the back of the couch to land with her head at the opposite end and her feet across my lap. I yelped in surprise, but only got a giggle from the teen in response.

“So,” she opened with a cheerful lilt, “what do you want to do while Charlie’s getting dinner?”

I scanned down the girl’s incredible body sprawled out beside me, from her pointed toes to the bend of her knees to the curve of her rear, up her tummy to her amazing breasts proudly poking into the air with her arms hanging over the end of the couch over her head. Her pretty face was smiling at me with those big blue eyes. My brain short-circuited, and I couldn’t remember her question.

“Uhh,” I replied as I tried to reboot my synapses.

“Do you want to tie me up?” Emma continued, holding both her fists out to me with her wrists pressed together. “Then you could play with me, and even Charlie wouldn’t be here to protect me.”

Despite what sounded very dangerous for her, the blonde had a fire in her eyes as she talked. She had thoroughly enjoyed everything that Charlie had put her through all day. Where was that coming from? I couldn’t deny that I felt some of that, but it was frightening to let someone have that much control over you. At the same time, parts of my body tingled at the thought. The curiosity finally got my brain firing again, and I asked the question on my mind.

“What’s it like?” I asked, my voice soft and unable to look Emma in the eye, “being Charlie’s...”

My voice trailed off, unable to decide what word to end with. Emma finished my thought, though.

“Her pet? Her slave? Her fucktoy?” she finished, enjoying my look of discomfort.

I just nodded, sneaking a glance at her, but quickly looking back down in embarrassment and feeling my cheeks get warm.

“It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” she answered.

The unequivocal response gave me pause, and I finally looked up at her to confirm she wasn’t just teasing me. Emma pulled her legs in and sat up cross-legged, taking a more serious posture.

“She makes me feel amazing whenever we’re together,” Emma continued wistfully. “Like I’m the center of her world. A lot of people think that being someone’s sub is to give up all joy for yourself and to give everything to your domme. I don’t know if that’s true for others, but not for Charlie.”

Her eyes became unfocused, and she smiled off into space as though she were reliving wonderful memories.

“She spends way more time on my pleasure than her own. I get so much more out of our relationship than she does.” Emma chuckled to herself. “But I bet Charlie would say that she gets more out of it, that’s just how she is.”

“But why the whole domme/sub thing?” I prodded.

“Oh, that’s simple. Charlie likes to be in control, and I like giving it to her.”

“That’s it?” I asked, not really understanding.

“Why does it need to be anything more complicated?” Then Emma got a conspiratorial look and smirked at me. “But I think you already know why.”

I creased my forehead in confusion. “What?” I said.

“I saw it in your eyes at the gym and again today,” she accused. Emma started to unfurl from her position like a cat and got onto all fours on the couch, facing me. “You want her to take away all your responsibility. To make you into a whimpering,” she crawled closer, “helpless,” her lips brushed my cheek, and I swallowed audibly, “orgasming mess.”

Her lips wrapped around my earlobe and sucked gently. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered down to my pussy. My eyes closed, and a soft whine escaped.

“But Charlie said to behave,” she whispered into my ear, “so I guess I’ll have to behave.”

Her emphasis on the word ‘I’ll’ made me turn to look at her innocent expression and those eyes batting at me. I took her hint and brought a hand to her cheek.

“But I don’t,” I said, closing the distance.
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WHEN CHARLIE CAME THROUGH the door holding a pizza and two bottles of wine, Emma and I were entwined naked on the couch, her lips resting against my neck as my chest heaved. I was still trying to catch my breath from the orgasm she had so recently extracted from me. She kissed my neck one last time and started to rise.

I whimpered pitifully when I felt the cool air hit my body where Emma’s warmth had just been. The teen padded over to Charlie and kissed her deeply. It occurred to me while watching them that Emma was making sure that Charlie could taste me on her lips. When they separated, Charlie smirked and glanced over at me.

“Are you two still hungry after your meal?” she quipped.

“Famished!” Emma answered, not even acknowledging the joke. She took the box and headed for the kitchen table.

The girl’s complete disregard for her own nudity was kind of inspiring. Not enough, however, for me to follow her lead. I got up and found my panties and T-shirt before joining my two compatriots. Charlie was searching the cabinets for wine glasses, so I went to help her out. When she grabbed three glasses, my rule-following brain spoke up before I could think.

“Emma’s not old enough to drink,” I pointed out.

The girl twisted to look at me, a look of bewilderment on her face, and a slice of pizza still hanging in the air.

“I’m nineteen, not nine,” she argued, “and, technically, I’m not old enough to buy alcohol. The law says nothing about drinking it.”

She had a point. Then Charlie voiced the thought just occurring to me as well.

“Besides, she’s not driving anywhere or operating heavy machinery.”

“Yeah, okay, that was silly of me,” I replied, holding up my hands in a placative gesture. “I’m just naturally a rule follower, and it just came out. Sorry.”

Charlie poured the wine while I got plates. I brought them to the table and tried to hand one to Emma, only to see that she hadn’t waited. She just looked up at me apologetically.

“Ahm hnmgy,” she attempted around a mouth full of pizza.

I rolled my eyes and set the dish in front of her. By the time we all sat down, the teen was reaching for a second slice. Charlie and I just looked at her.

“What?” she said, acting innocent.

Charlie and I just chuckled and grabbed our own pieces.

Thirty minutes later, we had all moved to the couch, holding our second glass of wine. I was in the middle with Charlie and Emma on either side of me. We talked about dating and experiences, or in my case, lack thereof. Another half an hour beyond that, Emma’s face was flushed, and she was pouring a third glass while Charlie and I were still nursing number two.

“How often do you drink?” I asked the girl as she took a long sip of her fresh glass.

She looked like she was thinking hard and answered, “Twice.”

“Twice a month, twice a week?” I prodded.

“Twice,” she repeated. “This is my second time!”

“You mean this is only your second time having alcohol?” I clarified.

“Yep, the first time someone gave me a beer,” she looked directly at Charlie, who just shrugged.

“She insisted even though I told her she wouldn’t like it,” Charlie pointed out.

“And?” I asked, looking back at Emma.

She looked sheepish.

“It was awful,” she admitted, then sat up straighter. “But I drank it anyway.” She held up her glass. “This is good, though!” she said and took another swallow.

“You know you’re supposed to sip that, right?” Charlie suggested.

“I am,” Emma insisted, then took another gulp.

Charlie just smiled and shook her head.

As we continued to talk, Emma’s eyes got heavier and she began to sway slightly. With barely a sip left in her glass, she carefully set it on the coffee table. Without asking, the girl just lay on her side across my lap with her head in Charlie’s. With a wiggle and her hands pulled into her chest, she closed her eyes and sighed.

The blonde beside me smiled down sweetly and brushed some hair behind the teen’s ear.

“Are you sure you’re comfortable there, sweetie?” she asked, but there was no answer; Emma was already asleep.

I snorted a laugh, “I guess we know how wine affects her now.”

Charlie just kept smiling down and stroking the girl’s hairline. I almost felt like I was intruding on an intimate moment. After a few seconds, I decided to break the awkwardness with a question.

“So, how long have you two been...together?” I asked.

Charlie looked up at me, her eyebrows raised.

“Oh, we’re not really...together,” she began. “It’s more of a situationship currently.”

“A what?”

“A situationship,” she repeated like I hadn’t heard her. When I continued to look confused, she explained. “Right, sorry. You look so young that I sometimes forget how much older you are.”

“Hey!” I exclaimed and lightly slapped her shoulder.

“No, no,” she laughed, “that’s a compliment! You look so young and pretty that I just think of you as my hot friend.”

I relented but squinted at her in skepticism. She went back to her explanation.

“A situationship is just a non-formal romantic relationship.” Charlie looked back down at the nineteen-year-old asleep in her lap. “We haven’t talked about what we are to each other, we just live it.”

I was still pondering that revelation when Charlie turned back to me with a mischievous grin.

“So, did you enjoy today?” she asked.

I matched her grin and looked down, a bit embarrassed.

“Yeeess,” I confirmed, drawing out the word and nodding.

“Was there something more you were hoping for?” she added cocking her head at my response.

“No! I mean, well,” I began, lifting my face to look at her. I brought up my hand slowly so that I could caress the side of her neck with the back of my fingers. “Emma is great, but I was looking forward to some time with you.”

Charlie’s arm came up to let her fingertips trace the line of my ear while her other hand took mine at her neck and held it.

“I know I paid a lot of attention to Emma today,” she began softly, “but tomorrow will be your turn.”

“My turn?”

“All my attention will be on you like it was on Emma today, but only if that’s what you want.”

The day's events flashed through my mind as she spoke. Charlie led Emma, sometimes literally by a leash that was attached to a chain clipped to the girl’s nipples, but most of the...action was centered around the nineteen-year-old. I had gotten jealous of the attention at times and, even now, was happy that she was asleep so that it was just Charlie and me. I thought about the nipple clamps and the vibrating anal plug.

“I..I’m not sure if I can handle some of the...the more extreme things you did to her,” I admitted.

“There are two things that really excite me more than anything else,” she continued as she leaned a little closer. “First, when a beautiful woman lets me be in control even when it makes her nervous, especially when she’s nervous. Second, is giving her such a mindblowing time that she will never forget and never regret giving herself to me.”

Heat rose to my face. She put her hand on my cheek, and I edged forward without understanding why. The woman was irresistible to me, and her eyes just pulled me closer.

“I will push your boundaries,” she went on, “but I will never cross them. If you don’t feel safe, then you won’t enjoy yourself, which means I won’t enjoy it either.”

She closed the gap between us, and our foreheads touched. I closed my eyes and felt Charlie brushing her nose against mine. It was slow, almost like a kiss. Never had a nose brush felt so sensual. My lips opened and quested for hers, but couldn’t connect.

“Do you trust me?” she whispered.

A warmth radiated through me, originating from my sex as I understood the precipice I was on. I could step away, or I could take the plunge. My body already knew what it wanted and, when I searched my psyche, all I found were memories of the bliss I had experienced with Charlie. I took in a breath and nodded slightly, knowing she would feel it.

“I promise I’ll be gentle,” she promised.

As if to demonstrate her words, her lips brushed against mine like a cloud. A second hand cupped my face, holding me still as Charlie moved in with deliberate glacial speed. I had never been kissed so slowly or so passionately. I felt every tiny movement as she poured sexual energy into every minuscule shift.

At first, I tried to match her movements only for her to pull back slightly. Soon, I got the message. She just wanted me to be enveloped in the experience, to let her love me, and to drink it in. My body and face relaxed, and I let her take over. I was rewarded with her tongue gently caressing my teeth and gums and lips.

I couldn’t believe how turned on this was making me. It was only a kiss, but as it stretched on, tiny little jolts began to make the rest of my body respond as though it was more. I tried to control my breathing, but it just sounded like small gasps as Charlie made love to my mouth.

With a final reach of her tongue sliding toward my throat, the blonde let go of my face and sat back up. My mouth tried to chase the retreating invader, only for me to almost fall forward before catching myself.

“Hey,” I heard a groggy voice from below, and a nearly limp hand patted my face. “What about m...?”

The words and the hand seemed to fade back down as Emma’s cracked lids closed once more. Charlie put a hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle as she gazed down at the once again sleeping teen. Her eyes came back to me, and her hand came away, revealing her amused smile. She darted in for another quick peck that I tried and failed to turn into something more.

“Let’s get sleeping beauty here into bed,” Charlie said.

“Yeah, okay,” I sighed, sounding more dejected than I meant to.

“And you should get some rest too,” the blonde said as she began to carefully extricate herself from under Emma’s head. She gave me a smirk and waggled her eyebrows. “You’re going to need it.”
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THE NEXT MORNING, I had a dream where I wanted to touch myself more than anything in the world, but every time I started, someone would show up and I’d have to keep searching for another private place. Time after time, I thought I had found somewhere I could be alone, only to be interrupted by Jim or my parents or my coworkers or some other important person in my life. And every time, the urge just got stronger and stronger.

I was just about to go mad with desire when I woke up. The pleasant feeling between my legs didn’t go away with my dream, however. If anything, it increased. I tried to move my hand to give myself some relief, only to find that my right arm was trapped under Emma’s head. The girl was partially sprawled across me with her head lolling back over my arm, her mouth wide open, making small snoring sounds.

Looking to my left, I saw Charlie pressed tight against my side, also trapping an arm between us. Her chin rested on my shoulder, and her soft breath played across my neck with each rise and fall of her chest. I guess that explained the dream.

What it didn’t explain was how we had gotten into this position. When I went to sleep, I was on the outside and Charlie was in the center. When had we switched? The other thing that I didn’t understand was why I was so aroused. I mean, yes, I was sandwiched between two gorgeous naked women, but that still didn’t resolve the pleasurable feeling still building in my clit. If I had to lie here trapped like this for more than a few more minutes, I didn’t know if I would be able to control myself.

Examining the sensation more closely, I discovered that my most sensitive nub was gently vibrating. Then I realized that focusing on it was a mistake; it intensified the feeling. I took a measured breath and let it out slowly.

Oh, my, an orgasm was starting to build in earnest. Another breath in and I let it out in a soft, “Oh”.

Charlie shifted slightly, trying to get more comfortable, and that’s when I felt her hand on my abdomen, her middle finger barely pressing between my labia. My pelvis pressed up a fraction of an inch, trying to increase the pressure. I couldn’t move my arms or help myself more than that without waking the other two.

Another almost silent, “Oh,” as I breathed out again.

I let my head relax into the pillow and arched my neck back as a moan almost escaped before I sucked in my lips to silence it. Now that I had accepted my fate, I took in the feeling of the two warm, naked women pressing against me. Their bodies were tight and toned in places, yet soft at just the right spots to make my arousal jump an extra notch.

Charlie’s hand moved a tiny bit, which resulted in her finger pressing harder into my button. When she touched it, my orgasm started. I held it back for as long as I could. My toes curled, and my jaw worked, opening my mouth in a silent scream as I could no longer hold it back.

Despite my best efforts, my body jerked with the impact of my climax. Emma just flopped, and Charlie’s lip touched my ear.

“Did you like that?” came the voice so quiet I had to convince myself I hadn’t hallucinated it.

Charlie’s finger circled my clit a couple more times to prolong the pleasure, then moved away.

“Isn’t that a nice way to wake up?” Charlie said a tiny bit louder and then flicked my earlobe with the tip of her tongue.

She rolled away and sat up on the edge of the bed. Holding up her left hand for me to see, she pointedly removed the small vibrator I had seen yesterday from her middle finger.

“You sneaky little tart,” I breathed, but couldn’t help smiling in my euphoria.

Charlie stretched her arms high above her head, inadvertently giving me an incredibly sexy view of the curve of her slim body, the side of her breast, and the muscles of her back. I started to reach for her only to be reminded that one of my arms was still trapped under Emma’s comatose form. I carefully extricated myself, but the blonde stood up and walked away before I could get to her.

She was like an angel walking slowly to the window and pulling the curtains apart. Early morning light filled the room, and I blinked a few times before my eyes adjusted. When they did, I could only stare at the vision before me. Charlie stood at the window with the sunrise and the forest pouring in around her exquisite naked body. Her arms were spread wide, still holding the curtains apart, and her silhouette was that of a goddess.

“Oh, my,” I said at a volume I thought was too low for her to hear.

Looking over her shoulder at me, she grinned and beckoned me to her, “Come here. Join me.”

I could hear in her voice that it wasn’t an invitation. Far from insulting me, I felt a thrill, and my heart thumped as I rose and made my way to her. She half turned and watched me approach, her eyes scanning my body. By the look on her face, I was sure she liked what she saw, giving me a little boost of pride. I might be almost a decade older than her, but I could still make a beautiful young woman like Charlie want me.

As I came close, she guided me to stand in front of her, looking out the window. She kissed my shoulder and began to explore my body with both hands. I reached back to touch her legs, but she grabbed my wrists and put them back by my side, then resumed her explorations.

“Just relax and accept the attention,” she whispered into my ear. “Today, you’re my toy. Do you understand?”

My mind exalted with how much I wanted this, and Charlie’s hands left a trail of tingles on my skin. My eyes closed, and I took a steadying breath.

“Yes,” I nodded, but that felt incomplete. “M..mistress?” I added.

Charlie’s hands cupped my breasts, and her teeth gently raked across the sensitive skin of my neck.

“Mmmm, good girl,” she breathed before nibbling on my ear.

For some reason, her words made my breath catch and my pussy twitch. My knees felt weak, and I put my hands on the window to steady myself.

“Here I thought I was going to have to train you on how to be a good toy, but you’re a natural.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond, but her fingers removed that need. Each of her hands took hold of a nipple and pinched with a little twist. She knew exactly how hard to squeeze to elicit a pleasured moan without crossing the line into pain.

“I like playing with my new toys until they explode.” Her voice came from the other ear. “Over and over...and over.”

I was so focused on her words that I didn’t notice one of her hands sliding down my torso until two fingers spread my lips, and her middle finger slapped my clit in time with each utterance of ‘over.’ I jerked with the unexpected sensation. It sounded like it should be painful with the smacking, but it was the opposite. Each blow sent a bolt right to my pleasure center, followed by a tiny whimper.

That finger shifted into circling my clitoris for several seconds before smacking it again. The inconsistent pattern brought me almost to the beginning of a climax before halting it with bouts of concentrated pleasure.

“All you have to do today is to do what I say and keep cumming every chance you get. Understand?” Charlie said in her most soothing voice.

I wasn’t sure if I could form comprehensible words, so I just nodded. Charlie shifted to one side and moved her hand that had been on my breast around to my rear.

“Spread your legs a little, baby girl,” she commanded, “and stick that beautiful ass in the air for me.”

In another life, I might have been offended by her calling me her ‘baby girl,’ but at that moment, I just felt accepted, desired, and aroused. There was no thought of doing anything other than what she wanted. It felt dirty, but I gave her access just as she had ordered.

“Good girl,” she praised, giving me another boost, knowing that I had pleased her.

As a reward, two fingers slid into my very lubricated pussy from behind while her other hand picked up the tempo and pressure on my button. Even though I had just climaxed not ten minutes prior, or perhaps because of it, my erogenous zones were already primed. My elbows bent, and my forehead pressed against the cool glass, momentarily distracting me from the bliss making its way up my body.

“Ohhh, fuuuck, Charlie! I’m going to cum again!” I announced, even though she didn’t need my confirmation.

“That’s it, cum for me,” came her very turned-on, husky voice. “Turn your face so I can watch.”

Two fingers speared in and out even as my pelvic muscles tried to hold onto them. Three fingers strummed my clit like a guitar string. I turned my eyes to her and cracked them just enough to see her hungry expression boring into me. She was playing with me, and I was her toy.

The thought shot the ecstasy up the rest of the distance to my brain, and my face contorted with the impact. Then I let out a sound of pure bliss. Expletives formed in my mind, but no intelligible syllables made it to my throat.

After the wave passed, Charlie slowed down but didn’t stop. I peeked through heavy lids once again to see her smiling face, and I immediately knew she wasn’t done with me. I started to shake my head from side to side when a third finger stretched me wide and her wrist twisted. The pads of her fingers connected with my G-spot as two fingers on her other hand captured my clit between them. Her thumb started boxing it like a prizefighter. My third orgasm was only seconds away.

My eyes opened wide and locked onto Charlie’s gaze. My pussy clenched tight around her fingers as I exploded. This time, it wasn’t one large release radiating from my clit, it was wave after wave of my whole sex contracting in pleasure, releasing, and then contracting again.

I don’t know how many waves crashed over me before my legs gave out, but I was sliding down the window even as yet another convulsion hit me. The release periods mercifully got longer, and finally, the waves ended with no concept of how long they had lasted.

Only then did I consider my state. There I was, naked and on my knees, barely managing to hold myself up on the windowsill and breathing like I had just finished a marathon - and as sexually satiated as I could ever remember being. All just from one woman’s fingers. Fuck, she was good.

I smiled broadly as the warmth of sexual euphoria suffused my body. Every muscle begged for me to just lie down on the floor and rest, but I wanted to give back to Charlie what she had given me. I pushed back from the window and put my arms around Charlie’s neck, leaning in to kiss her.

“That was amazing,” I started. “Thank you, Char...thank you, Mistress. Please, I want to make you happy too.”

She let me kiss her, then pushed back and put some distance between us. Had I done something wrong?

“You still don’t understand your role, Sherry,” she said, putting a hand to my cheek. “As my toy, you have no responsibility for my pleasure or anyone else’s unless I tell you to do something. All you need to do is experience, nothing more.”

She was right, I hadn’t fully comprehended what was expected of me until that moment. I thought about Emma’s description of her relationship with Charlie, and it suddenly made more sense why she believed that she was getting more from it than Charlie was. Instead of constantly considering how to please your partner or how to discern their true desires, the submissive’s only job was to be obedient and to experience what their domme chose for them.

I realized immediately that it wouldn’t be that simple all the time and that not all dommes and subs were a good match. As with any relationship, the individuals’ likes and dislikes had to coincide or it wouldn’t work.

When I finally grasped the full meaning of what Charlie had been trying to tell me, a weight I hadn’t realized was there lifted. If I could trust Charlie and let go, this was a true no-stress relationship.

The younger woman’s other hand came to my other cheek to hold my face in her hands, and her smile bloomed larger.

“Besides, I am already very happy with you. You’re perfect,” she said, pulling me into a lover’s kiss.

I thought I had already submitted to her, but looking back, this was the moment when I truly gave myself to Charlie completely. I let go of my ego, my stress, my worries, all of it vanished while I was with her. My body, my mind, and my sexuality I handed over on a silver platter with the full trust that she would hand them all back in as good or better condition than she received them. Maybe I was being naive, but she had proven herself to me. I could not look down this path of sexual adventure without being excited like never before in my life.

How Jim might react to this didn’t even cross my mind. I was immersed in Charlie’s world and couldn’t fathom anything outside of that. It was selfish of me, but in that moment, I was hers, and she was the only thing I cared about.

When we separated, I had a tear rolling down one cheek. Charlie saw it and kissed it away. I giggled and finished wiping the rest with a palm. She looked at me for a long moment before speaking.

“Don’t worry, Sherry, you’re mine now,” she soothed. “I know what you need.”

She stood up and held her hands out to help me up. When we were both standing, her demeanor shifted to one of casual playfulness again.

“And right now,” she chirped, wrinkling her nose, “you need a shower! You are all sweaty!”

I looked down to see a sheen of perspiration and struck a pose.

“You mean this isn’t sexy?” I quipped.

“Oh, it’s very sexy,” Charlie replied, surveying my naked body again. “But it’s going to stink in about...,” her nose curled up, “now.”

“I will have you know that my sweat smells like roses,” I retorted, “covered in sweat!”

That got a pleasant smile. Charlie took my hand.

“Come on, let’s go,” she insisted as she pulled me toward the bathroom.

On our way, I took a glance over at Emma. She was still in that awkward position and completely out of it. I marveled at the fact that she had slept through all my orgasmic release. A tug on my arm focused my attention back on Charlie as we entered the modest-sized bathroom.

I expected her to turn on the water and for us to step in. Instead, she grabbed a towel and laid it on the closed toilet lid.

“Have a seat,” Charlie said, absently indicating the towel as she looked around the room searching for something.

I followed her instructions only to be further confused when she left for a minute and came back with a small bag.

“Spread your legs,” came the next order, “and sit on the edge of the seat.”

I almost asked what she was going to do, but I wiped that thought away, leaving only a pleasant curiosity. I complied and exposed myself to Charlie in what I considered the most lewd pose possible.

The young blonde woman turned on the water in the sink and went to her knees between my legs with her bag in hand. She unzipped it and pulled out a pink razor and a travel-sized can of shaving cream. I tried to keep myself smooth down there, but I looked down and saw the barest hint of growth.

First, she put another cloth under the running water, folded it, and set it aside. Then she carefully folded a dry towel and set it beside the first.  She moved slowly and methodically, like a ritual. When everything was in its place, she looked up at me with a reassuring smile but said nothing.

Charlie's attention then shifted completely to my sex. She urged my thighs further apart and began to examine me very closely. Using both hands, she would gently move my labia to better see the bare skin between them and my legs. Her touch was like a feather, as though she was afraid to break me or...like a prized possession. A tiny pleasurable tingle ran from the middle of my back, up my spine, to my head, where it spread out covering my whole scalp.

When the inspection was complete, she put small squirts of shaving cream in her palm and then transferred it to my body with single-finger dabs. She was so precise, essentially painting me with it. She could have performed the task much more quickly, but every touch was sensual and done with such care that I was afraid my excretions were going to mess up her work. She never touched my clit or even between my lips in any way. Nonetheless, I was, once again, aroused in a way I couldn’t explain.

When she finally began to shave my mons, I was in an erotic trance just watching her every careful movement. My skin was incredibly sensitive, making every stroke feel like a soothing kiss. After every millimeter of exposed skin between my legs had been shaved clean, she pressed the warm, wet cloth to it, bringing me another new sensation. Where the razor strokes had been kisses, the cloth was a warm, intimate hug. She held it still for a few seconds and then wiped away the residue of cream. This too took a few careful swipes.

When she was done and was satisfied with her work, she leaned forward and planted a quick kiss just above my slit. Despite my being clean-shaven previously, my skin felt sensitized and completely smooth. I had never had anyone shave me before, and I found the experience much more erotic than I would have expected.

“Just like my own personal Barbie doll,” she said, looking up at me. “Did you have Barbie dolls when you were a little girl?”

I was still in the thick haze of arousal, and it took me a moment to register the question.

“Uh, of course, what girl didn’t?”

“Did you ever, you know, when no one was looking, lick them between their legs just to see what it would feel like?” Charlie asked in a conspiratorial volume.

“Um, no?” I replied.

“Hmm, maybe it was just me,” she beamed and bent forward.

With her eyes on me, she stuck her tongue way out and ran it slowly from my hole almost to my belly button.

“Mmm, you taste much better than my old Barbie dolls,” she said, then licked her lips and smirked.

With a final wink, Charlie stood up and turned to start the shower. Seeing her bent forward adjusting the temperature, I had the urge to slide onto the floor and lick her from behind. I closed my eyes and remembered my role as her toy. If she wanted me to lick her, she’d tell me.

When she was satisfied, Charlie moved the curtain aside and stepped into the tub.

“Hop in, Sherry,” she called.

I didn’t need a second invitation and got in on the opposite side. Her naked, twenty-five-year-old body was magnificent with the water running down it. My hands instinctively rose to embrace her as I moved closer, but then I stopped myself. I was reminded of the shower we shared at the gym. When I couldn’t keep my hands to myself, Charlie had me clasp my hands behind my back as she soaped me down and rinsed me off.

“May I?” I asked.

“You may,” she replied.

My hands went to her hips and began to trace up her waist to the sides of her chest like I was appraising a priceless vase. I moved to her breasts and let them fill my hands, her nipples poking between my fingers. She let me just marvel and feel her body for a minute, then handed me a washcloth.

I took it and squirted some bath gel onto its surface. Using a little more force, I dutifully scrubbed every inch of her. When she was clean and rinsed, she took the cloth from me and repeated the scrubbing on me. It felt decadent for someone else to be washing me. This time was slow and careful, unlike the previous time when she was treating me like the brat I had been portraying.

With my back to the spray, Charlie dropped the washcloth and stepped so close that our breasts slipped together like a couple of puzzle pieces. Each of her hands went to one side of my head and urged it back into the stream of water. I closed my eyes and let her run her fingers through my hair to get it wet.

“Keep your eyes closed,” she suggested as she turned me around.

She kept my head leaning back as she massaged shampoo into my scalp. Her fingers were strong and sure, but delicate at the same time. She turned me a hundred and eighty degrees a second time to rinse the soap away, and I felt her body press against me again. She let my head go back to a normal angle, but she continued to massage the back of my head gently.

Then I felt something soft touch my lips, followed quickly by a tongue spearing into my unresisting mouth. I never bothered opening my eyes and just let our kiss linger until she eventually stepped back.

Charlie’s eyes burned with a heat I had come to recognize, and I smiled inwardly. She didn’t speak, she just put a hand on the top of my head and pressed. I went to my knees without a fuss. In fact, I licked my lips in anticipation. Jim and I had never done much oral sex because neither of us particularly enjoyed performing the act on the other, but now I was gladly kneeling in front of another woman, grateful that she was going to allow me to taste her.

With water pouring down her body, she guided my face between her legs. I ignored the danger of drowning and met her oncoming slit with my outstretched tongue. I quickly decided that I would not survive if I didn’t block out the torrent of liquid running down her stomach into my face, but I wouldn’t waste this opportunity either. I grabbed her hips and pulled her toward me while creating a seal around her pussy with my lips. Closing my eyes, I let the water part and run across my face while my tongue went to work on the folds trapped inside my mouth.

Over the sound of the water, I could hear Charlie grunting and moaning in time with my actions, and my excitement leaped. She and Emma had given me so much pleasure over my time with them and, more than anything, I wanted to give some of that back. I focused all of that gratitude and desire into my tongue. It poked, it licked, it flicked, it varied pace, and adapted to Charlie’s responses.

Regardless of the difficulty of the location, I was determined and ignored the fatigue as Charlie continued to climb toward release. Then I was rewarded with the blonde crying out and forcing my face tight into her sex. I moved my tongue as fast against her clit as I could still manage. She bucked once, then twice against me before suddenly pushing me back.

I detached and looked up, wondering if I had done something wrong. Charlie still had her eyes screwed shut and was still in the middle of a strong orgasm. One of her hands continued to strum her clit.

Then a liquid hit me in the face. I thought it was just errant shower water until a second spray splashed against me and, this time, I saw that it emanated from Charlie’s pussy. For a moment, I was grossed out until I realized what it must be.

The blonde was coming down from her high and placed a hand against the wall to steady herself. Sliding down to sit in the tub, her legs went to each side of me. Charlie lay there spent but with a satisfied smile. Her happiness and what I had coaxed from her fueled my own pride.

“Fuck, girl,” Charlie managed, “you’re getting good at that.”

“Did I make you squirt?” I asked, already knowing the answer but wanting to hear her acknowledge it. She gave me a big grin.

“Sorry, I should have warned you. I do that sometimes.” Charlie admitted.

She sat up and pulled me into a hug, wrapping both her arms and legs around me.

“That was amazing,” she complimented. “Thank you.”

She was thanking me, but I felt wonderful! I wanted to thank her back, but knew doing that would just cheapen her gesture. If I could have pleasured her again right then, I would have joyfully done it.

Charlie partially let go of the hug and sat up.

“Now I’m hungry!” she announced. “What’s for breakfast?”

“W..well, I thought we could go to the farmers’ market. There’s a little stall there that has the best pastries if we get there early enough,” I answered. “And maybe find some fresh stuff for lunch.”

“Oooo, shopping! I love it!” Charlie chirped, then bit her bottom lip. “And that gives me a chance to play dress-up with my new Barbie!”

My eyes went wide. “What?”

Charlie just stood up and then pulled me with her. We dried each other and then she took the reins. Taking my hand, she pulled me out of the bathroom and positioned me in front of the full-length mirror on the back of the door. Then she took a moment to kick the mattress right by the still sleeping Emma.

“Wake up!” she said loudly. When that didn’t get more than a groan from the teen, she bent down and, in a much softer singsong voice, said, “We’re going shopping.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered open, and she finally showed signs that she wasn’t dead.

“Shopping?” the girl repeated.

“Get yourself ready while I dress Sherry,” Charlie ordered.

Dress me? I hadn’t had someone pick out my clothes since I was twelve. Over the next several minutes, Charlie had the energy and perkiness of a little girl. She started bringing outfits over and holding them up in front of me. Some of them were mine, but I hadn’t brought much for just a couple of days. The rest were ones that Charlie had brought, but there were way more than she could possibly have expected to use.

She ended up deciding on a ruffled floral miniskirt that was a little shorter than I was normally comfortable with, along with a low-cut short-sleeve T-shirt made out of a thin, stretchy material that would leave my midriff exposed. It looked like there was no way it was going to fit on my body. However, it stretched easily over my shoulders and fit like a second skin except for the three buttons between my breasts, two of which were unbuttoned. On my feet were a pair of tan high-heeled sandals that gave me an additional couple of inches and made my nearly bare legs look even longer.

I looked in the mirror and gasped. Stretched as it was, the material of the shirt was almost see-through, and my nipples poked out prominently.

“Charlie, I...” I started to protest, but then I saw the lust in her eyes as she looked at my reflection from over my shoulder. Don’t think about it, I told myself, just be her doll. “I love it,” I finished, not that my opinion mattered.

She smiled and reached around to tweak both my nipples, making them poke through the thin shirt even more.

“My goodness, you’re sexy!” she breathed in a husky voice.

Emma had long since dressed in some jean shorts and what looked almost like a bikini top with just slightly more coverage. She hopped off the bed where she had been lounging to look at me in the mirror as well.

“Wow,” was all the teen said as her eyes scanned me.

One of her hands touched my thigh just below the hem of the skirt and started moving up. I had actually forgotten that I wasn’t wearing panties until that moment. As short as the skirt was, she wouldn’t have far to go to reach my bare pussy.

Charlie reached over and swatted Emma’s hand away.

“No more playing until after breakfast,” she said sternly.

“More,” Emma twisted to look at Charlie and me with an accusing expression. “More? Oh, you little hussies! How could you let me sleep?” The teen crossed her arms and turned away from us, her ponytail swinging around dramatically.

“We could have done it on top of you and you wouldn’t have woken up,” Charlie retorted with a derisive snort.

“You don’t know that!” Emma replied, then turned back around, letting her arms drop. “Do you? You didn’t. Did you?”

“I tell you what, after breakfast, you can decide what we do first. Okay?” Charlie offered as she pulled on a denim skirt.

Emma’s demeanor flipped right back to her usual cheerful self.

“Oh yeah? Okay, you’re forgiven!” she beamed.

Charlie finished putting on a cream-colored bodice-like garment that looked almost like lingerie and then slipped on a pair of tan platform sandals.

“Let’s go then,” Charlie urged.

“Yeah, we need to get there before all the pastries are gone,” I added.

“Pastries?” Emma’s eyes went wide. “You should have started with that!”

After that, the teen was the first to get out of the cabin and to the car. After Emma was, this time, seated in my lap in the passenger’s seat, she spoke to me in a low voice.

“So, Charlie never answered. Did you two have sex on top of me?”

I just hugged her waist.

“You get really sleepy when you drink too much wine,” I replied just loud enough for Charlie to hear as well.

“What does that mean? That’s not an answer!” Emma insisted, causing me and Charlie to laugh at her consternation.
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER, the three of us were piling out of the vehicle parked in a grassy field. Further into the field was a large number of small tents lined up in a couple of rows. It wasn’t a huge market, but they had a good selection most of the time.

As I got out of the car and saw other people for the first time in over twenty-four hours, I was suddenly reminded of the outfit I was wearing. My eyes started scanning the people as we approached the tiny crowd visiting the stalls, looking for someone who might recognize me. This market was situated between a few small towns, only one of which Jim and I had ever stopped in, but I was still leery.

I chastised myself for being so anxious. The top I was wearing wasn’t completely transparent; it was just...very thin. Yes, it was also quite tight, but my nipples weren’t currently poking out. Of course, there was the skirt that was quite short, but as long as I didn’t bend over, it was perfectly fine. I might not have been as young as my companions, but I was still hot, and it was okay to show it. I straightened my back and dropped my arms to my side from where I had unconsciously been covering my chest. Besides, if anyone was going to draw attention for showing skin, it was going to be the nineteen-year-old blonde firecracker who was wearing even less than I was.

The other two were getting ahead of me, and I picked up the pace long enough to catch up.  Luckily, the ground was solid under my heels, or I might have gotten stuck.

“Where’s the pastry stand?” Emma called excitedly from the front of our little group.

“First spot on the left,” I directed, and the teen jogged the rest of the way.

She was already oohing and aahing at the selection as Charlie and I stepped up.

We each picked out something and paid. Well, Emma picked out three somethings, and the cheese Danish never made it into the bag. She already had a mouthful before we could thank the nice older woman in the stall.

“Mmmm, ss s rlly gd!” Emma mumbled with crumbs spewing from her mouth.

“Don’t talk with you’re mouth full,” Charlie admonished.

Emma dipped her chin and, with more crumbs going airborne, garbled, “*rry!”

Charlie just shook her head and started walking at a leisurely pace to the next stall. We meandered down the aisle, checking out the choices of vegetables, fruits, and any number of other homemade products.

We stopped at one stall selling handcrafted soaps, lotions, and incense run by a middle-aged man and his daughter. The girl was cute, probably a couple of years older than Emma, and Charlie was chatting her up immediately. She had long red hair with freckles across her nose and cheeks, likely amplified by the amount of sun she got. The denim-overall shorts with a T-shirt underneath and cowboy boots cemented the farmgirl look.

“So, your family makes all of this stuff?” Charlie was asking.

“Everything. We’ve been doing it for years now,” the girl answered. She looked down and picked up one of the soap bars. “I made this one myself from goat’s milk. Go ahead, smell it.”

Charlie put it to her nose, but had her eyes on the redhead.

“Mmm, nice.” Then, in a lower voice, “Do you smell like this after you take a bath?”

The woman was silent for a moment, just looking at Charlie, then cocked her head and seemed to recover. She glanced toward her father, who was conversing with another customer on the other side of the booth.

“No,” she answered, leaning closer. “I use some products we don’t put out on the table here.” She moved even closer and dropped her volume a little more. “But you might be just the kind of customer who would appreciate them.”

The redhead exited the stall to one side and motioned for us to follow her. Charlie glanced at me and Emma, giving us a look that said, “This could be interesting.” We dodged around the poles of the tents and followed the girl to where several older vehicles, mostly pickup trucks, were parked well away from the main group of cars. This must have been where the vendors parked.

Even though we were almost a hundred yards from any other person, she looked around before reaching into the bed of one of the trucks to grab a large paper grocery sack. Making sure we were hidden completely by the bulk of the vehicle, she opened the bag and pulled out a small mason jar filled with a gray cream.

“So, what are we looking at?” Emma finally said, sounding a bit skeptical.

“What we are looking at, hotness,” the redhead began, “is a one-of-a-kind product that our family makes. We normally only sell this to the local farmers, but I think you ladies would get a lot of enjoyment out of it.”

“W..what is it?” I asked, still uncertain if this was a good idea.

“This,” the girl held up the jar, “is a topical aphrodisiac.”

Emma looked confused, but I translated.

“A sex cream?”

“Exactly,” the redhead confirmed, starting to sound like a salesperson. “Just a little of this on sensitive parts and they get engorged and incredibly sensitive.” She got a wicked look in her eyes and continued. “The person will be begging to be touched.”

Charlie and Emma were quite interested, but my nurse training kicked in.

“How do we know this stuff is safe?” I challenged.

The girl looked at me, slightly perturbed, but the look was gone a moment later.

“We’ve been making and using this recipe for three generations without issues,” she rebutted, then added, “Here, I’ll show you.”

With that, the redhead unhooked one of her overalls straps and lifted her T-shirt to reveal her breast. It was larger than I expected, with a large areola and nipple. I was immediately staring at her chest even as she opened the jar and just touched the surface with a finger. She paused long enough to set the jar to the side.

I watched almost mesmerized as she placed the finger on top of her nipple and began to circle around it. Only a second later, it was poking out like it was trying to get away. She pulled her hand away and took a deep breath, her eyes narrowing and then opening a bit wider.

“Nngh, yeah, you can see how hard my nipple is now,” she said. “It’s tingling somethin’ fierce, almost like there was a tiny invisible vibrator on it. Any other stimulation is magnified.”

Almost as though she were trying to prove her point, she pinched her nipple, and her face went almost orgasmic as she let out a loud, low moan. Maybe she was faking it to make a sale, but my body responded to it regardless.

“Is it,” Emma started, then paused, “edible?”

The farmgirl released her nipple and smiled, nodding her head.

“Perfectly safe, although...” she began to answer, but was silenced when Emma moved in quickly and engulfed the girl’s nipple in her mouth.

Her eyes went wide, then rolled up as she leaned back against the pickup truck. Her mouth opened, and her palms slammed against the metal of the truck’s sides.

“Ohhh, fuck, girl!” she exclaimed. “At least...ohhhhmmm...warn me.”

Emma let the large breast go with an audible pop.

“I’m going to suck on your tit now,” she announced.

Without saying a word, the redhead grabbed the back of Emma’s head and pressed her back down. Regaining some control, the girl looked between Charlie and me. I couldn’t tell if it was an invitation to join or just curious what we were going to do, but Charlie stepped closer as though to get a better look.

“She doesn’t look like she’s been poisoned,” she said to the redhead.

The girl chuckled, but then closed her eyes and leaned her head against the vehicle’s metal. It only lasted a moment, however, and she lifted her head to look at Charlie.

“Would you do the other, please?” she asked as she unsnapped the other strap.

The overall tops fell away to her hips, and she pulled up the other side of her T-shirt, offering her other breast. Charlie picked up the jar of cream where it was sitting and showed it to the farmgirl, asking with raised eyebrows if she wanted more. The girl sucked in her lips, thinking, then nodded.

Just like the redhead had done the first time, Charlie dipped just the tip of her finger into the jar and then smeared it over the girl’s nipple. Just as before, it sprang forward, even the areola puffing out a bit.

Rather than matching what Emma was doing, Charlie played with the hardened nub for a minute, then motioned for me to come over. With me just a foot away and my gaze plastered to the protruding, engorged nipple, Charlie whispered into my ear.

“Remember how I made you cum in your living room?”

I did remember. She had done something to my breast with her mouth that I could never forget.

“Think you can do that?” she grinned and waggled one eyebrow at me.

“I can try,” I whispered back.

I turned to the redhead and leaned toward her large breast. She bit her lower lip and nodded, encouraging me. As I got close, my lips brushed the tip of her nipple. My goodness, the thing was like a rock. I ran my lips around it, just barely making contact, then flicked it with my tongue. She whined just before smushing my mouth into her tit. I was surprised momentarily, but sucked the nipple deep.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Charlie whispering to Emma. She glanced over at me and then took as much of the girl’s breast into her mouth as she could. Almost in unison, we pressed her nipples to the roofs of our mouths with our flattened tongues and began to squeeze.

“Oh, shit!” the girl spat out a little too loudly and covered her mouth with a hand.

She pressed hard against the truck like she was trying to escape. I started moving my tongue like a wave pressing and releasing her nipple from the tight squeeze. The girl’s breathing was punctuated with gasps and moans that let me know Emma and I must be doing something right.

After a minute of that, I saw Emma start to suck the breast in and out in time with the waving motion, and I did the same. I would create pressure to push the nipple to my lips, then suck it back in hard and deep, almost to the back of my throat, all while moving my tongue like a milking machine.

The girl threw her arms over the lip of the truck bed, apparently in an attempt to hold herself up. The whole time, expletives were issuing quietly from her mouth.

“Oh, fuck...fuuuuck...how...?”

She had been wriggling around beneath our manipulations, but then she suddenly went still.

“Oh, my god! OH, MY GOD!” she exclaimed, and I knew she was feeling the same shock I had when Charlie made me orgasm this way.

Then she jerked once, went still, and jerked again. She started to slide down, but Emma and I held her up. We eased up on our manipulations but let her come down gently from her high. We kept her propped up there, letting her rest between Emma and me as her breathing came back to normal.

“Are you okay?” Charlie asked.

The redhead smiled.

“I’m fantastic,” she answered with a smile.

“Hey, my lips feel funny,” Emma cut in. “Are they swollen?”

I looked over and, sure enough, the teen was sporting an Angelina Jolie kind of look. It wasn’t bad, it just wasn’t her. Then I felt a tingle in my own lips. I think it had been there for a while, but I hadn’t paid attention to it while my lips were busy.

“That’s what I was trying to tell you before someone latched on like a lamprey,” the redhead looked at Emma with a mischievous smile. “It’s perfectly safe to ingest, but your lips are one of those places susceptible to the effects. Don’t worry, it’ll go away in about twenty minutes.”

The tingling wasn’t an itch or vibration; it was something else, something sensual. I needed them to be touched, caressed, stimulated. My tongue and teeth were moving over their surface as though they were cracked and chapped.

Looking over at Emma, I saw that she was having the same problem. Our eyes met and, without a word between us, we sprang into each other’s embrace and pressed our tingling lips together. The sensation was more than a kiss should be. The signals hitting my brain were amplified. This was more than just foreplay. My attention was so focused on Emma and our hands starting to roam over each other’s bodies that I barely noticed the conversation going on between Charlie and the farmgirl.

“You ladies are...very intimate, aren’t you?” the redhead offered.

“That’s one way to put it,” Charlie answered.

“That was my first time, you know,” the girl said tentatively.

“First time for what?”

“With a woman,” the girl responded. “It was my first time letting a woman touch me like that.”

Charlie stepped closer to her, put a hand on her hip, and then pointed at me.

“It was her first time just a few weeks ago,” the blonde confided. “Now she’s my toy.”

Despite my need for Emma’s lips, hearing them talk about me, I broke away to look over at the two. Emma didn’t waste a moment and started making love to my neck.

“Your what?” the girl gasped.

“My toy,” Charlie repeated as our eyes met.

For some reason, having her call me her toy in front of this complete stranger made me proud that she would admit it. At the same time, I was ashamed of myself for getting turned on by it. I stood there as Emma continued to nibble on the sensitive skin of my neck while also starting to pull up my shirt.

“Is that like,” the girl’s voice dropped in volume like someone might overhear, ”your slave?”

She was intrigued and let Charlie’s hand slip around to cup her rear.

“Similar but not as permanent,” Charlie clarified.

“So, she has to do whatever you say?” The girl’s voice was getting husky.

“She doesn’t have to do anything,” the blonde corrected. “But she wants to.” Charlie looked right at me. “Isn’t that right, Sherry?”

My breathing was ragged and my heart beat a little quicker. She wanted me to say it out loud. To admit that I wanted her to dominate me in front of this redheaded woman whose name we didn’t even know. I swallowed.

“Yes,...M..mistress,” I replied haltingly. “I...like being your toy.”

I didn’t have to add the title, but I wanted to. It felt right. The admission did to my brain what the cream had done to my lips, amplifying every touch. Emma’s fingers were pushing my shirt up and wrapping around my left breast while her other hand did the same thing to my skirt.

“That’s so hot,” the redhead stated. “I’ve never wanted a woman more than I want her right now.”

I could feel her eyes drinking in the lewd image I was presenting, even as Emma put my bare ass and tits on display. Instead of wanting to cover up, I reveled in the lust pouring from her.

Suddenly pulling away from Charlie, the girl went behind me to the truck. I couldn’t turn to see what she was doing, but it seemed like she was getting something from the back. Emma grabbed my chin and moved me back to where I could kiss her. It felt so nice that I lost track of what else was happening around me again.

A minute later, a hand that wasn’t Emma’s began to squeeze and massage my rear. When something started sliding between my legs and rubbing against my labia, I opened my eyes in surprise.

Charlie was there behind Emma.

“Spread your legs and arch your back, baby,” she told me. “And don’t get scared.”

I wasn’t scared until she told me not to be! Whatever was between my legs was like a cylinder but tapered at the end with a patterned, bumpy surface. I started to look back, but Charlie had anticipated that and held my head where it was.

“Be a good girl,” she encouraged, “and relax.”

I wanted to be so good for her. Looking into her beautiful eyes, I spread my legs and stuck out my ass. The cylinder twisted and moved, smearing my excretions over its surface. When it passed over my clit, I shook in time with the bumps sliding over it.

Then the tip was at my hole. Pressing in, it began to go deeper. At first, it was a gentle stretching. The thing started to move in and out, going a little further in with each push. And it kept getting bigger.

I was grunting with every thrust and could no longer concentrate on kissing Emma. Instead, we separated, and I lay my cheek on her shoulder. I had no idea how large the thing was that was being shoved inside me, but it was very hard and I was starting to be stretched further than I ever had. Every motion sent pleasure coursing through me. My folds molded around it and tried to hold on even as the bumps vibrated my insides as it moved and twisted. It felt like I was being speared by...oh, my god! It was an ear of corn!

The thought was so ludicrous and naughty. I whimpered and moaned as it slid deeper than ever, almost tickling my cervix.

Holding onto Emma’s shoulders, I opened my eyes halfway when I sensed movement in front of me. Charlie was reaching into the truck bed as well and confirmed my conclusion when she pulled out an ear of corn as well. She shucked it rather expertly, considering I thought she was a city girl.

Moments later, Emma jerked and gasped. Her body began to rock against me just as I had been against her. She wrapped her arms around my torso and held my chest to her as I did the same to her head so that we were cheek-to-cheek. Hearing the teen start to gasp and pant in my ear just drove me higher.  

The two women assaulting our pussies began to match rhythm, thrusting into us simultaneously. The tingling in my lips still begged to be caressed, so I kissed Emma’s face, her neck, her shoulder, anything that I could reach, and she was doing the same to me. We knew what the other was feeling, and we wanted to share it.

“Ohhh, fuck, Sherry,” Emma moaned, “Let’s cum together. Please.”

My climax was already nearing, but I whispered back.

“I’ll ...ahhhh...I’ll try,” I promised.

No sooner had I said it than a finger came in contact with my clit. No several fingers. They began rubbing with the increasing speed of the corn slamming in and out of my hole.

“She’s...playing with my...nnnggg...clit! I don’t know how much...ooohhh,” I attempted to tell the blonde attached to me.

“Just a little...mmmm...longer,” Emma pleaded.

With great effort, I held off my orgasm, but I had no idea how long I could keep it at bay, no more than a few seconds at most.

“Almost...there,” the teen announced, and we put our foreheads together. “Are you ready?”

“Ohhhh, yessss,” I managed.

“Kiss me on the count of...” she began, then smashed our lips together.

Our tongues and lips intertwined moments before we both screamed into each other’s mouths. My climax was deep and powerful, rising through my body and making me tremble in Emma’s arms. I felt her convulse against me, and it sent another shock to my sex, then another wave pulsed through me.

“Oh, god,” Emma said, breaking our oral connection, “I’m going to...cum again!”

She jolted again, squeezing me tighter. The redhead’s fingers still strummed across my clit and twisted the corn inside me. I put my mouth against Emma’s shoulder to muffle my scream as I, too, felt another orgasm crash down.

My knees wobbled, and I knew I wouldn’t have been standing if the blonde teen hadn’t been holding me up just like I was holding her. Then I felt the phallic vegetable slide out of me. I suddenly felt empty, maybe even a little disappointed. But I was also swimming in the euphoria of a tremendous orgasm. I could hear Emma’s smile just from the way she was sighing, her head, once again, against mine.

“Thank you,” she whispered and kissed my ear.

“For what?” I breathed.

“For being my cum buddy,” she said and gently rubbed her face against mine.

“Any time,” I joked and pressed into her motions.
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, we were all redressed and about to make our way back to the main market area.

“Wait,” the redhead stopped us. “Take this.”

She handed Charlie the jar of cream.

“Really?” Charlie inquired. “No charge?”

“Absolutely not. I insist,” the girl confirmed.

Charlie looked appreciatively at the jar and noted the small label there.

“Horny Goat? What’s with the name?”

The girl smirked like a villain who had just caught the spy.

“Because it’s what we use to get the goats in the mood to make little baby goats,” she chirped happily. “Bye, now!” she waved as she walked toward her family’s stall.

Charlie just laughed and looked at me and Emma leaning against the truck, still a bit worn out.

“Let’s go, my two nannies,” she said jokingly, waving the jar in front of us. “We still have some play time left.”
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​Chapter Thirteen
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I WAS SELF-CONSCIOUS on the way back to the market, thinking that I must be walking funny after being thoroughly fucked. My fingers kept touching my lips even as the arousing tingling from the Horny Goat cream slowly dissipated while we perused a few more stalls. We weren’t really even paying attention to what they were selling; we just didn’t want to bring any attention to the fact that we had just wandered off with one of the sellers, a pretty redhead, to have sex with her...and some produce.

My dirty mind wondered what her family was going to do with those ears of corn. Would someone end up buying them? That thought was both erotic and embarrassing, even knowing that there was no chance of them tasting me or Emma on them after being cooked.

After only a few more minutes of absently walking the market, we headed back to Charlie’s tiny Miata. This time, Emma sat in my lap and curled against me like a sleepy kitten. It was mostly quiet on the drive back to the cabin, and my mind thought about Jim and how incredible he was for encouraging me to explore my girl-girl desires. Sure, one of his biggest turn-ons was thinking about his wife having sex with another woman, but letting me actually experience it was an exercise in extreme trust.

What I hadn’t conveyed to him was the depth to which I had embraced my submissive side with Charlie. I still wasn’t sure if that was a general desire or just the dynamic with the woman I was now freely calling my Mistress. I was certainly not that way with Jim. Of course, it wasn’t like I hadn’t told him about the interactions with Charlie, and she had even told him, in no uncertain terms, that when she was around, he was not to be in the picture, even in our own home. I might be bisexual, but Charlie was not interested in men in the slightest. Jim had agreed to those terms. Wholeheartedly. Maybe too quickly.

Furthermore, my commitment to Charlie had only solidified during this trip. As Jim and I had promised each other, it was just sex, but she stirred up desires in me that I couldn’t let go of now. Oh, I cared for both of these women with whom I had become the most intimate of friends, but it didn’t compare with what I had with Jim. Even so, I feared what would happen if these two worlds ever came into conflict.

My musings were redirected as we drove up the long gravel driveway to the cabin. After the morning’s activities, I was starting to get quite hungry. Apparently, Emma was feeling the same way as she hopped out of the car and stole the bag of pastries we had purchased from my hand.

“Hey!” I called after her, but she was jogging for the porch, only to huff when she got there and the door was locked. “You still need these.” I shook the house keys in front of me.

“That’s what you think!” Emma answered and reached into the bag. She pulled out a chocolate croissant and took a hearty bite while staring at me. “Mmmm, stho ood,” she taunted with her mouth full.

She held up the partially eaten pastry, bobbing it in the air as I came up the steps to the front door. Acting like I was going to go past her to unlock it, I suddenly darted my head to the side and managed to get a small bite of her breakfast right from Emma’s hand before she could react.

“Hey, that’s mine!” It was Emma’s turn to be surprised. She moved the item away from me, but it was too late.

“Mhm, that is good,” I said nonchalantly as I finished my motion toward the door.

Charlie was close behind me and just smiled at our antics.

“Sherry!” she exclaimed with mock outrage. “Are you stealing Emma’s breakfast? What am I going to do with you?”

I gave her a sidelong glance as I opened the door and walked inside. When neither of the other two immediately followed, I turned back to see Emma whispering something to Charlie, whose eyebrows raised and then smirked, her eyes locking on me again. Uh-oh.

“Emma thinks that you are a danger to our food and need to be restrained.”

“What?” I asked incredulously. I shot Emma a withering look only to get a little shoulder wiggle and a wink in response.

“Get undressed,” Charlie ordered as she and the blonde teen came through the door, closing it behind them.

“But I haven’t had...,” I started to complain, only to get a stern look from Charlie.

I knew that look. I had gotten it from any number of teachers over the years, not to mention my mother. But there was something more in that look that my teachers and mom never had, and it was that look that sent naughty tingles through me.

Without another word, I grabbed the bottom of my thin shirt and pulled it over my head. My breasts were pulled up momentarily and then bounced back into position as the shirt freed them. I was proud, at thirty-four, that they were still winning the battle with gravity. The mini-skirt was removed a couple of seconds later. Charlie had dressed me that morning, which meant that I was naked underneath. Squatting down, I started to remove my high-heeled sandals, but Charlie stopped me.

“Leave those on. They look so hot on you,” Charlie said.

Emma tossed the bag of pastries on the table and jogged to the bedroom for some unknown reason. The blonde woman who had so completely seduced me came around the table and pulled out a chair. They were the standard wooden kitchen chairs without frills beyond some machine-etched leaves in the top of the back. She indicated I should sit, so I did.

“What are we...?” I started to ask before Charlie put a finger to my lips while swinging a leg over me and sitting on my thighs.

I heard Emma returning, but Charlie held my focus by taking hold of my jaw and lowering her lips to mine. Our tongues entwined, and I closed my eyes, letting the sensuality of the moment wash over me. She pressed against me, causing my head to lean back. The blonde caressed my neck, then shoulders and arms, keeping them dangling down beside me.

Somewhere in the back of my head, I knew that the teen was doing something behind me, but I wasn’t paying attention until I tried to lift my hands to Charlie’s body. They barely moved. I couldn’t look down because my head was practically immobile under the blonde woman’s insistent kiss.

I noticed when something wrapped around my ankle, and my foot was pulled to line up with the chair leg. Jim and I had never even considered bondage play, but watching Emma’s reaction yesterday had more than piqued my curiosity. Now that I was secured to the chair, my sense of vulnerability was rising fast. I trusted these two and Charlie, in particular, but actually having your limbs restrained with no possibility of escape or influence was a completely different animal. My breathing had already picked up, and my heart was beating in a strong, steady rhythm that I could feel against the bands fastened securely around my limbs.

When my second ankle was secured to the chair, Charlie broke our kiss and stood up. Even knowing it wouldn’t work, I still tried to reach up and pull her back down. My muscles flexed and strained against the bindings. All I accomplished was giving my two captors a good show of my struggle. I even added a little whimper to emphasize my damsel-in-distress act, which I think they appreciated based on the lustful looks they gave me.

Then, to my chagrin, the two walked away! Emma went to the cabinet to get plates while Charlie retrieved some mugs and started pouring coffee. The teen sat down at the table first and started pulling items from the bag. She pulled out my almond croissant and placed it on a plate in front of me, or at least, where I would be if the chair hadn’t been pulled a couple of feet back from the table. As it was, I couldn’t even lean forward enough to eat it.

“I don’t suppose you could...?” I started to ask if she would help me out.

“Oh, right! Let me just...” Emma’s voice trailed off as she picked up the pastry.

She made a motion toward me with it, only to veer away as my mouth opened. Instead of going to my lips, she took a bite out of it and put it back on the plate.

“You owed me that one,” she declared.

I grunted in indignation, but she was right; I had taken a bite of hers. I still tugged against my bonds to express my displeasure. Emma just gave me kissy lips and turned back to her own breakfast.

Charlie brought three cups of coffee to the table, setting one beside each plate before sitting down across from me. She didn’t even look at me. I looked around, trying to think of some clever way to get to my food. Instead of any bright ideas, I examined myself strapped to the wooden chair. My arms were straight down by my sides, attached to the chair back, while my ankles were fastened to the front legs.

It wasn’t until that moment that I felt strange about being the only one undressed in the group. I tried to bring my knees together in an attempt to maintain at least some of my modesty, but was only partially successful. I could only sit and watch Charlie and Emma eating like I wasn’t even there.

“Emma?” I tried to get the teen’s attention. “Would you...possibly...give me a bite, please?”

She looked over at me with those big blue eyes and the sweetest innocent little girl look, but it was Charlie who spoke up.

“Don’t worry, pet, we’ll take care of you when we’re done,” she said while lifting her mug to her lips.

“But I’m so hungry,” I started, then changed tactics. “Pl..please, Mistress. Please may your...pet have some breakfast.” Referring to myself as a pet in the third person was demeaning, but my nipples hardened and a blush bloomed over all of my exposed flesh.

There was a pause as Charlie sipped her coffee and looked at me over the rim.

“I tell you what,” she finally responded, “I’ll give you something to get your mind off your hunger.”

Half standing to reach her purse on the unoccupied quarter of the table, Charlie pulled out the jar of Horny Goat cream. My eyes went wide, and I shook my head.

“Charlie!...Charlie!” I whined as the blonde got up and walked around the table carrying the jar in front of her. “Th..that’s...hehe..what are you going to do with that?” I was genuinely testing my restraints as she came closer and found them quite secure.

I looked pleadingly at Emma, but she just licked her lips and watched. Charlie unscrewed the lid and barely touched the tip of her index finger to the surface of the substance, then set the jar on the table.

“Oh, god, Charlie...Mistress...please,” her other hand came up and put a finger to my lips, silencing me except for my pitiful whimper. My eyes tracked her other finger as it slowly touched my left nipple. First, the tip, then it proceeded to circle around covering my whole areola in the cream. It was just a little cold at first, then the tingling began. It wasn’t arousing on its own, but every thought quickly centered on touching that nipple, relieving the sensation with pleasurable caresses.

I was still focused on my left breast when Charlie stepped back and replaced the lid. Then the tingling began in the other. I hadn’t even noticed as she smeared that one as well. I pulled, trying to get my hands up to my tits, groaning and whining with my inability to touch my breasts. Both nipples, which I thought were hard before, had turned into little rocks. They felt every movement of the air like it was an ephemeral tongue.

Charlie’s plan had worked. I was no longer thinking about my stomach. I was completely consumed with the burning need to touch my nipples, to rub them, pinch them, anything. I knew that any contact would be translated into pure pleasure, and I needed it way more than food.

Breathing through my open mouth, I tried to calm myself as Charlie returned to her seat and continued eating. This was just like spicy food, I told myself—like capsaicin, just in my head. There weren’t actually tiny little cattle prods electrifying my nipples, no matter what my brain was telling me.

The mantra had little effect on the tingling, and, despite my best efforts, I still squirmed every few seconds. If this was Charlie’s way of making me fully experience my bondage, it was wildly successful. Every second I was denied the ability to touch my breasts was exquisite torture.

I spent the next ten minutes making lewd sounds and being erotic entertainment for Charlie and Emma as they had their breakfast. When their plates were empty and they continued to sit there chatting and watching me, I began to wonder if I was going to go insane without some relief. Finally, Charlie looked at me and then at Emma.

“I believe that I promised you could decide what we did after breakfast, didn’t I?” she addressed the teen.

Emma’s face lit up, and she did a little rapid clap.

“Oh, yes!” she responded excitedly and hopped up.

Charlie watched her leave for a moment and then moved to her vacated chair, moving it closer to me in the process. She picked up my mug of coffee and brought it to my lips. Carefully, she tipped it back, letting me take a long sip before returning it to the table. The liquid was still lukewarm and drinkable, thank goodness, but I would have preferred that she do something about the burning need in my tits just inches from her.

I waved my chest side-to-side in a way I hoped would entice her to fondle the girls and gave her my most alluring look. All I got to see was her smirk as something came over my head close to my face and blocked my view.

“Close your eyes,” Emma said from behind me.

I complied quickly as the obstruction moved toward me. A few moments later, my world went black as a fur-lined blindfold was placed on my head. This was yet another thing that Jim and I had never done. Until recently, we had been so vanilla with our sex life that I felt like a virgin being introduced to so many new things by these two much younger women.

“How does that feel, Sherry?” That was Charlie’s voice. “Not being able to know when or where someone will... touch...you?”

Timed with her uttering ‘touch’, my right nipple was flicked, and I took in a sharp breath followed by a moaning exhale. My rock-hard nubs were so incredibly sensitive!

Something touched my bottom lip.

“Open up,” Charlie said.

I opened my mouth hesitantly, and something pushed past my lips and onto my tongue. It was my pastry. I gratefully took a bite, savoring the subtle sweetness of the almond paste buried in the flaky croissant. For a moment, it was even enough to get my mind off my tingling breasts.

That was short-lived, however, as one of them pinched my left nipple just after I swallowed.

“Ahhhhhnnn...!” I cried in initial surprise, but my back arched when the pressure didn’t let up. The pleasure was intense, much more than it should have been. “Ooohhhh,” I moaned as the sensation radiated to my sex even without any contact.

My other nipple was suddenly getting the same treatment, and I saw stars. Then, nothing, just residual pulses of fading stimulation. For a blessed few moments, the tingling need had been satisfied, and the pleasure was incredible. I pouted at my loss.

“You just can’t help but be sexy, can you?” That was Emma’s voice at my left ear. She was behind me.

Her delicate fingers touched both my shoulders and lazily made figure eights before trailing over my collarbone to the top of my chest. Then something was at my lips again. I opened my mouth and was rewarded with another bite of my breakfast.

Emma’s fingers kept edging further down as the hard, smooth surface of my coffee mug contacted my lips, and I got another couple of sips. It was barely clear when the teen’s fingers started spiraling around my areola. I held my breath as the pleasure increased the closer the spiral got to the center. In unison, both hands reached their target. She was being gentle, circling her fingertips around my nubs, but the cream made every manipulation feel like an assault.

My head lulled back against the girl’s abdomen, and I groaned in pure delight.

“Ohhh, yeeessss,” I slurred.

Again, it stopped abruptly, and my head no longer had a pillow. I whimpered.

“Aww, poor thing,” Charlie said sympathetically. “Here, have some more breakfast.”

She might have changed positions as her hand went behind my neck and urged my head back up. I opened my mouth again and felt something press against my lips. I almost bit down before I realized it was not my flaky croissant but Charlie’s breast. I adjusted quickly and sucked it in greedily.

“Mmmm,” Charlie began, “I think she likes that even better than the pastry.”

“Delicious,” I confirmed as she backed away.

“How about mine?” Emma said just above me.

She straddled my legs and sat in my lap. Guiding my head to her chest, a stiff nipple was rubbed across my lips until I opened up and pulled it in as well. She must have smeared it with some of the almond paste because it had that distinctive sweet flavor combined with the taste of her skin.

“Mmmmggg,” I groaned my approval and tried to take in even more, biting gently as I consumed my breakfast.

“Careful there,” she giggled, “I need those back!”

She pulled away, and her breast bounced back with an audible pop as it escaped my suction. My mouth wasn’t empty for long, however. It was quickly filled with Emma’s other breast. This one had a taste of coffee. Had she stuck her tit into my coffee? That was kind of hot. My tongue went to work getting every last molecule off. The noises the teen was making let me know she was enjoying it as much as I was.

I was disappointed when she sat back out of my reach and stood up. For several seconds, nothing happened other than the sound of the other two women walking around. Something was put on the table or, maybe, one of them just bumped it. My head swiveled trying to get a better idea of what they were doing, but to no avail.

Finally, one of the chairs was pulled across the floor, ending up close to my left side. My nipples still tingled, but the effect of the cream might have been starting to wear off. Someone sat down to my right, followed by the other on my left.

“Spread your legs,” Charlie commanded from my right.

I did as she ordered and felt something hard and round wiggling against my sex. It was slippery and slid easily between my labia to press firmly into my hole; the top edge nestled perfectly against my clit. Hands were then doing something on both sides. They were taping the object, which must have had a long handle, to the chair between my legs!

When the tingling started in my slit, I almost panicked. I tried pressing my hips back away from the thing, but it was already too late, and I had nowhere to go.

“Oh, fuck!” I exclaimed. “You put that blasted cream on it!”

“Did I?” Emma acted surprised.

My lower half was already starting to gyrate. As the tiny cattle prods started up, I began involuntarily humping the inert object wedged between my legs. At least there was something to rub against this time, even if my bondage kept me from making perfect contact.

Again, my inability to escape emphasized how truly helpless I was and that these two women could do absolutely anything they wanted to me. Instead of instilling fear, however, I felt safe with them. The physical loss of control and sight set up a feedback loop in my brain that amplified every touch, every sensation.

Then something touched my leg. No, dripped onto my leg. It was cold. A drop of water? Before I could fully comprehend what it meant, my right nipple exploded with the chill of ice circling it. I tensed and sucked in a breath. For a moment, the tingling in that nipple was overwhelmed by the cold, only to combine a second later. That was followed by my left nipple being similarly assaulted by more ice.

“Ohhhhh,” my chin quivered as I moaned.

When I thought my nipples would freeze off, both of them were engulfed in warmth. Lips latched on and tongues replaced ice. The sudden transition between cold and hot, along with the lingering effects of the cream, made me tremble.

Seconds later, the gentle warmth was switched again with the sensual cold. Another sharp intake, and my fingers splayed. I started alternating between whimpering and moaning. Then the ice was removed and those soft, warm lips returned, but the cold was there too. Tongues swept over my hard nubs while pushing the ice cubes past and over and around. They would suck, then press the ice in, followed by tongues flicking. My head lay back again as they had their way with my breasts.

My pussy gushed, my fluids mixing with the cream and starting to coat the chair. If I could just get a little more contact with the thing between my legs, it would push me over. Charlie must have sensed how close I was and put her hand on my belly. Yes, I thought, just a little lower.

She teased me, moving her hand in small circles, her fingertips just millimeters from my sex but never making contact.

“P..please, Charlie,” I groaned, “a little lower.”

Her mouth left my nipple to brush against my ear.

“What was that, my pretty little toy?” she whispered. Her breath tickled the side of my neck. “I think you can do better than that.”

I groaned, but her voice sent a shiver through me. Charlie wanted me to beg harder, I knew, and I was well past caring about my behavior when it came to her.

“M..mistress, p..please, I need it,” I groveled. “Please let me cum.”

“That’s better,” she purred.

A moment later, the device between my legs came to life. I jerked and heard the chair scoot back slightly.

“Now you’re trying to run away?” Charlie mocked. “I thought you wanted to cum.”

At that point, witty banter was beyond me. Emma had let go when the chair moved but had quickly resumed her sucking on my left nipple while Charlie started nibbling my neck. My back gradually arched as my climax grew nearer. Every nerve in my captured body was being strummed in harmony.

“That’s it. Cum for me, pet,” Charlie breathed, then gently bit my earlobe.

I exploded. I shook and pulled against the restraints, wondering if the chair was going to hold. With my arms and legs almost immobile, the energy came out of my mouth in a tortured, pleasured scream. I humped against the vibrator like I was trying to force it inside me.

If I could have, I would have shoved it all the way in. As the mixture of the Horny Goat cream and my excretions had spread, along with my pumping motion, a significant portion had gotten forced inside of me. Not just were my lips and clit getting chemically electrified, but my passage was on fire with the need to be touched.

I panted as the orgasm subsided, even as my hips continued to gyrate in the chair. The tingling moving further inside me wouldn’t let me stop.

“That didn’t take long,” Emma giggled to my left.

One of them turned off the vibe, and I whined.

“Oh, I don’t think she was done,” the teen on my left said.

“More,” I managed. “Inside. I...need something...inside!”

“So greedy!” replied the voice on my left.

There must have been some unspoken communication after that because a few seconds later, my ankles were released from the chair, and my wrists followed. The blindfold was removed, and I blinked in the suddenly bright light.

Even with the new stimuli, my lower half never stopped moving. That damn cream, along with the recent climax, was making my insides quiver. I hardly noticed as Emma brought my wrists together in front of me and clipped them together. Charlie walked purposefully toward the bedroom as the teen tugged on the chain now attached to my wrists, urging me to stand.

On somewhat wobbly legs, I was led along the same route into the bedroom. Charlie wasn’t there, but the bathroom door was closed. Emma pulled me so that my back was to one side of the bed and stepped close. Her tongue shot out like a snake’s to lick my lips.

“Are you having fun?” she asked as though we were at an amusement park, not in the middle of the hottest sex of my life.

“Very,” I replied.

“Good.” Then I was falling backward as Emma pushed me.

I yelped and bounced when my back hit the mattress. The blonde walked to the other side of the bed and knelt down behind me.

“Arms,” she ordered.

I lifted my still-bound hands and offered them to her. She took the attached chain, pulling my arms above my head, wrapped it around part of the bedframe, and clipped the other end back onto the cuff’s D-ring. I tugged, knowing full well I was once again secured to a piece of furniture. Looking back over my head, I got to watch as the teen stripped out of her clothes and went back to a position behind my head. I could no longer lean my head back far enough to see her, but she began caressing my arms and kissing gently all over my face and head. If it weren’t for the incessant tingling in my pussy and the fact that my arms were bound, I might have been able to relax into her loving attention. Instead, it just made me need to be touched even more.

The bathroom door opened, and I lifted my head to see Charlie walk out wearing nothing but something that didn’t quite register immediately. Black straps circled her waist and legs while a large, very realistic-looking penis protruded from her pelvis.

When I realized what it was, I was initially stupefied. What did she think she was going to do with that? Then my sexually naive brain caught up, and my eyes went wide.

She was going to fuck me!

Like a man!

I don’t know why this struck me as taboo all of a sudden. After everything I had done with Charlie and, now, Emma, using a simple dildo shouldn’t have even been that outlandish. The fact that it was attached to Charlie just seemed to make it more personal, more...real.

Jim had been the only person to ever penetrate me like that, but as Charlie approached, I knew I wanted her inside me. Maybe it was the cream, but I didn’t think so. It just seemed right that she would claim me like this.

It’s just a toy, I told myself as she knelt between my legs, but I was rationalizing. The rod rested against my mons as Charlie got into a better position, and my eyes locked onto the thing.

“You said you wanted something inside you,” Charlie reminded. “Is this what you want?”

I pulled my knees up and put my feet, still in the high heels, on the edge of the mattress for leverage. Nodding in response, I rocked my hips to rub my slit against the shaft.

“You need to ask for it, pet,” She encouraged.

“Please...,” I began, then paused, gathering my courage. “P..please fuck me, Charlie.”

“What?” she prompted as she moved the dildo into position. I could feel the head separating my lips and settling at my entrance. Our eyes locked, and she captured them as well.

“Mistress!” I corrected. “Please fuck me, Mistress.” In a near whisper, more to myself, I added, “Take me.”

My mouth formed an O that mirrored the widening of my opening as Charlie pressed forward. She was inside me. The effect of the cream came back into play as every nerve the shaft touched quivered with delight. It kept going deeper, filling me perfectly until Charlie’s pelvis rested against mine.

She stopped and leaned forward until she was lying on top of me. Our lips touched and we kissed. It was passionate and intimate but not desperate. Out of instinct, I tried to take her in my arms, only to be reminded of my position from the resistance and rattling of the chain. Instead, I wrapped my legs around her torso and locked my ankles at the small of her back.

When her hips pulled back, I squeezed, trying to hold onto the rod. The next push was more forceful, and I moaned into her mouth. Slowly, Charlie picked up the pace, every thrust eliciting a pleasured whimper.

I had totally forgotten about Emma until she crawled onto the edge of the bed opposite Charlie and sat herself down on my hands. She pressed herself down onto my finger,s making it perfectly clear what she wanted. It was a little awkward at first, but I ended up with two fingers on one hand, fingering her tight little hole while I rubbed her clit with the other.

Another minute and I could feel my orgasm begin to build deep within my sex. Then Charlie sat up and pulled my legs in front of her. She crossed my ankles and held them together with one hand high in the air. This time, when she impaled me, I felt every bump in the shaft of the dildo. Every downward motion brought a punctuation to my almost continuous moaning.

I was building again quickly until Charlie stopped and let my legs fall back to her sides. I looked up to see her crook her finger in a beckoning motion, but not at me. While looking at Emma, she pointed to where our two bodies were attached. What was she doing?

My answer came when the teen scooted further onto the bed to straddle my head. Leaning all the way forward, the girl plastered herself to my body. I felt her hands snake their way under my thighs, followed by her tongue snaking its way around my clit!

“Oh, god!” I exclaimed just as Charlie resumed her motion.

I was being fucked and eaten at the same time! My ecstasy was rising again almost immediately. Above me was Emma’s beautiful slit with her button just inches away. She must have had the same idea because she spread her knees until her clit rested on my chin. I was determined not to be the sole focus and dove into her pleasure center. I wiggled my tongue as deep into her as I could, the whole time trying not to lose focus.

A tiny movement backward by the teen brought her button directly into my mouth, and I sucked it in eagerly. I felt her wriggle on top of me and knew I was having an effect. At the same time, the two women above me worked my pussy relentlessly.

“Sherry, are you ready?” Charlie called out.

Ready for what?

She didn’t wait for an answer. Her thrusts picked up both in speed and ferocity, even as Emma sucked in my clit like a lamprey. My eyes crossed with the intensity, and my hands reached, grabbing only air.

No longer able to think about Emma, my mouth went slack. That didn’t seem to deter the young woman as she just continued to hump my face. The most I could do was keep my tongue in a position to connect with her button as she moved.

Less than a minute later, I was hitting my peak and jerked for several seconds as I came. Neither of the women slowed down. Emma sucked on my clit like it was a dick even as a dick kept pounding me. I cried out, muffled as it was, when a second toe-curling crescendo claimed me.

Then Emma’s body went rigid, and I tasted a gush of fluid on my tongue as she, too, came. With the teen no longer assaulting my slit, the post-climax euphoria settled in even as after tremors shook me.

The teen rolled off and lay panting beside me as Charlie gently extracted the dildo. She lay down on my opposite side and kissed my cheek.

“That was beautiful,” she praised. “I hope you liked it.”

I was too exhausted and satiated to respond beyond a satisfied smile. Before long, both women were resting on my chest, having forgotten that I was still attached to the bed. I didn’t care. It was a nice moment.

As the effect of the cream wore off, I was left with the warm glow of some amazing sex, along with the more real warmth of the two naked bodies pressed to my sides. I could never completely convey this feeling or the events that led to it to Jim, but I would try. He deserved that and more.

––––––––
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I MUST HAVE DOZED OFF because I woke up alone on the bed with the smell of something cooking. I sat up, only realizing I was no longer connected to the bed frame when I was upright. I still wore the cuffs, but they were no longer clipped together.

Walking out to the main living area, Emma was sitting on the arm of the couch, looking at her phone while Charlie did something in the kitchen. The other two had redressed, leaving me, once again, as the only one walking around naked. I noted with some curiosity that I was not self-conscious about that in the slightest. Charlie noticed me first.

“Aha, sleeping beauty awakes,” she quipped.

“Aww,” Emma said, looking up from her phone. “I wanted to wake her with a kiss.”

That gave me a smirk, and I put my head on my shoulder, closed my eyes, and feigned being asleep with tiny snoring sounds. Emma giggled. The next thing I felt was her fingers lacing behind my neck and her lips pressing to mine.

What I thought was going to be a playful peck had her tongue down my throat in no time. She made love to my mouth for a full two minutes until she stepped back, both of us breathless.

“Whew,” I exclaimed, “that kiss could wake the dead!”

The teen smiled, then looked disgusted.

“Eww,” she grimaced. “That’s gross.”

“I didn’t...,” I started to defend myself when her cute little nose wrinkled as she smiled and winked at me. I sighed at how easily I had been played.

In order not to prolong my embarrassment, I changed the subject.

“How long was I asleep? Is it lunchtime already?”

“Not yet,” Charlie called from the kitchen. “I’m just making lasagna, and that takes some time.”

I walked into the kitchen and came up behind the blonde. I put my hands on her hips and kissed her shoulder.

“Anything I can do to help?” I offered.

She turned away from the gently bubbling pan in front of her and looked me up and down.

“No, just stand there looking pretty,” she answered.

A weekend of attention from two gorgeous younger women had my confidence in the clouds. I gave her a sultry look and swept my hands slowly up my body, leaning my head back and to one side as they swept up my neck and through my hair.

“I think I can do that,” I replied in my sexiest voice.

“Fuck me,” Charlie said softly as she stared.

“Is that an order, Mistress?” I asked, looking back at her.

“Oh, my,” Charlie smiled. “I’ve created a monster. A sexy fucking monster.”

I ran my tongue over my teeth and smiled back.

“Take the cuffs off and go get dressed. Then you can help me assemble the lasagna,” Charlie said, then added, “before I get distracted and burn the sauce.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I wasn’t sure how many more times I would get to say that openly and enjoyed the tiny thrill it gave me.

A few minutes later, I was back in the frilly, floral miniskirt and tight, almost see-through, top that showed off my trim midriff. Taking a quick glance in the mirror, it occurred to me that this was going to be what I would be wearing when I got home. It was certainly more risqué than what I normally wore, but I didn’t think Jim would complain. He might be shocked that I would go out in public like this, though.

Just as I was about to rejoin the other two, Emma came through the door with her phone in hand.

“Hey, would you mind if I took your picture for my contacts?” she asked.

“Um, I guess,” I said, unable to think of a reason why not.

“Gas!” I had no idea what that meant, but it appeared to be good. “Now give me your best ‘come hither’ look,” she directed.

I tilted my head at a playful angle, leaned slightly forward, and squeezed my breasts together with my upper arms while staring deep into the teen’s eyes.

“Oh, yeah, that’s hot!”

She held up her phone and pressed the screen. Turning the device to face me, she showed me the image.

“Is this okay?” she asked.

On the screen was a sexy brunette in a slutty pose with her nipples barely visible through the thin material of her top. It was the first naughty picture I had ever taken. However mild, it was yet another boundary I crossed. Was I okay with Emma having that on her phone?

I nodded quickly, unable to comment verbally and afraid of changing my mind.

“Thanks!” the girl chirped and turned to bounce back into the living room.
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​Chapter Fourteen
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WE SPENT THE REST OF the morning just chatting while the pasta baked. The lasagna was amazing and even included fennel seeds, the secret ingredient for a good, classic Italian lasagna.

After lunch, we packed up and squeezed back into Charlie’s Miata for the lengthy ride to the city. The trip was mostly quiet, and Emma fell asleep in my lap at some point. She looked so sweet and innocent, dozing there. I was reminded of all the things she...we did over the weekend, and I chuckled softly at how misleading looks can be.

“What’s funny?” Charlie asked from the driver’s seat.

“I was just thinking how different people are in their private lives than they appear most of the time.”

“We’re all freaks in our fantasies,” Charlie smiled knowingly without taking her eyes from the road. “Sometimes, just acknowledging your true desires is the hardest part. After that, getting past society’s puritanical expectations takes real courage. You should be proud of yourself for following through.”

I looked over at her. The woman who had seduced me in a coffee shop when I was barely aware of my attraction to other women, the woman who had given me, possibly, the greatest sex of my life, was calling me courageous.

“I had some amazing help,” I admitted, touching her leg.

“I just gave you a way to express what you already wanted. You just didn’t know it,” Charlie smirked and glanced over at me momentarily, then got a serious look. “How do you think your husband is going to take all this?”

“Jim? Oh, he’s all for it,” I answered truthfully. “He gets off on thinking about his wife with another woman. As long as it is only sex,” I added.

“What about the Domme/sub play?” she asked. “Do you think it’s going to bruise his ego for me to be in charge?”

I considered that for several seconds before responding. He knew Charlie had taken the lead as the more experienced woman, but what our relationship had turned into was something much more, something I discovered that I needed from the blonde seductress, but what would Jim have to say about it?  

“I don’t know.”

“What will you do if he pushes back?” Charlie pressed.

“I...don’t know,” I repeated.

The trip was quiet after that until we reached Emma’s place. We said our goodbyes, hugged, and then we were back on the road to my house. My nervousness increased with every mile until we pulled into the driveway.

Charlie got out and popped the trunk, pulling out my stuff while I just sat there, unsure of what was about to happen. Maybe Jim would be too involved in watching a game to pay any attention, or maybe he would be taking a nap. I knew neither of those things was likely, but I still focused on them. It would be fine.

With Charlie holding my bags on her way to the door, she looked back at me, still sitting in the car, and gestured with her head to come on. As I climbed out of the vehicle, I was again keenly aware of how I was dressed and nervously looked around to see if any of the neighbors were around. Logically, I knew it wasn’t that bad, but the context around why I was dressed like this had me imagining that everyone would somehow know.

Mercifully seeing no one, I rushed to join Charlie before my luck wore off. I opened the door and stepped through with the blonde close behind.

Jim was waiting in the foyer, having heard us arrive. He started toward me, then stopped, his eyes scanning my body. His eyebrows rose slightly even as he tried to mute his reaction. After a pause, he resumed his approach, putting his hands on my waist and coming in for a kiss.

A hand came between our lips, and Jim backed away with a start.

“What the hell?” he exclaimed. “I can’t kiss my wife to say hello?”

“She’s not your wife,” Charlie said calmly.

My heart thumped. What was she doing? Was she trying to provoke him? Jim’s brows furrowed, and his head cocked to the side.

“Excuse me?” he responded, a hint of anger edging his tone.

“Not while I’m here,” Charlie continued. “Those were the conditions. While I’m around, she’s mine.”

“Yours?” Jim prodded, incredulous. “What does that even mean?”

Charlie stepped up close behind me, putting her hands on my hips and pulling me tightly to her.

“It means that she’s your wife after I leave, but until then, she wants to be my pet,” Charlie emphasized her statement by stroking my hair.

I closed my eyes, unable to deny her, yet unwilling to look Jim in the eyes either. She was exerting her possession of me, and I was getting turned on by it, even with Jim standing right there.

Charlie’s hand moved from my hair to hold my chin while the other pressed against my solar plexus.

“Look at her, Jim,” Charlie held me still. “She’s getting excited at my taking control.”

I didn’t have to look down to know that my nipples were hardening and starting to poke through the thin material of my shirt. My husband’s gaze confirmed that he had noticed too.

“She doesn’t want this from you, Jim, so don’t go trying to fill in for me,” Charlie continued. “She’s still your loving partner, but she’s also my sex toy to play with however I choose.”

“However you choose? Doesn’t Sherry have a say in this?”

“She has had a say,” Charlie responded. Both of her hands moved casually over my torso. “She chose this. She wants me to take over and give her the mind-blowing sex only a strong woman can. Isn’t that right, Sherry?”

I was somewhat shocked to be asked for confirmation, even though I shouldn’t have been. Pursing my lips, I met Jim’s eyes and nodded. He looked confused but didn’t respond.

“I think he needs to hear your words,” Charlie pointed out. “Is this what you want?”

“Y..y..yes,” I squeaked.

“Yes, what?” the blonde prodded.

I took a deep breath and summoned my courage. I had to trust that Jim would be as aroused by this as I was, but I still couldn’t guess how he was going to react.

“Y..yes, I want you to...to...” To what? How could I say this without shocking Jim? A second later, I gave up trying to think of a way to cushion my words. “To take me however you want. I want to be your sex toy,” I hesitated, “M..mistress.”

Jim wobbled and stepped back to put a hand on the wall. His mouth hung open, but I still couldn’t tell what he was thinking.

“Good girl,” Charlie said, cupping both my breasts in her hands and pinching my nipples.

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned as much from her praise as the pleasurable sensations radiating through me from my breasts.

“She’s been such a good girl this weekend for me, Jim,” Charlie told my husband. “I know Sherry tells you everything, so I’m going to save her the trouble.”

While she spoke, the blonde twenty-five-year-old took hold of the bottom of my shirt and pulled up. I lifted my arms, letting her pull the garment over my head, rendering me topless. Her fingers started circling my hard nubs as she continued.

“She sat in my girlfriend’s lap on the ride to the cabin and got fingered while some trucker watched and she flashed a church van.”

“Sherry?” Jim asked. He wasn’t asking me for confirmation; it was more out of surprise that I had really done those things.

“Then we had a threesome in the living room that left your wife trembling from multiple orgasms,” Charlie continued, ignoring Jim’s question.

I remembered that incredible moment and moaned again as Charlie flicked my nipples.

“Then we had some outdoor fun with my other pet. Sherry even led her back to the cabin on a leash.”

Jim was speechless and looked like he might be in shock, but he also had a serious bulge in his pants. That gave me a little more confidence that he wasn’t going to blow up. Well, not in anger.

“You know what I think?” Charlie asked rhetorically. “I think your wife was a little jealous that she didn’t get a collar.”

Charlie let go of me and stepped back. I turned my head to see her pulling something out of her purse. I caught a glimpse of what it was and quickly turned back to face forward. I got butterflies in my sex and my stomach.

“On your knees, pet,” the blonde commanded.

I knew where this was going and I knew why. Charlie wanted to make the situation crystal clear to my husband, and to my surprise, I wanted it too. I needed Jim to see why he couldn’t fill this particular need, no matter how much he loved me. I had come to understand that I had just as much desire for women as I did for men. Beyond that, he and I were partners, not Master and slave. I would never let him treat me the way I...wanted Charlie to treat me. Maybe that’s fucked up, but it’s the truth.

I went to my knees and lifted my chin. The faux leather strap wrapped around my neck, and Charlie threaded it through the buckle, locking it in place. With a little click, the leash was attached, and she stepped to my side. I couldn’t stop myself from reaching up to feel the collar and the metal chain binding me to my Mistress, a physical demonstration right in front of my husband that I was her pet.

With my hand still touching my throat, I looked up at Jim and mouthed, ‘I love you.’ He closed his eyes momentarily, but when he reopened them, I could see my love reflected there and, if not understanding, at least acceptance.

“This morning,” Charlie kept going with her summary of the weekend. “I made Sherry cum before she even knew I was awake. Then again, in front of an open window.” She brushed her fingers through my hair, moving stray strands out of my face. “Then she ate me in the shower until I squirted all over her. Can you imagine that, Jim? Your wife on her knees pleasuring another woman with her mouth?”

Jim swallowed hard and edged toward the couch to sit down.

“I see you can,” Charlie smirked. “You will probably not be surprised by now that I decided what Sherry wore today. Did you like it?” This time, she did pause for an answer.

“It was...very...sexy,” my husband finally managed after realizing she actually wanted him to respond.

“It was also a bit slutty,” she pointed out. “That’s what I wanted, just a touch of slutty.”

I felt a tug from the leash and looked up to see that Charlie wanted me to follow her. On all fours, she led me into the living room toward where Jim had sat. She brought me to within a couple of feet of him before turning me around in the opposite direction. In my short skirt, he would be able to see my naked rear.

“I didn’t let her wear underwear all day, even when we shopped the farmer’s market.”

“You...she was in public like that?” Jim sounded mortified.

“Not only that,” Charlie added, “we met a cute little redhead who ended up fucking your wife with an ear of corn.”

I forced myself not to look back at my husband, but there was complete silence. Mistress bent forward and put a hand at my sex, spreading my lips apart with two fingers.

“Look how wet she is. She is so aroused by all this. She loved every moment at the cabin, didn’t you, sweetie?” Charlie prompted.

A finger slapped against my sex, making a squelching smacking sound. I was dripping and so sensitive!

“Yes, Mistress,” I blushed.

“Spread your legs for me, baby.” I did. “Now, head on the floor and arch your back.”

I knew how lewd I must look, especially to Jim, but every orgasm I had had since meeting Charlie had been incredible. I wanted to please her more than anything. The smooth parquet floor was cool against my cheek and breasts.

“Good girl,” she praised again, and I got the now familiar tingly warmth from her words.

Two of her fingers penetrated me, and I inhaled sharply. Instinctively, I moved back, trying to swallow them.

“She just sucked those fingers in!” Charlie commented with faned shock.

She speared me for several seconds, making more squelching sounds and eliciting soft groans before stopping abruptly with her fingers buried deep inside. I whimpered and started to rock on my knees, my hips torquing to get those digits moving again.

“She’s quite tenacious when she’s horny, but you probably already knew that. You should have seen her blindfolded and tied to a chair with a huge vibrator taped to the seat this morning,” the blonde teased.

I couldn’t see exactly what Jim did, but I heard Charlie’s reaction.

“Oh, no, keep that thing holstered, partner!” she exclaimed. “No shooting up the place while I’m around.”

I heard him groan in frustration. I smiled to myself, knowing he would need an outlet for that later. In the meantime, I concentrated on Charlie’s amazing fingers.

Then, suddenly, they were gone.

“P..please, Mistress, please don’t stop,” I whined and begged.

I was rewarded by the void being filled with her thumb. At the same time, her slick fingers curled onto my clit and started rubbing. I was already building toward a climax, and that pace increased, then shot through the roof when her thumb also curled and made contact with my G-spot.

Fingers clawed at the wood floor, and my head lifted as I crossed the chasm between pleasure and bliss in a matter of seconds. It took everything I had not to cum immediately.

“It’s okay, pet, cum for me,” Charlie encouraged. “Show your husband what a good slut you are for me.”

She hadn’t told me to wait for her approval, but hearing it still put me over the edge. My eyes squeezed shut, and I cried out as my body was suffused with sexual ecstasy.

Mistress removed her thumb but kept stroking me gently until I had stopped moaning. I wanted to just lie there and rest, but a tug on the collar urged me to sit up. I sat back on my heels and turned to be greeted with Charlie’s fingers. I accepted them into my mouth and sucked my juices off of them wantonly as my husband looked on.

“Guess how we ended our weekend, Jim,” Mistress paused only briefly. “Your wife begged me to fuck her with my strapon. Didn’t you, sweetie?”

I just nodded with her fingers still filling my mouth. Standing, Charlie took a few steps toward one of our large chairs and pulled me along.

“Would you like to see it?” Again, not waiting for an answer, she reached for her bag and pulled out the life-like plastic cock with a suction cup at the base.

She bent down and slammed the thing onto the floor in front of the chair, securing it to the smooth wooden surface. Charlie then bunched her skirt at her waist and sat in the chair, spreading her legs wide.

“Okay, pet, it’s time to give your husband what he’s been dreaming of.”

She pulled on the leash, making me crawl between her legs. Charlie didn’t need to tell me what I was supposed to do with the plastic rod. I had to straddle the thing, but easily had it in place and pressed against my opening. Looking over my shoulder, I could just see Jim staring intently at my ass. I had never owned a dildo, so this had to be like watching live porn for him. Forcing myself to breathe normally, I sat back slowly impaling myself until I was completely full and my ass rested against my ankles.

“You’re not allowed to cum until I do. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I smiled.

With one hand behind my head, Charlie gently urged me down until my tongue made contact with her dewy labia. My entire being became instantly focused on making my Mistress happy.

“Mmmmm,” the blonde hummed. “Sherry has become quite good at pleasuring another woman.”

Jim squirmed a bit watching his wife performing oral sex on this sexy young blonde.

“This will probably be the only time...mmm...you’ll get to see this, at least with me,” Charlie explained. “But I thought you deserved something for being so understanding and open-minded.” She smiled and cocked her head. “Although I suspect you’re not doing this just for your wife’s benefit. I think you get off on this, too. Am I right?”

There was a pause before my husband answered.

“M..maybe,” Jim answered noncommittally.

“That twitching bulge in your pants kind of already answered that question.”

I was aware of the conversation but was paying much more attention to my task and riding the dildo spearing into me. Admittedly, I was somewhat disappointed that Charlie could keep up an almost normal conversation while I licked her.

“I just want to assure you, again,” the blonde continued, “that I have no intention of disrupting your marriage. Beyond having sex with your wife, I mean. But that’s all it is, Jim, sex.”

Mistress combed her fingers through my hair affectionately while looking down. I changed my angle to look up at her without stopping.

“Such beautiful eyes,” she murmured before looking back up. “Don’t try to take my place. That’s not a warning, it’s advice. I ...nnnnggg...give her something you can’t, something she needs, and something almost the opposite of what the two of you have. Ohhhh...yessss...such a good girl. Don’t let your ego get involved, Jim, and make you think you can be everything for Sherry. You can’t. That’s not an insult, just a fact.”

She scooted forward, giving me a better angle, and put one leg over the arm of the chair. I immediately took advantage by sliding a finger into her hole and creating a seal around her clit with my lips.

“Ahhh...fuuuck...that’s it, pet, right there,” Mistress encouraged. “Now you just sit back,” she was talking to Jim again, “and wait patiently...mmnnnngg...while your wife...oh, yeah...while your wife gets me off. Mmmmm...so nice.”

Charlie leaned her head back and relaxed into the chair. Not wanting to let her down, I sucked her clit past my teeth and suckled it like a tiny nipple. A second finger joined the first, and she began to move her hips in time to my penetrations.

My own orgasm was building with my hips gyrating and pumping the dildo, but I was in complete control of how fast that went.

Charlie’s head lifted, and she spoke in a labored but hard tone.

“No touching, mister,” she admonished Jim. “Save that...aaaahhhh...for after I give your wife back to you.”

Knowing my husband, he was about to explode with or without manual stimulation.

Mistress was getting close herself, and I sped up, wanting it to be huge for her. She responded with such erotic sounds and movements against me that I almost lost control. Then her back arched, and her hand pressed my face into her. I did my best to keep licking her clit and moving my fingers despite her jerking wildly against me.

I thought she was coming down from her climax, but she hadn’t let go of me.

“Ahhhhnnngg...don’t stop!” she cried.

Another hand grabbed my head, and both legs wrapped around me, locking me to her. Back arching again, just her head against the chair back, Charlie spasmed, and I tasted her pleasure squirt into the back of my throat. I swallowed what I could, but in her throws, it got all over my face and dripped down my chin.

Tasting her and making her cum had me at the precipice of my own orgasm, but I wanted her permission.

When she finally started to settle down, she switched her attention to me. Never letting go of my head, she sat up. Tilting my face to look up at her, she held it still and smiled.

“Good girl,” she whispered, making me feel like I’d just won a major award.

I beamed up at her, my face slick with her juices.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said. “Show your husband what an obedient sex toy you are and fuck yourself for me.”

I lifted up and slammed down on the fake dick faster and faster at her urging. She held my face steady, and we locked eyes as I quickly built to overflowing.

“May I...ahhh...cum, M..mistress?” I begged.

“Don’t close your eyes,” she ordered. “Now cum for me.”

I had to force my eyes not to roll back, but managed to gaze into her hazel orbs as the climax hit. A guttural moan escaped, and my body began to shake. Everything vibrated except for my head, held firmly in my Mistress’s grasp.

That moment was more than an orgasm. My immediate bliss was all because of her, but I felt complete with the two halves of my life fitting together. Jim was my yin and Charlie my yang. That feeling surrounded and consumed me as another wave struck. I was the luckiest woman alive.

I stopped moving on the dildo and let the post-climax euphoria take over. I almost started to laugh, I was so happy, but it came out as a weak chuckle.

“Come here, baby girl,” Charlie said, holding her arms wide to me.

I scooted forward and lay my head on her rising and falling tummy. She hugged me to her for a couple of minutes in complete silence before breaking the spell.

“I would never hurt her or you,” Mistress was addressing Jim again. “And you might even find that I can be a...very appreciative partner.”

Charlie started to stand, making me sit up and reminding me that I still had a large phallus lodged inside me. I eased off of it and stood up as well when Mistress pulled up on the leash. She smiled sweetly at me and removed the collar. Stuffing it and the leash back in her purse, she retrieved the dildo with a loud pop, and it, too, went into the bag.

Without a word, she headed for the foyer. I followed a little apprehensive about what would happen now. Stopping just before opening the door, Charlie turned and gave me a knowing smile.

“Don’t worry, I’ll call you soon,” she said, putting a palm to my cheek.

I leaned to kiss her, but she moved to the side to whisper in my ear.

“Save that for your husband,” she suggested.

What did she mean? Instead, she kissed my cheek and turned. A moment later, she was gone, and I was left looking at a closed door.

Turning, I took in Jim, who rose from the couch.

“Well,” he began. “That was something.”

I laughed and walked in his direction. He followed suit, and we met in the middle, his hands on my hips and mine around his neck.

“Shut up and kiss me,” I smirked.

Our lips touched, and Charlie’s words made sense. Jim was tasting her orgasm on me as I embraced the love of my life.

“I love you so much,” I breathed when we separated momentarily.

The rest of the day was spent proving that love in the most physical way possible.
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