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Story 1 - The Boathouse

[image: Pink hued beach sand meeting the sea]


The summer between my junior and senior years of college was a welcome break from the rigors of a highly competitive premed program at a top university in New York City. The classes were hard and full of cutthroats who wouldn’t hesitate to destroy a potential competitor for a seat in medical school.

My uncle Seymour was the director of the girl’s half of a summer sleep-away camp in the picturesque Berkshire mountains. His invitation to be a counselor for the summer at his camp was literally a breath of fresh air. I jumped at the chance. It could very well be my last free summer for years to come; away from the grind and the competition.

The camp was full of rich, spoiled brats, whose parents counted the days till the end of school when they could drop off their little darlings at the bus stop for Camp Huron, and then jet off to exotic summer vacations in places most humans only dreamed of.

Usually, the counselors were college students who themselves were campers throughout their summers. I was not one of them; part of their special clique, and so, was an outsider; and they let me know it too. Another difference was that most of them came from big money, whereas I did not. My parents were divorced, and I was an only child living with my dad.

The camp staff had to be at the camp for orientation one week before camp started. The male counselor for the boy’s camp arrived on the same day as we did. It was the Sunday before the campers would arrive. They had boy’s and girl’s bunkhouses arranged; two counselor to a bunk of 12 campers. All of the sports were separated for girls and boys. The large dining room was arranged the same way - half for boys, and half for girls.

As counselor we had supervisors too. My uncle supervised the girl’s camp and staff, and a fellow named Nick, the boy’s camp. They held the titles “head counselor.”

Camp Huron had a small, man-made body of water called Echo Lake, and there were male and female supervisors for swimming, waterskiing, and canoeing. I enjoyed swimming, and was a high school high-diving champion. On the day of our arrival, we were assigned to bunks, and different activities, according to our choices and abilities. After dinner on that first Sunday, all the camp staff; counselor, and supervisors, arrived in the main meeting hall which also served as a theatre for the end-of-summer play. The purpose of this gathering was to give assignments out to the counselor to work under the different area supervisors.

I had no boyfriend, and therefore, unlike some of the other girls, no guy far away to send stupid and meaningless platitudes of love by text, silly Instagram posts, or emails to send and answer. I enjoyed my independence and my privacy. My experience with the boys at college was disappointing to say the least. I am a very sexual person, and took a dim view of the men who just wanted sex for the purpose of bragging rights, and expected blowjobs from women while giving little thought on how to please the women in return. It seemed the boy’s counselor were no different. I noticed several of them ogling me. After all, I stood at five-feet-seven-inches tall, had long, black hair, blue-green eyes, an athletic build, and I was proud of my tight, round ass and perky, medium-sized breasts. Also, I was a source of mystery for them, for everyone in fact since I was an outsider. I enjoyed my “status.”

The last year in college, at a sorority party I made out with another girl for the first time. Her name was Janet, a slender Black girl, with long, blondish braided hair, firm hips, a nice compact butt, who stood at about six-feet tall,” a real beauty. I could tell she was experienced with other women, and she showed me pleasures that I never thought possible. The orgasms, and devouring of my pussy with her skilled tongue and hands, were far beyond anything I could have dreamed about with any guy. She also taught me the joys of pleasuring another woman, a subject I knew very little of. Of course, I masturbated just like any other girl did, but I didn’t really know the fine points; using things like vibrators, dildos, or any other “forbidden accessories.” I really loved pretty attractive women.

I couldn’t for sure label myself as a lesbian because I still held out hope that maybe a guy could pleasure me in the same ways that she had. But so far, I had yet to meet such a man. That summer would solidify my feelings about sex, and my true sexual identity.

***


They had metal folding chairs set up in front of the stage in rows, with an aisle down the middle. I sat four rows back, in the aisle seat of the left section of chairs facing front. On the stage was a microphone on a stand, and my uncle Sy, and Nick stood on the stage. In the front row, on the opposite side of the aisle sat the heads of water sports, basketball, softball, tennis, music, and crafts – my department; or at least the one that I wanted. The meeting was an introduction, and I saw, from the way they were talking, that I wasn’t the only new counselor there; there were maybe two or three more new counselor - but none of them were girls. After the department heads spoke there was to be a question-and-answer session. I was a bit shy, and I would ask my uncle things afterwards. I really didn’t want to be singled out and have people roll their eyes at me. But someone did pay attention to me.

Sitting on the far left of the front row across the aisle from me with the department heads, was a very beautiful woman who was looking into the mirror from her makeup compact case. Like me, she had long, straight black hair done up in a bun on the back of her head. I didn’t see her face, but she had a very nice figure, was taller than me, and sort of reminded me of Janet.

All of us were wearing shorts, and I was sitting with my legs crossed, my arm around the back of the empty chair next to me. She had a nice, tight ass that filled her seat well, was wearing a tank top, and from my vantage point, I didn’t see straps from a bra, which I thought was a very provocative thing to do.

As the other dept. heads droned on, I felt a little uncomfortable. As I glanced forward and to the right, I saw that the woman with the makeup case had turned around and was staring directly into my eyes. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. She had used her makeup mirror to “case the place out,” perhaps looking for . . . someone. Like me, her right arm was draped around a chair, and her legs were crossed, and she was casually swinging her right leg back and forth. Our eyes locked for what seemed like a minute, and then I saw her lips curve up into a smile at me. A conversation after the meeting was inevitable. I was taken completely by surprise, but honestly, I liked it.

At the conclusion of the meeting, the different department heads stood behind a desk, handing out assignments to the counselor. My uncle made small talk with me, understanding that I would encounter the “clique problem,” but as always he gave me encouragement that I would do just fine. So, I was in line, but I didn’t see the woman who smiled at me from the front row. Maybe I had imagined it. Did she even exist? Was I just thinking of Janet? I felt a pang of disappointment at that. A couple of the male counselor tried to make some small talk with me, but they were all boring; immature like the guys at my college.

Suddenly, someone tapped me on my shoulder from behind. I turned around and it was her. My heart leapt a few beats, and I was wordless. She had beautiful brown eyes, a dark complexion with almost perfect skin, and wore a deep shade of red lipstick. She stood about two inches taller than me, and smiled from ear to ear. I could smell a trace of perfume, which drew me in trying to figure it out. Speaking below a conversational tone she said to me, “Hi there, my name is Carol, and you must be Sy’s niece. He told me that you would be joining us this summer.”

“Yes, pleased to meet you, my name is Madeline, but you can call me ‘Maddy.’”

“Okay Maddy. I run the girl’s waterfront activities. Your uncle tells me that you were a champion diver in high school and that you’re on your college’s swim team. So, I’d really like it if you came to work for me this summer.”

I was stunned - I couldn’t hide my blushing, or my pleasure. “I’d like that very much Carol. So what do I do? Where and when should I meet you?”

“Well, you can come over to the waterfront office tonight, and I’ll give you a tour. No sense wasting time, right?” At that, her eyebrows curved upwards in anticipation of a ‘yes.’

“Sure, why not? Sounds great.” Carol’s eyes had a hypnotic, soothing effect on me. She was a very intense, intelligent person. She had to be a few years younger than my dad who was 46, and she kept herself well. I mean, she was stunning. My mind was racing, and I felt a warm tingle go right through my body.

“Okay then. I’ll just say my goodbyes to the staff, and we’ll take a walk down to the lake.” I waited by the doors for a few minutes, my head racing with all kinds of thoughts. Was I reading her wrong? God, I thought. If I made the first move and I was wrong, what would happen? I decided that I would let her make the first move if that was her intent. But I’m a pretty good judge of body language so I had a 90% certitude that I was right.

She came running up to me. “I just told your uncle that I would take you under my wing this summer and he was very pleased. I’ve been at this camp for fifteen years as waterfront head. I was also a camper here, as was my mother and father, way back when. In fact, they met here when they were teenagers.”

“Cool,” I said. The night was chilly as it often got in the Berkshires during the summer, and I was sorry I didn’t bring a windbreaker. I was rubbing my arms. She softly put her hand on my shoulder. I have an extra windbreaker if you’re cold Maddy. I also have some wine and cheese at the office if you’d like.” The blood started rushing to my face, and I felt warmer immediately; and very turned on .

The path down to the waterfront was lit by electric lanterns on each side of the walkway. When we were out-of-sight of the dining hall, Carol held my hand and intertwined her arm with mine. We stopped walking, and she turned me towards her. Those big, brown eyes locked with mine, and she leaned in, kissing me lightly on the mouth, rubbing her lips gently against mine. I felt a moistness growing inside my thighs, and my heart began to race. Next thing I knew, her tongue made a gentle entry into my mouth, and we engaged in a deep kiss. The arm that was intertwined with mine was now around my shoulders, along with her other arm. The only sound aside from a low moan from Carol were the crickets singing in the cool mountain air. The fact that Carol was older than me by at least twenty years was a big turn-on for me and only made me more excited.

She broke contact and the tip of her tongue was licking my face and the sides of my neck, alternating from left to right. When she pressed herself up against me, my suspicions about her not wearing a bra were confirmed. She kissed me lightly on the lips and said, “C’mon, let’s go to the office, I think we’ll be much more comfortable there.” So we continued our walk, and she held me close around the waist as we made our way the short distance to the office which was on top of the deck.

Inside the office canoes were stacked against the walls, along with paddles, life preservers, and other waterfront equipment. In the middle was a big desk. Carol swept all the odds and ends off the table with one movement. That surprised me; a bit aggressive, but it also communicated desire.

“Would you like some wine, Maddy?”

“Sure Carol, that would be nice.” Carol looked at me and smirked, and rolled out a long-padded beach towel on the floor in front of the desk. Next, she poured two glasses of wine, handed me one and raised her glass in a toast. “Here’s to a great and exciting summer, Maddy.” Our glasses clinked, and we drank. Her eyes bore into mine, signaling pure heat. Mine sent back the same message.

***


The cabin was a bit chilly, so Carol took a space heater and moved it to the side of the room where it provided some much-desired warmth. Carol sat on the front of the desk facing me with her legs spread open. She pulled me closer to her and lightly brushed my lips again. My breathing started to get quicker, and my heart was beating fast. She pulled off and lightly stroked my face and neck with her painted fingernails, studying me, and tickling me; giving me shocks of pleasure and just the beginnings of arousal, as she pulled me closer, so our waists were touching.

“Maddy, have you ever been with another woman before?” she asked, in a voice just above a whisper.

“Just once. A girl from school.”

“I see. Did you like it?”

“As compared to what, a guy?”

“Yes, as compared to a guy.”

“Well, I’ve never had a guy pleasure me as much as Janet - that’s her name - as Janet did.”

“Let’s see what Janet taught you,” Carol said, kissing my face all over, giving me goosebumps.

The warmth from the heater and the wine relaxed me and made me even more horny. I was a passenger on the “Paradise Express.” Carol’s tongue was gently licking my face and neck, and she pulled herself even closer to me, so our breasts were touching. She did a little “thing” where she put her tongue inside my right ear, and then the left. Cupping my face, she kissed my lips again, sending her tongue in slowly, teasingly inside my mouth. I could feel the tips of her breasts touching me like two little darts. I felt a pressure building inside me that expressed itself by making my pussy moist, and I could feel the wetness in my slim cotton panties.

Now Carol shimmied out of her tank top, and I could see her nipples standing erect and pointing upwards. She undid her hair bun, and gave her head a shake; her long, black hair now falling over her shoulders. We resumed kissing and Carol’s fingers started exploring just underneath the waist band of my shorts, teasing, and touching the top of my mound of pubic hair. I was thinking greedy now; impatient. I wanted her fingers, her mouth, deep inside my pussy, making me slick and wet, driving me insane; but she took her time.

She knew exactly what she was doing. I stopped kissing her mouth and went down to her nipples; first the right and then the left, making her moan softly. At the same time, I reached down to her shorts and played with the top of her mound, dipping my fingers deeper, and I could smell and feel her arousal. She was irresistible. She watched me as I slowly took my fingers out of her shorts and licked my fingers. We locked eyes. The taste was salty and also sweet; different from my own, or from what I remembered of Janet’s taste.

I resumed playing with her pussy, putting my now thoroughly wet fingers easily under her waistband, giving me slick access to her clit and her folds which were engorged and soaked. I played with her tight little knob, stroking it, and then squeezing it. That hit her like a lightning bolt. “Oh Jesus, please don’t . . . stop,” she moaned. “Fucccck, you’re great Maddy!” I was dripping, waiting for Carol to just fucking devour me. I was opening and closing my thighs, rubbing, because I was so desperate to cum. It was as if I was at an expensive sex restaurant, being served tasty hors-d’oeuvres, standing on line, impatiently waiting to be seated.

“Help me get these off,” Carol said, breathing hard, lifting her butt off the desk; and I pulled her shorts down, past her waist, and over her feet where she kicked them off onto the floor. She arched herself backwards, holding onto the back of my neck, pushing her sopping pussy against me, making my shorts wet. So I did the same and dropped my shorts and flimsy panties down, while Carol pulled my t-shirt up and over my arms and shoulders. I was wearing a bra, which Carol helped and undid the snaps in the back, and it fell off me.

Carol was using her fingers now, stroking me, and sliding her fingers up and down my hungry cunt, and rubbing my hard, little, love button, making me shiver and driving me fully mad with desire. I was so wet, her fingers had no resistance, and she slipped them expertly inside me, pressing on the outside, her fingers going round and round. She now had three fingers inside me, stretching me to the max, as if they were a hard, thick cock. I resumed sucking on her tits, and taking my fingers out of her pussy; squeezing her nipples, sucking on them, and gently biting them with my teeth, making her moan and sizzle.

Both of us were wet, sopping messes. I was dying to cum, and it seemed Carol delighted in making me wait, just increasing my frustration, making me work harder to get her off so she could concentrate on me. She was doing a good job at driving me to the edge. She was still wearing her tennis shoes and she hooked them over my shoulders, pulling me tighter into her, with a savage fierceness that that shocked me.

She pulled me into her, and we rubbed our nipples around each other; and as we did so, I was kissing and biting her neck (which she would probably have to hide tomorrow). Our pussies were touching each other’s, and gyrating back and forth, up, and down. I knew what to do mostly by instinct because something told me that I would get my reward soon if I did. As I licked and tickled her neck just below her collar bone, she squealed with delight because the fingers of one hand were now stroking her pussy hard, upturned toward me from top to bottom; stopping to squeeze her clit and dipping my fingers into her as she was doing to me.

I took my fingers out of her cunt and made a trail with my tongue from underneath her tits to her tummy, all the while playing again and snapping her nipples between my fingers. Carol took my hand off her breast and sucked on my fingers; tasting herself and moaning as she did. I took both my hands back, and I parted her folds, licking all around her clit, then rubbing her cherry knob with my nose, as I licked deeper. Her back arched back to give my mouth further access to her, and she took her hands from my cunt which was just at the point of orgasm, and began playing with my breasts.

My tongue was now inside her, and I felt a rush of her wetness fall all over my face as she squirted. I was greedily drinking all of her in, my face wet, completely buried between her legs. As she came, she shuddered, and gripped at my long black hair, making my head a prisoner of her cunt, and driving her knuckles into my scalp. I was tonguing the inside of her folds lightly with my “oral spear”, and I pushed it on her hard clit, which seemingly grew in size. It felt like my mouth was suckling a wet sponge that was saturated with water.

I too, was dripping down my inner thighs. She lifter her butt up higher, and I licked all the way from her cunt to her cherry asshole, and she shuddered again. Carol released the pressure on my head and cupped my face in her hands as she sat up straighter. She kissed me deeply on my mouth, her tongue lapping up all her juices from me which were dribbling down my chin. She broke off slowly and gently whispered in my ear, “let’s get on the floor, I’m going to rock your world Maddy.”

I almost came from the sound of her voice. Aside from the fact that Carol was a fantastic lover, the age difference between us also turned me on greatly; it was one of my greatest fantasies. She gently got off the table and told me to lie down on the padded towels on the floor next to the cozy space heater. I wouldn’t give a shit at this point if even my uncle were to walk into the cabin, which was now our secret little place of pleasure.

“Lie down honey,” Carol said, her voice shaky from what was a volcano of an orgasm. I did as instructed, and Carol hooked my legs over her shoulders and grabbed a pillow from the side of the desk, and slid it under my hips. I was throbbing with anticipation, pure lust, as she didn’t waste any time and started licking my pussy with her flat tongue, from the little mound of pubic hair at the top, and around my clit using just the tip of her tongue. I was so wet, drenched in fact, by this point, that her tongue could have been as dry as sandpaper; it wouldn’t have mattered at all. I was moaning and grabbing at her smooth, silky hair.

At the same time, Carol was lightly touching my breasts, tickling them, and softly digging with her nails into my flesh. I was starting to breathe heavy; just on the brink, and my heart beating rapidly as Carol found places even I had never known existed. I thought of Janet; you always think of your first. While Janet was great, she was the Minor Leagues compared to Carol.

Carol’s tongue now found my opening and gently explored, pushing, and sliding against the insides of my woman. I moaned and felt alive, truly alive, and desired, for the first time in my life. She took her mouth off me and replaced her lips with her fingers, stroking from top to bottom; my clit to the opening of my asshole, which I felt puckering and in need of attention as well - a new sensation. Three of her fingers dipped inside me and rubbed inside my folds, and all over, unleashing a torrent of my wetness as I came. My mouth was opened in a wordless scream, as I rocketed to another dimension. She gently inserted an index finger inside my cherry, puckered asshole, and I gasped with pleasure, as she slowly, carefully moved it in and out, so as not to tear at me with her fingernail.

Carol bent over me now, sucking and licking all the juice from my pussy; her hands, slick from me, rubbing my nipples. I begged for more when she broke off and muffled my pleas with her mouth covering mine. I could taste myself from her mouth and it was exquisite to be sharing this pleasure with another woman, in a way that no man could satisfy - ever.

She lied on top of me, and hooked her legs onto my thigh and started rubbing her wet cunt on me, sliding up and down in a frenzy. We kissed again as she did so, her tongue almost making me gag. Her rubbing made her cum again; squirting all over my thigh. She broke off from my mouth and began kissing my face, my neck, biting my nipples with her teeth, and running her fingertips all over my body. I wanted her to make me cum again so badly.

I thrust my hips up to her, and again hooked my legs over her shoulders as she ravaged my insides again and again with her lips and tongue. I was driving my fingernails into her sides, but she said nothing, just incoherent moaning. She licked further down, and the tip of her tongue penetrated my asshole, and she went in and out with it; topping it off by licking my clit up and down and side to side. I stiffened and spasmed and squirted into her mouth again. We lied panting on top of one another, embracing and kissing.

Carol sat up and reached for a large blanket on the side, and covered us both with it. We fell asleep, with Carol’s head nestled comfortably between my breasts. She felt and smelled so good. We may have slept for about two hours before we both awoke. I have never felt this good after sex with any of those asshole college boys I’ve known, or even Janet. When I went back to school, there were things I could teach her now. I smiled at the thought.

We stood up, got dressed, Carol straightening up the office nice and tidy. I helped her pick up the things she threw off the desk when we first came in. We shared another glass of wine before we left.

“Well, that was amazing Maddy,” Carol said, looking at me with renewed lust in her eyes.

“Yes, it was, wasn’t it?” I said rhetorically.

“This is going to be quite a summer Maddy. You know, I have a private room in the main building.” That I didn’t know. The place used to be a billionaire’s estate at the turn of the century, and the dept heads all had rooms in there; married people, singles, couples, whatever.

“Oh, that’s really nice Carol,” I said.

“Of course, I expect you’ll be a regular visitor?” she said, and smiled at me.

“Most definitely!” I said.

***


Story 2 - Houseguest

[image: ]


efter I finished college I moved back home to live with my stepmother until I found a permanent job. I was trained in marketing and graphic design, and made just enough to support myself until my résumé reached the right person’s in-box. I was close with my stepmother, and my father passed away just after I finished high school. As for my real mother, she passed while I was in grade school. Dad was lucky when he married Elena, my stepmother, shortly after. Elena took good care of him and me who she treated just like her own daughter. She was far removed from those stories of wicked stepmothers we all read about as children. I confided in her for just about everything, and she understood that I was so young to have experienced so much loss at an early age. I really loved her.

I supposed that I could have lived on my own - I made enough with the temp jobs I took, but moving back in with Elena was the right thing to do. I never asked her, but after my dad died, she never went on dates with anyone. My reasoning was that she didn’t want to subject me to any strangers coming into our life that I might get attached to only to have more heartache when she broke up with them, or vice-versa.

One morning while we were having breakfast before I raced off to my latest temp job, she told me that a friend of hers - a roommate from college who she was close with, would be staying with us for a while because her co-op burned down last week. Elena is the type of woman not to abandon a good friend in time of need. I truly admired her for that. She’s good people.

“So when is Cassandra coming to stay with us?” I asked Elena while I cooked dinner for the both of us.

“This Thursday. She had to go out and buy an entire new wardrobe. She lost everything in the fire. Thank God she has good insurance, but all of her old pictures, papers, and memories are just gone. It’s like she’s starting her entire life over again.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “I can’t even imagine something so terrible. Is she married? Divorced?”

“She’s divorced; no kids. Her husband walked out on her after she discovered he was cheating on her. I think she was happy he left her. It was never really a good marriage; not like the one I had with your dad.” As she said that her eyes misted over. Mine did too; it was still relatively fresh.

“Jeez that’s rough!” I said.

“So where will she sleep? What will the arrangements be?” I asked.

“I have your dad’s old office. We just have the iMac in there. The couch is a fold-out bed.”

“Oh, nice. What’s she like mom? (I called Elena mom, after all).

“Cassandra is very smart; she’s a lawyer and is due to make partner soon in her law firm. She’s also very attractive and a lot of fun to be around. I think you’ll like her. You know,” Elena said looking me over, “She even looks a bit like you. You’re the same height, both have blue eyes, and she’s a natural brunette. How can I say it? She’s very perky, always upbeat.”

“That’s great! I can’t wait to meet her. From the way you describe her, I bet we’ll be sorry to see her go when she gets her stuff sorted out.” Mom hesitated a bit before answering me. She had a “faraway look” in her eyes.

“Yes, yes, I think we will.”

***

Thursday rolled around in no time, and mom and I were waiting for Cassandra to arrive. She lived in Boston, and we were just outside of Minneapolis. She took a flight out and would be coming from the airport via taxi. My mom wanted to pick her up, but Cassandra was very polite and insisted on the cab. I suppose she didn’t want to put us out any more than she thought she was, but it was really no trouble. The fireplace was on, and the early November chill was here after a very hot summer. We were on the sofa and watching some Netflix series we were addicted to when the doorbell rang. Mom put our show on Pause and got up from the sofa in our living room and went to the front door. It was Cassandra. I did a double take. My God, she really does look like me! Not totally, but at a quick glance, yeah, she does, I thought to myself. They hugged tightly and Cassandra placed her large trunk just inside the doorway.

“How was your flight Cass?” my mom asked.

“Great! We even got here ahead of schedule.”

“Well, this must be Emily!” Cassandra said in a very cheerful upbeat voice. “Elena has told me so much about you. Look how you’ve grown.” I was puzzled. Did I ever meet her before?

“Nice to meet you too, and likewise. Uh, maybe I’m missing something, but have we met before?” I asked.

“Oh you probably don’t remember Ems, (that’s what mom called me, and everyone else that was close to me, that is) but Cassandra used to come over when she was married. It was shortly after I married your dad.”

“So, that’s like 12 years? Something like that. How old are you Emily?”

“I’m 22; just turned,” I said. Cassandra was my height: five-feet, seven-inches tall, and had an incredible figure, wore tight-fitting jeans, black high heels, and a deep green, nylon, long sleeve blouse, with the top three buttons open, and I got a good look at a nice pair of breasts. Her shoulder-length black hair was parted in the center, and formed bangs on her forehead off to one side. Her eyes were like mine, but sort of a greenish blue, and seductively wide. She wheeled her luggage into the hallway, and my mom hung up her beige trench coat in the hall closet. I thought it strange that she wasn’t remarried or with anyone; I mean she was such a beautiful woman.

“Are you hungry Cass?” my mom asked. “Emily made supper tonight and we have some left.”

“Oh no, that’s fine. But I really would appreciate a cup of tea.”

I jumped up right away, and said “No problem Cassandra, I’ll make it for you.”

“Well, Elena, she’s so sweet! Thank you Emily - sorry! I mean is it ok if I call you ‘Ems’?”

“Of course,” I said.” So, I went into the kitchen to make the tea, and I watched Cassandra and my mom making small talk. As she was talking to my mother I saw her staring at me. My mom’s back was facing me. It was a penetrating glance that made my skin prickle, and gave me a warm feeling. She was turning me on, and we only just met. We locked eyes and I couldn’t help myself from smiling. I should clarify at this point that I’d had sexual experiences at school with both men and women; enjoying them both. Truth be told, there was something more satisfying about my female experiences. They were more “exciting;” more lustful and thrilling. The thought that I could possibly have a tryst with my mom’s best friend was out of the question though. Or was it?

The tea was ready, and I brought Cassandra’s cup to the living room table and invited her and my mom to sit. I made two more cups for her and myself. I closed the TV show, because I knew the two women would want to talk.

“Oh, thank you Emily,” my mom said, patting a place for me on the sofa. “Come; sit down and join us.” Cassandra sat between my mom and me.

“So, when was the last time you two saw each other?” I asked.

Cassandra and my mom looked at each other. “It must have been two years ago at our sorority reunion. You remember Ems; I went to Boston for that,” my mom said.

Cassandra took a drink of her tea and slyly smiled; saying, “That’s right Elena. It’s been two years.” Then, turning to me, Cassandra said, “But your mom and I talk all the time anyway. We were quite close in college, you know.” There was a lot of subliminal messaging going on here which peaked my curiosity.

“Oh, nice!” I said. While Cassandra went on to Tufts Law School, my mom got an MBA, and a position with a large bank, here in Minneapolis. “You know, Emily; I wonder what it would have been like had your mom gone to law school with me. We made a powerful team in college,” Cassandra said, smiling from ear to ear.

“Yup, I remember,” mom said, smiling. “Cassandra and I were the biggest point scorers in women’s volleyball at Tufts Undergrad.” Cassandra eyed me up and down. “Did you ever play team sports Emily? You know, you look strong, and probably would have been good at basketball, or anything else.” The anything else part was “interesting.” She placed her hand on my thigh and said, “You’re very lucky Elena to have such a sweet daughter around. I know she’s been a big comfort since Roger passed away.”

Then Cassandra turned to me, her hand still on the top of my thigh. “So Ems, what is it you plan to do with your life, now that you’ve graduated college?” she said, giving my thigh a squeeze.

“Well, I’d like to work for a marketing company, doing something with graphic design. But until something happens, I’m working these temp jobs.”

Cassandra now gave my thigh a reassuring rub. “You’re very articulate and smart too, so I think you should find something good soon. Any company would be very lucky to have you.”

“Why thank you, Cassandra,” I said and smiled at her.

“Oh not at all. I’m glad I can stay here and watch you land something at this exciting time! Be persistent and I’m sure all your dreams will come true . . .” Cassandra said smiling; sending me hints again. So the women talked for about an hour more, and I put the dishes away, and cleaned up the kitchen for the night. My mom had a rare day off from work tomorrow, and I was also off from the car leasing company I was working parttime for. When I went to bed full of questions, mom and Cassandra were still in the living room talking.

About two am, I got up to go to the bathroom and I walked past mom’s room which was next to mine. The door was closed, and a faint light flickered underneath the door; candlelight. I heard subdued laughter and the voices of my mom and Casandra coming from mom’s room. The door to the guest room where Cassandra was supposed to be sleeping was open, so I was very quiet when I passed it and went to the bathroom, and then walked back to my room, curious.

Holy shit!!! Mom and Cassandra had or still have a “thing” going on! Wow! Was I conflicted? Yes. Was I turned on? Definitely! The next few weeks were certainly going to be ‘different,’ that was for sure. This was a side of Elena that I never knew existed!

***


The bathroom was at the end of the hallway next to the office/spare bedroom where Cassandra was supposed to be. I couldn’t help myself, but on the way back to my bedroom, I paused in front of mom’s room . Now I heard muffled sounds of passion coming from the room and there was no doubt at all in my mind as to what was going on. I was thinking of how sexy Casandra looked when she arrived tonight, and I was getting excited. I felt a little tingle between my legs, and I started rubbing my breasts through my t-shirt. It sounded like Cassandra was getting sucked and licked by mom, and I was really getting into it - I so wished that I could stand there at the foot of the bed and watch - only watch . . . Before I knew it, my fingers were roving underneath my panties, and my pubic hair was already getting “dewy.” In my mind, I was the one getting ravaged by Cassandra! I had those nice, firm breasts pushing up against mine, and I was having her wreak havoc on my pussy.

I kept rubbing myself and getting wetter and wetter. It took all my restraint and will power to keep from breaking that door open and jumping into that bed with them. I was biting my lower lip, right there, in the hall way, barefoot, with just a t-shirt and my flimsy cotton, pink panties. I started play acting as my fingers were going up and down, from my clit, all the way to my asshole, (which I recently discovered could be a source of pleasure) and back again. I was so wet by this time, listening to the headboard thudding against the wall, and rubbing myself into a frenzy, that my mouth was open in a wordless scream. I pressed my thighs together tight against my hand underneath my panties, as I kept rubbing, and putting three fingers inside my honey pot, which was a gooey mess.

I had to take my fingers out and taste myself, sucking intently on them, imagining what Cassandra must taste like. That BITCH! Why did she have to come here just to pleasure my mother!? Why must I miss out on all the fun???? It just wasn’t fair. Then, I gushed down onto the floor and onto the sides of my inner thighs. I could feel my cum on the insides of my ankle bones; the cool wetness of pure unbridled arousal. The moaning and wordless sounds coming from mom’s bedroom were loud enough to wake the dead. How could they not think that someone, someone like me would hear?

I stepped back away from the front of the door, and still sucking my fingers, I limped over in a crouch, trying not to leak any more fluid onto the hall carpet, back to my room. I lied down in my bed, and tried to fall asleep, but it was no use. The noises started up again. Those two were inseparable. I knew now that mom’s little getaway weekends were with Cassandra. Then, as I was finally drifting off to sleep (after making myself cum a second time), I thought what if Cassandra moved in with us???? How wonderful would that be?? It certainly would be, but it wasn’t realistic at all. Cassandra had a law practice across the country in Boston, and we were here. I smiled; there were always vacations, and with them - possibilities. I fell into a deep sleep, my last thoughts being of having Cassandra’s head between my legs.

***


The next morning, the three of us sat down to breakfast. “How did you sleep honey, you look tired?” mom said to me as she made my eggs.

What was I going to say? Your humping and sucking your girlfriend all night kept me up and caused me to squirt out in the hallway in front of your bedroom door as I orgasmed? No, I couldn’t say that. “I don’t know mom. I’m planning to rewrite my résumé. These temp jobs just frustrate me, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry honey, a girl with your talents - you’ll have your dream job in six months - I just know it,” mom said.

“Of course she will Elena,” Cassandra said. “It just takes time. I bounced around from job to job until I found the legal job that would jumpstart my career, and now I couldn’t be happier.”

“Ems,” mom said. “Did you spill a drink or something last night in the hallway?”

“No mom, why do you ask?” Cassandra was eating a bran muffin and listening intently to this exchange between mom and me. She was also staring at me, with the beginnings of a smirk on her face.

“Well, it’s just that the whole carpet was wet outside my bedroom door room this morning. I thought maybe you spilled something, or . . .” I cut her off in mind-sentence. “Oh yeah! I took my water bottle to the bathroom to fill it in the middle of the night, and I must have spilled some in the hallway on the way back to my room,” I said in the most convincing manner I could; maybe too convincing, because Cassandra just looked at me and smiled. Never mind the fact that my tall, 12 oz water bottle would never be able to fit underneath the faucet in the bathroom sink, and mom knows I only drink filtered water from the refrigerator. But mom said nothing and just flipped my eggs over.

Well, breakfast felt a little uneasy after that, but mom was truly a saint for not pursuing the issue further. Cassandra muttered under her breath, leaning into me while placing her hand on my thigh; “filling your water bottle, eh???” and kissing my right cheek as she said that. I was stunned - shocked, but truth be told, I fucking loved it, and the now moist me smiled back. Mom, who was cooking was oblivious to this little exchange.

“So guys, what do you feel like doing today? McCreedy’s has a sale going on. I know you’re looking for a track suit Ems.”

“Uh, sure mom; whatever you and Cassandra decide.”

Mom’s cell phone rang. She frowned and answered it. “Hi Vincent, what’s up? . . . Yes . . . Really? Oh my God, that’s terrible! How did it . . . yeah, uh huh . . no . . . sure I can. Can you give me an hour, maybe just a bit more? Yes . . .OK, wow. . . Tell her I hope she feels better. . Yes, I will - bye!”

“What happened mom?” Cassandra and I both looked at mom with shock.

“You know my friend Jeanette from loans?”

“Yes, the tall, curly redhead; the Brit.”

“The one and the same. She slipped in her kitchen this morning and broke her ankle. Her husband George took her to the Methodist Hospital - she’ll need surgery to repair it!”

“Jeez Louise!” I said. Of all the crazy things.”

“Yeah, so we’re short staffed, and she was working on a big client loan this week. Vincent asked me to cover for her for at least the foreseeable future. So it looks like I’m leaving you two alone today. I have to go in. I’m so sorry Ems. I know how much you wanted to go out today with me.”

“It’s okay mom. You have to do what you have to do.”

Cassandra looked at me with a sly grin that wasn’t lost on mom. “Don’t worry, Elena. I’m sure Ems and I will find something to keep us busy.”

I was caught off guard a bit. “Yeah mom, I can drive Cassandra to the Mall of America in Bloomington, and we can spend the day there!”

“Sounds nice Ems; but I thought we’d all go there this weekend,” mom said.

“Don’t worry Elena. I have some paperwork to do and then Ems and I can catch a movie in town.”

“Well, sounds like fun guys. Ok, I have to go,” mom said as she gulped her coffee down.

***

So mom got dressed and left. It was going to be an interesting day. As I was getting dressed in my room, I felt light-headed and giddy, like a kid going to the amusement park for the first time. I walked into the kitchen a few minutes later, and Cassandra was dressed. She was seated at the table with her legs crossed; her right leg swaying from side to side seductively. She wore the same green blouse she arrived in last night, with one important difference; she wasn’t wearing a bra! She had on a short black skirt with a high slit up the side, and black see-through pantyhose. Her hair was flowing freely over her shoulders. Those perky nipples were popping right through the satin material of her blouse. My eyes were transfixed on them. I was very turned on and I think she saw that.

She had her big black leather bag on the table, and she pulled out a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I knew I smelled smoke last night coming from the bedroom. Mom didn’t smoke; at least I thought she didn’t. I however did, but in accordance with mom’s wishes, I always went outside to smoke, which, in Minneapolis, was sometimes a frigid endeavor. I promised to quit one day. It looked like today was not going to be that day.

Very seductively, Cassandra lit a cigarette and did a quick, snap-inhale, holding her cigarette effeminately between her fingers, which were painted a bright red. “Would you like a cigarette, Ems?” Cassandra said. “Your mom told me that you’re a smoker, but you ‘play by the rules’ and don’t smoke inside the house. I find that to be an admirable quality - but . . . sometimes dear, you have to break the rules.”- a double entendre.

Cassandra was in the driver’s seat, and it felt like I was going to be taken for a

‘test spin.’ Just seeing her sitting there; her smooth legs covered in black, sheer nylon, stiletto heels, and nipples like full rose buds poking through that satin green blouse, was giving me a tingle between my legs and a warm, moist feeling in my pussy. I remembered last night, and my hands went up to my breasts, absentmindedly rubbing them in front of her. A small sigh escaped me.

“Oh yes, please. I’d love one of yours. That happens to be my brand also.” Cassandra smiled at me and gave a quick laugh. She dangled her cigarette out of the corner of her mouth and handed me the pack. A cigarette was sticking out of the top and I slowly took it out. Cassandra, her eyes boring into me, flicked her lighter to life as I leaned into the flame. Feigning innocence she asked me: “What do you think we should do today?” She exaggerated a disappointed face. “You don’t really want to go out now do you?”

I took a hollow cheek drag as she lit me up. “I don’t know,” I said, exhaling a nice stream up at the ceiling. “What did you have in mind?” I said, moving back and forth, playing the innocent. She stood up from the table and strutted over to me; her heels making a nice click-clack sound on the stone-tiled floor. She ran the back of her nails lightly against my forehead, down the front of my face, sending a chill down my body.

Then she leaned in over to me close to my ear, and gently tickled my earlobe with her tongue. In a throaty whisper filled with primal wanting she said, “I think we have some catching up to do since the last time we met years ago,” and she kissed my cheek, lingering on my face. She took a drag and brought one of the coffee mugs over to use as an ashtray, flicking her ashes and exhaling into my face. With wisps of smoke trailing out of her nose and mouth she gently brushed her lips against mine; and wrapped her arms over my shoulders. She took her lips off me and said, “You know something Ems, you are a very beautiful girl . . . so sweet,” as she played with my hair on my forehead. I smiled, and she kissed me again, this time the tip of her tongue playing at the opening of my lips. In that exact moment, I knew I wanted her. I wanted her to take all of me and ravage me like a savage.

I was breathing heavily, and I allowed her tongue to enter my mouth and I generously gave mine to her. She leaned and pressed closer to me, entwining her tongue with mine. She broke off, took a deep drag of her cigarette, and I did the same. She looked at me and we both laughed, putting out our cigarettes in the coffee mug. In a husky voice, she said, “Now where were we?” and she moved in again, this time her arms were around my waist, her hands grabbing and rubbing both of my ass cheeks, making me crazy.

The first three buttons of her blouse were open, and I saw her beautiful cleavage, nipples erect underneath the blouse, and I broke off the kiss and started licking her exposed tits and squeezing and playing with her nipples through the satiny blouse. She moaned with pleasure. “You’re such a good girl,” she said. “Delightful.”

My arousal took over and I took hold of her hands and pulled them walking backwards out of the kitchen, planning to take her upstairs to my bed. “Oh just a sec,” she said. “My bag. ”She grabbed her large handbag, placing it over her shoulder, and we both walked arm in arm up the stairs, going straight into my room at the top of the stairs. My bed was made, all except the top cover. Purposely, I left the cover off, knowing that somehow, some way, this would happen. My intuition rarely fails me.

Cassandra and I both pulled our tops off. I had no bra on either; I never wear one to sleep, and I knew that today I wouldn’t need one! I let my simmering, hot lust get the better of me and I pulled her closer to me, kissing her hard, and my fingers playing with her nipples. My pussy was wet; soaking through my cotton panties, and Cassandra’s hand had already opened the zipper on my jeans, and was reaching under my panties touching and playing with the top of my pubic hair. I squealed and started kissing her neck, my teeth biting and going from side to side. Her middle finger stroked through the sloshy wetness of my pussy, rubbing from my clit, down to my opening, and she sort of played with it, teasing me, as I ground my hips into her hand.

She had already dropped her skirt down around her ankles, and I saw her black-laced panties with the straps that hooked her pantyhose to them. I didn’t have to be told what to do next. I slipped my fingers down into her, finding an unusually large clit, that was almost like a mini cock. She too was soaking wet and moaning with delight as I played with her clit like a rubber band, snapping it between my fingers. She shuddered and stiffened; seething as I felt the wetness from her orgasm drip down my fingers onto her thighs. Cassandra grabbed me tighter and dopped her panties and hose around her ankles, stepping out of them. She was a ball of wetness, and she yanked me down onto the bed.

I wanted her mouth on my pussy to lick and suck, as she wanted to do the same to me. We turned into a “69” position on the bed, my mouth and tongue greedily licking the tangy saltiness that was Cassandra. She was doing the same to me, and the effect was explosive - I came and squirted right into her mouth. The feeling was the pent up culmination of what I felt last night in front of my mom’s bedroom door, but one hundred times that.

Cassandra placed her head deeper, between my thighs and was better able to lick me in the magic spot between my pussy and my puckered asshole. I clenched her head harder, and enjoyed the silky smoothness of her hair between my thighs. When she placed her tongue inside my puckered cherry, it was too much for me. I shook and spasmed, and was covered in sweat.

My tongue was playing with her clit which she seemed to enjoy the most. I stiffened it and made it into a fleshy dart, and I strummed her with my pointy tongue. She was moaning through what she was doing to me. After several minutes of this play, both of use squirted in sync right onto each other’s face. There was not a dry spot to be felt on both of our bodies. After lying together like that for a while - we both lost track of time, Cassandra shifted herself and we faced each other and kissed; each tasting one another through our kisses. We played with each other’s tits; Cassandra licking both of my breasts and gently biting my nipples with her teeth.

I grasped her thigh between both of mine, rubbing my cunt up and down her slippery flesh, and moaning. I was like a fiend - wanting more, always more. “You’re something else, my needy little angel,” Cassandra said in a dreamy, post coital blissful state. “Wait here, I have just the thing for your insatiable pussy.” I wondered what that could be.

***

She left the bed and walked cat-like into her room. When she came back, she was wearing a black, strap-on cock, that looked to be gigantic. On the side of the belt, was a little button that started it vibrating, with a speed she could adjust. She giggled, and said to me, “This should be a lot of fun for you! Have you ever tried one before? Your mom LOVES it!”

Very innocently I replied: “Well, to tell you the truth, guilty as charged. My sorority sisters and I loved these things!”

“Well then,” she said, “You’re in for a treat! You see, when I squeeze it, a lubricant comes out of it! Now, get on your knees with your backside facing me honey.”

I did as I was told, expecting what those asshole guys at school always did so could they brag to their stupid, immature friends afterwards. I couldn’t get the sense of what Cassandra was doooooinggg!!! Yahhh!!! “Oh wow . . .my God Cass, this feels so . . . good!!!” I never expected anything like this. Cassandra was ramming me with a huge, realistic feeling hard cock - that vibrated! I also felt a cool wetness escape it which was some kind of lubricant - not that I needed it. “Holy shit this is sooo good!!” I was able to get out between moans. I was gripping the sides of the bed with both hands, lost in a twilight world of pleasure.

Harder and harder she thrusted, the vibrating intensity increasing. The cock had ribs on the sides which made my ecstasy exquisitely pleasurable. My body stiffened, and I was jolted to another solar system as my hungry, wet cunt went around like a mixing bowl around a wooden spoon. I collapsed on the bed as Cassandra withdrew. I also wanted it shoved up my ass too.

The time flew by, and we had been at for 4 hours. Cassandra and I were sitting next to each other on the bed, smoking. She had one arm wrapped around my shoulder, and I placed my head next to hers.

“What are we gonna tell mom?” I asked.

Cassandra chuckled. “Oh If I know my friend Elena, and I’m pretty sure I know that side of her pretty well, I think she’ll be happy at all the fun we can have now with each other. What do you think Ems?” I guess the, uh, “backside adventure” would have to wait. But who knows? The day was still young, and there was tonight to look forward to!

“Yes, I think she will. By the way Cassandra. How long do you think it will be before you get your stuff together and move back to Boston?” Cassandra turned to look at me, blowing a plume of smoke into my mouth as we kissed. I started getting wet again. We parted and she said to me, “Actually, I was thinking about getting a fresh start here in Minneapolis. There are several firms that would kill to have me onboard. What do you think Ems?”

I practically squirted again with the news!

***
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