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Book One – Uninhibited:
An Explicit Lesbian Experience
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Introduction

Acting on her bi curious urges, Katie finally takes the plunge and fulfills her lesbian fantasy by hooking up with sexy, androgynous Alex for a night of steamy girl on girl action!  All inhibitions are thrown out when femme Katie can’t get enough of butch Alex - and vice versa!

One night may not be enough for her first time, but will Katie’s boyfriend stand in the way? 


I could only imagine the tats under her rugged exterior.  The way she trudged up the stairs to her apartment, the way she swaggered it was alluring, making me want her even more.  The drinks were still lingering in my head from ladies’ night at Sisters, but I was thinking clearly. 

I was thinking clearly of the rocking hard lesbian sex we were able to have.  It wasn’t the alcohol in my thoughts that made me swoon, it was the thought of burying my face in her kitty.  It was the anticipation of how she would taste and how long it would take me to lick her clean.  If I could make her squirt on the first go.  We continued up the staircase to her apartment.

We reached her door.  I was nervous behind her.  Not nervous like I didn’t know what to do - I know exactly what to do - but nervous like to didn’t want to reveal what a cunt slut I was.  Would my eagerness be too apparent?  Would it turn her off?  What if it turns her on big time and she’s into some kink I’m not into?  I guess I was about to find out.  This sexy fear came over me - I couldn’t wait to find out!

She turned the key in the lock and looked back at me.  “Welcome to my home,” she said as she gave the front door a shove with her shoulder to open it.  I followed her inside to short, narrow entryway that opened to a spacious apartment dimly lit with the streets lights illuminating the windows from below.

“Thanks,” I said, “Should I … uh … put my coat …?” I asked as I took off my coat.

“Oh, I’ll take that.”  She took my coat and hung it up in a small closet in the narrow entryway.

“Can I get you something to drink?  I think I have beer?  I’m a vodka drinker when I drink, or water?”

“Water would be great, thanks.”

“Make yourself at home,” she signaled to the living area as she turned to go in the small galley kitchen that was next to a closed door, where I suppose her bedroom was.

“Thanks, you have a nice place,” and she did.  Very nice for this neighborhood.  I sat down on the couch, sitting slightly sideways and adjusted my breasts.  To be honest I wanted the water to kill my dry mouth.  The mules at Sisters gave me dry mouth and if I was going to go down on her I didn’t want my mouth to get glued to her pussy because it was so dry! 

“Thanks, I got a steal of a deal,” she returned with two iced waters.  She set the waters on coasters on the coffee table and sat next to me, facing me, with one leg tucked under her rear and her elbow on the back of the sofa looking straight at me. “I’d take you on a tour, but there’s the main room here and the bedroom.  But I guess we’ll get there soon enough, huh?” she said with Cheshire cat grin like she wanted to devour me. 

God, I wanted her to.  My clit started throbbing.  I felt like thrusting my pelvis forward to accentuate the gorge that was forming under my tight jeans.  Instead, I shifted a little bit, letting the thick seams of my jeans nub up against my swollen, pulsating clit.  I couldn’t help but letting out a slight sigh of pleasure.  She noticed it and smiled more.

I could feel my desire for her grow.  She looked at me with gaze that said she could eat me alive, and god that’s all I wanted right now was to have her cunt in my face and her face buried in mine, as we 69 on that elusive bed of hers behind that door.  I’d go down on her right here, right now.  Who needs a bed?

“How soon?” I said with breathy eagerness as I shifted closed to her.  I’d imagined this scene enough times to know what I to.  I reached for my glass of water, bending over as much as I could to expose as much of my giant tits and deep cleavage as possible.  Sitting back, I took a gulp of water into my mouth and let some spill out of my lips, dripping down my chin.  I bashfully giggled and wiped it up with my fingers, as if I made a cute little silly mistake.  I could see her eyes widen with desire so I scooted myself over to her a little more.

“How soon?” she said as though she was caught off guard.  Her gaze fixed squarely on the remnants of wet that remained on my face.  I took the mouthful of water and in one fell gulp, swallowed the who mouthful at once and let out an “Ahhhh” after it cleared my throat. 

“Yeah, how soon?”  I said as though out of breath.  I looked at her as though I wanted to devour her, as though I wanted to lean over to her, grab her by her hips, pull her down on the couch, unbutton her pants and yanks them off.  Because that’s exactly what I wanted to do.  God I hope she has some sexy tat above her crotch, like an old western pistol pointing down to her treasure trove. 

“We can go whenever we want,” she said, sliding over closer to me and putting her hand on my bent knee.

“Oh yeah?” I playfully asked as I slid closer to her and cupped my whole breast, massaging it as I looked deeper into her eyes.  I don’t know what her clit was doing but mine was pumping it seemed as hard as my heart.  I wanted to rub my silky button all over and around the tip of her clit.  The thought of that nearly had me coming right there.

“Yeah, like we could go right now,” she said as she reached her hand down the front of my shirt taking the breast right out from under my hand. I massaged her hand as it massaged my breast.  My nipple hardened right into the palm of her hand.  I slid close enough to her to nearly be on top of her. 

“Let’s go,” I said as I leaned in a kissed her passionately on her luscious lips.  We both opened our mouths in unison and like we’d been doing it for years before we kissed each other passionately with our tongues, our lips, with our mouths.  She reached behind my neck and cupped the back of my head with her other hand and guided my head to the sensual, erotic rhythm of her kissing.  I was mesmerized.  I could feel my pussy juices starting to soak the crotch of my thong and the inside of my jeans.  I hope she liked dripping wet pussies because that’s what she was going to get!

She stopped and pulled my head back, looking at me breathless.  I looked back at her trying to catch my breath and calm my excitement down.  She stood up, took my hand and lead me to the closed door.  I stumbled a bit to get up, dazed by all the imaginations I had running through my head after the very light foreplay we just had.  If cupping my breast and kissing me for no more than ten seconds got me this worked up, I couldn’t begin to imagine how dizzyingly satisfied I would be!

She opened the door and began turning on the mood lighting and signaled to another door.

“That’s the bathroom.”

I started to take my clothes off, folding them neatly on an antique dresser next to me.  She was fumbling around on her phone trying to find the right Pandora station for the kind of night we were bound to have.  She found a great trippy, acid jazz, down-tempo type of station.  That with the sexy lighting put me in an even sexier mood.

“You have a phenomenal body,” she said when she finally looked my way.  I stood that naked on the opposite side of the bed where she was - curves in all the right places, double-d’s with predominant areolas and erect nipples, my hands on my hips to accentuate my full hourglass figure.  I looked at her and smiled as I moved towards the bed, bending over to crawl on top of it.  My breasts dangled down and my hair fell to either side as I crawled over to her.

“Thank you,” I said as I made my way to her.  At her side of the bed, I stood up on my knees to look are square in the face.  I leaned in to give her a gentle kiss that slowly progressed into sensual.  I moved my hands to her belt buckle and rested them there as I slowly kissed her cheek making my mouth’s way to her ear, breathing slightly moaning breaths into her ear, while intermittently taking the tip of my tongue and outlining her ear.

“I want to go down on you for hours …” I said in a pleading whisper.  She gasped. I began kissing her passionately again as she traced her fingers up my arms and gently cupped and massaged each of my breasts.  I slowly moved my hands around the belt buckle until I figured out how to open it.  I took it off, unbuttoned her jeans and unzipped them. 

“I want to see your sexy face buried in my pussy,” she said as she took her pants and boyshorts completely off and kicked them to the other side of the room.  I moved from my knees to sitting on the bed with my legs spread apart, dangling off the side.  She came up to my open legs and moved her hands across the top of my thighs towards my crotch.  She slid both of her thumbs into my crotch and slid into my creamy hole, like she knew exactly where it was.  I gasped and fell back catching myself on my elbows.  She massaged my hole, in and out, while taking one thumb out periodically to gently circle the tip of my clit.  Again, I nearly came, only this time I had to deliberately hold back my gushing explosion.

“Climb in top of me.  I need my tongue in your pussy and all over your cunt.”  By this time, I was craving her pussy in my mouth like crazy.  My own cunt was dripping juices, my clit throbbing so hard I thought it was going to explode.  My mouth needed to be filled with her sweet, sweet cum.

She eagerly climbed on top of me as I laid down to accept her crotch on my face.  On my back I watched her pink, clean shaven pussy come closer and close to me.  I lifted up my chin and stuck my pointed tongue out to taste it as soon as possible, flicking my tongue and reach as far out as I could until finally my tongue flicked her fleshy labia and her pussy rested on my mouth.  I took her ass in my hands, closed my eyes in heavenly ecstasy and began to feast on her lovely, sweet cunt.

And how sweet it was.  She was soaking wet.  It was a mixture of silky pussy juices and sloppy wetness all around, dripping down the sides of my mouth, trickling down my chin.  It tasted so sweet, so distinct, so delicious.  My took the flat of my tongue and ran it from the bottom of her opening, across the soft silky opening, and slowly to the top of the hood that was pulled back from her erect pink bulb. Back and forth again, getting her ready for my magic tongue to begin its deep and extensive exploration of her cunt. 

I kept my eyes fixed on her expression - with each slow pass of my flattened tongue, she would open her mouth wider and gasp.  She began to pull her lips apart to expose her velvety walls of her vagina’s opening.  Wrapping my arms around the back side of her thighs that rested on either side of my head, I replaced her hands with mine and spread her soft folds away.  For once I took my eyes off her dazed face and marveled at her beautiful snatch … the beautiful folds of her labia pulled back my fingers, her orchid shaped folds that met up at her fantastic clit that glistened in a mixture of my saliva and her juices. 

Her aroma was incredible, the pink-red flesh of her exposed vagina opening so inviting.  I put my mouth over the entire opening and stretching it as far as I could, tongue fucked her, in and out, in and out - lapping up her honey that was coming from deep inside her.  The taste lingered on my lips and in my mouth made me crave for more.  But it was the sight of her perfect pussy that made my own pussy gush.  This sexy androgynous lesbian who was queening me was getting me wetter than I’d been in a long time, maybe forever.  My pussy was full of my own desire for what was now in front of me and in my mouth.

“Do you have a pillow?  I’d love to have my face right in your kitty so I can work it like it’s never been worked before.  Shug, can you get me a pillow?”

She quickly flung herself over to one side, grabbed a pillow and helped situate it behind my head.  There, that was more like it - now my head was at an angle that allowed me to really begin to work my mouth on her cunt.  I could do this for hours.  And I did.  We did for hours ...

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I woke up in a daze.  Where was I?  I could hardly get my thoughts together; my head was so swirly like being drunk but not drinking.  I sat up and looked around at this really cool looking and decorated bedroom.  The mood lighting my fuck-on-the-first night-buddy set was still and the Pandora station stopped; I gathered my thoughts and looked at my phone to orientate myself in reality. 

4:10am.  Geez, I gotta get home.  I sat up trying not to disturb her.  There I was bare-assed naked and I could see from her partially uncovered body that she was too.  Wow, what a night.  What a brain-dizzying night, what an amazing time!  I looked over to her.  She was sleeping so soundly, so peacefully, like she too had an exhilarating time that left her in a deep, dreamy slumber. 

Hot, she’s fucking hot, I thought to myself as I got up to get dressed, trying to keep my balance as flashes of the previous hours invaded my thoughts.  Watching her cum on top of me again and again.  Flipping her over onto her back and licking her cunt, sucking her clit, fingering her hot, slick tunnel until her creaminess dripped down my fingers to my hands.

I tried not to disturb her, but I accidentally kicked her jeans that were still in the crumpled-up pile where they fell after I ripped them off her just a few hours before.  Her huge belt buckle clanked against the hardwood floors, making enough noise to stir.  The next step I took was in a squeaky plank that finally woke her up.

“Sorry, I was trying not to wake you,” I said apologetically.

“Where are you going?” she asked in a half-asleep voice.  “Come back to bed,” she said like a brat, yanking back some of the covers in an attempt to get me to come lay down next to her.  God, that’s all I wanted to do but I did want to get home.  I went to that bar to pick up a chick, have some crazy fun girl-on-girl action, and get my fill on pussy.  I wasn’t sure how to do this, after all I don’t consider myself a lesbian. 

“I’d love to really, believe me I would,” I said as I made my way to the other side of the bed to my folded clothes.  “I’m really not skipping out; I do have to go though.”  I didn’t know what to say.  It was a half-truth.  I did have to go, but not because I wanted to but because I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing. 

“Then come over here for a minute, babe.”  She said it so sweetly, how could I resist?  All I really wanted to do was repeat the night before.  I didn’t want to go.  Not just yet, at least.  So, I went to sit down next to her and thought, well if you’re going to do this, then do it like you mean it!  I had one leg folded under my rear, opening my thighs to partial expose my pussy to her.  I could smell the sex from the night before; she had smell to as well.  It was unmistakable. 

“I’ll only let you go if you tell me when I will see you again.  I’d love to see you again.  Would you like to see me again?” she asked playfully as she took her arm from under the covers and rested her hand on the inside of my thigh, oh-so-close to my crotch.  I could feel my pussy almost leap out and my labia grabbing her hand to bring it in so she could caress my clit with her thumb and fuck my velvety hole with her skilled fingers, like she did the night before.

“I’d love to see you again,” I said softly as I leaned in to kiss her.  I could taste a mixture of her and my cum from our escapades on her lips.  We made a heavenly taste together.  Our kiss simulated what we each did to each other’s cunt the night before.  My tongue slide across first her lips, then inside her mouth along the inside of her lips - just like I did the night before, first I slide my tongue along the large, outer labia and then in between the folds of her inner labia.  I sucked lightly on her lips, just as I had sucked lightly on her outer labia just a few short hours ago.  I slid my tongue up and down, inside and out, all around her soft lips and beautiful mouth.  I sucked her lips and playfully nibbled at her them, just as I did the night before on her outer cunt, again and again, taking her back to what I did to her the night before …

Moaning and groaning through my kiss, she suddenly pulled back.  “Give me your number …” she spurted out, then returning to our passion-filled kiss. 

Trying to break free - from both her grasp and my sudden flared-up desire - I reached over and tried to find my phone.  As I stretched out, she grabbed my hips and began giving my lower torso sloppy wet, tongue-filled kisses.  I found my phone just as I collapsed on the bed, with this lovely lesbian crawling on top of me being led by her tongue and leaving a wet trail from where she came.

“What’s your number?” I asked with urgency.

“It’s 089-4556791” she rattled off as I typed as fast as I could.  Damn I’m a terrible texter!  I fucked up the number!

“What’s the number again?” I asked with embarrassment.  Yes, I’m text challenged.  I admit it.  Fuck, but now?!

“It’s 089 … 455 … 6591.  Got it?” she asked; I could tell she was trying to be patient, but she wanted to get going with what we had just started suddenly as I was trying to leave.  Me too, hon, me too.

“I think so.  I just texted you.”  She and I just sat there waiting in this compromising position:  me on my back with my legs spread apart with a phone in my hand.  She on all fours, one leg on one side of me, the other stopped mid-rub against my crotch, her head next to my breast, mouth open, tongue hanging out … both of us frozen as we waited for a sign that my text made it to her phone.

A slight vibration of her phone and we both cracked up laughing as she fell on top of me.  I tossed the phone to the other side of the bed and wrapped my arms around her and finished our stimulating kiss that we started before this short interlude. 

“I can’t stay long,” I said when I could think straight as we continued to play with each other’s tongue just like we played with each other’s clit the night before. 

“I won’t be long, but I have to taste you one more time … please, you’re so hot and your pussy is so amazing …”  She continued to kiss me, only this time taking the end of my tongue in her mouth and circling it with her lips puckered out.  Her tongue played with the tip of my tongue inside her mouth and she let her saliva sip out from her puckered lips to simulate the night before when she took my entire clit area in her mouth and played with the tip of my clit with her tongue. 

Slow, deliberate circles around the wet tip of my tongue … electrifying shockwaves went through my body straight down to my resting clit and instantly perked her up.  My little clitty was instantly remind of her expert tongue just hours before gliding so softly, so slowly, so purposeful, so amazingly over my clit, while her mouth slowly suckled on the soft folds of flesh that surrounded my button …

“You’re driving me wild and you’re only kissing me!”  I pulled away, knowing she would put me in the position she wanted me in to repeat what she did just earlier.  Just one last time before I had to go.  She shimmied down my body with a sinful grin on, like she had something very precise in mind for me.  My clit started a rhythmic throb that grew in intensity the closer she got to my pussy.  I could hardly wait!

She settled down in between my opened thighs and like a honing device, honing in on my pulsating button that was literally jumping towards her eager mouth, she started sucking on my swollen clit.  She sucked it forcefully but not hard, flicking her tongue against the tip that was inside her mouth, sucking it in and out and in and out, teasing the tip relentlessly with the point of her tongue. 

I quivered at the immediacy of my first orgasm … I grabbed her hands, she sucked more intensely … I arched my back.  She pulled my arms down, underneath her and dug her face in deeper into my wetness and throbbing clit area … I was overcome with the most intense euphoric feeling that overwhelmed my entire body.  Shivers of ecstasy ran up and down my legs, back to and from my clit that was growing inside her mouth.  Pulsating harder and harder against her quick tongue. 

“Oh, my fucking gawd!” I screamed as my back arched so high up my ass lifted off the bed and my crotch shoved itself deeper into her face.  “Oh, my gawd, oh my gawd, oh my gawd,” I said rapidly over and over again.  I was so fucking turned on, so close to an uncontrollable orgasm, so close to exploding all over her face … I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I was speechless.

She moans and through my landing strip baby bush smiled in delight with what she was able to do to me.  And it only made we work more.  She let my ass drop, let go of my hands, and leaned her head back a bit to gaze my worked over clit, her mouth and jaw glistening in a blend of saliva and pussy juice … how fucking awesome that must taste!  I want to lick it all off of her clean, but she had more plans for me!

She took her hands and gently traced the outside of my cunt, periodically sticking her fingers in my sopping wet pussy. 

“I love your cunt …” she said with such desire … inside I was saying, Yes!  Yes!  Yes!  Love my cunt!  Work your magic!  Make me cum again and again like you did last night!  And let me to the same and more to you!  I wanted to eat her pussy so badly …

“I really don’t have much time - “ before I could finish, she had already taken her fingers and pulled the pink, fleshy fold apart to expose my clit. It was so hard and engorged I could see it even though I was laying down.  And I watch it as she quickly took her tongue and started flicking it like crazy.  Like a machine, like a motor, a motorized tongue to flick my clit … fuuuuuuck, this was amazing.  She didn’t stop.  She flicked my clit and sent me sailing. 

My clit glistened in her saliva and filled my entire crotch area with the most intense tingling sensations that kept flowing in and out of the area, like waves in a stormy ocean, falling on and over each other and intensifying. 

Flick, flick, flick on my clit. 

I could feel my orgasms starting to flow … in and out, all over my body.  I could feel my arms and leg start to quiver. 

Flick, flick, flick on my clit. 

I could tell I was losing sense of time and space … oh I love that feeling when you’re floating in sexual euphoria and totally release your body its own carnal pleasures.  Fuck yeah!  I could feel my orgasms growing and getting more and more intense, and she kept on flicking my clit. 

She didn’t stop, her flicks didn’t skip a beat … flick, flick, flick, on my clit, clit, clit …

“Fuuuuck, oh my gawd, I’m going to cum!”  I suddenly felt it was there.  The pinnacle orgasm that would send my body bucking, my voice uncontrollably screaming, my nails digging into whatever was within arm’s reach.  The pleasure that consumed my body, the edge that I was getting increasingly closer to, nothing else seemed to exist except for the flick, flick, flick on my clit …

Then suddenly she stopped with her tongue and started briskly rubbing all her fingers over my swollen clit, strumming my button quickly with her fingers covered in her saliva and my sweet juices … it sent me over the edge …

“I’m going to cum!” I squealed with a contorted face that showed just how intense the intensity of the edging was.

“Good, cum for me … cum for me …” she said as she fluttered her fingers back and forth over my clit area.

“No, I mean I’m really going to …” moans and gasps of pleasure interrupted me, “... I’m really going to cum … ahhhh … I mean, like gush out … like ….” more moans and gasps, the fingers were fluttering faster than her tongue was flickering, I was coming closer and closer to exploding … she giggled at my inability to formulate a full sentence as the fanned my clit more and faster …

I couldn’t hold my explosion any more … my juices gushed out of my cunt all over her hand that didn’t stop the fluttering.  I let out a long squeal of pleasure as I released my cum again and again over her hand and now dripping down her arms.  She smiled and let out a long sigh as she slowed down the fluttering as my streamed has stopped and I fell limp from exhaustion and from having had multiple orgasms culminating in a full-on ejaculation.  My sweet nectar covered my lover’s hands and arms.  But she wasn’t finished.

“You’re a gusher, I love it,” she said as she sucked the cum off each of her index finger.  “I really enjoyed making you cum … it’s so hot.”  She stuck her finger in her mouth and began sucking on it like a sexy lollipop. 

“Are you going to enjoy that all by yourself?”  I said, like I had done this a million times before, like I’d been a dyke my who life.  Me, a dyke.  As I watch my lesbian lover lick her fingers clean of my cum after giving me the most intense orgasm of my life, yeah I liked the ring of that:  me, the dyke.  I sat up and gave her a bratty, playful look with her still situation between my widely spread legs.  I loved seeing her in this position, between my thighs in the cove of my cunt.

“Here you clean my fingers.” She stuck two cum-soaked fingers in my mouth.  “I’m going to clean your cunt,” with that she went down on me again, licking all around my clit lapping up all the juices from her impromptu playdate with my pussy.  I felt like I was cumming in her mouth as she gently licked on and around my clit, moaning with pleasure like I was the one going down on her.  I sucked on her fingers, in and out and guided her hand up and down my tongue, licking up all of my cum.  How sweet it was, even sweeter knowing how amazing she made me feel and how much she made me gush.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum again!  I never knew I could cum this much!”  She let out a higher-pitched moan of approval that vibrated against my pussy.  Oh man, I thought, here we go again!  I was sitting there, propped up by my arms, knees up with this amazing pussy worker starting on me again.  Somewhere in my fall into erotic daze her fingers fell from my mouth and found their way to the inside of my thighs, caressing them as she pulled me close to ecstasy with her mouth working my clit area.

“This time I want you to cum in my mouth … let yourself go inside my mouth…“ she said sternly, “I’ll suck on you all day long, just cum in my mouth …” and with that she went down on me again.

“Yes, I want to cum in your mouth …“ I said as I threw my head back, willing to let go, to let her have my orgasm.  “Suck my clit, suck it … keep sucking …” she followed my command and kept increasing the suction.  It felt like my whole pussy was in her mouth, with my clit leading the way.  I could feel it swell and grow even more, as she sucked and sucked.  “Oh, fuck, don’t stop - keep sucking my clit … fuck you suck me so good … “

The feeling was amazing, blood was pumping fiercely to my bulb, she was getting bigger and bigger in my lover’s mouth.  I felt two fingers slip inside me.  She slid them in and out, my pussy walls contracting around them as her mouth and fingers now working together were bringing me to a new orgasmic height.  Her fingers danced inside my hole, exploring all the sides and crawling up, deep inside me … sending new sensations through my body from deep inside my cunt.  The silky creamy pussy juices filled my hole in the spaces around her finger as so masterfully wiggled her fingers inside. 

She curled her fingers, tickling me from the inside and sending my back arching and my toes curling … her fingers began fucking me feverishly as she continued to suck on my clit.  She finger-fucked the fucking fuck out of me - I moan as the sensations teetered between intense pleasure and slight pain, but it was good pain.  Like the song, “Hurt So Good”.  She made me hurt so fucking good.  I started grooving my hips to her rhythm … fuck I was going to cum again!

She noticed I was going to cum … it’s like we’d been together many times before. But it wasn’t too hard to tell, I was bucking my hips to help her finger fuck me harder.  I was grinding my hips up so she should suck harder and deeper on my clit … then suddenly as the finger fucking and clit sucking were at feverish rates and my body was out of its own control, while her fingers were crammed deep inside my dripping snatch, she slowly turned her hand inside my silky walls and began tapping her fingers hard against the front wall of my vagina. 

My G-spot … the feeling was so intense I started gasping uncontrollably, with my legs and arms shaking almost to convulsions.  The pleasure consumed me and at that time nothing else mattered, but her sucking and finger fucking me …

“Yeah, baby … cum, cum for me…” she said responding to my obvious orgasm, what I now call a pre-orgasm because for me, a real orgasm is when …

With the tapping of her fingers deep inside me and her masterful clit sucking, I couldn’t hold myself in anymore.  I gasped in and out again and again as I release myself again for her, only this time in her mouth.

She moans with pleasure as I gushed my juices into her sweet, lovely mouth.  I could hear and feel her gulp down my cum as I continued to release myself into her eager mouth.  It was an amazing feeling and I felt so connected to her, like the stream of my cum from my pussy to her mouth and down her throat was a physical connection between us.  Maybe so but squirting in a woman’s mouth is a pretty intense connection regardless.  I felt so at ease, I felt relaxed.  After her last swallow of my sweetness, she continued to gently clean my pussy, lapping up the wetness that she was helped created.

“You are amazing …” I said in a dreamlike state as I caressed her head and ran my finger through her short, butch cut hair.

“You are delicious,” she said with a devilish grin, then went back to cleaning up my messy, drippy pussy.

“I really do have to go …” I said in a very unconvincing manner.  I continued to smile at her as she looked up to me between her licks and laps, fingers stroking through her hair.

“So, when are we going to see each other again?” She asked, now finished with her cleaning, which she did a fabulous job! 

But fuck!  I didn’t know what to say.  Does she mean to see each other again to do this?  Then, fuck I’ll see you tonight!  Does she mean to see each other, like outside the bedroom?  Would this be like a date?  She’s a lesbian, I’m not a lesbian.  What was that duke stuff from earlier?  What am I doing?  I’m massaging m

“Honestly, really I’m usually not this wild … I mean, I’ve been with a woman before, but I’m not a lez … I mean, I’m not sure what I am.  I mean, of course I know what I am!  Duh!  What I mean is that -”

“Shhhh …” she said, gently placing a finger over my lips.  I couldn’t help but giving her finger a small, sensual kiss.  I was lost.  I didn’t know what was doing, what I wanted, fuck I wasn’t even sure who I was …

“Look, did you have a good time?” she asked, as if she understood what was going on in my head.  I nodded yes.

“I did too.  So, let’s have another ‘good time’ together.  Does that sound good?”  I nodded again.  It sounded amazing.

“Soooo …” she said, kissing the inside of my thigh gently, “let’s find a day … or night!” she kissed the inside of my other thigh, “... that works for both of us, K?”

I knew I had Friday night open.  Man, a whole night with her and not on a school night!  She made me feel comfortable, so I suggested Friday night it worked for her too.

“So, meet you … here?” I asked.

“We can, or would you like to have a beer or two ahead of time?”

“That sounds good,” not that I needed anything to help kill my inhibitions with her.  She made me feel so comfortable that I felt like trying out all kinds of new things with her.  Even then as we were closing this evening and planning the next, wild and crazy things were flowing through my brain …

I wonder how long and what it will take to make her cum?  I wonder if she’s a gusher like I am?  Or does she spray those incredible squirting streams like porn stars do?  I want to rub my erect clit all over hers and scissor until we both come all over each other - wow cumming all over each other that’s hot!

I got up, got dressed and looked for my phone.  We had the day, time and place.  I leaned over the bed where she was still laying now face-up, naked and kissed her passionately, again tasting the sex we had just had again.  It was all I could do to keep my hands from beginning to explore her soft body, instead when I finished kissing her lips I leaned down and gently kissed to top of her pussy.

“This was amazing,” I said, “I’m looking forward to Friday.  I think my clit is already there!”

“I could eat you for hours and hours longer … but yes, Friday.  It was incredible.  Friday will be very special too,” she said almost not wanting me to go.  I didn’t want to go either.  I didn’t want to leave her.

“OK sugar, bye.  Dream of me until you see me again …” I said as I started to leave the bedroom and the apartment.

“I will … I’ll have very wet dreams of you, love.  I’d say I’d touch myself every time I think of you, but then I’ll be masturbating until I see you again,” she giggled.  “Get home safely,”

“I will,” I blew her a kiss and walked out the bedroom door and headed toward the front door of her apartment.  I heard her get up and hurry to the front door as I was walking out.

“Wait, what’s your name?” she said a bit bewildered, standing there naked with her bush as mussed up as her hair.  Did we really share the most explicit, extremely intimate and downright nasty things to each other without knowing each other's names??

“Oh, it’s Katie,” I giggled realizing we did go the whole night without exchanging names!  “And your name?” I smiled back at her trying hard not to comb her boyish, sexy body with my hungry eyes.

“Alex. Nice to meet you, Katie” she said with a smile, as she scratched her head and turned and walked into the bedroom, “Bye, hon …” her voice trailed as she went back to bed.

I closed the door behind me and started down the stairs … Friday night.  I can’t wait.  I stopped on one of the landings to order an Uber.  I leaned back against the wall, watching the app search for nearby drivers.  A few moments of waiting and my mind already wandered back to the morning squirt fest I just had; it made the sex from the night before seeming like eons ago … when we started with my feasting on her luscious pussy …

My phone’s faint ding snapped my mind back to the task at hand:  getting my Uber and getting home.  5 minutes away, Mahmoud in a black Escalade.  Yeah, baby going home in style!  I continued down the stairs to the foyer and waited for my sweet ride to take me home.  I’ll have plenty of room, I thought, to stretch out and allow my mind to wander back to the night before … 

A few minutes later and the massive SUV showed up to Alex’s apartment building.  I climbed in, said hello to the drive and cozied up in the backseat, and let my mind take me back to the night before.

I loved being almost a pillow princess during the tryst we just had, but the thoughts of how we started the night before is what really got my blood pumping to my crotch area again.  It was all I could do to keep from touching myself.  I better not think about it …

I was almost completely asleep when we reached my apartment.  I thanked Mahmoud and exited the car and shoved the heavy door closed.  I looked like I had such had rocking sex as I stumbled to the front door and dug in my bag for my keys.

Bed.  Sleep.  That’s all I want is to go to sleep.  I opened the front door and climbed the stairs to my second-floor apartment, swaying back and forth as I tried not to fall asleep as I ascended.  I reached my apartment, stuck the key in the key hole, turned the key and door knob, and opened my front door with my eyes beginning to shut.

“Where have you been, Katie??” The loud familiar voice woke me up immediately.  There, standing the middle of my apartment, was Evan my on-again-off-again boyfriend who I thought we were presently “off”.

‘Evan, what the fuck are you doing here?” I asked as my brain scurried to try and find an answer.

“Katie, where have you been?  I’ve been trying to call you for hours!”  This was possibly true; I didn’t bother to check my phone once I got to Alex’s apartment last night and I certainly didn’t check it when we were going crazy on each other’s pussies the whole night and into the morning. 

“Sorry I didn’t have my ringer on.  What the fuck are you doing here?  And what’s it to you where I was?”

“What’s it to me?  Katie, you’re my girlfriend!  That’s what it is to me.  I’m here because I’m your boyfriend!”

“Evan, we’re not together.  Not right now, and honestly I don’t know that we ever will be again.”  After my hot steamy night with Alex and the connection I suddenly realized we really had, the thought of being with Evan just didn’t do it for me.  Besides we fought all the time and I was done with all the arguing.

“What do you mean?  Katie, I love you.  We love each other …” he said, confused.

“Evan, can we talk about this later?  I’m dead tired.”

“Where have you been?!” he demanded.

“Evan, please I’m tired …” I begged.

“Where, Katie?  Where were you?”

“Fine.” I snapped.  I just wanted to get to bed.  I didn’t want to get into with my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend.  I just wanted to sleep and dream of Alex and drift asleep with dirty thoughts of all the different ways I was going to make her cum …

“I met someone.  Happy?” I said flippantly and started for my bedroom.

“Who?  H-h-how?  Who the fuck did you meet?”  He said in a dejected tone.

“Alex.  That’s who I met.  And I’ve been at Alex’s this whole time.  There!  You have it!  Now I’m going to bed.  Leave me alone!” 

“Who the fuck is this Alex?  And where does he live?”  he demanded as he walked my way.

I looked back at Evan and chuckled, “Funny, where does ‘he’ live …” I turned around and went into my bedroom.  As I shut the door I said, “You can sleep on the couch but I want you gone by the morning.”

With that I closed the door, stripped naked, climbed into my bed and began thinking of Alex’s beautiful body as she said good night to me not too long ago … her small breasts, her fit body, her short hair style and the small tuff of her bush that guarded her perfect pussy and clit, and her taste that lingered on my lips and swirled in my head as I drifted to sleep … 


Book Two – Teacher’s Pet:
Mature and Young Lesbian Desires
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Introduction

Anna spends most of her time fantasizing about her hot lesbian teacher, Ms. Barrett.  A chance encounter with her hot teacher at a poetry club meeting is the right time for Anna to fulfill her sexy fantasy!

Mature and sexy Ms. Barrett is more than willing to seduce her student into hot girl on girl sex!  Lesbian first-time experiences are always better with a good knowledgeable teacher!


I was thrilled that Ms. Barrett invited me over to her place with the other members of the Poetry Club for our final meeting of the year.  She was the best teacher and made English Lit actually interesting.  She also knew how to talk to high schoolers.  I really liked her as a teacher; we all did.  She was one of the few teachers that was special and I was really going to miss her when I graduated.

OK, so I admit it.  I have a bit of a crush on Ms. Barrett.  She was just so fucking cool.  And hot.  Apparently she was an athlete her whole life and you’d believe it with her toned, fit body.  Though she dressed the part of high school teacher, you could still see her voluptuous curves and the occasional time she’d grace us in heels you could see what decades of athletic training did for her shapely legs.  She had to have been in her late 20’s but people say she’s in her early 30s.  Doesn’t matter.  She’s one of those women who will be hot her whole life. 

I always had this fantasy about Ms. Barrett …

I always wanted to kneel before her on one of those days where Ms. Barrett would her heels, tighter-than-usual skirt, her raven-colored hair casually twisted up and clipped in the back, leaning up against her desk after school let out and no one around.  Just standing there, in a sexy stance against her desk with a coy grin on her face as I kneel before her and slide my hands up those shapely legs of hers, pushing her skirt up her thighs. 

In my fantasy she’s wearing thigh-high stockings and garters with no panties to cover the swollen outer lips that hide her sweet core.  In my fantasy, I’m consumed by her scent and uncontrollably begin to lick her …

But this is my fantasy and I let it remain just that:  a fantasy.  She’s my teacher and though I started kindergarten in a state with a ridiculously early cut-off age and consequently I’ve been 18 since I started my senior year, this is still high school.  And I have a boyfriend.  I’ve been with Chad since middle schools, and though we’ve grown somewhat apart as we approach graduation, he a great guy and my best friend.  I don’t want to hurt him - certainly not with thoughts of tongue-banging my English Lit teacher either!

Best to leave those sexy thoughts of me and Ms. Barrett dirty things to each other as fantasies.

I arrived at her place a bit early but it was raining and I didn’t bring an umbrella, so I went ahead and rang her doorbell.  I was nervous.  It’s one thing to have a crush on a teacher and fantasize about her out of boredom while in class, it’s another thing hanging out with her in her home - away from school, y’know … freer.  It was an exhilarating feeling to be honest.

“Hello?” the speaker cracked.

“Hi, Ms. Barrett?  It’s Anna.  Sorry I’m early …” I said trying not little my voice shiver in the cold rain.

“Oh, Anna, come on up!  I’m on the third floor, number 6.” The speaker turned off, the buzzer signaled to open the door, I pushed on the door and walked into the foyer of her brownstone building. 

I shook off the rain as much as I could in the foyer.  The building was beautiful - an old, turn-of-the-century brick buildings that had been partitioned into condos and apartments in the heart of the South End in Boston.  I got a glimpse of myself in a mirror hanging in the foyer.  My hair was a mess and I was drench. 

Oh well, nothing I can do about it no, I thought and started up the wooden staircase to her apartment. 

I reached the third floor and knocked on number 6.  Ms. Barrett opened the door.  She looked so fresh and put together against what must have looked like a wet mess in front of her.  My hair must have looked so scraggly from the downpour I just came from. 

“I’m sorry, it’s raining like crazy outside and I forgot my umbrella,” I said with droplets of rain dripping from the end of my drenched locks.  I didn’t know whether to come in, so I stood waiting for directions from my teacher.

“Oh my god, Anna, you’re soaked!  Let me get you a towel.  Here, take off your coat and shoes …” she left me outside her apartment as she dashed off leaving the front door open.  I could hear music in the background.  Down-tempo trip jazz.  Man, Ms. Barrett is fucking cool.

I took off my coat and thank goodness I had one on.  I was wearing a white t-shirt and even with a modest white camisole between it and my lace white bra, without the coat I would have made quite a scene for my hostess.  Still, my nipples were slightly erect from the cold and it showed even through the t-shirt, even if not wet to show my whole bosom - mounds, areolas, erect nipples and all. 

I was a bit embarrassed and tried to shake my shirt to make my nipples less obvious.  With the warmth of the foyer and her apartment, I shivered a little more, sending tingling micro-shocks through my body, giving me goose bumps and making my nipples even more erect.  I tried to shake the t-shirt more with one hand, as I kicked off my shoes and tried to take off my socks with the other hand.  I nearly lost my balance, which only added to my nerves. 

Great, I thought.  Fall over in her doorway.  That will make a great impression!

“Here you go,” Ms. Barrett reappeared with a huge, fluffy towel.  She handed it to me and I began to dry off the end of my hair, doing my best to hide my front with my erect nipples standing at attention.

“You must be freezing!  Do you want some coffee or hot tea?” she asked standing there, leaning against the doorframe.

“No, I’m fine.  It’s pouring like crazy outside!”  I didn’t know what to say.  She looked amazing in the doorway.  She was wearing a slightly worn pair of jeans that showed off her curves in all the right places and a button-down, crisp white shirt with the sleeves rolled up halfway up her forearms.  She was barefoot with beautifully manicured toe nails colored in a scarlet, boudoir red.  I wanted to kiss those toes and marvel at her feet …

“I know, why don’t you come in,” she stepped aside and opened her arms, motioning for me to come it to her apartment.  She seemed genuinely concerned about me, and I liked that.  I walked into her apartment - to the right was the main room with a dining room table and living area, the kitchen seemed to be to the right; to the left was a short, narrow hallway typical of the South End brownstones.  I could see a bathroom and two doors at the end of the hallway.  Bedrooms.  Gee, I wonder what her bedroom looks like?  My lustful mind wandered and I smiled a wicked smile on the inside.

“Here come on in … you’re the first one here.” She lead to me to the main room to the right and signaled to the living area.

“Have a seat,” she said as she went into the kitchen; I sat down as she began opening cabinets, the refrigerator and putting things together as she talked with me.  Her absence gave me a chance to pull myself together as we both wait for the other half-dozen or so club members to show up.

“So, I’m sorry I don’t have much to offer,” she said.  I could see her through the open to the kitchen, her toned midriff peeking out when she raised up to reach for something on a higher shelf.  I could feel a tingle in my crotch.  I rushed to get my hair towel-dried and combed the best I could.

“Oh, don’t worry Ms. Barrett, we’ll be fine.  We’re students - anything is better than those terrible burgers from the cafeteria!” 

I tried my best not to sound like a giddy school girl that I certainly felt like.  Here I was in the beautiful apartment of my high school teacher crush looking disheveled and suddenly feeling like this crush was something more lustful with each glimpse of her as she moved around the kitchen.

“Anna, dear call me Heather,” she said teasingly.  Heather, yeah she looked like a Heather.  Someone I could tickle with a feather.  Yep, full-on high school girl giddiness had set in. 

She came out of the kitchen with a wooden serving tray with two steaming mugs and an array of condiments.  She set them down on the leather ottoman in front of me and took a seat to the right of me, tucking her left leg under her rear, body turned towards me.  She rested her left elbow on the top of the sofa and ran her fingers through her silky thick black hair.

“O-o-o-kay,” I said nervously, “Oooo, it’s cold,” I said trying to mask my nerves with still being cold.

“It’s cold, Heather, Okay?” she said smiling and reaching out to me, her hand rested on my knee.  She shook it as if to shake my nerves lose.  Did she see that I was nervous?  Did she notice I couldn’t take my eyes off her?

“OK, Heather,” I smiled back at her.

Ms. Barrett’s shirt shifted a bit under her ample breasts, pulling the buttons taunt and giving a hint of her lace bra she wore underneath. My teacher never looked better, sitting here in a casual setting she made me feel more comfortable.

“Here have some tea,” she said.  “I can’t have you catching a cold.”  She motioned towards a cup of herbal tea on the tray and the assortment of sugars, honey and small shortbread cookies.  I took a sip of the tea

“Thank you, Heather.  I’m sorry I’m early but I’m glad I have some time to get myself together.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it, Anna.  It also gives us time to get to get to know each other, away from school.  You know you’re one of my favorite students,” she said as she wiped a wet lock of my hair from my face and back behind my ear.

What?  One of her favorite students?  This and her touch sent shivers down my tummy to my crotch area which was now aroused at being so close to my beautiful teacher.  Her touch was tender and caring, like that of a mentor - a sexy mentor.

“Really?  Wow, I had no idea.  To be honest, you’re my favorite teacher,” I said bashfully, trying - and I feared failing hopelessly - to keep the giddiness at bay.

“Really?  Thank you, Anna!  That’s really awesome to hear, especially from such a great student as you.”  She smiled.  I was swooning!

“To be honest,” Heather started, “I couldn’t say this in front of the others so I’m glad you made it here early.  Your poetry is exquisite.” She was still smiling; I was still swooning!  This was like a dream come true and the way she was talking with me was so full of care and honesty.  I felt close to her and even more I wanted to be closer.

“Really? I had no idea.  I mean, I just write down my feelings, but really Ms. Barr-” I caught myself, “Um, Heather it’s you.  You make it really easy for us, for me I mean to, uh … express myself.”  I was jittery and nervous now.  “I feel like you understand and that you don’t judge.”

“Oh Anna, no I’d never judge.  You or anyone.  I’m glad there’s something about me that allows you to be so open.  But it’s what’s in your heart that is allowing you be so open and so beautiful with your words.”

She leaned into me.  I wanted so badly for it to be because she wanted to kiss me.  The way she talked to me, about me made me feel even more at ease and attracted met to her more than ever.  I could feel my breast swell as she leaned into me as almost to whisper something to me.

“It makes you special, very special.” She said softly, gazing into my eyes.  Her eyes were emerald green and seemed to pierce right through me.  Could she see how much I wanted her?  My breast heaved again with my nervous breath.  My pussy moistened and my clit began to pulsate in rhythm with my heartbeats.

“Th-th-thank you, Heather,” I was blushing, embarrassed and taken back by this beauty I’d fantasized about from the first time I saw her when I was a sophomore walking into the main building the first day of school.  She was dressed in a form-fitting dress with heels that I grew to love, her hair twisted up in a bun with black-rimmed glasses that gave off this sexy librarian vibe. 

She was talking our crusty, old principal, Mr. Clifton.  I remember vividly walking in giggling with friends as we entered the building; a quick glance in her direction stopped everything for me.  It was then, glancing at her beautiful curves in that dress, that I knew I had a thing for girls, well women as I later discovered.  I felt in my head, heart and crotch feelings I’d never felt before.  Feelings I’d never felt with Chad, that was for sure.

And here was the woman who started all those feelings for me, telling me what an amazing poet I am and how she’s happy that we have this time together.  I was reading more into her admiration of me, but I knew it.  I knew she was being a good mentor but I let my mind wander anyway.  She was into me, at least at a certain level. 

Suddenly the doorbell buzzed.  Heather stood up, took the towel from me and started towards the intercom.  “Anna, seriously you’re a gift poet,” she said looking back at me.  I was flattered beyond words. 

“Hello?” she said into the intercom, tossing the towel down the hall towards the bedrooms.

“Hello Ms. Barrett?  It’s Lizzie, Rich and Cara and it’s raining like crazy out here!”  I could hear the group laughing with each other as they no doubt tried to each take cover until the tiny portico on the front porch of Heather’s building.

“Come on up!  Number 6, third floor.”  She said as she buzzed them up. 

I felt more at ease not only because my friends here heading up to Heather’s place, but because she really thought I had talent and appreciated my writing.  She was genuine and you could tell she meant it from the heart.  My crush suddenly developed into full-blow admiration mixed with lustful feelings for my teacher.

The group arrived at the front door with a knock and more laughing you could hear through the front door.

“Now it’s time we behave ourselves,” Heather said looking back at me with a wicked grin and wink of her eye.  If I didn’t know better, I’d think she was flirting with me.  Oh, wishful thinking, my sensible side said to myself.  She opened the door and invited the crew inside.

Everyone came in when the buzzer rang again.  Two more club members, Ariana and Rachel, were on their way up as the first crew made their way into the main room and found their seat. 

“Hey Anna,” said Cara, one of my best friends who I’ve known since we were in kindergarten together.  She sat next to me where Heather had been sitting only minutes earlier leaning into me to tell me what a wonderful poet the thinks I am.  I almost didn’t notice Cara. 

“Hey Cara, you all got caught in the rain too, I see”

“Yeah, it’s crazy outside.  What an awesome apartment Ms. Barrett has,” Cara said as she gazed around the place.  “Come!  Let’s check out her photos!”  She said grabbing my hand and pulling me up.

While Heather was taking care of the others, Cara and I wandered to the bookshelves around the living area.  She had photos from everywhere - London, Machu Picchu, the Pyramids of Giza, hiking through lush green trails of what looked like Thailand or someplace in Southeast Asia.  She was always with a group of friends, everyone looked like they were having fun romping around the world with their best girlfriends … wait …

“Anna, there are no guys in any of these pictures!”  Cara whispered to me in a scandalous tone.

“Oh my god, you’re right!”  I whispered back with a little giggle, noticing that in all the pictures there were only women.  And a variety of them, from super feminine to more butch and androgynous.  Wow, some of the ladies were gorgeous but you could always find Heather in the picture.  She stood out with her jet-black hair and her rocking body.

“Oh, my gawd, Anna, do you think Ms. Barrett is a … lesbian?!”

God, I hope so!  I thought to myself.  My mind raced to being with Heather again.  Her leaning into me and kissing me …

“It would appear that way!  But who knows maybe all the guys are back at the hotel in all these places, having beers and doing all their guys things.”

“Yeah, right Anna!  And I’m a bull-dyke lesbian who’s on her knees in all the pictures licking their pussies!”

Where did that comment come from?!  Cara and I had always been flirty with each other, even cuddling sometimes when we felt particular close, but her talking about eating pussy wasn’t something I’d heard her say before.  It took me by surprise, but a good surprise.  Maybe my friend had some dirty, little lesbian thoughts in her head too!

“Cara!  Where the fuck did that come from?!”  I said, playfully swatting her.  I hope she couldn’t tell that secretly I wish I was actually on my knees in those pictures, but in front of Heather only, pleasing her with my tongue while she enjoyed herself in whatever exotic destination we were in.

“C’mon, Anna.  There are no dudes on these vacations!  These are 100%, bona fide lesbian get-aways with some pretty hot lesbians, I might say!”

She was right.  There was no denying it - there were all-girls vacations with ladies who looked like they were having the times of their lives, sans men, and yes, some very hot.  Still, I couldn’t help wondering if Cara had some lesbian tendencies.  Suddenly I was looking at my childhood friend in a different light.

We moved around to other photos and all the same:  exotic locations, all girls, no guys, everyone having fun.  The more pictures I saw, the more I wanted to be a part of the groups of ladies Heather traveled with.  There were a few that were in almost every group picture Heather was in.  Is one of these Heather’s long-distance girlfriends?  I started to feel jealous.  But none of her travel partners seem to be in loving poses with her, which made me feel better.  Crazy thinking, I thought to myself.

“Ms. Barrett is really cool.  She travels everywhere … look, here’s one of her on the beach.”

Heather on the beach?  Damn, I’ve got to see this one.  I turned my head to the picture Cara was pointing to.  Fuck, she looked amazing.

Her toned body was in an orange bikini; she was walking from the turquoise sea behind her.  Her skin was tanned and dripping wet, snorkeling goggles and breathing tube were resting on her head and an enormous conch shell in her hand.  Her smile was beaming, but it was the way her suit clung to her body that had me captivated. 

You could tell there was no lining in her bikini - her nipples and ridges of her areolas were visible through the triangles that made of the top and the strip of curly black hair was noticeable through her drenched wet bikini bottoms.  Gazing at her in the photo, I tried to imagine Heather naked …

“Daaaamn, Ms. Barrett,” even Cara couldn’t deny how fucking hot she looked but I wondered if Cara was also referring to the outlines of her femininity that were clear through her skimpy bikini.

“Yeah, she’s smokin’,” that was the only thing I could think of saying without giving away that was becoming increasingly infatuated with Ms. Barrett.  With Heather.

Cara came up behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder as we both gazed at the hypnotizing picture of Heather.  She slowly wrapped her arms around my waist and I followed by wrapping my arms on top of her.  She slowly rocked me back and forth as we looked on at the photo.  Cara softly turned her head and lightly pecked my neck.

“Girlfriend, we should be taking vacations like this …” she whispered in my ear and kissed my neck again, only this time a little more sensual.

My friend and I have always been close and like I’ve mentioned before, even flirty.  But this was beyond flirty.  This was a sensual togetherness between Cara and me, between best friends who suddenly realized they enjoyed looking at the same beautiful female form in front of them.  We stood there, her arms wrapped around me, my arms resting on hers.  Her head on my shoulders, light cool breath grazing my neck. 

My crotch area began tingling again.  I don’t know if it was Cara or Cara teasing me while I was gazing at the photo.  God, I wanted to pull her bikini bottoms off and dive into her wet muff …

“What are you saying, Cara?”  I said to her as I turned to look at her.  I tried make it seem as though I had no idea what lesbian thoughts were and that I didn’t secretly want to be off on an all-girls vacation with lovely ladies, eating pussy all day long in far-off destinations.

“I don’t know; they all look like they are having so much fun.  And I mean, with no guys it looks like it would just be, I don’t know … a lot of fun.”

I could tell that she really didn’t know what she was feeling and that words weren’t coming out the way she wanted them.  I could tell she was wrestling with the thought going on an all-girls vacation like those vacations.  I could tell that she was intrigued, if still trying to sort out these newer feelings.  And I understood.

“Gawd, a trip with Chad or worse us with a bunch of other couples?!  Ugh, no thank you!” I said as we both laughed. 

She knew Chad as long as I did and knew that I was growing bored with him.  Only she didn’t know - and I was just discovering myself - that I was getting bored with guys in general.  

Even though we were probably too young to be taking - or affording! - trips like Heather and her girlfriends, still it was fun to think about going on trips around the world with only lovely ladies.  Hmmm, it sounded like heaven.  Pussy heaven.

“Oh, that was in the DR.  The Dominican Republic.”  Suddenly Heather was behind us.  She put one hand on Cara’s should and wrapped the other around her back and rested on my shoulder on the other side.  I loved her hand on my shoulder. She stroked it slightly, giving me shivers up and down my arm from her touch.

“Ladies, everyone’s here,” she said softly as she guided us back towards the group, “Ready to get started?”  We both nodded as we were pulled back from the head-swirling fantasies about fabulous all-girls vacations back to the Poetry Club meeting that Heather was hosting.  Everyone was ready with their latest writings.  I wanted to go back to the picture of my goddess in her wet see-through orange bikini on the Dominican beach ...

I couldn’t concentrate during our meeting.  It went on for what seemed hours, but each time I glanced up at the clock only 10 or 15 minutes would have passed.  Our group was made up of some really good writers and some very interesting people, but today I couldn’t keep my head or attention to their poetry readings or to anything but Heather.

I wanted to be a part of her life, more than a student or even a former student that I would be in a few weeks.  I wanted to know more about her.  I wanted to know if she was a lesbian, if any of those ladies were her girlfriend, if they spent their time on vacation between each other’s legs as much as possible …

My mind wandered to more scenes of Heather and me pleasuring each other with our fingers, our hand, our mouths and tongue … I imagined lapping my tongue across her pussy, using the full range of my head to lick from the base of the opening to her velvety channel all the way up to the fold of soft skin that lead up to her swollen, nubby clit.  Pleasing her in her bed, in her bathroom, on her dining room table.  Eating her out on her desk, tight skirt hiked up around her waist, panty-less crotch lost in my hungry mouth …

“Anna, you there?!” I blinked back to reality and saw the group all looking at me.  Lizzie had obviously asked me the question a couple of times with no response.

“Uh yeah, sorry my mind was just wandering … um … yeah, I was just thinking of a new thought for a poem, sorry what was the question?”

I was embarrassed that my thoughts of Heather’s cunt in my mouth took my complete attention away.  A new idea of a poem was the only logical distraction, at least for this group who had no idea where my thoughts really were, or how wet they had made me down there.

“Do you have a poem to share?”  Heather asked kindly, as if she knew her picture had an intoxicating effect on me and I needed gentle guiding back to the subject at hand.

“Um, yes I do,” I reached down to my bag to grab my phone.  I didn’t feel like reading my poem to be honest.  I really just wanted to go home and masturbate to the dirty thoughts that were running through my head.

I begrudgingly read my latest work of poetic prose to the group.  They listened intently as did Heather.  When I was finished the groups sat there for moment, so silent you could hear a pin drop.  Was it really that bad?

Then Rich broke the ice: “Wow.”  He said leaving his mouth wide open.  “Anna that was incredible …”

Incredible?  What was he talking about?  This silly poem?  The rest of the group started breathing again and giving me rounds of accolades. 

“Anna, that was awesome!” 

“Wow, I’m speechless!” 

“Profoundly moving!”

I was stunned.  Where was all this coming from?  We were all good writers and for the most part everyone really enjoyed each other’s poems but not like this.

“Anna, that was simply amazing,” Heather said with moving emotion as she held her hand to her chest as if to hold her heart as she spoke.  I lit up.  Heather liked it!  I felt overwhelmed with validation from my beautiful and sexy mentor.  I smiled broadly and bowed my head in a bit of embarrassment.

“Thank you,” I said bashfully, stroking my hair behind my ear.  “Thanks everyone, I’m so glad you liked it.  I didn’t realize it was that good.  Thank you so much!”

It meant a lot to have my peers’ thumbs-up, but nothing like having Heather give me and my work approval.  I looked her way as the next reader began introducing his work.  She smiled at me, nodded then looked away at the next reader.  My gaze lingered but she didn’t look back.  I felt a tinge of rejections. 

I wanted her to keep her eyes on me and to be lost in mine, thinking of the literary princess she has before her.  I wanted her to give herself to reckless abandonment and come to me, overwhelmed with the sweet words I just read to her and her group, and begin making love with me, gentle kisses and caresses that lead to … but I needed my mind to stay with the group.

The rest of the readings were wonderful.  Everyone really showcased their talents and with all of us graduating in a few weeks we all felt really close to each other.  There were eight of us seniors, but only six could make it today.  Though my head was not entirely there, it was a special afternoon with a special group of friends.  I was going to miss those in the group who were going out state for college.

After the last reader, Lizzie, finished with her poem and the group finished their discussions and socializing we all started gathering our things to head home.  It stopped raining and with the sun shining it was going to be a nice walk through the picturesque neighborhood.

Cara came up to me and whispered in my ear, “Hey girl, are you OK?  You seem a bit distracted, like you don’t want to be here.  You OK?”

“Oh hey, Cara.  Yeah, I guess I’m just not into it today …”

“Well, that was sudden, right as we started you went off into lala-land … wait a minute!”  She said, pulling back with wide eyes and covering her mouth as if to keep a secret inside.

“You’ve got the hots for Ms. Barrett!”  She squealed.  I was mortified.  I couldn’t let her know it was true.  I couldn’t let anyone know my secret lust for our English Lit teacher.

“What?!”  I said, trying to sound bewildered and shocked.  “What are you talking about?  Cara, that’s crazy!  I love Chad.”  I tried brush it off but Cara wasn’t having it.

“Oh c’mon, she’s fucking hot and so cool, and sorry missy you do not love Chad!  Even I know that!”  She was right on all fronts, but I couldn’t let my guard down.

“OK so Chad isn’t the love of my life, but neither is Heather!”

“Heather?!”  She whispered with a teasing inflection in her voice.  “Oh my god, you’re already on first-name basis!  You’re in love!  You’re in love!  You’re in love!” 

She kept whispered sexy little taunts about Heather until I had to playfully swat her arm to hush up. 

“Cara!”  I squealed looking around to see if anyone was listening to our secret sexy conversation.  “I am not and I do not have the hots for Ms. Barrett!  I’m just not -”

“Into it.  Yeah, yeah, yeah, you said that already.  OK so you don’t the hots for her,” she paused and looked around to Heather who was saying goodbye to a couple of the members, “... but I do.”

Cara’s admission hit me like a slap in the face.  I turned around to her with my mouth open in shock.

“Oh my god, Cara, seriously?!”  I said with an air of curiosity.  Now that she admitted it, I could be more open.

“Yeah, I mean I’m not really into girls, you know that,” I did.  Or at least I thought I did, but with this confession and her earlier hints of an all-girl vacation made me wonder about her.  And in a very good way!

“But I can appreciate a beautiful, smoking hot body and Ms. Barrett definitely has an amazing body!  But you, c’mon Anna, you’re into her, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t keep it back any longer.  I looked over at Heather and I nearly melted.

“Fuck, Cara I’m crazy about her.  What am I going to do?”

“Go for it, Anna.  She’s fucking hot and so are you.  Who cares about Chad.  You know that isn’t going to last past graduation.  But Ms. Barrett, or Heather?  Anna you have to go for it.”

“But what about her being out teacher and all?” I said hoping Cara would say the words I wanted her to say.  I was desperately wanting to have someone - anyone! - give me the green light to make a move on Heather.

“Anna you’re already eighteen, almost nineteen.  It’s totally fine.”

I stood there looking at Heather.  My breath was getting deeper and heavier as I watched her play hostess, taking care of guests and cleaning up.  Each time she bent over, I could feel my pulse rise and the blood rush to my lady parts, down there as I would catch a glimpse of the lace on her bra or a peek at her collar bone.

“Go get her, lover girl” Cara whispered in my ear as I was lost in the sight of Heather’s curves, her round breasts, her phenomenal body.  Cara pecked me on the cheek and whispered in a breathy, sexy voice right in my ear, “And tell me all about it …” the tip of her tongue flicked the inside of my ear. 

I turned to Cara and without thinking moved my mouth to hers and gave her a sweet, girlfriend peck on her lips.  She returned with a peck of her own, but with a tiny slip of her tongue.  I could tell from the sultry look in my best friend’s eyes that we would be continuing our little physical flirtations with each other very soon.  The thoughts made my head swirl and my panties wet.

But not today.  Today was about Heather and my mounting lust for her. 

The last of the poets left, including Cara who gave me a sinful wink and swat on my rear as she left.  I was there in Heather’s apartment as I was when I came over:  alone, with her and no one else.  She continued to tidy up while I sat on the sofa, turned to one side with my foot doubled up underneath me, waiting for her to return.

She came back and sat down next to me, just as she was before this time a little more laid back from having just hosted a half dozen teenagers in her apartment.  Her fingers stroked through her hair as she let out a sigh and smiled at me.

“Anna, you poem was breathtaking … what was your inspiration?”

To be honest the poem was about my faded feelings for Chad, but I didn’t want her to know I had a boyfriend.

“It’s about a love that faded away … I guess you could say I was partially inspired by real life events.”

“What love of yours faded away?”  She got right to the point, and though I was shocked it loved that she wanted to know me deeper.  I wanted to know her deeper; I wanted to know everything about her especially where on her body could I concentrate to please her?  Her clit?  Her nipples?  Her ass? 

“Oh, it’s embarrassing …” I said, shaking my head.

“Anna,” she said softly putting her hand on my knee, “it’s OK.  You can tell me.  I’m here for you …”

Her words were so soothing and her touch was electrifying.

“It’s just that now that I’m close to graduation, I can tell I’m growing apart from my boyfriends.  We’ve been together for a long time but it’s been fading for a long time too …”

“You have a boyfriend?”  Damn.  She knows.  She’s confirming.  Now she thinks I’m not into girls, that I don’t want to eat pussy, that I don’t want to eat her sweet, sweet pussy.

“If you can call it that …”

“What would you call it, then?” she asked, almost calling me out on my somewhat sarcastic answer.

“Well,” I looked at her green eyes and knew the answer, “I would call it over.  It’s over. It’s just …”

“Sad?” Heather asked.

“Noooo,” I said with my thoughts suddenly becoming clearer, “just different.  I’ve been with him for so long, it will be strange to be without him.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” she said with a smile and rested further into the sofa, “You’re going off to college and you’ll meet so many new people and have so many new experiences …” her words drifted off into what was becoming a lazy Saturday afternoon.

She looked over at me and smiles.  I was smitten but confused.  On one hand she seemed to be into me, and on the other she just seemed to enjoy the company of a young student who loved English literature. 

Heather must have noticed my confusions because she asked what was wrong.

“Oh nothing, I’m tired I suppose …”

“Is that what it is?” She asked inquisitively again, looking directly at me.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said trying to wiggle my way out of the conversation.  Heather already showed she could get me to reveal things, at this point I would tell her anything …

“You just seem somewhere else, like in the readings today you didn’t seem to be engaged.  When you read your poem you didn’t seem to realize the beautiful words you were sharing …”

She moved closer to me and put her hand on my thigh. 

“What’s on your mind, Anna … tell me …”

Her words were like a dream … How could I tell her that I had fallen in love with her in one afternoon?  How could I tell my teacher that all I wanted to do was to fall into her arms and make wild, passionate love to her?  That all I wanted was to drink up her womanly nectar as I pleased my teacher’s flower with my eager mouth and wicked tongue?

“Heather, I don’t know …”

“Tell me …” she moved closer and caressed my thigh a bit more.

“I’m crazy about you!” I blurted out. Oh my god, what did I just say?  There was no turning back now.  “I’ve had this thing for you, for the longer time it was just a silly schoolgirl crush, fantasies really …”

I was fumbling around with my words.  They were coming out like water from a faucet.  I was going on and on, talking fast and from one sentence to the next, tripping over my words.  Completely nervous mortified.

“Anna, it’s OK …” her soothing voice calmed me down.  She stroked my arm and gently put her hand on my cheek.  “It’s OK … It’s OK …” she stroked my cheek, then wrapped her arm around me, pulling me into her on the sofa.  I reclined into her arms; she embraced me and rocked me.

She began to talk, “Anna, you’re the most amazing student I’ve had.  You’re the type of student that every teacher dreams of and if we were at different places in our lives …” I could tell the build up to a big, fat “but” that was going to crush my fantasies. 

“... but you’re in high school and I’m your teacher.  Oh Anna, you don’t know how much I wish we were at different times …” her voice trailed as I sat up a bit to look at her.

“What do you mean?” I asked.  I didn’t know what she meant “different time”.

“Anna, I can’t be with you.  We can’t be together.”  She looked at me with woe in her eyes.  Was this for real?  Was I really in the arms of Ms. Barrett who was telling me in a roundabout way that she … wanted to be with me?  My pulse sped up, I could feel it in my chest and in my crotch.  My clit responded promptly and began pulsating again.

“You mean you … want to be with me?” I asked to be sure I wasn’t missing anything.

“God yes, Anna,” she said almost with a sigh of relief that she has finally been able to let out this secret, “the first time I saw you, I was instantly infatuated with you.  I’ve been wanting to be with you since the first time I saw you … you’re so beautiful and so sexy, but Anna we can’t …”

“Why not?  Heather I’m dying with lust for you,” I sat up and faced her, “that’s why I couldn’t concentrate today.”

“Anna, sweetie you’re too young!  I can’t do this!”

“But Heather I’m already eighteen. I’ll be nineteen in three weeks, the week after graduation.”

Her expression changed, “What?  You’re how old?” 

“Heather, I’m eighteen.  I started kindergarten when I was 6.  When you think about it, I’m really a college freshman!”

“Oh Anna,” she shook her head with a dreamy smile as she leaned into me, her mouth meeting mine, our lips open up to accept each other’s mouths in the others.  I reached up and embraced her as she wrapped her arms around my waist.

“Heather,” my voice muffled by our passionate kissing, her hands running over my face and through my hair, “I’ve wanted this for so long …” my voice trailed off as I dove deep again into her mouth with my wet kissing.

Her hands were running from my head down my back, and up again as she returned my steamy kissing with her eager mouth, taking a bit of control as she cupped one of my breasts.

“Anna, you’re such a sexy little vixen,” she said in a sexy, domineering voice, “I’ve wanted to fuck you for a very long time …” she looked down at me with lustful eyes that made me feel like she was going to eat me alive.  Her gaze pierced me, she continued to sensually run her hands all over my body.  Her touch was erotic and sent waves over me as I began to lose myself in Heather’s strong embrace and passionate union.

“Heather …” she dove in for a deep kiss that overwhelmed me, “I’m yours …” I gave myself to her.  I was putty in her hands.  She could do to me whatever she wanted.

And she took me.  First on the sofa, laying me down on my back and climbing on top of my on all-fours, never letting our mouths unlock.  She wrapped me with her body, one leg extended down one side of me, the other bent along the other side supporting her body as it gyrated and rocking against my helpless body underneath.  Her hands grabbed my wrists and pulled them high over my head and right up against the side of the sofa.

I was body was lost in her grasp and my mind was lost in her passion over me.  My head went hazy.  I devoured Heather’s mouth as best I could as I was nearly pinned down by her very strong but sensual and attentive body.  I wanted to kiss her deeper but I could only raise myself so far.  I wanted to run my hands all over her body and explore every crease, crevice, orifice, every opening, ever sweet spot, all her special places but my hands were hopefully under her hands grasp.

I was under her control and I loved it.  She could do what she wanted to me and I hoped she would do very scandalous, hot girl-on-girl, dirty things to me.  I could feel the moisture filling my hole and beginning to seep out into the crotch of my panties.  It wouldn’t be long before my panties would be soaked with the velvety, creamy discharge of my arousal.

I wrestled my legs under her only to have her move her extended leg up between mine until it her knee met my crotch.  She forcefully moved her knee left, then right to widen my legs.  She began to sensually massage my cunt with her knee, sending sparks of ecstasy through my body and making me kiss her with more heat and passion. 

Could she feel how wet my panties were now?  Can she feel how erect my clit is?  My sex button was now throbbing against my panties, I could feel my nub rub up against her massaging knee.  I could feel myself swell up towards a climax that was surely to be an intense one.

“Heather … I’m … I’m …” I was lost in all of her and couldn’t find the words I wanted to say.

“Don’t say anything, my pet …” she dove into my mouth again while driving her knee into my crotch, finding my pumping clit and massaging it by rubbing her knee up and down on the outside of my pants.  I gasped under her kiss with new heightened pleasure and relinquished myself even more to my skilled and experienced lover.

“Tell me, my pet …” she whispered in my ear, then nibbled on the lobe.  My swirling thoughts were nothing more than darts of images in my brain.  Pet, I was her pet.  The thought of being hers had me almost exploding there, squirting at the touch, kiss, words and fantasies with my lover, fully clothed.

“Yes, Ms. Barrett …” I don’t know why I called her by her title but being under her control it just came naturally.  Like this, under her hot body, pinned down as her pet, she was Ms. Barrett.  Sitting on her sofa taking poetry and such, she would be Heather.

“Tell me …” she breathed into my ear causing me gasp again, “tell me, do you fantasize about me?”  She dove into my neck, kissing and nibbling at it passionately, still holding me down.  I was helpless and would have told her my deepest darkest secret.  I think I was about to …

“Yes,” I said breathlessly, eyes closed, submitting myself to Ms. Barrett more with my answer.

“What have you been thinking?  Have they been naughty thoughts?”  She continued to nibble and kiss my neck making it difficult to collect my thoughts.

“Yes, Ms. Barrett …” I struggled to think and speak.

“Tell me …” she whispered in my ear, “tell me what you’ve been thinking …”

She let up a little on the neck kissing to allow me to tell her my thoughts but kept her knee massaging my clit gently but deliberately.

“I always wanted … to… ahhhh … I always wanted … to eat your pussy … I mean, I want to eat your pussy …”

“Details, my pet … I know you want to each my pussy and sweet vixen of mine; you have no idea how much I want to tease and pursue your kitten … but tell me the details of your fantasy ...”

Ms. Barrett continued with her neck kissing and clit rubbing as I began to speak of my go-to fantasy … the one I use when I’m pleasuring myself, when I’m stimulating the tip of my clit with spit-lubricated fingertip … the one fantasy that always makes me cum …

“When you wear your heels and one of your form-fitting skirts … it drives me wild …” Her working my body with hers mixed with the fantasy kept my pussy juices flowing, helping her knee massage my clit more creating a perfect storm of sexual feelings and desire …

“Yes, my pet …” my clit jumped at being called pet.

“It makes me wet on those days … and I dream about being in the classroom with you after school’s out and everyone’s gone … I dream about you leaning up against your desk … you standing there and me, us alone in the room … I crawl up to you and kneel in front of you … “

Her neck kisses started getting more passionate, her knee started to grind more forcefully against my stiff clit.  She took one of her hands away from my wrists above my head, it went immediately to the buttons on my pants and in one flick, open the button and had my pants unzipped.

She started gyrating me again, causing me to gasp more and more.  Her hand hurriedly reached down my pants and under my panties, past my cut and straight into my velvety hole that was filled with creamy lubricant that she used to finger fuck me with two fingers.  My creamy cum coated her fingers and ran down her hand.  My back arched and my hips found their groove along with her skilled fingers.  I felt like I was gushing.  I was in orgasmic bliss.

“My god, you’re so wet.  Anna, you’re going to make me lose control … Go on … I’m leaning on the desk,” she said under her neck kisses and finger banging.

“And I crawl up to you … on my knees … I lift your skirt with my hands … you’re wearing a garter but no panties …”

“Hmmm … no panties … that just sounds so nice … “

“You widen your legs and I begin to lick you … lick your precious pussy … oh, Ms. Barrett … I want to lick you right now … in my fantasy I lick you for hours …”

“Hmmm … pet, you’re such a good licker …” she said joining in my fantasy.

“I love licking you, Ms. Barrett … I crave it …”

“Lick me so more, my pet.  Please your teacher … lick her cunt until she comes …”  she continued to kiss me with such passion and her fingers were finding their way around to all my sensitive spots inside my sex.  She knew where to go and when she found a spot, she was relentless in working it until I was having orgasm after orgasm.

“Oh, Ms. Barrett … I lick you in my fantasy, your cunt, your clit, your opening … I massage your pussy with my fingers … I only want you to come, I only want to please you in my fantasy … Ms. Barrett, I’m going to cuuuum … “

She slid her fingers from my soaking wet pussy that halted my near explosion temporarily.  She brought them up to my mouth and put them inside.

“There - lick my fingers.”

I did exactly as I was told, tasting myself on her fingers licking them clean.  I sucked on her middle finger to simulate what I wanted to do to her clit which surely had to be as erect at this point as mine was.

Was a bit calmer as she lay there on top of me, one hand still above my head now holding my two wrists and the other hand playfully teasing my mouth with her fingers. 

“I saw you and Cara looking at the photo of me in the DR.  Did you see something there you liked?”  She asked with a coy grin, like she already knew the answer.

“Uh, huh …” I muffled still sucking on and licking her fingers.

“What was it my pet?”

She took the fingers from my mouth and began unbuttoning my shirt

“Your bathing suit didn’t leave much to the imagination …”  I flashed a cute smile and batted my eyelashes in a flirtatious gesture.

“Oh yeah, tell me …” I could tell she like to hear sexy stories.  I wondered if she like talking dirty …

“Coming out of the water I could see the outline of your nipples and you bikini bottom.” I hesitated as I remembered how you could make out the curly black hair of her pubic region, “… I could see the outline of your muff …”

“How did that make you feel?”  She wanted to know it all!

“I wanted to go down on you like never before …” I admitted to her, looking at her intently.

“Do you want to see it?”

“Your bathing suit?” I asked a little confused.

“No, silly girl!  This …” and with that she released me, stood up and almost as quickly as she had undone my pants, hers were off.  She stood there with her legs slightly apart to expose her womanhood that was marked with a small tuft of black curly hair in one strip, a landing strip, above the outer folds.

“Oh my god.“

It was more beautiful than I imagine or fantasized about.  Her cunt was perfect.  She widened her legs more, partially exposing the treasures that were hidden by the fleshy outer petals of her delicate flower.

“Yes, that …” instinctually I crawled off the sofa and within a few feet I was at Ms. Barrett’s feet on my knees with her perfect pussy in front of my face.  I had fantasized about this moment for so long, never thinking it would come true and here I was taking in the feast of femininity that was right before me.  I breathed in deeply to take in her scent, her unique womanly scent.  I was instantly addicted.

“May I lick you please, ma’am?” I asked obediently with my hands on my thighs.

“Anna, you are going to make a wonderful little pet of mine!  Yes, you may lick me …”

She widened her legs even more and stood there in a strong stance, with her hands on her hips.  As moved my face closer to her apex, she closed her eyes and tilted her head back.  I went to work.

My tongue knew instantly where to go. I first took the tip and ran it up and down her slit, from the base of her opening near her anus puckering up over the opening, swirling it around the petals around her clit area and finally up and around her swollen clit. 

She moaned in approval, taking her hands from her hips and opening her pussy lips wider to welcome my ravenous mouth more to her sweet center.  Her pink flesh was spread open, revealing her silky and well wet pussy. I marveled at the sight before me and squirmed in eager anticipation at how she must taste.

I flattened my tongue and began with to lap up her pussy from front to back, gazing up at my teacher to be sure she was enjoying my efforts.  She tasted amazing, more than I imagined.  Her distinct flavor of sweetness covered my tongue and her juices filled my mouth; I greedily gulped down her sweet juices.  I had gone down on a few girls, but nothing was like this.

She took her hand from her pussy lips and placed them at the back of my head, pushing it deeper into her cunt.  Her hips pivoted up slightly to give my mouth more pussy to work with my tongue.  She pushed my head in harder and moaned my name again and again … my own cum was accumulating and running down my leg, my pants still have off from the finger banging I received just minutes earlier.

“Suck my clit!”  She demanded

I wrapped each hand around her thighs and stood up a bit on my knees; it was going to be a workout for my quads but it was worth it to do as my teacher commanded.  I moved my face into the folds around her clit; my mouth found her hard, erect clit and immediately started to suck her button rhythmically and deeply. 

“Oh Anna, my pet …” she moaned under the sloppy noise of my sucking.  Her hips started to buck, making it more difficult to maintain the areas I was concentrating on.  She didn’t seem to mind or even notice.  She held tight to the back of my head as I lapped more at her pussy while her legs begin to shake on either side of me.  Her shaking increased and her whole body started to shutter.  She stood above me looking like she was going to lose her balance.  I continue sucking on her magnificent pink button to bring her close to cumming, hopefully all over my face.

My legs were aching from sitting up on them, not entirely up or entirely down.  I didn't mind. I just wanted to stay between her legs, working my tongue on her clit between my sucking. 

“Anna you suck my clit soooo good …” she moaned.  This excited me more and more.  I was soaking wet in my crotch, my clit was pulsating and my pussy was aching to be touched, but still I wanted to please my teacher, to make Heater come, to show Ms. Barrett what a good student I was.  I sucked harder; she responded with more moans. 

I began flicking the tip of her clit that was fully in my mouth with my tongue - at first a bit slow then I sped up my tongue.  Ms. Barrett gasped, lifting one hand off my head to squeeze one of her breasts through her shirt.

I flicked faster and began shaking my head rapidly from side to side, adding to the stimulation my mouth was giving to her cunt.  My mouth was uncontrollably lapping at her pussy, then sucking on her clitoris, then shaking back and forth, working all around her pussy driving her to the edge and sending me there as well.

Her pussy was so sweet, her taste to distinct.  I was intoxicated and lost in the juices and heat of her womanhood. I couldn’t get enough of her and continued to lap, suck, lick and shake my head with my tongue out to run rapidly over the entire area of her womanhood.  She reacted with shakes and quivers.  It made me happy and proud at the same time - so happy to be fulfilling my fantasy, so happy to be licking the object of my crush, ecstatic and a little proud of myself for bringing her to the brink.

“Anna, I’m going to cum … you’re going to make me cum …” she shuddered as she spoke, about to fall over from the weakness my tongue on her clit caused.

I worked my mouth harder and faster … it didn’t matter to me that I wasn’t going to cum.  It was all about her, besides she finger-fucked me like I’d never been finger fucked before, that was enough.  That and her perfect pussy that was dripping down my chin, her sweetness glazing my face and chin.

I grabbed her legs harder and pushed up deeper into her crotch, this time pushing my tongue deep inside her velvety channel.  I’d never tongue fucked anyone before and with my tongue exploring the opening of her hole, I have no idea why.  With my chin and head, I pumped my tongue in and out of her hole, sending shockwaves through Ms. Barrett’s body. 

I released one thigh and began to flutter her clit with my four fingers of my freed hand as I continued to ravage her kitty with my tongue. I was acquiring skills as I was going along and seem to be doing something right.  With the fluttering from my fingers and the tongue fucking I was giving her, she tightened up and her moans grew stronger and louder.

“Anna … I’m cumming …” she cried out as she gasped, clasping both sides of my head and she thrusted her hips one last final time into my face before a wash of sweet liquid came pour over my face and into my mouth.  Her cum was warm and smooth, and I opened my mouth readily to take as much of it in as I could.  She cried out again, this time calling my name again and again and again.

“Oh Anna, Anna, Anna … fuuuuck …” she was still squirting and I was still lapping and sucking, this time feverishly as she her sweetness gushed out.  I wanted every sweet drop and did my best to lick it all up and her clean.  I wanted her to keep squirting; I wanted it all in my mouth, to drink and guzzle her juices down. 

I reached down to my crotch and to my surprise I wasn’t just wet, I was drenched.  During the amazing oral I had just given Ms. Barrett I must have squirted all over myself!  I was so turned on, but more than that I was so incredibly satisfied at having gone down on Ms. Barrett, on Heather. 

She wobbled back from me and walked back over the sofa and plopped down in total satisfaction.  Pantless but with her white button-down shirt still on, she sat that with her legs open and her worked-over pussy there for me to see.  I was will kneeling there but shifted around so I could see her beautiful face.  Seeing her there pantless on the couch, exhausted from sexual satisfaction that I had just given her, Heather looked amazing.

“Come over here, my pet.  My beautiful, amazing and very skilled pet,” she said playfully as she patted the sofa, signaling me to come over to her.

“Anything for you Ms. Barrett,” I said willfully as I crawled over to her, sat next to and curled up with her.

“Heather,” she said as she cradled me in her arms and gently kissed my head, “call me Heather but when we’re fucking, you can call me Ms. Barrett.”

“OK, Heather … that was amazing … I hope you enjoyed it.”

“Anna, darling, you are more amazing than I imagined you’d be.  You and I are going to have so much fun; you have no idea!”

She turned to me, tilted my head up by my chin and gave me a passionate, full-bodied kiss.  My head began to swirl again as she laid me down again, kissing me passionately, rubbing my body and reaching into my pants until she found my slick and moist clit … and we started all over again …


Book Three – More Than Roommates:
First Time College Lesbians

[image: ]

Introduction

Brittany and Andrea have been best friends and roommates since the first semester.  Now at the beginning of their second semester the two roommates realize that their bond goes beyond friends and their feelings are first time for these two who are now more than just roommates!


“Oh my god, we look so hot!” 

Andrea, my roommate squealed as she stood behind me with her head on my shoulder as we both looked into the mirror.  And we did - we looked hot!  We were both wearing jeans - ripped in just the right places!  I was in a V-neck semi-see-through white t-shirt with a black push-up bra.  Andrea was in a crisp white button-up blouse - her supple breast created picture-perfect cleavage just above the buttons that just barely kept the shirt together.

“We do!” I said, half squealing myself, “We look smokin’ hot!”

“I can’t wait!  Hurry up, Brittany!” she said as she bounced away and headed into the bedroom of our college suite.  I put the final touches on my hair and gave it another douse of hairspray, touched up my lips and joined her in our shared dorm room.

Andrea and I had known each other since we first started college the previous semester.  We met during orientation when we were unloading our parents’ cars and discovered as we walked together to the same residence hall that we were roommates.  She had this easy way about her and we got along great from the start.  When we walked into our room that day, it was like we’d been friends forever.  BFFs from the start and we’ve been so ever since.

And she’s gorgeous.  She’s Latina with the most gorgeous raven-colored hair that hangs just below her shoulders, green eyes and the most inviting smile surrounded by the most kissable lips.  I found myself appreciating her lips like I’d never done so with a woman before.  She never needed to wear lip liner or even lipstick; her full lips were perfect “au naturale” no matter what she was wearing.  She had the kind of beauty where she looked fabulous not matter when - she could literally roll out of bed and look like she spent hours to look that good.

Andrea also didn’t know how beautiful she was.  She would walk around our room in the tiniest of camisoles and thong panties as if she was walking around fully clothed.  A brisk morning would perk her nipples up and press them against the soft cotton of her top.  Sometimes she would bend over, facing away from me, where I could see the roundness of her full butt and take a peak between her mocha-colored thighs.  It would shoot feelings to my lower abdomen and ‘down there’ that I’d never felt before from looking at a woman.

Sometimes I wondered what her mounds felt like on those cool mornings, how her firm erect nipples would feel being fluttered between my fingers and I fanned my hand back and forth, across her nipples … one hand on of Andrea’s breast, the other hand on the other breast.  I wondered what her face would look like if I played with her nipples and massaged her mounds …

I’ve never thought of myself as lesbian or bisexual, but Andrea was truly the only woman who has made me have sexy feelings for another woman.  It was shocking to me at first. 

“I’m not a lesbian!”  I thought at first.  But then I realized that she had a beauty that anyone, of any gender or orientation or anything, would appreciate.  It’s just that my appreciation for her made my pussy ache and my clit throb.

Oh well, as long as I keep this to myself, I would think back to myself.  Then it’s ok.  I’m not a lesbian. 

Besides I loved guys and I loved having sex with guys.  At least I thought I did.  But I’d never really tried anything else, so how did I really know?

Beyond her beauty and how fucking sexy I found my roommate; she was also one of the coolest people I knew.  Everyone liked her and guys adored her.  She flirted relentlessly with them and though they would shower her with attention, Andrea never gave in.  It drove them mad, and she loved it. 

But Andrea wouldn’t have any of them.  She wasn’t interested in them at all. 

“Los pequeños,” she would say while flipping her hand like she was brushing them away.  “We don’t need those little boys,” she would say.

And she was right - they were like little boys. 

Still, we were in college, so admittedly I gave in to many of los pequeños because as our suite mates - Kelsey and Tiffani - would say, “A girl’s gotta eat!  And be eaten!”  So, I fucked a lot of them.  And though fucking these guys was more like going through the motions, they did scratch an itch. 

Andrea would leave a lot of the weekends to visit her parents in Florida.  She came from a wealthy South American family who now live on Key Biscayne, one of the islands off the coast of Miami.  She always talked about the guys she would go out with on Miami Beach, so I assumed that she too was giving into Dade county’s version of los pequeños too.

Today I was lucky:  we were invited to a small party at one of the better, “buenos hombres” fraternities on a Thursday night to watch our school’s team play our rival team.  Andrea was leaving again this weekend but tonight we were going out together - we loved going out together and I was excited!  There was something about starting another semester with Andrea that made me so happy, like something special was going to happen.

“Brittany!  Mi amor!  Are you ready yet?” she called from our room.

“Si, coming!  Just give me one … more … second,” I put the gave my hair one more once-over with the hair spray, looked at myself in the mirror and gave myself a nod of approval.  Damn, I did look good!

I was no Andrea, but years of swimming paid off with a slim, athletic body.  And my blond hair and blue eyes let me get away with a lot more that I probably should have along the years! 

I turned and went into the room, twirling around in front of her.

“What do you think?”  I asked, batting my eyes as her.

“You look hot!  Brittany you have such a hot body, I never told you that but I’ve been envious of your body for a long time.  You look really good, and I really mean that.”  She leaned back on the bed, propped up by her elbows.  She playfully kicked her legs and gave me a coy look.

“You do.  You’re a very attractive girl.  If I wasn’t … if we were being …” she trailed off with a sinister grin on her face as she licked, then bit her lip.

I was taken by what she was saying.  She looked like she could eat me alive and sitting back on the bed, she looked so fucking hot I could eat her alive.  Was she flirting with me?  I was stunned, but I loved it.  For a second there I swore our eyes met and for a second both of us thought to forget the party and grab each other in passionate embracing, kissing and rolling around in bed … my mind came back when she suddenly hopped off the bed.

And what about me?”  She spun around, stopping on front of me with her hands on her hips and chest pushed out.  My heart skipped a beat and my girly parts were starting to take notice with blood rushing to my now aroused crotch area.

“Damn, girl!” I called back, and I wasn’t lying.  Damn, she looked hot.  It was one of those cool days back at school for the school semester.  January, thank you for the chill that you bring and thank your dorm room for having not-so-great insulation! 

Her nipples perked up and were pushing to get out of the tight white shirt she was wearing.  It pressed the light blue lace bra she was wearing.  Her hands on her hips only accentuated her hourglass figure and her snug jeans were tight around her thighs; I could only imagine how they must have made her round ass look …

“Let’s go!”

We grabbed our things, shoved them in our purses, threw on our winter parkas and headed out the door.  The fraternity house was only a couple of blocks away so we walked through the cold January air, huddled together to keep warm.  We were cheek to cheek as we scurried along the sidewalk towards the first street of off-campus housing, the turned right on the second and practically ran into the house to get out of the cold. 

For the most part the party was boring.  We talked with a few guys and tried our flirting game with some of them, but like most college guys they were glued to the game and would get easily distracted.  Andrea and I found our way to the beer and grabbed a couple.  There were some nerdy guys pretending to be interested in the game.  We tried flirting with them, but they were too shy to talk to us.  I didn’t blame them.  Looking at Andrea who would think even the average guy would. 

We wound up talking to a few of them and drank our beers there was nothing going on and our team wasn’t doing well so no one was in a good mood.  After a couple of beers, we looked at each and both knew it was time to leave.

“What a lame party,” I said as we grabbed our coats and started bundling up for the cold walk back to our dorms. 

“I told you, mi amor,” she said looped her arm in mine as we walked out the front door, “these are little boys and honestly, Brit I’m tired of them.”

Despite having lived most of her live in the US, she still had a little Spanish accent that made her even more adorable than just her drop-dead beauty. 

“I don’t know, me too I guess.  But what else is there?  All the guys here are the same.”

“Oh honey, you don’t know what you’re missing!” She said with a wink.  I opened the door and we headed outside cheek-to-cheek again through the cold towards our residence hall.

What did she mean by that?  It seemed like she was flirting with me, at least that’s what I wanted it to be, and I was thrilled.  I loved that we were huddled together as we walked quickly down the sidewalks.  I loved that we giggled and laughed the whole way home.  But flirting with me?  I thought I should stop thinking like that.  It was wishful thinking; my fantasy and I should just leave it at that.

But what did she mean by I didn’t know what I was missing?  There was one thing I knew for a certain I was missing and it was her in my arms as we rolled around on the bed!  There was a huge part of me that wanted to know what a woman’s touch felt like, what a woman tasted like, what it felt like to caress a woman’s body … but I kept those feelings to myself.  Especially when it came to Andrea.  We were roommates and good friends.  I wouldn’t want to jeopardize either of those.

Still my mind wanted her to be thinking the same things about me. 

We finally made it back to our dorm room.  Neither of us were ready to call is a night.  It was far too earlier and we both spent too much time getting ready and looking good.  We both plopped down on our beds on either side of our small room, facing and looking at each other as if to say, what next?

“Let’s do shots!  I have a bottle of Aguardiente!”  She said, taking off her parka and then looking through her closet.

“What’s agua … what is that?”  I asked; I’d never heard of that.

“Mi amor, it’s the fantastic drink from Colombia,” she said from deep within her closet, voice muffled, “it’s like Sambuca or ouzo but better!”

She reappeared from her closet hold a bottle of clear liquor in her hand high.

“Here it is!  Now get some cups!”

We grabbed two cups and she poured a small amount in each.

“Salud!” she said holding her cup up.

“Ching-ching!” I said tapping my plastic cup to hers simulating the clinking of proper glasses.

I down the liqueur.  It was sweet and sharp tasting at the same time.  Like ouzo but smoother, but definitely strong.

“Damn!” I said as I shook my head at the shock of the liquor in my system.

“Another!” she said and poured another shot, this time a little bit more.

“OK, let’s do it!”

We downed the second shot and she got up to turn on some music.

“Now we are going to have a good time like we have back home!”  She said turned on some contemporary salsa and began to dance.  She danced perfectly to the beat of the music, swaying her hips and moving her body to the sexy salsa sounds.  She looked so hot and the music made her look even sexier.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her sexy dancing.

She gazed back at me smiling and blew me a kiss.  We cracked up laughing as the liquor on top of the beer started to hit us.  Neither one of us were heavy drinkers so a few beers and shots were enough to get us giddy and laughing like silly school girls.

“One more shot, mi amor!  Then I’m going to teach you how to dance salsa!”

She danced her way over to me smiling a devilish smile, music playing the background.  She poured a large shot for each of us and grabbed my hand to pull me up.  I was standing right in front of her as she continued to dance, this time her body contacting mine as she put her arm around my waist and held her cup up that was in her other hand.

“Here’s to us, Brittany,” she said softly, looking into my eyes.  “Here’s to the best friend a girl could ever have or want ...”

“I’ll drink to that,” I said back to her, looking into her beautiful eyes.  I could have kissed her right then.  We both tossed back the large shot and grimaced at the sting in the back of our throats.

“Now dance with me!”

Andrea grabbed me completely by my waist and proceeded to try and teach me to salsa.  As soon as I started to get it, I would lose the beat and step on her toes or move in the wrong direction.  We fumble made us laugh even more.  The more we danced the more the alcohol was hitting us and the more I fumbled.  Before we knew it we were practically falling over each other, laughing uncontrollably, and on that fine line between serious tipsiness and being drunk.

The more we fumbled around, the more we would embrace each other or ‘accidentally’ touch the other ones’ breast, or sneak a butt squeeze in.  We were full-on flirting and giggling as we did.

Our laugh-filled flirty turned to full-on caressing as the music suddenly went to a beautiful Spanish ballad.  We swayed back and forth in each other’s arms and caressed each other with our foreheads leaning against each other.

“I think I’m getting dizzy,” I said closing my eyes.

“You make me dizzy, Brittany,” I was stunned!  I made her dizzy?  Surely it was the booze speaking, but she continued, “I know we’re a little drunk but you’re so fucking hot and I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

In one fluid movement, she took my face by her hands and kissed me passionately on the mouth.  Instantly and instinctively my mouth opened and accepted her sensual tongue inside.  Her mouth massages mine as her tongue met and danced with mine in a passionate lock that took me by surprise and sent my mind sailing.

I kissed her back with eagerness, the alcohol had erased any qualms I had earlier and I realized I wanted this for so long. 

“Andrea, I …” I tried to say under her powerful kiss.

“Don’t say anything, mi amor,” she continued to kiss me but moved one hand to my waist and pulled me in closer.  She took her other hand and while still kissing me, cupped my breast and began to gently massage it.  Her touch was electrifying and send tingles down my belly to between my leg, causing me pussy to ache as it had so many times before when thinking of being intimate with Andrea.

“Do you want this, Brittany?” she whispered in a sexy breath in my ear before continuing to kiss me.

“Yes …” I tried to say under her kisses, “Yes … I want this …”

Still embracing and kissing me, she walked me backwards over to her bed.  I nearly fell back when I reach the edge, but instead she stopped kissing me and lightly pushed me back.  I was so dizzy from the shots, the dancing, the caressing and kissing that the lightest touch or blow of wind would have knocked me over.  I felt like I was in a dream, a wonderful dream where I was about to do some amazing things I’d never done before.  Things I’d only fantasized about before …

With the Latin love song still playing, Andrea slowly started to take off her shirt as if to do a private striptease for me.  She unbuttoned each button to reveal her full breast in her lacey light blue bra, and after the last button she pulled it off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground below her.  She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, pulled the straps off the should the other direction and let the bra fall in front of her. 

She stood there with her beautiful bare mounds in front of me sitting on her bed.  My clit began to pulsate at the sexy sight standing there.

She leaned over the bed and took my mouth again with hers as she laid me down.  I wrapped my arms around her has I laid back on her bed and slid my legs up on top. 

She followed me by crawling on top of me kicking her shoes off in the process, intertwining her legs with mine and gyrating her whole body on top of mine.  My body followed her rhythm as we embraced each other from our mouths to our arms, to our bodies, to our legs, even our toes played with each other - our entire bodies were enveloped in each other’s.

Our breath began to get heavier and the room seem to spin more in bliss and ecstasy.  I leaned up, still heavily locked in her mouth’s embrace, and began to pull my shirt up out of my jeans.  He firm breasts against my chest was too much for me to take.  I practically ripped my t-shirt off, exposing my B-cups in the black bra I hoped would attract the attention of someone - only I thought earlier that someone would be one of the frat boys from the boring party.  I laughed a little to myself, thinking how much more fun I was having and was about to have with my hot roommate!

“My god, you’re gorgeous …” Andrea said at the sight of my sexy black bra.

“Thank you,” I answered bashfully; I reached my head up to kiss her again.  I was flattered beyond words.  Andrea, the gorgeous Latina beauty everyone was crazy about, said I was gorgeous!  She reached behind me and in one flick, opened my bra and pulled it off.  She leaned again, laying me back down on the bed this time our breast touching each other, our nipples teasing each other.  With each pass of her nipples across mine as she resumed her sensual gyrations and body grinding sent tiny shockwaves across my body.

I pulled her in with my arms around her and explored her body with my hands.  She laid on top of me, still passionately kissing my mouth, dipping her tongue in and out of my mouth to simulate her tongue going in and out my lady parts - a thought that made me wet and my button pulsate even more, pumping into a clitty erection.  I wanted her tongue down there.  I wanted to feel her on my wetness, to feel her tongue glide across my pussy to penetrate in and out just like she was doing to my mouth. 

As her hands explored my body, one found its way to my belt buckle and began to unbuckle the belt and fiddle with the button to my jeans.  I laid there helpless, eager to feel her hands but bashful to show her how much.  I wondered if this was how she really felt. 

Did she really want to go down there?  To a place I would tell guys was the point of no return?  Is Andrea a lesbian or bisexual?  Or is this the alcohol doing this? 

I could tell the heat of our dancing and making out was sobering me up, not that I was that drunk to start off with.  I wanted so badly to go on with her but I didn’t want this to be an alcohol-influenced moment.  For some reason, for feelings that were new to me, I wanted intimacy with Andrea more than anything but I wanted it to be special. 

“Drea,” I said pulling away from the steamy making out we were doing, “I … I want … I don’t know … I don’t want to …”

I couldn’t find the words. Continuing and seeing where this was leading to is all I wanted to do, but I didn’t want to regret it, or worse have her regret it the next day.

“You don’t want to do this,” she asked me with a bewildered look on her face.

“More than anything, my god, you’re amazing and I’m so turned on!”

“Are you wet …” she asked playfully, bending down to nibble on my ear.  My whole clit are throbbing at this point; I imagined her nibbling on my clit like she was teasing my earlobe …

“Yessss,” I said dreamily with my eyes shut.

“Then what’s the problem, mi amor?” she whispered in my ear, then teased it with the tip of her tongue as her hand continued to fiddle with the button my jeans finally freeing it from the button hole on the other side. 

She slid the zipper down slowly … my breath deepened and slowed down as I anticipated her fingers finding their way to the fold of my womanhood and slid across the opening of my pussy, lubricated with my own wetness.

She had me where she wanted me and where I wanted her; I could barely think much less speak.

“I don’t want us to do this only because we’ve been drinking … I … I want this to be special …” I managed to put my hand on hers as she finished unzipping my pants.  She lifted her head and looked at me with wide-opened eyes.

“Brittany, I’ve wanted you for so long … we’ve had some drinks but I’ve wanted to do this with you long before tonight … you’re my best friend and so special to me.  I want this to be special too.”

With that she leaned again, kissing my neck passionately and slipping her hands under my panties and down my lower abdomen.  Under her kiss I gasped at her words and her erotic touch on my skin.  Her fingers teasingly explored and felt their way to my muff, just above my cunt.  The further down they explored, the wetter I got and the more my clit throbbed for it to be touched and played with.

I could do nothing but lay there, with my arms limp at side.  This was it, I thought, my first time having a woman’s touch, the first time making out and being intimate with a woman and with Andrea, no less!  She was even more beautiful hovered over me, her black locks falling as she tilted her head from side to side, kissing me and running her fingers through my hair, her arm propping up her body. 

I kissed her back, in sync with her rhythmic kissing.  I managed to wrap my arms around her torso and neck and opened my legs wider to make it easier for her fingers to find what they were looking for.  Her fingers twirled the black tuft of hair the marked my cunt.  I tried to keep myself neat coiffed down there and thankfully for my current sexy situation, I had just shaved and trimmed my pubes into a sexy landing strip. 

She rested her forefinger on the first folds of my outer petal, just above my throbbing clit.  Instantly my pussy wetted ever more, by this time having creamed the crotch of my panties nicely.  She finger massaged the area bringing me to near climax - partly out of anticipation, mostly out of the amazing feeling that had consumed my entire body but was concentrated in my crotch area. 

She let her finger slid down further until it found my silky wet bead that was pulsating out from under its hood.  She mere touch of her fingertip to my clit sent erotic charges out through my body like a sunbeam radiating from my most sensitive spot.  I let out a moan of ecstasy under her relentless kissing and arched my back in pleasure as she slowly and deliberately slowly circled the tip with her forefinger, then her middle finger, and back again and again - teasing and pleasing me to a new level of bliss I’d never experienced before.

My jeans here tight and even when fully unzipped and open didn’t offer much room for her fingers to work, but it didn’t matter.  Andrea was a precision clit worker, able to find the most sensitive areas between the gentle folds of my labia and all around my sex button that was responding to her touch with stronger pulses and added sparks through my body.  She was bringing me closer and closer to a hard climax but would pull back just slightly before I did then start back up again, each time taking me higher and higher until I could barely stand it anymore.

I kissed her back deeply and fully embraced her amazing shapely body with my whole body.  I tried to raise my legs to wrap around her, but her lower body had my legs pinned down as she masterfully worked my steamy clit under my taunt jeans.  Our breasts were pressed and rubbed against each other with the writhing of our entire bodies.  I grabbed one of hers as best I could under her torso and began massaging it from the side.  I tried to pull it to my face that was still buried under her lustful mouth; I wanted to suck and lick her tits.

Sensing how much I wanted her mound in my mouth, she lifted her head from our passionate making out and leaned forward to bring her beautiful breast over my face.  Fingers still teasing and playing with my dewy clit.  They were as fully out of her bra as they seemed in it.  I took them both in my hands and brought them to my anxious mouth.  Her areolas were perfect fit for my mouth that engulfed one of them in a sloppy, wet kiss followed by gentle sucking and flicking of the nipple with my tongue.

Andrea continued to play with my clit, switching from deliberate slow circles, to light taps, to running her fingers of the top of the bulb.  My tongue tried its best to match the dexterous fondling Andrea was giving my clit area but she was far more skilled at it than I was. 

Still her breasts alone were enough to get me aroused and by the feeling of her slowly erecting nipples, my playful and willful mouth on them were enough to get her aroused as well.  She moaned and gasped as I continued to pay reverence to her bosom with my mouth.

Each touch, suck, kiss, fondle … each playful tease, flick of my clit or her nipple … was bringing us both closer to an orgasm.  I was sure I was going to have an explosive climax and I wanted to be sure that my best friend did too.  Was I turning her on enough?  Am I doing it right?  Should I play with her too?

My thoughts and concerns kept getting buried under the overwhelming sensations shooting through my body and with the gorgeous, hot woman I had laying and grinding herself all over me and luscious breasts I was pleasing with my kisses and tongue.  Still, I wanted to be sure she got off too, realizing this woman was far more skilled than I was!

“What do you want me to do?” I asked softly as I paused from the breast play I was giving her. 

“Nothing, mi amor” she looked down and giggled a little at my question that obviously came from a place of inexperience on my part.  “You’re doing everything I could ask you to do right now …”

Her sweet words reassured me as I reached up and wrapped my arms again around her neck and brought her in for a loving full-mouthed kiss.  She had me where she wanted me and honestly right then she could’ve done anything to me or had me do anything to or for her. 

Her beauty captivated me; her total sex appeal turned me on like none other; being intimate with her aroused feelings in me I’d never felt before.  But it was her sweet words that made me - in that moment with her mouth on mine, her fingers unrelenting on my clit - fall in love with her.

We continued with our fondling and making out for what seemed hours but was probably far less.  I couldn’t get enough of her mouth and her breasts, and she couldn’t get enough of my clit.  She was edging me on simply by playing with my nub and simply with one hand.  No guy and not even myself had been so skilled at clitoris play - not like Andrea.  Her relentless play was driving me to an edge even I thought she couldn’t edge me back from.

At that moment, she quickly removed her hand and in one-fell sweep sat up on her knees now between my legs, opened as wide as they would go with my jeans still up around my lower butt.  She scootched herself back and grabbed the waist of my jeans with both hands and peeled them off and threw them back behind her.  She shimmied down, laying on her belly until her face was over my cunt.  Without saying a word, acting almost on instinct she began to work my totally aroused and erect clit with her tongue.

Ask skilled as Andrea’s fingers were, they were nothing compared to her tongue.  She bobbed her head up and down and lapped at my clit with the fervor of a parched dog at a clean bowl of water.  Her arms wrapped around my upper thighs so that her hands could pull the folds of my labia away to expose me whole pussy; she flattened her tongue and ran it slowly from the base of my hole to the top of my clit hood and back again.

My stomach muscles convulsed uncontrollably as the surge of ecstasy flow over my entire body.  I cried out and shuttered while squeezing the sheets of her bed into a white-knuckled fist, my clit so engorged it felt like it was going to burst and a rush the felt like water flowing … I felt like I was going to … pee?  No, surely I wasn’t going to pee.  I held back and let the physical part of the orgasm have its way.  I continued to convulse and shake as the tingling feelings shooting through my body momentarily took over my motor controls. 

The tension in my muscles slowly began to relax, as did my iron clench I had on the bed sheets.  I gasped for air and fell back on to the bed.  My eyes opened and fluttered as I regained my sense and bearings.

“How was that, my love?” my lover asked me to peer up from my crotch with a sexy wet smile across her face.

I tilted my head up as best I could with what little energy I had left in my body. 

“Oh my god, mi amor …” I said not even realizing what I said at first. 

She laughed at my attempt at Spanish which sounded nothing like her sexy way of speaking and was probably inaudible under my exhaustion.  Andrea crawled up and flopped down on the bed beside me.  I was on my back, limp from my energy having been sucked out of me; she was on her side stroking her hand up and down my body.  Back and forth lightly with her nails, then even lighter as she and I drifted from light-headedness into to a dreamy slumber, side by side.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The next morning, I was awoken by the sound of something crashing down in the bathroom.  Andrea and I occupied one of two bedrooms that were on either side of the bathroom.  Our suite mates, Tiffani and Kelsey - who swore her real name was “Kelsey-Yes-That’s-My-Real-Name” - we bubbly sorority type girls.  We went out occasionally but with different majors and circle of friends, we didn’t socialize much outside of our suite.  Still, we had great times together on those night we either didn’t have much schoolwork or just decided to stay in and chill.

“Sorry Brit and Drea!  I dropped my flat iron again!” Kelsey called out from behind our closed door. 

“No worries …” I called back, my voice trailing as I slowly woke up and tried to get my bearings.  I started to sit up and realized that Andrea was still asleep next to me, half naked from the night before.  We were in her bed and I was naked.  No, it wasn’t a dream.  Andrea and I had a beautiful night together of steamy sex and - my god, could Kelsey and Tiffani hear us?  The music was loud and, god, I have no idea when it stopped.

I tried to creep out of bed without disturbing Andrea.  She looked amazing laying there on her side, her bare back facing me and the small curve of her lower back taking my eyes down to where the crack of her beautiful ass would be hidden just under the waistband of her jeans.  She wrestled under the mess of sheets and blanket on her bed and shifted into another position, pulling the blankets up over her shoulder as I managed to get myself out from under the sheets and blankets.

I looked around the room to get my bearings and glanced over the clock.  Shit!  I’m going to be late for my econ class!  Fuck!  Kelsey’s in the bathroom; there was no way I was going to leave the dorms with my cotton mouth and without at least washing up.  I threw on some sweat pants and a t-shirt, grab some clothes to wear to class and my toiletries, then knocked on the bathroom door.

Normally we wouldn’t disturb the other suite mates when they were in the bathroom and in return no one hogged the bathroom - as much as possible.  But this morning I was running late for an important class and for the sake of anyone coming in contact with me, I needed to clean up plus I surely smelled of “just had sex the night before”.

“Kelsey?” I said out while knocking on the door, trying to wake Andrea.  “I’m so sorry to ask, but I’m running late for class, can I please just brush my teeth?”

“Of course, sugar,” She said as the unlocked and opened the door.  I dashed in a quietly closed the door behind me.  I turned around and saw Kelsey standing there pulling her hair up into ponytail with only a cute little pair of cotton panties on.  Her raised arms added height and roundness to her large breast and her perky nipples pointed up.  Remembering the luscious breasts, I had the pleasure of sucking the night before, I could only imagine what Kelsey’s tits felt and tasted like …

“You like my titties?” She said playfully as she turned around, arms still raised above her head adjusting the newly made ponytail.  She jiggled them a little side to side.  Embarrassed I quickly looked away and began to fumble with my toothbrush and toothpaste.

“I’m-m-m … I’m sorry, Kelsey,” I stuttered, embarrassed and mortified that she saw me gazing at her heavenly breasts.  “I’m just late for class and I-I-I … sorry, I won’t do it again …” I nervously started to brush my teeth.

“That’s OK, Brittany,” she said in a playful, purring voice as she moved closer to me.  She took one hand and placed it gently on my shoulder, brushing my hair off.  “I’m just playing with you,” she leaned in and whispered in my ear, “but I do like when people notice my tits.” 

Even more nervous and equally shocked, I brushed my teeth faster.  This was all happening so fast - first Andrea and now Kelsey was flirting with me, or was she?  Her swinging her boobs from side to side and her crude vernacular turned me on, and I wanted her to be flirting with me.  Just like I wanted Andrea to be flirting with me. 

I spit out my toothpaste and rinsed my mouth out. 

“Well, they are beautiful,” I said almost shocked what I just said.  But I didn’t care.  I could just brush this off as flirty fun I was having with my college suite mates, rather than what it truly was and a sudden longing for more intimacy with all these beautiful ladies around me. 

“Thank you, Brit,” she said giving me a quick peck on my cheek. 

“I have to get to class and need to take a quick shower,” I said signaling that I was about to strip down. 

“Here,” she said, “Let me help you …” with that Kelsey pulled my sweatpants off exposing my pantie-less crotch, then stood up and pulled my t-shirt up over my head and tossed it on the floor.

“There,” she said, “just saved you a minute or two!” With that she bounced out of the bathroom and back into her bedroom she shared with Tiffani.  I was standing there bare-assed naked, wondering what just happened!  But I didn’t have time.  Class was starting in twenty minutes, so I jumped in the shower and washed myself off. 

After getting out of the shower stall and toweling myself off, I threw on my clothes, pulled my hair back up into a ponytail … wondering for a second if my breasts looked half as good as Kelsey’s did … gave myself a quick once over in the mirror, force myself to ignore the concentrate pain on the right side of my head and went back into the bedroom.

Andrea was still asleep in her bed in the same position where I left here.  She slept like a rock and after last night’s shots and escapades, I’m sure she was not going to wake up.  But still I wanted to say goodbye to her; she was leaving for the weekend but I wasn’t sure what time.  I stood there in a momentary quandary when all I really wanted to do was get naked and crawl back in bed with my sexy lover and wrap my arms around her bare waist and kiss the back of her neck.

I snapped back to reality, leaned over the bed and whispered, “See you Andrea, I’ll be back in about an hour and a half …” she moan and mumbles something completely inaudible.  She shifted again, only this time further away from me.  She was out like a light and I had to get to class.  I lightly kissed her shoulder, the nearest body part to me, then ran off to class.

I barely made it to class but I might as well have stayed at home because I could not concentrate on anything.  All I could think about was how gorgeous Andrea looked after having brought to my most intense orgasm with her mouth, looking up at me with her sweet smile, lips glistening with the juices from my cunt … how skilled her fingers alone were in bringing to the edge of climaxing again and again … us passionately kissing and embracing each other as if we’d been in love forever …

I couldn’t wait for the class to be over so I could run back home and see my sexy Latina lover.  My mind continued to drift and as hard as I tried to listen to the professor, the thought of Andrea consumed my brain.  I finally gave up and allowed myself to sit back and remember the blissful events of the night before, giving off a smile of pleasure and contentment.  My pussy beginning to moisten at the thought of her touch, her kiss, her tongue …

Finally, class was over.  I quickly gathered my things and dashed out the door.  This was my only class on this Friday and though I had the weekend to look forward to, it would be without Andrea.  Still, I wanted to catch her before she left for Miami so I ran back to our dorm.

I burst into our room only to find it void of my roommate.  I was out of breath as I entered the room and flung my backpack on my bed.  I fell down onto my bed and stared blankly to the empty bed across the room from me.  My eyes caught a note on my bedside table.  I sat up and read it …

“Mi amor, sorry I missed you. Have a wonderful weekend - see you on Sunday!  Besitos!”

That was it.  For what we did the night before, for how she talked about wanting to fuck me for so long, this wasn’t much of a note.  I was confused and worried.  I had fallen for Andrea and wanted her so badly to fall for me.  I read the note again and though it was sweet and affectionate, it wasn’t the lustful desirous prose that I wanted her to say.  I fell back on my bed with the note in my hand.  My thoughts went back to the night before as I drifted to sleep, dreaming of Andrea and me making love, again and again and again …

By the time I woke up, the better part of the day had passed.  I was still fully clothed with Andrea’s note in my hand.  I sat up and began to take inventory of where I was, what time it was and what I was going to do for these next two days that were surely going to be extra-long. 

First there was no Andrea, and second there was this note that could have been written at any time before we shared an incredible and intimate time together.  I could tell these next two days were going to be grueling as I waited for Andrea to return.  But would she still feel the same as she told me last night?  That she had wanted me for a long time? 

The weekend was boring and uneventful.  Not that I did much to make it eventful.  I just had such an amazing time on Thursday night and now I was left with an Andrea-less dorm room over a cold January weekend.  I tried to watch TV but my mind kept going between the sensual and erotic time we had Thursday night and the curiosity and worry I had with not knowing how Andrea really felt and the genetically written note.  Nothing seems to catch my attention for very long.  I kept thinking about Thursday night …

Finally, early Sunday afternoon after a day and a half of being a lazy slug, I mustered up the motivation to take a shower.  I gathered my things and headed into the bathroom.  Not paying attention, I took off my clothes and began the shower water.  I stepped into the shower not realizing the door to Kelsey’s and Tiffani’s room was open.  I began to wash myself, rubbing my hands all over my body as if it were Andrea who was lathering me up and cleaning me.  I closed my eyes and let the hot water flow over me; I began to slowly cup my breasts and massage the areolas …

The steam was rising from the hot water and clouding the clear glass door of the extra-large shower stall.  It was designed like showers in a locker room, only with two shower heads in a stall big enough for two people rather than a larger group of lovely ladies, all naked together, showering … my mind wandered again … I took one hand from my breast and began massaging the top of my pussy until my middle finger found the opening between the two folds of skin and my sensitive clit.

I began rubbing my own womanhood and thinking back to Thursday night and how much I lusted for her lips around my clit, sucking it hard into her mouth.  I leaned up against the wall of the shower, massaging my breast and my clit with my hands, heightening my arousal so much that I didn’t notice Kelsey and Tiffani in the bathroom. 

My clit throbbed under my gentle massages and my pussy began to fill with my honey, coating the walls and beginning to seep from my hole and down my leg already dripping from the hot shower.

It wasn’t until I heard the giggling getting louder and louder that I realized I was giving a show to Kelsey and Tiffani!  I gasp when I saw their unmistakable figures through the steamed glass of the shower door.  With my hand that I had been pleasuring my clit with, I rubbed the door to see them standing there giggling in my direction. 

They were both wearing tiny panties; Kelsey had on a t-shirt that was too small her for supple breasts, and Tiffani had on a sports bra that couldn’t mask her alert nipples. 

“Oh my god!  I’m so embarrassed!” I screeched and burst into laughter along with them.  “Holy shit!  How long have you two been standing there?” I asked as I got out of the shower and quickly began toweling off, trying to cover my naughty bits.

“Long enough!” Kelsey said, laughing at my sheer embarrassment.  “Sweetie, you are hot when you masturbate!”

“Oh my god!  I’m mortified!  Don’t say that!”  I said swatting playfully at her.  Though honestly, it made me feel all giddy inside knowing that my self-pleasuring turned Kelsey on. 

“You do …” Tiffani added with a coy grin.  She pouted her lips and slipped her arms around Kelsey’s waist.  Kelsey responded by turning towards Tiffani, her arms around her roommate’s waist.  They leaned into each other and playfully swayed back and forth in each other’s arms. 

“If you ever want to show us again …” Tiffani said with a trailing voice, “You know where we live …”

I just stood there not knowing what to do.  They were obviously inviting me to give them a show and maybe more.  The tingling feeling from Thursday night started up again, not the intensity, but the feelings of giddiness and excitement of sexy time.  Or at least thinking about sexy time with my suite mates.

“I sure do …” I say playfully as I finished toweling off and put my sweat clothes back on.  They giggled and left the room.  It was liberating in a way to be naked in front of them, and even though it was truly embarrassing it was also a bit exhilarating thinking of them watching me as I touched and aroused myself.  I wondered if Kelsey and Tiffani ever hooked up.  The way just were acting in the bathroom it was hard to believe they weren’t. 

Holy shit!  I’m surrounded by beautiful, hot girls who like to pump and grind on each other!  This could be a fun semester!  But was Andrea up for this?  My god, was I up for this?!

I pulled my hair up in a ponytail and went back into my room - this time remembering to lock the door behind me. What would’ve happened if our suite mates had walked in on us on Thursday night?  My initial thoughts were that I would be embarrassed, but another part of my thought:  what if they joined in with us and we had one big, huge pussy party! 

I settled down on my bed, knees propped up and laptop across my legs.  I checked my email and started to surf the web …

I searched on “Sexy Latina women” … then “sexy Latina lesbians” … the “sexy lesbians eating pussy”.  I clicked on images and began scrolling through the most marvelous pictures of gorgeous porn stars and exhibitionists in the most amazing positions. 

Suddenly I had a newly found appreciation for women, their bodies and their pussies.  Shaved, bare, landing strip like I had, laid back legs spread wide open, on all fours with another girl behind her … all these positions and lovely ladies were turning me on, especially after the surprising encounter I just had in the bathroom.

My crotch area was getting more and more tingly and I could feel the blood pumping to my clit as it started to become engorged.  I click on one of the images and was taken to a porn site.  No age verification, no account creation, no credit card - just direct to porn ready to be watch.  I clicked on the play icon in the middle of the screen and started watching the short five-minute clip of two platinum blond, surgically enhanced bombshells slowly begin to enjoy each other.

As the porn stars began to really get it on, I slid my laptop off my lap an onto my bed.  I turned myself on my side, facing my laptop and the erotic show the free porn site was showing, then propped my top leg up and slid my hand down my sweatpants and underwear.  Without hesitating I went straight for my clit. 

It wasn’t as moist as it had been the other night with Andrea, so I lubricated my fingers as best I could with my spit and tried to massage my clit as I watched the porn stars get into contorted positions to feverishly eat each other out.  My continued to massage my little bulb slowly heightening my arousal with each little stroke and circulating of my fingers.

The show was hot and sexy, and my fingers were doing the best job they could but they were nothing compared to the adept fingers and wicked tongue of my roommate, my best friend, my lesbian lover.  I began to rub my entire forefinger and up and down my clit in hopes to accelerate my orgasm.  But I only rubbed it drier. 

I was desperate for an orgasm so I stuck my middle finger in my pussy that was getting wetter as much from the porn as it was from my attempts at getting myself off.

Though I was enjoying myself, I knew I was missing the one thing that would most definitely bring me to an orgasm:  Andrea.  The porn clip was over though I was still working my clit and finger fucking myself; with my free hand I closed my laptop and closed my eyes and began to concentrate only on Andrea and me, wrapped around each other, her going down on me … me going down on her … I wondered what she tastes like … 69’ing with … I was thinking of all these things that had never done before but in my mind seemed so natural. 

These thoughts of making passionate love with Andrea combined with my pleasuring my cunt slowly brought me close and close to the dizziness of ecstasy.  The sound of my fingers banging my wet pussy grew louder and more intense with as I worked them faster and my thoughts were more focused on how being with Andrea might feel … I started to let out small moans and groans as I crept close to cumming.

Suddenly the front door unlocked and flung open.  Andrea came in talking a mile a minute.  I shuffled around clumsily, trying to get myself back together.  By this time my sweatpants were down around my butt and I was clearly doing something I didn’t necessarily want someone else to see - especially my roommate! 

How many more people were going to walk in on me masturbating?  Andrea was still jabbering away when I flipped over onto my other side, trying not to look like a kid just caught with their hand in the cookie jar.

“Mi amor, the flight was terrible!  I almost didn’t make it because of some mechanical problem …” she turned around to me and saw me there with a guilty grin on my face.  She knew something was up and smiled as she came over to me with her hands out like she was going to tickle me.

“Oh really,” I said nervously, “that sounds terrible …” I didn’t know what else to say.  It seemed like she could see right through me.

“Brittaneeeee …” she said in a cute voice and a coy smile, “What have you been doing?” she asked and grinned even bigger.

“N-n-n-othing … I was just on my laptop watching some … some … um … cat videos.”  My mind was really saying pussy videos, so cat was a natural substitution.

“C’mon, Brittany!  You were having a little fun, weren’t you?” she said as she reached my bed, hand still out as she started to playfully poke at me.  I let out a burst of laughter and squirmed under her tickling. 

“You were touching yourself, weren’t you?!” she said in a flirtatious voice as she kept poking me on one side, then the other.  My laughing and shrieks from the sudden tickle fest continued; I tried in vain to escape her hands and her taunts, but couldn’t escape and what’s more, I didn't want to.  Andrea was back and we were together, laughing like friends and flirting like lovers.

“Yes!  Yes!  I give up!”  I surrendered myself to her tickling and to her teasing.  I laid there on my bed with her standing over me.  She sat down on my bed and began stroking my arm that laid along the side of my body.  I felt exposed and a bit vulnerable having just been caught, but it was also thrilling too.

“So, what were you thinking about?” she asked as she sensually stroked my arm.

“I was thinking about …” I was shy to say.  I didn’t know how she’d react; all indications were that she wanted me to say I was pleasing myself to the thought of us being together but I didn’t want to assume anything.

“What?!  Tell me!” she said with eager anticipation.

“I don’t know what you’ll think but I was … I was thinking of Thursday night …” my voice trailed off as I felt even more vulnerable, like I had just bore my whole soul for her.

“Oh, Thursday night … yes, that was fun!  Wasn’t it?!”  she said like it was no big deal, like it was something we should do again. 

“Andrea, it was amazing … I’ve never …”

“I know, mi amor.  I was amazing … the way you looked when I was going down on you …”

“So, you … I mean … you’re a … I mean, this wasn’t because we were drinking and it was … y’know, the heat of the moment?”

“Brittany,” she said softly but matter-of-factly as she laid down beside me on my bed looking into my eyes, “I told you I’ve wanted you for so long.  Since the day I first saw you.  I’ve always been with guys and never thought anything differently until I saw you.”

I was floored she has had the hots for me since we first met last year?!  Why didn’t she say anything?

“Drea, why didn’t you say or do anything?”

“Because you were always with other guys and I didn’t think you were into girls.”

She scooched closer to me until our bodies close as close as they could get to each other, and our breasts were touching through our clothes.  It reminded me of our bare breasts teasing each other the other night … She reached up with her hand and brought my head closer into hers until our lips met and she gave me a sensual, full-lipped kiss.  I began to swoon again under her touch and kiss.

“Oh Andrea, I never knew how it could be … I never knew you felt this way … then Thursday night happened … and I never knew anyone could feel that way, or that anyone could make another feel like that … you blew me away!”

“Good,” she said, lightly caressing my face as she rested her head on the bed, her underneath arm stretch out over her head, “I loved making you feel that way … I love the way you tasted …”

“Then you were gone when I got back from econ class.  God!  Econ class!  You made it impossible to concentrate in class!  I was a mess!  Then I came back and you were gone and your note was so … I don’t know, I wanted it to be so much more and I was confused and worried and …”

“Shhhh, shhhh, shhhh …” she placed her fingers over my mouth to quiet me down.  “I didn’t know what to say and figured when I got back we’d be having a talk like this … I hoped it would be like this too …” she lightly circled her finger around my breast, probing for my nipple that was becoming very aroused.

“So how was your weekend, my love?”  I loved that she called me her love.  I know Latin Americans use affectionate terms more than native English-speaking Americans but it still sounded so nice, so special.  I was her love.  And she was mine.

I remembered the encounter with Kelsey and Tiffani in the bathroom. 

“You will not believe what happened in the bathroom with Kelsey and Tiffani!”

“What?  What happened?”

I went on to tell her about how I was in there taking a shower and forgot to lock the door.  As soon as I started telling her, I realized I was going to have to reveal that again, yes I was masturbating!  I continued with the story about how they held onto each other in a sexy embrace and said to tell them when I was going to give another show!

“I had a feeling about those two …” she said, “they always seem so flirty with each other.  Maybe someday we can all have … y’know a little party!”

Her words floored me - yes, she was into having a big, huge pussy party!

“Seriously?”  I asked, half excited, half surprised that she would be into a college suite mate orgy.

“Of course, my love, but now you are mine.”  She crawled on top of me and I wrapped my arms around her neck and gazed into her eyes.  “I love that you masturbated to me, but now you’re not allowed to touch yourself … that’s my job!”

With that she began kissing me with her sensual, erotic kissing that instantly took me away to the place I longed to be since the first night, that Thursday night, when she and I were first together.  We continued to make love what seemed to be hours … lost in the ecstasy we created together.


Book Four – My Pillow Princess:
Lesbian Oral Pleasures
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Introduction

Claudia knew something was missing from her perfect life with her perfect husband, Trent. She couldn't help but remember her first time with a woman back in college and how she missed that special time.

An unexpected work trip for her husband and new young, pretty massage therapist might give her the opportunity to find out!


“Have a nice day, honey,” Trent said as he kissed his wife on the way out the door on his way to work. 

“You too,” she said robotically, offering up her cheek for his peck. 

“Every day the same - everyday,” she thought to herself.  She tightened her terry cloth robe, smiled and waved good-bye to her husband.  She watched him drive off and thought, “Now what the hell am I going to do for the next ten hours?”

Claudia loved her husband very much and was grateful for the upper-class life they had.  All those years of supporting and encouraging him, and of being the primary breadwinner through pre- and then law school had paid off.  He was a successful lawyer with a prestigious firm in the region and was being groomed to be partner.  Trent’s income was more than enough to support them and with a degree in French Literature and Poetry didn’t offer many job prospects for Claudia anyway. 

They lived in a beautiful four-bedroom house with all the latest toys and gadgets in a highly sought-after, affluent neighborhood in Seattle.  But she was bored.  She had several friends in the neighborhood; “Ladies Who Lunch” is what they called themselves.  It was a nice distraction but they only met for about an hour and a half every other week.  She volunteered when and where she could, saw a massage therapist once or twice a week, and exercised regularly more out of boredom than anything else.

Though she and her husband loved each other very much, they had grown to be more partners than a loving, affectionate couple who were physically attracted to each other.  Sex was very infrequent and was unfulfilling at best when it did happen.  It was more like going through the motions rather than making love, and for Claudia it was a substitute for masturbating which she had grown tired of since it was almost her only sexual release.

The unfortunate part is that Claudia’s libido didn’t settle down like her marriage had.  She still had a raging sex drive like she did when she was in college, and now as she was turning 30 she could feel her sex drive increasing.  She wasn’t quite sure what happened to Trent’s sex drive, but since they had become more good friends they didn’t talk much about sex and she didn’t feel like pressing the subject.  She just wasn’t attracted to her husband in that way. 

What’s more is she wasn’t attracted to other men in that way either.  She noticed that while she appreciated a handsome, built man it wasn’t like she wanted to fuck them.  In high schools and college Claudia always looked at men and wondered what it would be like to kiss and fuck them, to have any guy she saw go down on her, what is dick would taste like, it he was long or more like a coke can that would stretch her pussy and make fucking hurt ever so slightly, but in a good way … but now men didn’t seem to interest her.

“What’s wrong with me?” She would wonder, thinking that her body had just given up on finding the right man as her sex partner.  It was about this time in her boredom and dull sex life that she started thinking back to this one time in college …

She and her college roommate, Lizette had been at a party and gotten drunk, a little too drunk.  They wound up making out at the party, much to the pleasure of the equally drunk coeds, and went home and continued making out and eventually having what would turn out to be both of theirs first lesbian experience.  Claudia and Lizette went at it all through the night and into the next morning.  She remembers loving the feel and taste of a woman and what an amazing time they had pleasuring each other.  They would have gone on longer or maybe even have developed a relationship if it wasn’t they study group she had that day. 

Claudia remembers telling Lizette that morning, “I’d love to stay, but I have study group and there’s this new guy, Trent, ‘pre-law’ so gawd knows he needs all the help he can get in his lit classes.”  And off she went to study group that where she met Trent.  The two eventually started dating; Claudia and Lizette never got together after that.  In fact, Claudia never got together with another woman after that.  She chalked it up to “college experimenting”, after all she was dating the man of her dreams and she wasn’t a lesbian.

The man of her dreams eventually became her fiancé and then her husband.  Her husband.  The man who just drove off and left his bored housewife to idle the day away with thoughts of her one and only lesbian experience.  She let out a sigh, closed the door and wandered back in the house and upstairs. 

“What is I had blown off study group that day?” Claudia asked herself from time to time.  Before she would ask it in the context of not having met Trent, but more recently she would ask herself in the context of would she and Lizette have developed a relationship, and more pressing would Claudia have become a pussy licking, clit sucking, rug munching lesbian? 

This morning asking herself this, as she ascended the stairs, made her feel all tingly and warm inside.  She began to loosen her robe as she continued up the stairs. 

“Would I have become a lesbian?” she thought as she untied and opened her robe; she continued upstairs with moisture building up between her legs. 

“Would Lizette and I have started a lesbian relationship back then?” still thinking as she let the robe fall off her body and onto the steps.  She reached to the second floor and continued to the master bedroom, naked and teasing her nipples with the tips of her fingers as she continued to think about what if, that night all those years ago.

She crawled on top of the king-sized bed, thinking of rolling around in the bed with Lizette.  Claudia laid down on her back, spread her legs and continued massaging her own breasts, remembering the little titties her college roommate had and how fun it was to massage and play with them.  Her legs writhed and her pussy continued to get wetter and wetter. 

“What if Lizette and I had a torrid lesbian relationship?” 

Her mind wandered …

“We could come back from class and have raunchy lesbian sex all night long, every day …”

Her fingers found their way down to her wet pussy, now exposed with her legs spread wide open.

Her clit was semi-erect but wet with the juices from her arousal spread around by her legs wiggling around; her touch sent sexual waves through her body as she remembered flashes of episodes from that night and what fantasized about more. 

“What if Lizette was here right now?”

She began to rub her clit up and down with her middle finger, speeding up her fall into ecstasy. 

“I would have in straddling my face so I could eat her luscious pussy ...” 

Her back arched, her finger rubbed faster, her pussy became even wetter, her eyes closed as she opened her mouth and extended her tongue as if to lick an imaginary pussy that was hovering above her eager mouth.

Claudia continued to please herself until she shuttered in a mini orgasm.  She was used to these by now.  Little orgasms that were hardly satisfying but got her through the moment.  But this one was a little different.  Normally she would masturbate to the thought of having sex with Trent, or him going down on her, or her blowing him.  Only recently had she started masturbating to the thought of going down on another woman, sometimes eating Lizette out, and she was embarrassed to admit even to herself, but sometimes she would masturbate to the thought of going down on one her Ladies Who Lunch friends.

She got up from the bed and went to the en suite bathroom and began a hot bath.  This too was a routine for her.  Masturbate, feel only slightly satiated, take a bath, figure out what else to do for the day.  She grabbed her phone in hopes of a text message or email from someone and noticed today she had her massage appointment with Mary Ann, her therapist. 

“Good,” she thought, “at least there that I can do today!” 

She climbed in her bath and laid-back thinking of the blissful memories and fantasies from just minutes before on her bed.

Claudia took her time getting ready.  After her bath she had two and a half hours until her appointment.  She was going to get oiled up for her massage but still she needed to kill time.  Besides bathing again after the massage would give her something to do in the afternoon. 

Trent and Claudia were both very active and lead healthy lives, giving them both great physiques and for Claudia this meant a firm ass, a thin waist and shapely thighs.  Trent always said he would have to be careful with her at company parties since there were a lot of “dirty old men” as he called them.  He always made her feel good and appreciated all that she did; these were some of the reasons why she still loved him. 

After she finished getting ready, she looked at herself in the mirror.  Pleased with what she saw, she put on a jacket and headed downstairs.  She gathered her purse, phone, sunglass and keys, and headed to the garage.  I’m going to have Mary Ann work my shoulders more this week, she thought.  Mary Ann was an older, sturdy woman who had hands so strong that could knead iron.  She was a great massage therapist, but a terrible conversationalist. 

“No talking.  Here, it’s relax time” Mary Ann said the first few times Claudia started to chat.  So, Claudia stopped trying to say anything other than hello and what part of the body to work on this week.

“Maybe I can get the car washed,” Claudia thought to herself as she climbed into her BMW that Trent got her for her birthday two years prior. 

“I wonder when Trent will buy me a new one …” her mind drifted from one subject to the next.  She pulled out of the garage and headed to the day spa for her appointment. 

Claudia arrived several minutes early and approached the receptionist’s desk. 

“Oh, Mrs. Sumner, you can go on back,” the receptionist said to one of their best clients, “there was a cancellation so you can go on back.  Room number three today, Mrs. Sumner” and signaled Claudia to go down the hallway to the massage rooms. 

She made her way to room three and opened the door to the dimly lit room scented with essential oils and soft new age music completing the serene setting.

“Hello, Mary Ann, can you work my -” she stopped abruptly.  The person standing there wasn’t Mary Ann. 

“Do I have the right door?” she thought. 

There stood a young, petite girl in a white uniform, blond hair pulled back into a ponytail with wisps of hair falling on either side of her face, framing her pretty face.  Claudia turned around to check the number on the door. 

“Mrs. Sumner?” the pretty girl asked with a smile.

“Yes, uh where’s Mary Ann?”

“Mary Ann unfortunately doesn’t work here anymore.  My name is Jessica,” the pretty girls extended her hand for Claudia to take.  “They scheduled you with me last minute.  I hope this is OK.”

Claudia took the pretty girl’s hand and shook it, noticing it was small and dainty.

“Sure, but I was going to have Mary Ann work my shoulders,” she smiled and looked down at Jessica’s hand that she was now holding as if to raise it to her lips and kiss it, “can you handle it?  I mean Mary Ann is pretty strong.”

“Oh yes, most definitely,” she smiled warmly back at Claudia and tightened the grip she had on her hand to confidently demonstrate her strength.  Claudia nodded in agreement.

“OK, Jessica it’s nice to meet you.  Umm, let’s work on my shoulders a bit more today and …” she was a bit nervous with this new pretty girl, especially after all the naughty thoughts she’d already had that morning.

“Yes, Mrs. Sumner … what else would you like me to do to you?” Jessica asked in a cute voice and sweet grin.  The question caught Claudia off guard, as did Jessica’s attitude.  It was almost as if Jessica was flirting with her.  This made Claudia even more nervous. 

“Um, whatever you’d like, I suppose …” Claudia didn’t know what else to say.  In all honesty she would like to do dirty things to and with Jessica. The new massage therapist was showing such confidence, it made her … sexy and attractive, on top of being very pretty.  Jessica could sense her nerves and lightly placed her hands on Claudia’s arms.

“I’ll leave you here if you could remove your clothes and slip under the sheets here,” she moved from Claudia over to the massage table and lifted the soft cotton sheets.  “I’ll wait outside until you are ready, OK?”

“Sounds good,” Claudia said back. 

Jessica left.  Claudia took off her clothes and climbed on the table under the cotton sheets.  She called to Jessica when she was ready and relaxed.  Jessica returned and began the massage, rubbing her body slowly but firmly just like Mary Ann did but with an added sensuality that Claudia was sure was her wishful thinking. 

But Jessica could sense Claudia needing something a little extra, so she added a little more attention and used her fingertips a bit more.  She could sense Claudia getting more and more relaxed as she drifted off into a meditative state and let the young girl work her magic hands on her body.

Jessica worked on her body and kneaded the kinks out of her shoulders the best she could.  She concluded by massaging Claudia’s temples and through her hair, her head.  Claudia laid there trying not to allow the touch of Jessica’s hands through her hair turn her on.  She was craving so much the sensual touch of another person that she was sure what she was feeling was just the reaction to any touch from anyone, not sensual soft sexy touches from a pretty young girl.

“OK Mrs. Sumner,” Jessica whispered in Claudia’s ear as she woke up from her dreamy state.  “I’m done with you for today.”

Claudia felt amazing.  Mary Ann was good but Jessica with her small, but incredibly strong hands had worked out tension she didn’t know she had.  She felt rejuvenated. 

“Wow, Jessica, you’re right.  You can handle it!  I feel amazing!”

“Oh, I’m so glad!  Well, you have a lot of tension in your shoulders and I’m sure other places.  I tried to work out as much as I could, but you should let me work on you some more.”

Her words were magical to Claudia, even though she figured it was just the way this massage therapist spoke.  Work on me some more?  Please do!  She thought in a dirty way to herself.

“Sure, I’ve love to.  I have a standing appointment with Mary Ann.  Can I just transfer that to you?”

“I was hoping you would say that!  Yes, of course, I would love to help you relax more.”

With that they confirmed the next appointment, said their goodbyes and Claudia left.  She headed to her car, still a little light headed from the amazing work Jessica just did on her neck.  She rubbed her neck and rotated her head, thinking back to the feeling of Jessica’s hands working themselves deeply into her muscles. 

“She sure was pretty,” she thought. “I wonder what she tastes like?”

She stopped herself again.  Jessica was her massage therapist and was not making moves or flirting with you, she said to herself. 

“You cannot think these things.  Calm your thoughts down,” she tried to talk herself out of the dirty thoughts she was having and now having about her cute new massage therapist.

But she couldn’t.  She kept thinking about how much she wanted Jessica to crawl up on the massage table and straddle her face.  She kept thinking about having Jessica use her tongue, mouth, her face to bring herself to a wicker orgasm.  She kept thinking of how pink her pussy must be and what it would looking like, smell like, taste list as it hovered over her welcoming mouth.  She kept thinking of eating Jessica out and she couldn’t get it out of her mind.

With scandalous thoughts of her new massage therapist running around her head, Claudia got in her car and headed back home. 

When she got home she masturbated to the through of Jessica, her friends, Lizette and even random people.  She got herself to a moment of gasping, but like how most of her orgasms that came from self-pleasing were, it was hardly fulfilling.  She still had a massive and grown thirst that wasn’t close to being quenched.  Claudia turned over and fell asleep to the thought of fantasies and thinking this was it just was …

“Claudia, sweetie …” she felt another light shake that was pulling her out of her deep sleep.  “Claudia …”  his voice trailed; he brushed her hair away from her face.  It was Trent. 

“He must be home from work.  Time to put the Mrs. face on …” she thought to herself. 

“Hi honey, how was work?” she sat up and rubbed her eyes.  She wondered how long she’d been asleep and wondered if her pants were on or off or where they were from having masturbated before her nap.

“It was good, but they want me to go to Chicago to meet with a potential new client.  They’re a huge firm and they think I can close the deal.”

“Trent, honey that’s great!  I know you can - this is great!  You’re on your way to making partner!”  She was genuinely happy for him.  She just wasn’t in love with him anymore, not in that way at least.  “When are you going?”

“That’s the thing, It’s Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday of next week but I have to leave on Sunday.  They want me to take the executives to a ballgame and then dinner.  I might even have to leave on Saturday.”

She wasn’t upset with him leaving.  She was more disappointed with there being even less to do with Trent leaving for four or five days. 

“I’d take you with me, but it will be work all day and I know you have your things here.”

“Oh, that’s OK, Trent.  I understand,” she said sympathetically.  To be honest, she had no interest in going only to be bored in a hotel room in another city.  She might as well stay at home, after all she did have her lunch thing with those other ladies when Trent would be gone.

“You’re the best, you know that?” he smiled to her and held her hands. “You know I adore you, right?  You’re the best I could ever have hoped for.”

“I know; I love you too.”

They embraced and kissed.  She loved and adored him too, but the fact they only pecked each other a few times on the lips and cheek was evidence of how they had grown apart sexually.

“Hey, there’s a game on tonight!  That did you have in mind for dinner?”

“I hadn’t thought about it yet.  I’m sorry honey,” she said back, a bit ashamed since she really had not much else to do put plan dinners for her husband.

“That’s OK, I was going to see if you mind if I had a couple of the guys over and we’d order some pizza and have a few beers,” he asked knowing that Claudia didn’t mind.  His friends were really good guys, respectful and surprisingly a couple of them were single.  She like them and he was right, she didn’t mind but had no interested in watching “the game” - whatever the game was.

“Of course, I’ll put out some plates, utensils and things for you all. Y’know I have a new massage therapist; I think she’s single.  Maybe I can hook her up with one of your friends,” she said, poking at Trent’s side to tease and joke with him.

“I don’t think she’s their type,” he said back, poking at her side to reciprocate the play.

“What do you mean?  I haven’t said anything about her …”

“I mean …” Trent seem to stumble on his words, “… y’know she’s probably all new age-y and all … and … um, well literary and all, like you …”

Claudia wasn’t quite sure what he was getting at but didn’t feel like pursuing an explanation for his cryptic words. 

“Wait,” he interjected himself, “Mary Ann is gone?  Where did she go?”

“You know, I don’t know.  I didn’t ask Jessica.  Oh, Jessica she’s the new girl.  Petite but really strong.”

“Jessica, well that’s nice.  I hope you like her as much as you liked Mary Ann.”

“Yeah, me too.”

“OK, sweetie, I’m going to call the guys and get ready.  Don’t worry about the plates and things.  You have a nice evening.  Why don’t you have a nice, hot bath?”  He pecked her on the forehead and headed out of the room, presumably downstairs to do whatever he needed to do for “the game”.

She wanted so badly to love Trent the way she used to, but she was happy at least that they still cared for and respected each other. 

With Trent taking care of his own dinner, she now could fill her empty evening with a solo dinner out.  There was a new Italian restaurant she was wanting to try; it was also close to Richmond’s, her favorite bookstore. 

“A date night with myself,” she thought.  “At least I know my date will be forgiving if I don’t get too dolled up!”

“OK, honey,” she called down to the basement where Trent and the guys were, “I’m heading out … gonna grab a bite to eat and spend some time at the Richmond’s …” 

She had thrown on a pair of jeans, a white t-shirt, simple black blazer and strappy summer sandals.  Hair thrown up in a ponytail, a touch of mascara and lipstick, quick check in the mirror in the entryway and she was ready to go.

“OK, sweetie, have fun!  I love you!” Trent called back.

“Hey Claudia!” one of his friends hollered back, “Thanks for letting us have him this evening!”

“You’re welcome,” she called back and then left the house.

She arrived at Franelli’s right at dinner time with the place packed.  The only seat was at the bar, which was fine for her.  She sat down and was immediately greeted by a young, handsome bartender.

“Hello, I’m Rick and I’ll be taking care of you this evening,” he smiled a very flirtatious smile to Claudia.

“Hi, Rick.  I’m Claudia.”

“Claudia, hello.  Will someone be meeting you or do I have the pleasure of keeping you company this evening?” he leaned over the bar and looked into Claudia’s eyes.  His flirtations were a little over the top, but she let him have his fun.

“No, just me and I would love to start off with your house Pinot Grigio,” she smiled back but made her wedding ring obvious to see.  The mountain of diamonds that Trent proposed to her with was hard not to see.  But it didn’t seem to deter Rick.

“Right away, Claudia,” Rick said winking at her as he prepared her glass of wine.  He kept looking back at her, as if to signal that they were somehow connected.

Claudia giggled to herself.  She had zero interest in Rick but kept up with the charade of responding to his advances to entertain herself throughout dinner and a few more glasses of wine.  She got giddier and giddier as the evening went on.  Rick was charming, but she simply wasn’t interested.  Not in Rick, not in any man for that matter.

She finished her dinner and Rick cleared the plates away.  He had spent the evening showering her with compliments and talking a little too much about going to gym, but she was bored and playing along with him amused her. 

“Can I get the lovely and beguiling Claudia anything else this evening?  An after-dinner drink?  Dessert?  Coffee?  Anything?” he leaned onto the bar, looking again into Claudia’s eyes revealing what he really had in mind.  She had just enough wine that she almost burst out giggling at his vain attempts to seduce her.

“Um, you can get me another glass of wine, Mr. Rick!” she said a bit sloppily and with a tiny giggle at the game she was playing.

He poured her another glass and settled into his favorite spot:  leaning on the bar, all of his attention on Claudia.  He was becoming enamored with her.

“Claudia, can I be honest with you?” he asked, letting himself be more vulnerable to her, “I’ve never met a woman like you and I would love to take you out sometime.”

She took a couple swigs of wine and looked back at him and said, “I would love for you to take me out too but there’s just one little problem …” she said now really feeling the effects of the wine.  “Wait, two - two little problems … one, I’m married …” she raised her ring finger up to reveal the mountain of diamonds.

“I know, but you’re here alone and …” he interrupted her tipsy-induced monologue.

“And two …” she leaned into him and said, “Come here … I have to tell you a secret!”  Her voice was a tipsy whisper at this point.  He leaned into her, eagerly anticipating her secret.

Not giving her time to think, she whispered in his ear, “And two, I love eating pussy!” She leaned back and looked at him and took the last mouthful of wine.  He leaned back too and just gazed at her.

“No way!” he said loudly.

“Shhhh!” she said back, “Rick hush down!  It’s a secret between you and me!”

“But you’re married and you’re so hot …” you could see the gears in Rick the gym rat’s mind churning: “She’s married and so fucking hot, but she’s a lesbian?”

“I know but I can be both!” she giggled at the sight of the young stud being shocked at this revelation.  He just stood there at the bar with the evening crowd still raging on, in a daze still trying to process the evening’s episode. 

Realizing her work at Franelli’s was done and that Richmond’s was closing soon, she reached for her purse and pulled out a hundred-dollar bill; she didn’t feel like waiting for the bill and for him to process her credit card.  She leaned in and signaled with her finger for Rick to come to her like she had another secret.  He leaned and she whispered, “Am I’m really, really, really good at it too!”

She stood up and left the money on the bar, and left Rick even more stunned than before.  She blew him a kiss and sashayed out of the restaurant laughing to herself to Richmond’s, just a few doors down.

Drinking wasn’t something Claudia did much of, so the few glasses of wine were hitting Claudia and releasing inhibitions.  She continued to have little giggles to herself as she bounced into the bookstore.  Normally she would head straight to the foreign language literature sections, but tonight she was feeling sassy and a bit frisky.  This evening she was going to whatever section had the sex books in it.

She wandered around the store until she found the adult and relationship section.  Her eyes ran across the titles, scoping out the words she really wanted to read about:  lesbian, cunnilingus; she wondered: “Is there a category called intense pussy eating?”

“Mrs. Sumner?” a pleasant voice asked her from behind.  Claudia turned around.  It was Jessica.

“Jessica!  Hi!  Yeah it’s me,” she was nervous that someone she knew bumped into her when she was in this section. 

“I thought it was.  It’s nice to see you again!”

“Nice to see you too,”

This was not the time for a tipsy, sex-starved, pussy-craving Claudia to be conversing with her hot, pretty new massage therapist who has seen her practically bare-assed naked.  All those thoughts mixed with the wine still swirling around in her head made her feel sexy, sensual, and made her pussy cream her panties a little bit. 

“I just love this bookstore, don’t you?”

“I do.  I come here often; it’s like a retreat for me.”

“A retreat?  From what?  If you don’t mind my asking.”  Jessica was incredibly polite, like she was still very respectful of the professional relationship she was developing with her new clients.

“Oh, just the boredom of being a housewife …”

“Yeah, I know what you mean …” Jessica said back with lament in her voice.

“Oh, are you married?  You’re bored?  I would think massage therapy would be very exciting.” 

“No, not married.  I have a boyfriend, but things are just not going anywhere,” she opened up to Claudia, “that’s why I’m in this section …”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. Communication problems?” she did feel sorry that Jessica was feeling down, but honestly that she was having problems with her boyfriend actually sounded nice, especially in her tipsy-frisky state of mind. 

“Ha!  I wish!  No, it’s more … like, private stuff …”

“Oh, not enough in sack, huh?” Claudia said flippantly, realizing she was projecting her own relationship problems.

“Well, something like that …” Jessica was embarrassed but felt comfortable with Claudia to open up.  “My boyfriend …”

“It’s OK, Jessica.  I’m here to listen.”

“Well, it’s embarrassing!  But he doesn’t go down on me!”  Jessica said with a blushed face, looking around to see if anyone was listening.

“Oh honey, that’s terrible …” Claudia couldn’t believe what she was saying.  The wine definitely gave her to confidence to be honest with herself.  She was going to take care of Jessica’s problem.  She was going to be that oral giver that her boyfriend wasn’t.  She got wetter just thinking about it.

“I’m sorry,” Jessica said bashfully, “I shouldn’t be telling my client this!”

Claudia put her hand on her pretty massage therapist’s arm and said with a smile, “Sweetie, think of me as your friend … I’m here for you, for whatever you need.”

There was something so soothing about Claudia’s voice and her touch that made Jessica feel better.  She was somehow drawn to Claudia.  She was so beautiful and confident.  And being totally honest with herself, Jessica was lonely.  She had sex with her boyfriend, but she never really got off.  It felt good and she loved her boyfriend, but she wanted something more, something mind-blowing.  Claudia’s touch sent shivers through her body, right to her lady parts.

“Thank you, Claudia.  You’re really sweet to say that.”  She smiled back at Claudia; they looked into each other’s eyes.  They both realized they were having a moment.  Claudia began running her hand up and down Jessica’s arm as they stood in the aisle of the bookstore.

“Whatever you need …” Claudia said suggestively, realizing that more than anything right now, she wanted to go down on Jessica and give her the pleasure she could feel and tell she wanted.  She wanted to taste Jessica’s sweet pussy. 

Claudia’s suggestive tone was unmistakable.  Jessica felt herself shudder inside with erotic anticipation of what Claudia meant by that.  She could feel her clit start to throb and pussy get wet.

“Wh-wh-what do you mean, Claudia,” Jessica stuttered out, then started breathing heavily.  She could see her breast heave up and down with her deep, heavy breaths.

“Why don’t you let me do for your what your boyfriend won’t,” she said, moving her hand from Jessica’s arm to her own mouth.  She stuck the tip of her forefinger in her mouth and out again, in and out, in and out, just the tip; then she took her tongue and simulated on the tip what she would do to Jessica’s clit … slow, deliberate swirls around the tip …

Jessica could feel her panties cream up as she just stood there with her mouth open.  She wanted to pull her pants off right there in the bookstore and have Claudia do to her pulsating button what she was doing to her finger.

“Oh, Rene …” she was getting dizzy as she was getting aroused just watching Claudia, “Would you please?” she almost begged her.

“Let’s go to the ladies’ room.”

Claudia took Jessica’s hand and walked towards the back of the store.  Jessica could feel the wetness of Claudia’s saliva on her hand.  They reached the door to the restrooms and entered the ladies’ side.  Each stall had its own door, Claudia this and knew this would be perfect place to quench her thirst and give Jessica what she wanted so badly.

They made sure no one was in there and went to the last stall.  Handicap, Claudia thought, perfect plenty of room.  They went in and she locked the door behind her.  She and Jessica stood there in front of each other.  Claudia craving her pussy; Jessica wet with anticipation of Claudia’s mouth.

“Claudia, I want you to so badly, but …”

“Tell me, Jessica but hurry.  In a few seconds I’m going to rip your pants off and eat you out like you’ve never been eaten before.” 

“I’m not sure I want to … y’know …” she was nervous because she didn’t want to blow getting the best pussy eating of her life, “I’m not sure I want do … it back …”

Claudia didn’t care.  In fact, she hadn’t even thought of reciprocation.  The thought of Jessica licking and sucking on her cunt never crossed her mind.

“Oh princess, don’t worry.  I don’t want anything in return …” she approached her and began kissing her passionately.  Jessica couldn’t resist her passion and returned with an equally passionate kiss and they embraced each other as Claudia began unbuttoning and pulling down Jessica’s jeans.

“I just want to taste you and please you like you’ve never been pleased before.” 

With Jessica’s jeans off, Claudia got down on her knees and gazed at her perfect pussy.  She shaved it clean and the outer labia were just asking for Claudia to pull them apart and stick her tongue inside.  She raised one of Jessica’s legs on the side of the commode and took a whiff of her womanly scent.  She began gently massage her pussy, allowing Jessica’s wetness to spread over her fingers.

In a daze, leaning up against the wall of the stall Jessica said in breathy voice, “Oh, do it … eat me out … lick me until I cum …” and she surrendered to Claudia’s tongue.

Claudia reached up with her head and started to lick Jessica’s pussy in the disabled-accessible restroom stall.  Thank goodness each stall had wall from floor to ceiling or else if anyone came in they would see a woman on her knees!  With her first lick from her moist opening to her clit, the memory of the taste of her college roommate’s luscious pussy immediately came back to mind.  She was instantly intoxicated with the unique, distinct taste of Jessica.  She closed her eyes and feasted on Jessica’s cunt.

Claudia licked with a flat tongue up and down, back to front. She was a bit sloppy at first, after all this was the first time in ages she had this wonderful taste and texture of a woman’s intimate parts to devour. 

And devour she did.  She could feel Jessica’s pussy juices spilling from around her lips and starting down her chin.  She was in ecstasy and suddenly realized what she had been desiring for so long, so long that she forgot just how much.  Her eyes were closed, her hands wrapped around each of Jessica’s legs and her mouth sucking, licking and lapping her smooth snatch.  She savored every drop of her sweet juices.

The feeling was overwhelming for Jessica.  This feeling of a busy and longing tongue across her neglected lady parts took Jessica quickly from the beginning.  The first touch of Claudia’s tongue was like a shock of sexual electricity through her body, causing her to let out a loud moan.  Luckily no one was in the bathroom.

“Oh, my gawd, Claudia …” she moaned as she grabbed her head and guided it as her pussy was worked over by an eager mouth.  Claudia’s head bobbed back and forth and Jessica became weaker and weaker in the knees. Her juices were flowing freely now; she felt as if she was already cumming in Claudia’s mouth.

The more Jessica moaned, the further into her cunt Claudia tried to put her head and reach her tongue.  This only caused Jessica to grow closer and closer to the mind-blowing orgasm she knew she always wanted.  Jessica couldn’t get enough of Claudia’s mouth, and Claudia couldn’t get enough of this smooth pussy with a seemingly endless flow of silky, sweet juices.

Claudia stopped for a moment to look up at Jessica who was lost in a daze and said, “I could do this for a very long time …” and went back at it, sending Jessica into a near-trance of blissful pleasure.  Claudia herself was feeling her own pussy dripping with her wetness, her panties starting to get soaked in her own sexy stimulation.

“You can do this anytime you want …” she managed to say between to gasps and moans of her mini orgasms that start as Claudia began flicking her tongue quickly across Jessica’s fully erect clit.  She began to quiver uncontrollably under the spell of the rapid flicks across her stimulated nub.  Claudia could feel her shuddering and responded by flicking more and faster as she gazed on the young woman about to fall into an orgasm that she’d never experienced before.

“Claudia … I’m … going to …”

The words alone were enough to bring Claudia to near orgasm herself with her own clit now throbbing at the thought of having Claudia’s cum squirt all over her face.

“... cuuuum!” 

But before she had her release over her pussy lover’s face, she held herself back. 

“Wait, Claudia ...” she said breathing heavily, pulling Claudia’s head away from her crotch. “I can’t cum all over you now!  We’re still in the bookstore!”

“Oh shit, you’re right!  And I have to get home to my husband!” Claudia wiped her mouth and face clean of the lovely cunt juices Jessica’s pussy had just left.  She stood up and stuck her cum-soaked fingers in Jessica’s mouth who sucked on them eagerly, staring lustfully into Claudia’s eyes.

“Taste how sweet your pussy is, princess?” she asked playfully.

“Um, hmmmm …” Jessica said back, feeling her pussy moisten up again and sucking on new fingers Claudia slipped into her mouth.

“I could do this to you anytime you want …” she began to nibble at Jessica’s neck.  Jessica responded with an affirmative moan.  Claudia slipped a finger in Jessica’s sensitive, wet hole. 

“I could go down on you for hours …” she whispered into her ear, and then played with the outside of it with her tongue.  Jessica let out another deep moan and gasp.

“You would only need to lay there …” Claudia teased her neck more with nibbles and kisses.  Jessica began to wobble as her knees and legs became weak listening to the amazing and sexy things Claudia was teasing her with.

“And do what?” Jessica said between moans and sensual groans.

“Just spread your legs wide and open our beautiful, luscious pussy for me to eat out and …” Claudia kissed her neck while now working her pussy lightly with the one inserted finger.  Jessica arched her back and groaned; Claudia slipped in another finger as the muscles in her hole tightened and gripped the intruding fingers.  Instantly she gushed more juices, lubricating Claudia’s finger fucking.

“And … and … and what?” Jessica in near orgasm again blurted out uncontrollably, tensing up with the dexterous fingers working her inner velvety walls.

“And don’t hold back … ever …” she worked her fingers quicker. “I want you to cum and cum hard and cum all over my face and in my mouth.  I want you to release yourself and let me pleasure you …”

“Oh yes!  Oh yes!” she nearly screamed. “Eat my pussy until I cum!”

She was loud enough this time for Claudia lightly cover her mouth and slow her fingers down.  They both looked at each other a giggled a little bit at the scene they must have caused.  Neither one of them knew if anyone came in.  And neither one of them cared.  They gazed lustfully into each other’s eyes, still craving the massive orgasm that they knew they would have.

“We should get ourselves together,” Claudia said.

“You have me so turned on.  Claudia I’ve never felt that intensity in anything intimate before.”  Jessica was still dizzy from her pussy being orally serviced like never before.

“Princess, I loved doing it.  I’ll be honest too,” she said helping Jessica put her jeans and shoes back on. 

“I’ve wanted to go down on you since I first saw you.  I knew I wanted to do what I just did.” 

She looked at Jessica, brushing some of her hair away from her face, cupped her chin and began kissing her slowly and deeply.  Jessica kissed her back, thinking of how she just won the cunnilingus lottery!

“OK are you ready?”  Jessica nodded and they slowly opened the door to see if anyone was there.  The coast was clear so they both crept out of the stall and back out into the bookstore, trying in vain to look like they had been up to nothing in the bathroom.  Thank goodness the store was about to close and nearly empty.

Outside the store they exchanged numbers and promised to text dirty thoughts when they had them.  Both were still completely aroused and wanted to continue their impromptu pussy eating session.  Jessica especially was still wet and in a slight daze.

Not knowing what to say, Claudia asked, “So I’ll see you at my next appointment?”

“Yeah, sure …” Jessica wobbled a bit, still swooning over their secret tryst.

“OK princess - I mean Jessica!” Claudia corrected herself.

“Uh, thanks Claudia … uh that was incredible … I, I, I …” Jessica searched for the words to say.

“Me too …” Claudia said kindly back, knowing exactly what her pretty massage therapist was feeling and how hard words were to come by in that moment.

“And I mean what I said in there, Jessica.  Anytime.  And I hope very soon.”

“Definitely, Claudia.  You can do that anytime you want, as soon as you want and as often as you want.”

“Oh Jessica, princess,” she moved closer to Jessica, “You know how happy that makes me!”

She leaned and lightly kissed Jessica on her lips, allowing the tip of her tongue to covertly graze her lips, making them moist like she had done to her kitty - her sweet, sweet kitty. 

Claudia turned around and headed to her car and Jessica to hers.

I can still taste you …

Claudia texted her princess when she got into her car.  Jessica smiled, started her car and tried her best to focus on the task of driving home.

I’m still twitching

Jessica texted to Claudia.  Claudia smiled as thoughts of the bathroom ran through her head.  She turned on her car and started back home where Trent was …

“Trent!”  She thought.  “Oh, my gawd, I forgot about Trent.  I wonder if the game is over.  Shit, Trent!  My mouth!  Do I smell like lesbian sex?”

Claudia pulled over and text her husband.

Sorry late, got caught up at Richmond’s

Then she remembered, Trent was leaving in a couple of days.  The house would be empty.  It would be all hers.  All hers and Jessica’s! 

She quickly texted Jessica.

Text me when you’re home, forgot to tell you something.  Good news too!

When Claudia arrived at her house, she quietly went inside and immediately to the bedroom hoping that Trent still in the man cave basement.  Though he wasn’t a big drinker, when he did have a few beers he could get a little friskier.  Most nights she would’ve have minded since that was the very little sex she even got, but not this night.  Not after her rendezvous with Jessica.

The bed was empty, so she quickly and quietly changed into her pajamas and slipped into bed.  She couldn’t keep her thoughts away from the wonderful feast she had just had and how much more she wanted.  Jessica’s pussy was perfect in every way, but the way her cum tasted on her and in Claudia’s mouth … it was a thirst the quenched, but like a drug that had her instantly obsessed.

Suddenly her phone buzzed.

Hi, I’m home. What’s up?

Claudia texted back …

My husband is leaving on Sat for a few days, think we can do my next appt here?

She got excited at the thought of her pussy princess being at her beck and call while Trent was on his work trip.

Sure! I’d love to! Would have to be in the evening, is that OK?

“Is that OK?” Claudia thought, “Fuck yeah!  That would be amazing!”

Claudia texted back.

Sure, I’ll let you know if Sat is better, night princess, thinking dirty thoughts

This made of them excited and aroused at the thought of another meeting like they just had in the bookstore. 

Claudia thought about masturbating to all the beautiful thoughts churning in her head but didn’t want to chance being awake when Trent returned.  She turned over and fell asleep with visions of Jessica’s flower slowly drifting into dirty dreamy thoughts as she fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

“Claudia, honey?” Trent whispered in her ear.  “I’m leaving now … thanks for last night, I love you.  Don’t be surprised if there is something extra sparkly on your wrist when I get back …”  He lightly kissed her forehead and left on his way to the airport and his trip.  She pretended to be asleep until he left the house, then she got out of bed. 

It’s not that she didn’t love her husband, but she didn’t want to deal with him right now.  The past few days had been spent thinking about Jessica and the time they were about to have together. 

It was Saturday, Trent left a little earlier than originally planned.  She was eager to see Jessica as soon as possible.  Claudia knew she found what she had been craving all these years, and it wasn’t the boring, quick sex she had with Trent last night.

Hi princess, thinking about you … my house and my bed are empty, wanna cum on over?

Jessica and Claudia hasn’t seen each other since the night of the Richmond’s bathroom escapade but had been texting sexy, dirty little texts back and forth that kept each other excited and slightly aroused as they both waited for Trent to leave and for Claudia to home all alone.

Be right there - anything I should bring?

Jessica had been wet practically the entire time since she and Claudia were together.  She couldn’t believe the day was finally here; it seemed like years but it had only been a few days.

Just you, but you can leave the panties at home lol!

“Good,” Jessica thought, “because I just creamed the fuck out of them!”

Jessica grabbed the bag she packed the day before in anticipation, gave herself one last look in the mirror and headed out the door and to her car.  She nervously fumbled for her keys and turned on the car.  Claudia’s address was already programmed in her phone, but she had one last thing to do:  lie to her boyfriend via text.

Hey babe, heading out see you on Wed, love ya!

She told her boyfriend she was going to her cousin’s for a few days.  Despite having a new job, he was a bit dimwitted and bought her story. 

Have fun be good

Jessica couldn’t help but think she wasn’t missing anything but blowing off her boyfriend.  That was all he could say when they wouldn’t see each other for four days!  Three days apart from Claudia and things she texted to her!  Whatever, she thought and tossed her phone onto the passenger seat and headed to Claudia’s.

“You found it alright!  So good to see you, Jessica,” Claudia said when she opened the front door and saw Jessica standing there.

“It was easy to find, plus I did a dry run yesterday.  I didn’t want to waste any time getting here.”

She could feel the flames of passion running through her body and converging on her crotch area, where her clit began a deep, but rhythmic throb.

“Come in,” she signaled for Jessica to come in.

“Wow your house is gorgeous!” she marveled at Claudia and Trent’s beautiful home.

“Yeah, it’s nice, I suppose.  But it looks much better with you in it.  I bet my bed looks more inviting with you in it too,” Claudia moved towards Jessica and ran her hands behind her head and pulled her in close for a deep, steam kiss.  Their lips touch, sending tingly sparks down both of their tummies and to their lady parts.  Their clits throbbed in unison; their lips parted and tongues danced with each other.

“How long have I waited for this?”  Jessica thought as she kissed Claudia’s mouth and wrapped her arms around her waist and ran her fingers up and down her back.

“How long have I waited for this?”  Claudia kissed her princess, pulling her closer and tighter to her body so their tits pressed up against each other.  Their leg twisted and writhed against each other and their hips began to grind.  Her robe began to loosen as their bodies gyrated against each other.

“I can’t take this any longer,” Claudia confessed as she pulled away from the powerful kiss they were locked in.  “Come with me.”

She took Jessica’s hand and lead her to the master bedroom.  She already had the pillows piled up so her sweet princess would be cradled in her throne of luxurious bedding, perfect laid so she could comfortably spread her legs and let Claudia work her magic hands, fingers, mouth, tongue …

Jessica began to undress, slowly as Claudia opened her robe and began lightly massaging her nipples and circling her own areolas.  Her lady kitten was beginning to ache along with the increasing intensity of her clit throbs as she watched her pretty princess take her clothes off, making a sexy spontaneous show.

The last article of clothing to come off was her G-string.  Jessica turned around and bent over, showing her perfectly round ass with a red satin strip extending from the waistband down her crack and then disappearing between her round cheeks.  As she bent over, Claudia could see the mound of her cunt hidden in the red satin crotch of the G-string.  Her pussy muscles spontaneously heaved and a tiny gush of her honey seeped out. 

Jessica slowly pulled the panties down, with the satin string popping out from between her ass cheeks and down her legs to her ankles.  She stepped out of them and turned around to face Claudia.  Claudia dropped her robe, took Jessica’s hand and lead her to the bed.

“There’s your throne, princess,” Claudia motioned for Jessica to lay down on the mound of inviting pillows.  Jessica climbed on the bed and laid back on the soft, billowy pile then slowly spread her legs to reveal her cleanly waxed pussy that glistened with her sweetness caused by the heavily erotic connection she and Claudia had.

“You’re my princess …” Claudia said as she lustfully gazed at Jessica and crawled on the bed on all-fours.  “My pillow princess …”

Claudia began licking Jessica’s entire crotch area to get her turned on.  Slowly, but fully from bottom to top with the flat of her tongue she ran her mouth from the base of her perineum, across the opening of her hole, into the slit between her labia, up and over her clit and then circled her tongue over her hood and lapped her way back down again.

Jessica began to moan and slowly squirm as she was starting to lose herself in a developing orgasm that would take her places she’s never been too.  She knew the experience she was about to have would make the bathroom scene pale in comparison, and she was right.  Claudia had every intention of eating her princess’ pussy out all night long.

“Fuuuuck, you’re good …” Jessica said as she ran her fingers through Claudia’s hair and began bobbing her head up and down, and in and out along how Claudia was working her hungry mouth against her.  This excited Claudia to no end; to hear how much Jessica enjoyed her pussy eating almost made her squirt right there. She looked up and watch Jessica slowly lose herself into erotic bliss, under the spell of her skilled tongue.

Jessica continued to moan at the feeling of Claudia’s tongue masterfully preparing her pussy, like foreplay for the main pussy eating that was about to come.  The sensation shooting through her body from the stimulation of Claudia’s mouth brought her to a dizzying orgasmic feeling and she could feel her clit pulsating hard as if it were growing into a little erect dick.  A clitty cock, pumping with eager anticipation of being sucked off.

“I’m glad you like it …” Claudia said between soft kissed on her thighs.  “I’ve been craving you like this since we last saw each other …”

She continued to softly kiss her thighs and the soft petals of her labia.  Jessica looked down at Claudia, eyes locked and gasped at her lips’ gentle but powerful touch.

Claudia slowly closed her eyes and began to lick the entire area around Jessica’s clit.  Jessica flopped back on the bed and quivered from the intense sensation being generated below Claudia’s licks and laps.  With each lap Claudia could feel Jessica’s clit becoming more erect and the hood retracting more as it grew and grew. 

Jessica’s pussy was gushing juices from the extreme stimulation it was receiving.  It was like a heavenly nectar for Claudia and she lapped up each drop that Jessica’s cunt would give.  She licked up and down, and in between the folds of her labia, sending Jessica close and close to an orgasm that surpassed the bathroom lashing her tongue gave to her princess.

Jessica lost track of time as she laid back and received the pleasure that Claudia was giving her.  Claudia lost track of time in the bliss of eating the sweet pussy of her pretty princess.  She could feel Jessica losing control and with each increasing moan and groan would eat her pussy with more intensity and intent.

She worked her clit with the tip of her tongue, then would tongue fuck her with her tongue pointed to penetrate deeper into her hole.  Claudia used her finger as she was knelt, curled over to suck on her clit while banging her with her digits.  She could feel the contracting muscles of her hole that her work was about to pay off. 

Switching it up, Claudia would flap her tongue over Jessica’s clit, send the pretty girl into an overwhelming state of bliss and heightened orgasm.  Flap, flap, flap relentlessly, then suck, suck, suck on her bud.  Back and forth until Jessica toes curled, her grabbed the sheets and let out a gasp that brought her to the edge.

“You’re going to … make me …” her entire body tightened and writhed up as she struggled to speak while under control of the growing, intense orgasm that Claudia was bringing her to.

“Fuuuuck, Claudia, you’re going to make me cuuuum!”

She managed to say before falling back into a blissful, full-body convulsing orgasm.  Her slippery pussy sweetness dripped down Claudia’s hand and her own thighs and down into her puckering asshole.  The sensations took over Jessica completely as she gave up the last of her control.

Claudia didn’t let up.  She carefully continued to work her magic tongue, mouth and fingers on Jessica’s sweet, wet pussy as long as she could.  The honey that flowed from her princess’ cunt seemed endless and Claudia wanted to savor as much of it as she could.  Even though she had Jessica’s pussy for the next four days to ravage almost at will, she didn’t want to miss a drop of her sweet, savory juice. 

Finally, after Jessica laid with almost no energy left, Claudia began working her clit with one hand, running it over and around it, adding her own saliva to make the whole area slicker.  With the other hand she took two fingers and slipped them into the soppy wet hole of her cunt, probing the tightened walls to find that one special spot, then curled her fingers back until she hit it just right.

She worked it and Jessica reacted to it, but with no energy left she had no other choice but surrender herself and release her woman juice all over Claudia’s hands and face.  She sprayed her lady cum in a full stream as she screamed out to Claudia,

“Ahhhh, fuuuuck, ahhhh!”

“Come for me princess, fucking cum all over me!” 

“Drink my cum!  Drink it up!”

Claudia leaned down and let the stream fill her mouth and spill over.  She swallowed as much as she could, but Jessica’s cunt continued it spray.  She let Jessica’s stream drench her face and hairline, letting it drip down her chin and over her hands that still worked her special spot.

Finally, Jessica’s cunt was finished.  Jessica laid there completely exhausted and in a blissful day, legs open with a drenched Claudia laying there lapping up her cum with what little strength her mouth had left.  Her fingers played with Jessica’s pussy, as she marveled at its beauty, its heavenly tastes, and the wonderful gift of a sexy shower she just received. 

She kissed her pillow princess’ pussy in reverence as they both fell drifted off into a sensual and erotic slumber.


Book Five – 12 Hours in Tokyo:
Lesbian Domination & Submission, a Shibari Experience
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Introduction

On the way back from a business trip to Southeast Asia, Chloe has one night in Tokyo. Bored with her boring boyfriend and is missing the touch of a woman, she decides to place an ad on an online dating site for one special, "mind-blowing" night with a lovely lady from Tokyo.

Little does she know that the seemingly tame exchange Chloe has with mysterious Lady Aya turns out to be an experience in Domination and her submission in a Shibari experience that blew Chloe's!


I couldn’t believe it.  The airlines really screwed up my flights this time.  I had an overnight layover in Tokyo and an early flight the next morning.  What was I going to do in Tokyo for the night?  This meant I was going to have to get a hotel room unless I wanted to rough it and camp out at Narita Airport all night.  No thanks.  I had hotel points with an international chain so at least I wasn’t going to have to pay for it. 

I was going on a business trip in two weeks when I realized this long layover.  The whole trip was going to be non-stop meetings, conferences and work.  At least a night of sleep before the trans-Pacific flight home would be good.  My fight would get in around 8:00 pm Tokyo time, then the next flight wouldn’t be until 10:35 am the next morning.  Yes, rest would be good.

But so would the company of a lovely lady, I thought with a devilish grin with my dirty little thought.

Yes, definitely in the company of a lovely, sexy, very open-minded woman!  My thoughts start to create a steamy fantasy in my head of a beautiful woman meeting me in my hotel room and us having incredible, mind-blowing lesbian sex all night long.  The thought made me swoon down in my lady parts ...

I close my laptop after completing the booking for my hotel room and laid in bed thinking ...  I hadn’t had sex with anyone is ages.  My boyfriend and I decided to cool it and take our relationship down a few notched.  Which was great - no big, messy break up, but with us still living together until our lease ran out, it made dating and even hooking up difficult.

That left me with porn and my fantasies.  No matter how I tried to sneak around and meet up with someone, it never seems to work out.  The few times I was able to meet with someone, they weren’t interested since I still lived with my ex.  He moved into the second bedroom which at least provided me the opportunity to at least masturbate but made having actual sex - like with someone else other than my vibrator! - impossible.

I was craving the touch and feel of anyone, but more than anything I wanted to be with a woman again.  Before my ex and I got together, I was hooking up with a few girls and loving it.  But then I met my ex and that ended my lesbian phase.  Only I don’t think it was a phase.  Now that he and I aren’t together anymore, I don’t think it’s guys that I’m into.  I wonder if I ever really was. 

One thing is for sure:  watching a lot of girl-on-girl lesbian porn will get a lonely, sex-starved girl very frustrated.  So, the thought of one night on the other side of the world with another woman was something I just couldn’t pass up, and I wasn’t about to.

It was a few weeks before my trip and I decided to create a profile on a slightly-more-than-vanilla dating website with my location as Tokyo.  I opened my laptop backup and went to work.

In my profile’s description I introduced myself and let the lovely ladies of Tokyo know that I was going to be there one night as I passed through on my way back home, and that I was looking to have a very “fun, exciting and mind-blowing night”. I found a few of the best, most recent pictures of me, uploaded them and added all my details … blond, blue-eyed, 5’6”, athletic body, single and looking to hookup, NSA - no strings attached.  Signed, Chloe and ‘Send’.

With my booty call profile up, I began my search … 25-35 years old, women into women, any race, any body type, looking for a hookup.  The results were incredible!  So many gorgeous, Japanese women and a few from other countries - expatriates no doubt - filled the search results, I didn’t know where to start!  I wasn’t too interested in their profile, so I scrolled through the pictures and clicked on the ones I liked.   

As I looked at the ones I fancied, I wondered what their pussies looked like.  I wondered if, like in my lesbian porn that I watched, they had dark black bushes hiding their sweet, pink pussies.  I wondered if they were squirters, and if yes - please yes! Be squirters! - were they gushers or sprayers?  As my mind wandered, my pussy began to ache.  She was craving her release again.  And here I was again with nothing but my vibrator.

I had grown accustom in these moments that my ever-increasing sex drive was more dominant than my frustrations in not having someone else with me.  I grabbed my mini vibrator, pulled down my pajama pants under my covers and began massaging my cunt with the buzzing vibrator.  To increase the sensation, I added a little squirt of lube to the top of my mini-vibe and rubbed it over my clit area, then turned it on - sending darts of sexual charges through my body. 

My back arched and my clit pulsated up as if to reach the vibe and feel more of its magic fluttering.  I could feel it growing under the buzz of the vibe as I scrolled through the lovely ladies of Tokyo and letting my dirty mind get really dirty. 

Then I saw her.  An elegant and mysterious Japanese woman with eyes that seem to pierce through you even in a photo on a dating website and fire-truck red lipstick that contrasted beautifully with her jet black, forward cut bobbed hair.  She was captivating.  I turned off the vibe.  Her profile read “Lady Aya”; I clicked through her photos.

She had a wide array of photos, but always the same theme of form-fitting black power suits, jackets and skirts with crisp, white shirts and the same fire-truck red lipstick contrasting with her raven hair.  Her body was shapely and flawless; she was definitely an athlete of some sport.  There were only a few pictures where she smiled, but it was more of a wicked smile like she knew something her admirers didn’t. 

Her style, her elegance, her beauty, her penetrating look in her pictures … I was almost hypnotized by her and I hadn't even read her profile.  It didn’t matter, I wanted to meet her, to be with her.  I had to meet her while I was in Tokyo.  I started a message to her …

“Hello Lady Aya, my name is Chloe and first I must say that you are a stunningly beautiful woman!  As you can read on my profile I will be in Tokyo for one night in a couple of weeks and I would love to meet you, get to know you and if we hit it off, I have a hotel room!  I hope to hear from you soon, Chloe.”  Submit.

I don’t know what came over me but I wanted to see her.  I needed to see her.  I tried looking at other women and though there were dozens of gorgeous women, I couldn’t keep my mind off Lady Aya.  I didn’t want to think of anyone other than Lady Aya and the naughty things we could do to each other.  I turned my vibe back on and began pleasuring myself to the thought of my beautiful Japanese lover … in my hotel room … taking off her clothes … taking off my clothes …

The thoughts mixed in with the tiny but fierce vibrations of my little companion against my needy clit began sending me to a blissful place.  I spread my pussy lips apart with the fingers of one hand, while the other hand gently guided the vibe across and around my clit, still slick and smooth from the earlier squirt of lubricant.  I gently run my fore and ring fingers up and down the crevasse between my outer and inner labia; I could feel the strong vibration through the gentle folds of skin, all of it creeping me closer and closer to an orgasm.  I relax into the bed and spread my legs wider opening my pussy wider for me to play with under the covers.

As I massaged my cunt with the mini-vibe and my fingers, I thought of Aya standing before me - her beautiful body void of clothing, her ample breasts heaving with her heavy breathing as she gazes on me with the same piercing look from her photos.  In my fantasy she’s shaven with just a small tuft of hair in the shape of a triangle, pointing down to her sex hidden behind her outer creamy labia.  As I think about just the sight of her I can feel my pussy getting wetter and wetter. 

We haven’t even touched in my fantasy but already I could feel myself quivering with intense arousal.  The vibe was now in slow but deliberate circles around the tip of my clit - the sensation intensifying and subsiding as the vibe went around and around and around, slowly but precisely to stimulate my already throbbing clit even more.  I began to pant with my own teasing, waiting, anticipating eagerly for more and more ...

My own juices were filling my hole which I stuck my fore and ringer fingers in to slicken them as they worked my labia while the vibe continued its massaging of my love nub, now fully erect and pumping from arousal.  My ass started to grind against the bed sheets as the sexy sensation flowed over my body.

I loved this feeling.  The slow creeping of ecstasy all over my body as my sex cravings were being fed.  My pussy walls creaming with wetness, waiting for fingers or a dildo to fuck it.  My clit jumping from the continual stimulation of the baby vibe.  All of these and more sensations working together to bring me to mini-orgasm after mini-orgasms, building up into larger orgasms that seems to flow over each other, continuing to build.

I squeezed my lady muscles around my fingers as they started to do the come-hither motion to bring about a squirting orgasm when I heard my phone beep meaning I received a message.  I quick glanced mid-masturbation and I saw that the message was a notice from the dating website.  Someone got back to me.  And that could only be one person.  Lady Aya.

The desire to read what Aya had for me was stronger than the deep desire I had to cum, and I was so close.  Still, I had to read what she had to say.  Please say you will meet me, I thought to myself, Please, please, please say you will meet me when I’m in Tokyo.  I clicked to open the message …

Chloe, my dear.  You are quite a beautiful girl with a very charming smile.  I will meet you in Tokyo.  At what time should you be here?  Lady Aya

I could only imagine the beautiful accent that was behind these words.  The beautiful woman in the profile photos speaking in such soft, assertiveness with an honorable air about it.  Barely had I any contact with this woman and already I was captivated.  Partly because I was sex-starved and partly because she was so alluring.  The latter was definitely winning the majority of why I was hooked.

I wrote back the day, time and place where I would be, she confirmed and our date was set.  We exchanged phone numbers and texted several times over the next weeks - some dirty, some pleasant and friendly, there were times we even got a little nasty with each other.  Or at least I think we did; she had a unique way of speaking English.  I found it sexy and mysterious, albeit confusing at times.

There was nothing much in our correspondences the lead me to believe were going to have anything but wild, crazy lesbian sex.  The dirty and nasty things we discussed were about how my tongue would send her to places she had never been before

… how I would use my tongue to wet and ready her pussy before devouring her cunt with my whole mouth

… how my tongue would penetrate deeply into her silky hole and lap up her honey as I tongue-fucked her in and out, in and out, in and around and out again, in and out, lapping up the honey inside and what would spill out of her

… those are the types of things we texted back and forth.  If anything, I thought I was going to be the dominant one.

Several weeks later in my hotel room in Tokyo, I was waiting for Aya to come.  There’s a knock at the door precisely at the time we agreed to meet.  I open the door and know instantly why this woman had me.  Instantly my heart started beating faster and my breath grew deeper; blood rushed through my body making me both dizzy and horny.  My pussy swelled and my cheeks blushed. I had no words.

She had me and she knew it.  I was hers.  At least for tonight. 

She wore a tight, white shirt that revealed her black lace bra; a form-fitting, pinstripe skirt that hit just above her knees; black stockings with black leather, must-have-been 4” stiletto heels. Porcelain face, flawless features, sleek black hair twisted in the back, and crimson red lips … and mid-length, black leather gloves. 

She was shapely and tall, voluptuous and sexy.  Her eyes were commanding, but gentle at the same time.  Almost … sinister, but … sweet.

Lost in my Lady’s allure, she looked down at me, began to take off her gloves and said, “May I come in?”

“Yes, of course, Aya …” I said nervously as I opened the door.  I didn’t know what the wear; we didn’t discuss it.  So, I decided on sexy black and pink bra and G-string set under a wrap-around dress that could else be removed by a quick untying of a side sash. 

“Lady Aya!” she barked at me, giving me the wide-eyed look of disapproval.  She walked in my hotel room and finished taking off her gloves.

“Yes, ma’am,” I obediently said, and bowed before Lady Aya as I learned from the cultural videos I saw online.  I didn’t know what came over me.  It was instinctual what I did - the bowing.  But it felt right, and to be honest it was turning me on.

She turned to me, bowed and said, “I am Lady Aya.  It is a pleasure to meet you Chloe.”  I returned her bow but didn’t say anything.  I knew she would direct the conversation.  I stood and listened to my Lady speak, anticipation growing inside of being hers, her pussy servant.  My clit throbbed in rhythm with my intensifying heartbeat.

“I think we should make tonight a good time; don’t you think?” she said pleasantly.

“Yes, Lady Aya,” I replied.

“We can have good time or we can have really, really good time.  Perhaps even something new for my little Chloe,” she said, grabbing my chin and lifting it so our eyes met. 

“Does my little Chloe want to have good time, or really, really good time?”

“A really, really good time,” I sputtered out, as I gazed into her searing amber eyes.  My anticipation was reaching a point; she had been with me a matter of minutes and already I was ready to surrender to her.  Surrender to a woman - something I had never done before but was so thrilling, so exhilarating I was getting more and more wet by the moment thinking of the ways I would serve my alluring Lady.

“I want you to do to me what you want.  I want to serve you and do what you tell me to do.”  I began my confessional to my Lady.  “I just need to be at the airport before 8:00 am and decent shape,” I smiled at her.

“OK,” she said as she let my chin go; she pointed to the ground, I responded by kneeling.  The roles had been established.  I bowed my head and I grew more turned on by the second. 

“Now Chloe.  You are no longer Chloe.  You are mine.  You are my toy.  I am going to tie you with rope and you are going to love it.  I am your Queen and I command it.”

Say what?  You are going to do what to me?  Tie me up?  What am I getting myself into?  My head started thinking rational thoughts, but my clit and pussy had different ideas.  I couldn’t help myself, but I was getting more and more turned on.  She was commanding and it was sexy.  Still a slowly diminishing pragmatic side of me was still hesitant about being tied up.  I mean, she could do anything to me, right?

“Lady Aya, my Queen, I am sorry to be … disobedient, but tying me up?  I’m just cautious because this is a new city and all …” I was slightly scared but thrilled at the same time.  The rational side - that usually sided with my super horny side - said, We’re in a hotel room; what could go wrong?  I mean she had to ask at the front desk.

“Silence!” She raised her voice and then pointed down to the ground, signaling for me to get on floor, at her feet.  Like I was born to serve her, I dutifully knelt before her with my body and head laid on the floor before her. 

“Now, up!”  She barked; I responded by lifting myself to look up at her, still kneeling on my knees.  She walked over to me and turned around.  Her skirt had one long zipper up the back.  It was both sexy and rugged; knowing that I would surely be removing this, my swelled more and the cream seemed to seep from my hole.  I could feel my cunt ache for the touch from someone or something, if I could only rest my mini vibe on my clit right now, I would be sailing!

“Unzip me, servant!”

I unzipped her skirt from top downward, realizing quickly that she was wearing a garter with thigh-high stockings and as I unzipped more, nothing else.  I zipped over her round, bare ass with the zipper following her crack perfectly. I wanted to stop the unzipping and cup her ass cheeks in my hands and massage, then bury my face between her crack.  But only if Lady permitted me to.

Once over her round, porcelain ass she took the skirt and shimmied it down and quickly kicked it off.  She turned around to reveal her clean, shaven cunt - one solid slit that disappeared between her legs as it trailed downward.  I was in awe.  I let out sexy sigh and looked up at her, begging her with my eyes to allow me to open her outer lips and lick her sweet pussy and taster her distinct flavor.

“Now, little girl,” she bent over and cupped her hand again on my chin, “But your hands behind your back.”  I obeyed my Queen’s command.  She walked over to a chair, sat down, lifted each leg over each of the arms to expose her opened flower and her enormous clit.  I imagined that if this was her clit flaccid, how wonderfully bit would it be when I would be allowed to suck on it?  My own clit began to throb at the sight of her magnificent bud and I nearly squirted all over myself at the thought of having to play with in my mouth.

“I am going to tie you up.” I whimpered again at the thought.  “And you are going to like it.” She said sternly.  I tried to say something, kneeling there with my hands behind my back, fingers laced together to hold them together.

“Silent! I said! You talk too much!  No come here, you servant.”  I obeyed and walked on my knees over to her.  In an instant she grabbed my head and forced my face into her bare cunt.  “Now eat my pussy!  This will get you to shut up!  And don’t stop until I cum!”

At first my face was crammed so hard, so deep into her pussy it took me by surprise and I gave a little cough.  But once the aroma of her sweetness hit me, I knew what I was to do.  I began to lick my Queen’s pussy, eagerly lapping at it from all directions and in all places.  I wanted to come and my clit didn’t stop reminding me as it throbbed with the need to be sucked and fondled.  But first, my Queen.

Her taste was intoxicating and I was instantly hooked.  But as much as I savored her sweet nectar, I wanted to badly to make her cum.  I worked feverishly to find her sensitive spots, then honed in on them and watched as best I could with my tongue in her cunt, to see if she reacted to my efforts to please her.

Suddenly she stopped, brought her legs down to almost squeeze my head out from her crotch.  I sat up, looking at her with my face surely glistening from her juices that covered my mouth and chin.  I breathed in her intoxicating aroma as she bent over and looked me straight in the eyes.

“Chloe,” she said soberly, “if I told you to sit there all night with your hands behind your back, would you do it?”

“Yes, Lady Aya.  Of course, anything for my Queen,” I said hoping she let me finish what I had started with my mouth and tongue.

“Then what difference does it make if your hands are tied or not?”  She lifted one eyebrow with your reasonable question.  She was right.  What difference did it make?  Besides, it’s what she wanted and though part of this was fun and a game, she did have me.  And I would do what she wanted.  And I trusted her.  But still the whole unknown and surrendering of power like to was, I have to admit, thrilling.

“It doesn’t …” my voice trailed as I realized how much more control and power I was giving to Aya.  It felt … liberating in a way.  And it felt very sexy and was incredibly arousing. 

She lifted her legs back in their position and commanded me to continue my dutiful pussy worshipping, hands still behind my back.  I was in heaven in her womanhood, my tongue worked in and around her labia to find the spots that made her gasp. 

My neck would ache in one position, so I would turn my head and find another spot, between her labia coated with a mixture of my saliva and her cum.  She would moan and tell me I was good.  It made me smile while continuing my work.

I flicked the tip of her clit until she took one her hands to pull the skin around it up and used her fingers to pull back her clit hood … her clit grew in my mouth while my own clit pumped and ached to have the same treatment I was giving to her clitty, or even just a touch.  But first Lady Aya and her huge clit.  With as much of her clit as I could suck into my mouth, I rubbed the underside of it with the top of my tongue.  I could feel its slickness and I could see she loved it. 

“You are a good pussy servant,” she said as she once again lowed her legs.  I sat up, licking her heavenly juice from my lips and around my mouth, savoring every drip in my mouth, wanting more and more.  She walked over to the bad she brought with her and pulled out some rope and signaled for me to come of the bed.  I followed her instructions and made my way over the bed. 

“Take off your clothes.” She instructed.  I untied the side sash and opened the dress, then pulled it off my shoulders and let it drop to the ground.  I reached behind me, eyes fixated on my Queen, and unhooked my bra.  It loosened around my c-cup breasts as I slowly pulled it off of me. 

I was slightly embarrassed because while I could hide my arousal between my legs, my erect nipples would surely give away how fucking turned on.  My bra fell to the ground and finally I pulled my panties off, wiggling my ass to release the string that was riding high inside it. I stood there naked in front of my Queen, shivering with anticipation. 

Aya walked around me, running her fingers over my shoulder, then around my upper back as she made her way around me to the back.  Suddenly there was a soft cloth over my eyes; I could feel a tug at the back of my head.  She blindfolded me.  I gasped and tried to say something, but she crept up behind me, her presences quieted me down.

“Shhhh, you’ll be fine,” she whispered.  I was nervous and excited; I felt slightly scared but in a way the aroused me and made my all my sexy bits more sensitive and more desiring of being played with.  But I believed her, besides what else was I going to do?  I had already surrendered to her.

I could hear her searching through her bag.  I wondered how many things she had in there.  I wondered what things she had in there. 

“What things she was going to use on me.  Should I tell her that I really don’t like pain?  Is she going to do something painful?” 

My mind raced and went to wild places. 

The rummaging stopped.  I could feel her take my hands and tie a rope around my wrists, not too tight but firm enough to remind me who was in control.  I sucked in short breaths as I nervously let her bind my hands behind my back.  The release of control was a sensation like I’d never had before.  It felt freeing in a way, free of my own self-control, free from having to take care of myself, I was here with Lady Aya and she was going to take care of me.  My mind swirled at new sensations and thoughts that were invading my head.

Aya continued to bind my wrists, then my forearms around my back.  I could tell she was a craft worker of some sort; there was nothing crude or rushed about how she bound me.  She would wrap the rope once around, then pull on end through as if to make an artistic knot or a beautiful design.  The rope was restricting, but not too tight.  I could feel it hold my arms close together, and I let my hand go and released myself into the restraints Lady Aya put me in.

Though I was restrained, I felt free - like I could relax in the nurturing touch of my Lady.  The excitement was building up as she gave what seemed to be the final tug on my arm restraints.  I could sense her walking around in front of me … I swore I could smell her sweet aroma.

I stood there bare-ass naked with my eyes blindfolded, arms tied behind my back, shivering partly with anticipation, partly because I was scared shitless!  But there was a sense of safety with her.  After all my Lady said I belong to her and surely she wouldn’t let anything happen to something that belonged to her.

“On your knees!”

I obey and wobbled down to my knees, doing my best not to fall over in the awkward predicament I was in.  I got to my knees and stood there like a dutiful soldier, only nervous with what was coming next …

“Walk over here …” she said softly.  I did my best to walk on my knees towards her voice.  As I wobbled and tried to find my way, she laughed in a sinister way, like she was enjoying this.  I felt foolish and clumsy put still allowed her to be entertained, and her laughing at my teetering was guiding me closer to her.  And doing as she commanded to please her was all that was important.

“Finish your job, servant!  You didn’t make me cum!”

She didn’t guide me but let me fumble around with my head, arm tied firmly around my back.  I was awkward to say the least but with a little work and her indescribable scent I was able to make my tongue’s way back to where I started pleasing my Queen:  her soft, velvety, smooth, juicy pussy.  I was sure not to displease my Queen this time.  She moaned in enjoyment and slowly gyrated her hips grinding her kitty into my mouth.

I began licking long tongue licks from the base of her ass puckering across her soft opening, up around her labia and up to the clit, trying to keep in rhythm with her gyrations.  Then I’d go back down again … up and down … up and down … licking up with my tongue making it flatter each time I went up.  My saliva mixed with her lovely juices that seems to flow with no end, soaking her pussy and creaming my chin and mouth.  I was getting lost in her flavor

SMACK!

The sound and the sting on my ass hit me simultaneously and I whimpered under my licking and suckling.  She was whipped my ass as I ate her pussy!  I stopped eating her for a second while I tried to gather my thoughts and my breath.  After the initial shock and sting, I … rather liked it.  Say what?!

“What the fuck?! This is crazy!  I don’t like getting whipped!” I thought to myself.

But my attempts talk myself out of this crazy craving I had suddenly acquired were feeble. The sound, the feeling, knowing I was under her control, it all made my pussy ache and wetter even more.  It made me appreciate the fading sting on my ass cheeks.

“Did I tell you to stop?!” she barked at me.  In fear of getting another whipping, stammered out, “No, my Queen …” I relented, then buried my face where it was before.  And where it belonged:  under her control, between her legs and at the end of whatever it was that she just smacked me with - I moaned and purred as I once again devoured my Queen’s sumptuous cunt.

SMACK! 

“Another whip to my ass!  Fuck!”

The sting caused me to whimper again, but this time I continued my submissive duties and continued eating her pussy through the slight, but definite pain.  My pussy continued to get wetter and wetter and she ached to be touched by anyone or anything.  My clit throbbed so hard it felt like it was going to burst itself!

I wanted to receive so badly … but not before my Queen came.  Not before I made her entire body shudder and shake from a hard, intense orgasm.  Not before she spilled her nectar and if I was lucky, released it on my face and in my mouth. I worked hard to make her cum, hoping for a release myself.

“Lick that pussy good, servant Chloe …” she moaned as she held my head to her crotch, still blindfolded and restrained.  The rope wasn’t very tight around my arms but leaning over the chair to welcome her pussy into my mouth made the angle a bit discomforting.  The discomfort reminded me of much this pleased my Queen and how fortunate I was to be where I was - under her control and my face between her legs.

My mouth was smashed up against her pussy, making it difficult to work my tongue on the outside of her clit area.  I managed to work the tip of my tongue and my lips, lubed up with the pussy juice-saliva mixture, right on her clit.  I sucked and sucked.  I sucked like this was the only thing on earth I was made to do.  And in that moment, as her submissive servant it was.

SMACK!

I gasped deep this time and behind my back my hands sprung open at shock of the sting.  The third smack was harder than the first two; tears began to well up in my eyes.  I couldn’t hold back my whimpering from the sting that surely left a bright red mark on my ass.  This time it hurt, but in a beautiful way.  A way that made me realize that I had been a submissive my entire life, I just didn’t know it.

“I told you to lick my pussy and your fucking sucking on my clit!”

This time Lady Aya was upset.  She pushed my head back and I gasped to regain my breath after the marathon sucking I had just done on her huge pearl, the entire lower part of my face wet from her sexy cunt juice mix.  I panted and my heart pounded.

I was nervous and scared - scared that I did not fully please my Queen.  I stood up on my knees, shaking as I awaited the punishment my Queen would inflict on me.  I could hear her standing up and walking away. 

“Where was she going?  What was I supposed to do?  Was this part of our play?  What the fuck was going on?  Fuck, Chloe!  What did you get yourself into?”

Suddenly I felt a light, cool breeze across my naked body.  My mini panic subsided … for a moment.

I was still kneeling waiting on either punishment or direction or something from my Queen.  My nipples grew harder and more erect; I could feel goose bumps forming on my tits as the breeze flowed across my tied-up body.  The fresh air felt good, but only to cool me down.  The completely vulnerable position I was in with a totally unknown outcome had caused my heart to race and my body temperature to raise.  My clit throbbed in unison with the aching of my cunt. 

The anticipation of what lay ahead - while blindfolded and restrained with a woman I really didn’t know in a foreign city on the other side of the planet, just hours from having to be at the airport to catch my flight back to the US - was a sensation I had never experienced in my life.  The intense sensation that ran over and through my body was both mental and physical; both a feeling of vulnerability and one of being safe and secure.  It was both unnerving and serene at the same time.

The intense full-body sensations were all concentrated in my crotch.  From my clit to my pussy to my taint to my puckering asshole, my cunt seem to collect all these titillating sensations and ache and pump, craving whatever kind of an orgasm it could get, even a tiny one.  The denial of an orgasm or even a touch was so intense and erotic it was like turning on my faucet on my pussy.  My juices filled my snatch and spilled out; I could feel them seep down between my thighs as I waited for Lady Aya to … do something.

The wait seemed like hours, but it was only about a minute or two.  Then suddenly ...

SMACK! … SMACK!

I gasped at the sudden sting of pain and tried to regain my thought and my balance on my knees.  She whipped my tits!  Each one!  Fuck!  Those hurt!  My breasts were already sensitive from being so fucking aroused, then the cold air and now this!  I bent over, gasp from the stinging sensation on the tops of each of my mounds.

“Ahhhh!” I called out, “My Queen …” I wanted to ask her to stop but I knew she would not be happy and displeasing Aya was the last thing I wanted to do.  Besides the stinging sensation mixed with mounting titillations and created an amazing feeling that I was quickly becoming enthralled with.

“I told you to lick my pussy!”  She said sternly from above.  I could sense her walking around me.  The swishing of her thigh-high stockings circling around me added to both my nervousness and my arousal.  She was behind me when …

SMACK!

“Fuck!  She whipped my right tit from above while standing behind me!”

I winced in pain and shock, not knowing where this strike came from.  I shuddered and twisted around the best I could; I don’t know why.  My restrained arms didn’t allow me much movement.  I was under her control.  I was … safe. I was hers.

I could hear giggle – a sinister giggle – like she was enjoying this!  How could she be laughing at my predicament?!  I was here restrained, blindfolded, on my knees, begin taunted and whipped …

And I loved it.  I loved the sting of the pain.  I loved the jolts of erotic sensations it shot through my body.  I love that it made her laugh.  I loved her laughing at me.  I loved the way all of this was turning me on - turning me on like I’d never been turned on before.

“And you fucking suck my clit?!”  She said in a jeering tone right into my ear from behind, causing me to tremble at her voice in my ear.  Her breath was amazing against my ear, her voice commanding but sexy.  My breath quickened as I anticipated her next whip, her next command, whatever she was going to do next … or have me do.  

“Forgive me, my Queen,” I begged.

SMACK!

Another whip, this time on my left tit!  I gasped and shuddered like before and my pussy gushed out a flow of silky cream that was more than wetness from arousal - it was the beginning of my cunt beginning her release.  The silkiness invaded in between the soft folds of my labia and seeped back towards my puckering rosebud and oozed down between my thighs.  My entire cunt was coated with my own milky honey.  My head was dizzy from the euphoria as single tear began to trickle down the side of my face.

“Spread your legs!”  She was now right in front of me.

I waddled on my knees to open my legs; the cool breeze flowed over my pussy.  The wetness from my soaking, dripping pussy mixed with the cool air tickled my cunt and caused my whole body to shiver a bit in the cold.  I could feel the tip of my clit catch the breeze, sending a sensation through my lower abdomen that nearly had me squirting.  Then it dawned on me the position she had me in, then …

SMACK!

I bent over instantly and let out a loud cry of pain, now each eye shedding a tear - she whipped my pussy!  The sting from the whip mixed against my incredibly sensitive cunt created an overwhelming mixture of pain and extreme pleasure, that I could hardly tell the difference between the two.   I gasped for breath, my head swirled and I could feel my muscles release in my crotch.

“I-I-I-I’m going to cum …” I whimpered out, still bent over to keep myself from ejaculating from every orifice in my crotch.

“You can only cum when I say you can,” she said in a teasing and taunting voice right in front of my face with a laugh.

“Orgasm denied!  How could she?!” 

I was doing my best to hold it in but the sensations were churning in my head and all through my body - I thought I was going to lose control.  By this time, I was shivering ever-so-slightly from the combination of anticipation, vulnerability, the cool breeze, and being wildly turned on.  Still, I squeezed my inner wall muscles and breathed deep and hard to control the orgasm which was under her control.

SMACK!

Another whip on my pussy!  This time the sting was amazing; the stinging sensation invaded my aching cunt and seem to concentrate on the honey juice I was trying to hold for my Lady, then spread like a euphoric wave over my body.  I cried out and gasped at the same time, then bent over again, this time nearly losing my balance on my knees.  I couldn’t help but letting a tiny bit of sweetness seep out; the warm liquid dripped from my tiny upper hole down my freshly smacked labia onto the carpet between my knees.  I hoped it wasn’t too obvious.  I hoped my Lady didn’t notice.

“My Queen … I-I-I don’t know how … m-m-m-much longer … I can … hold … out …”

I could sense her at my level in front of me; she must have been kneeling.  I felt her hand cup my chin as she had done before to instruct something to me.

“Is that cum on the floor, servant Chloe?” she said in the perfect Joan Crawford, ala Mommie Dearest, tone. 

My heart pounded even harder, sending blood all through my body and to my groin area, still damp from my cum, still throbbing from the whip.  My mind raced searching for something to say. She noticed it my tiny release.  And she didn’t sound pleased. 

“So, you want to cum … do you, servant Chloe?” her domineering voice was both sexy and intimidating. 

“Y-y-y-yes, my Queen, … I do … if it pleases my Queen …” try my best not to sound like I was pleading.  But, really I was.

My clit throbbed harder, having been highly aroused and then smacked a few beautiful times.  My pussy and cunt muscles were squeezed as tight as I could and began to ache from the strain of holding back a sensational climax.  My reservoir was full of still more juice being produced as a result of my sensationally erotic and thrilling evening I was having in Tokyo as a submissive to my Lady, my new Japanese Lady Domme. 

I was at the final edge and felt like by thoughts, body and orgasm were about to erupt and I didn’t know how much I could hold out.  I could feel my breath, muscles and therefore cum about to give at any moment. 

Suddenly I heard a loud buzz then the most intense vibration I’ve felt in my life, pressed right up hard on my crotch area.  It was an electric wand vibrator, a large one too - it covered from my clit to my opening, buzzing against my entire pussy vibrating the entire area with a sound and vibrations that penetrated my body almost immediately.  The sensation racing through my body intensified and my legs began to shake …

“I’m cuuuuming!  Oh, my Queen … ahhhh! … I can’t … I can’t … hold it … any … loooonger …” I screamed as Aya started to laugh wickedly.

“Cum servant!  Fucking cum!” she called out, as she continued to laugh at my current helpless situation.

Immediately with her permission I could feel my entire body release and my sexy floodgates open … my squirt poured over the large bulb of the vibrator that Lady Aya still had pressed up against my cunt, its vibrations causing my cum to splash; I could feel the droplets of my cum splashing against my bare body.  My gushing continued as she pressed the powerful vibrator against my sore and fully aroused pussy. 

The euphoric feeling exploded through me with a sensation live never felt before; my body twitched and jerked as I continued to experience a mind-blowing orgasm and continued to cum all over the wand and presumably her hand that was holding it.

I let my flower juices flow for my Lady for what seemed minutes …

She laughed and kept saying, “Good girl, cum for your Lady, good girl.” I was in erotic paradise as I gushed for her.

I finally stopped cumming, but Lady Aya didn’t stop with the teasing and the torture.  She kept the vibrator pressed up against my pussy even after I finished cumming.  Exhausted and feeling drained of all my fluids, I stood there still kneeling, but bent over gasping for breath.  But the buzz of the vibrator wouldn’t let me rest for long.  She must have seen my fatigued state, but still she wanted more.

“Seeing you in this helpless state makes me wet.  Do you hear that servant?!”  She hissed in my ear, then laughed again in her pestering voice that was getting me excited again.  I could her a faint sloshing sound and presumed that Aya was pleasing herself as she watched me, helpless and at her will.  Knowing she was getting off on this made my excitement grow.

“Y-y-y-y-essss …” I said under the intense sensation of the strong sex toy against my drained, exhausted and worked-over pussy.  I tried my best to stand straight up, but I was starting to feel weak again with the growing intensity of a mounting orgasm. 

I fell back on my legs but Aya kept the vibrator pressed hard against my drying clit and surrounding labia.  I was exhausted and drained and my pussy was getting dry.  I started to feel discomfort and began to moan.  Aya didn’t let up.

The sensation of the powerful electric vibrator on my dry cunt started to produce a silky, creamy secretion from my hole.  I could feel my creamy pussy cum spread around my cunt area, soothing the intense feeling and moisten the area.  Another release began to fill me and I could feel my body about to collapse, when suddenly the vibrator was pulled slowly away from my cunt.  I could feel my sticky cum create a string as it pulled away. 

My cunt area swelled and pumped from the overwhelming stimulation.  I sat back exhausted and let my cunt take in the amazing feelings and sensations.  I could feel the ropes slowly being untied from behind my back.  My hands and arms were limp, but I managed to stretch them out as she meticulously untied the work of art she had created earlier.  My head was dizzy but she took care to untie gently and to hold me softly when I started to sway.

It was like someone caring for someone they cared deeply for, in a special way.

When she was finished untying me, she gently massaged my arms and laid me on blanket and pillow that she had apparently laid earlier at some point in my mind-spinning evening I just had.  She gently brought my legs forwards and laid them out, caressing my body softly as the worked.  I saw a black leather riding crop, the instrument she was surely using to whip my tender spots.

“Relax, Chloe … you did so well …” still blindfolded, I laid back and did as my Lady said.  He soothing voice solidified any doubts I may have had that I was her submissive that she cared for.  She caressed my body and gently opened my legs to expose my creamed cunt.  She massaged my cunt.  I was calming down.  It was an amazing feeling.

“Relax Chloe …” she brushed the hair from around my face with her other hand.

My breathing returned to normal and did my dizzy thoughts.  I laid there under the tender massaging and caressing of my Lady.  I took in her touch and her presence and started to fall into a dreamy state.  Slow she took my hands and sat me up.  She took the blindfold off and smiled at me as she looked sweetly into my eyes.  She was beautiful.  It was beautiful.

She kissed me gently and stood me up.  She lead me a few steps to the bed; the bedding already pulled back.  She laid me down, then walked around and got the in the bed.  I laid there as she pulled me in close and held me affectionately, her soothing voice whispering my name, for me to relax and what a good girl I had been as I drifted away.  The throbbing of my clit subsided and I fell quickly to sleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The alarm woke me suddenly.  I was disoriented and it took a few minutes to realize where I was. 

Tokyo hotel room.  That’s right.  Flight home this morning.  Oh shit!, I thought in an instinctual panic.  But then remembered I already had my bags packed and taken downstairs, and an airport transfer already booked.  All I needed to do was get ready and head downstairs.

I looked at the empty side of the bed then around the room, looking for Aya.  She wasn’t in the room.  I staggered out of bed, still light headed from the night before, and headed to the bathroom.  I showered and got dressed, surveyed the room one last time, wondering where Aya was and why she left while I was sleeping. 

I didn’t have time worry or think about Aya, I had to stay on pace and get downstairs if I wanted to have a bite to eat before heading to the airport.  I gathered up the last of my thing into my large carry-on tote and headed the elevators that would take me downstairs.

I checked out at the front desk, hoping to find a note from her.  But there was no note.  I went to the hotel restaurant with the nagging realization that Aya, my Lady, my Domme had left without me.  I rationalized with myself that she must have had something come up or needed to be somewhere early or … I didn’t know why, and though I was upset, I had to keep moving. 

I sat down at a table ordered a double espresso, toast and jam and a large glass of orange juice to give my body a boost of vitamin C and caffeine.  Scenes and parts of the night before keep flashing in my mind, awakening my lady parts.  I writhed my legs together, feeling the wetness slightly in my panties and crossed my legs. 

“What an amazing, mind-blowing night …”

I drank and goggled down my breakfast and left a hefty tip in dollars.  I got up and made my way to the lobby where I could see the doorman looking my way.  I hoped it was to tell me that my Queen was waiting for me somewhere and he would take me to her.

“Your car is this way, Miss Chloe,” the doorman said and motioned to a car waiting outside with my packed bags next to it.  I thanked him, left the hotel and got into the car.  While the driver was putting my bags in the trunk I checked my phone for a text or even a message on the dating app.  No message.  I sighed and sat back, waiting to be taken to the airport. 

Suddenly, “Knock, knock, knock!” on the window.  I turned and say Aya there with a beaming smile on her face.  My Lady came for me!  I was ecstatic to see her and quickly opened the window.

She leaned in, “Chloe, my dear!” she grabbed my head and embraced me, cheek to cheek.  “I am sorry I left without saying goodbye, there was an emergency in the office and I had to leave immediately!  But I had to see you before you left!  I am so glad I caught you before you left!”

I opened the door for her to come in the car; she quickly came in and hugged me tightly.  I returned her hug.  I was so happy to see her.  I was beginning to feel the need to return to her pussy, but we were in the car and I had to get to the airport.

“Oh Aya, I am so happy to see you!  Last night … I-I-I-I I don’t have words … you showed me something that I will never forget … oh Aya, I am your servant forever!  I wish I was staying here to serve you at your will!”

“Chloe, my dear you were marvelous!” she said, cupping my chin in her hands again.  I loved looking into her eyes.  She kissed me there in the car, with the driver, the hotel door staff and guests in plain view.  The thrill of kissing her in front of people in the daytime thrilled me; I kissed her back and felt my pussy swoon and clit come alive.

“I have to go my dear,” she said after pulling away.  “But I will be in the US next month, if you can make it to Los Angeles, Chicago, Miami or New York I will buy your ticket to bring you to me … Chloe, you are the best submissive I’ve had.  So eager to please and such a good pussy servant.  I want to see you again!” And she handed me her card.

These words were like music to my ears, and Chicago!  That’s my town!

“I live in Chicago but yes!  I am sure I can make to at least one other city as well!”  I took her card as she kissed me one last time before leaving the car.  She climbed into an over-sized black SUV with tinted windows and drove off into the Tokyo morning traffic.

The drive got in the car and we started off to the airport.  My thoughts were swirling again … I was her best submissive?!  She wanted to see me again?!  Her crop!  The blindfold!  Being restrained by the smooth, silky rope!  The ride to the airport was a secret erotic time for me as I remembered the unbelievable night I had just hours before.

“Miss, may I ask something …” the drive said with a soothing Japanese accent.

“Yes …” I replied.

“You know Michiko Nakamura?” he asked.  I had no idea who he was talking about.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know who that is.” I said back, confused.  “What is he talking about?”  I wondered.

“The lady with you in car.  Michiko Nakamura.  You associate of hers?”

“Lady Aya?  Yes, the woman in the car, I suppose you could say I’m an associate of hers.”  I looked at the card and it read:  Michiko Nakamura. 

Michiko Nakamura?  Who is that? I asked myself.

I was still a bit confused.  “Uh yes, I am an associate of Michiko Nakamura,” still not quite sure who this person was.  I took out my phone and did a quick internet search on her ...

“I am honored to drive you to airport, Miss Chloe,” he said nodding to me in the rearview mirror. I nodded back and clicked the first link for her name in the search results page.  As I read, my mouth dropped ...

On a major news organization’s website was a biographical article on the Michiko Nakamura, the most successful entrepreneur and wealthiest woman in Japan.  She headed several major software companies, sat on the board of two of Japan’s largest banks, was an avid art collector, philanthropist and largest donors to human and animal rights charities all over Japan and the world.  Among many, many other achievements.  In short, Michiko – I mean my Queen, Lady Aya - was a badass.

My heart and mind raced as we got on the highway and accelerated towards the airport.  My phone suddenly buzzed.  It was from my Lady.  My lady parts began to pulsate in unison, almost like instinct to her message.  I opened the phone and read her text …

Chloe, my lovely and dutiful submissive, I wanted you to see how beautiful you are in my Shibari …

A second text were two images of me in my position last night.  She was right - it was beautiful.

She sent three from three different angles.  One from the front right showed me with a beautiful black silky scarf around my eyes, my mouth opened slightly mostly like mid-shuddering.  I was kneeling and on my right breast, a slightly swollen red line across from where obviously had just whipped me.  In the car I rubbed my right breast, smiling blissfully as I relived the sting from the night before.  My cunt reacted with my inner walls creaming up.

The second photo was from the position and swollen red line, only on the left side.  Part of the right breast and it’s stinging read line was visible.  I moved my free hand to massage my left breast and couldn’t help myself from squirming a little in the backseat as my pussy reacted to the visuals.  Thank goodness we were on the highway; the driver’s eyes were locked on the road!

The last image was stunning.  It was me from behind with my arms tied in a narrow V, held by a beautifully woven pattern of red, silky rope.  Each knot, each loop, each crisscross created an elegant arrangement … it was art and it was erotic.  The domination theme intertwined with the exquisite artistry was simply gorgeous!  I couldn’t believe it was me!  

I was mesmerized by the images and didn’t realize we exited the highway.  I looked up and noticed the drive looking at me in the rearview mirror, smiling.  I blushed at his gaze.  I was trying to text her back, but we were pulling up to the airport. 

“You are very fortunate,” he said, alternating is eyes from the airport roads to the mirror at me.  “Michiko Nakamura very powerful woman.”

I was still a bit confused.  I suppose they had an alias for our encounter, but who is this powerful, wealthy woman?  I didn’t have time to learn more from my driver as we approached the curb near my airlines.  He stopped, helped me with my bags, I reached to give him a tip.

“Oh no, to drive you is an honor and payment enough,” he bowed to me.  I bowed back, accepting his refusal.  I took my bags and headed into the airport.  I checked in and started to the security line.  I was antsy!  I had to learn more about this woman!

Finally, I reached my gate with plenty of time to spare to learn more about this amazing, stunning woman - my Domme!  But first I finished my text …

My Lady, thank you so much for the stunning pictures, for last night and for so much more!  Please send me the dates for the cities & I will make myself available to my Queen …

Send.  I will send more after I learn more about her!

I opened my laptop and started reading articles about her; they all painted a picture of a phenomenal woman of great character, success, intelligence and international respect.  A woman who was fiercely competitive, while still retaining her grace and elegance.  I was astounded and thrilled at what I am reading!  Lady Aya was the name she used for “rendezvous” with her submissives, but she was really Michiko Nakamura, Japan’s most successful business and cultural woman, world renowned and respected!

My phone buzzed, incoming text!  My heart leapt as I tapped on my messages, waiting to hear back from her! 

Hey babe, can’t wait to see you!  The bed’s been lonely without you

Fuck!  My boyfriend!  It totally forgot about him!  Fortunately, they were boarding soon and I had to shut down and get ready to board my long flight home. 

I texted him back quickly …

Me too, gotta go they are calling my flight. Text you when I land.

Send.

One last text … this one to Michiko …

My Lady, thank you again for everything!  I am at your service again during your visits to the US next month!  I have reminders across my body to whom I belong and who is my Lady!  Thank you and I obediently await your reply!  Your adoring servant, Chloe. 

Send.

I got in line for my group and it wasn’t but a few minutes later my phone buzzed.  This time it was Lady Aya!  My heart and clit jumped; I quickly opened the message.

Chloe, my dear servant.  You are such a good girl, but still have so much to learn!  More Shibari lessons next month.  Lady Aya

I was swooning but had to pull myself back to the line for boarding that was now quickly moving.  I couldn’t wait for my flight to land so I could text her back!  I couldn't wait to have another “rendezvous” with my Lady and have her take me to farther places as a submissive!  I couldn’t wait to please her - this time extremely well! - as her pussy worshipper! 

I reached the plane entry, gave my boarding pass, entered the jet way to the plane and to my window seat.  Situating myself towards the window with the pillow and blanket, I found a position that allowed me some privacy.  I opened my phone and flipped through images again, back and forth, until the passenger beside me sat down.

I realized I was exhausted from the night before.  I wasn’t sure what time I got to sleep and the entire evening felt like it lasted for hours, but it seemed like I got no more than few hours of sleep.  I put my dark eye mask on and curled up towards the window. 

My clit was now aching.  Under the blanket I reached down into my pants and wiggled my long, middle finger in between the other lips until I felt the drenched inner lips and my clit.  It throbbed against my finger, the touch shooting orgasmic surges through my body that relaxed my body and my thoughts. 

I fantasized steamy, dreamy thoughts of my Lady whipping my ass while I serviced her succulent cunt … she would be laughing in sadistic pleasure while I whimpered in pain … in Chicago, then in New York, and the other cities.  My pussy juices seeped and my clit pumped against my finger as I fell asleep before the plane even took off!
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