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Introduction

Heather is recently divorced she can’t help but think about the time when she hooked up with this sexy woman at her friend’s wedding after her split with her jerk of a husband. 

Rebecca has had it with men, after she caught her boyfriend - ex boyfriend, that is! - cheating on her and found out he’d been lying to her.  She decides it’s time change things up and begins looking online for a sexy female playmate.

Rebecca spots Heather’s online dating profile and the two start flirty conversations and eventually meet up for some unexpected fun in the bathroom of the bar and then in Rebecca’s van!


Chapter One - Rebecca

The light from his phone was blinding in the dark bedroom. Mike's back was turned to me as he looked down at the screen. He thought I was asleep. I reached out a hand blearily and touched his shoulder.

"What are you doing?"

He jumped. "Nothing, baby."

"What are you looking at?"

"Nothing," he said again.

I leaned over and put my chin on his shoulder. "Really?"

He tried to cover the screen with his hand, but he wasn't quick enough. My eyes widened. Some girl's boobs were there, a selfie in a text screen, her smile visible above her cleavage. "Um," I said.

"Shit," he said.

"Who the fuck is that?"

"No one." He cringed.

"Who is that?" I repeated. "You know what?" I sat up in bed. "It doesn't matter who she is. She's on your fucking phone."

"I can explain, Rebecca." But he didn't say anything else. He seemed stumped.

"Yes?"

He shrugged.

"Right. Get your clothes on," I snapped. "Get out."

"But, baby!"

"No, I've had it this time. Get out of my apartment."

"Baby..."

"I'm serious, Mike."

He rolled out of bed slowly. I glared at him as he pulled on his jeans. "It's late," he whined. "I don't want to drive home in the dark."

"Should have thought of that before you checked out her boobs," I snapped. He just sighed and reached for his shirt. He doesn't care anymore, I realized. It really is over. Has been for a while. He's not even mad. "Take your guitar," I said.

"Fine." He picked it up as he left the bedroom.

"Do not call me," I warned.

"I want to work this out," he said. But he didn't even look at me when he said it. I stepped out of bed too, wrapping the sheet around me as I walked past him to the front door. I tried not to feel ridiculous as I stood there holding open the door. I hoped no one would walk by.

Mike picked up his wallet and keys from the kitchen table. "I love you," he said.

"Yeah, okay," I said sarcastically. "Don't call me. I mean it."

He ducked his head and walked out.

I watched him go in silence. Then I closed the door and stood there, naked but for a sheet, in my kitchen. I felt numb. Maybe I had already known we were on the way out. I felt twinges of anger at him, of course, but mostly I felt tired. I went back to bed and sat down heavily.

Mike's charger was still plugged into the wall, but I wasn't about to call after him to pick it up. It's my charger now, I thought with a sort of cynical grin.

I plugged my phone in and navigated to Facebook to see what was new. Someone from work was launching a new app. She had asked me to work on it, but I was too busy with my actual job as a software developer to take her up on it.

The project was actually generating some money on the fundraising platform she had picked. I sighed. Should have joined when I had the chance.

Someone else had posted a video of their dog catching a ball in mid-air. I glanced at the name of the dog post and felt a little jolt as I saw it. Nadia Bjerkholt. A name I hadn't seen in a long time. Nadia was a girl I had met when I studied abroad in Europe.

She had been my friend. She was a nice girl, exactly the type to adopt a poor American who didn't know anyone. She had taken me to the best cafes in town and shown me where to go on campus for a quiet study space. At first she had just been an on-campus acquaintance, but slowly it became more.

She told me one Friday that she was going out with her friends and invited me to join her.

When I got to the bar she had named, it was only me and her. Her friends had bailed. Her shy smile as she told me this gave me pause. Now, I smiled. It hadn't occurred to me then, young and innocent, that perhaps she had never even invited her friends.

She took me by the elbow and pulled me into the dark bar and ordered for me in her native language. A few minutes later the bartender handed me something pink and sugary sweet. Nadia encouraged me to drink and laughed when I asked what it was. "It's good! You'll like it, trust me."

"Only if you join me!"

She lifted her own drink and clinked the glass against mine. It was the same cotton-candy pink. I drank from my glass as she closed her eyes and sipped. The blue light in the bar made her pale skin glow. Her eyelids fluttered open and caught me looking at her. She smiled again.

"Do you like it?"

"What?"

"Do you like the drink?"

"Oh," I said. I looked down at my drink stupidly. "It's sweet."

"Yes," she agreed. “Like you!” I blushed. She laughed. "Do you want to find somewhere to sit?"

"How about over there?" I pointed to a small loveseat tucked against the mirrored back wall. Nadia led the way and sat down first. I settled down next to her and felt the sides of our thighs touch. Something warmed turned over in my stomach. The alcohol, I told myself.

"Are you enjoying your time here, Rebecca?"

"I'm liking it more and more," I told her. "It helps to have a friend."

She put her hand on my shoulder and leaned in with a goofy sincerity. "Everything is better with a friend," she said. Her eyelashes caught the light when she blinked. "Don't you think?"

I nodded and swallowed. "Yes," I said. "Definitely."

Her hand stayed on my shoulder, her body turned towards me, as she told me about the other classes she was taking besides the history class we had together.

We both kept drinking. I tried to keep up with her words as she talked, but the bar was loud, and she had an accent, and her hand was a warm presence on my shoulder. I leaned my head on the couch and looked up at her.

"You look tired," she laughed.

"I'm awake! Continue."

Her hand brushed my cheek. "I think I'm boring you," she teased.

"No! Please keep talking."

"Tell me about yourself," she suggested. "Do you have a boyfriend?" I shook my head. "A girlfriend?" I blushed and shook my head again. "Have you ever been...interested?"

"In what?"

"A girlfriend. Or a girl."

"Um..." I looked down at my half-empty glass.

"If that's too personal--"

"No, it's fine. I mean, yeah, I've been interested. But I've never had the opportunity to, uh, try it out."

"Oh really," she said with a smirk.

"Yeah."

"What do you think of me?"

"I, um," I stuttered.

"Sorry," she said. "You're new at this." She laughed lightly. "Can I kiss you?"

I took a long sip from my glass and nodded vigorously. She leaned in, hand still on my face, and touched her lips to mine softly. I felt frozen, pinned in place by her hand and her mouth. She pulled back and looked at me quizzically.

"I'm sorry," she said.

"No, I'm sorry," I said quickly. "I didn't--I've never--Will you do it again?" She looked unconvinced. "I want to kiss you," I said earnestly.

"You're sure? Because you have to actually kiss me back," she said, a half-tease.

"I will," I promised.

She kissed me again, and this time I returned it eagerly. Her hands wound into my hair and she pulled me closer to her as she kissed me with more intensity.

"I think this might be inappropriate for our setting," I gasped as I came up for air a few minutes later.

"Oh?" She raised her eyebrows.

I looked at her, hoping she would pick up on what I wanted, too shy to voice my desire. The warm thing in my stomach was growing hotter, and it wasn't the alcohol. I wanted her. I tried to tell her with my eyes. She smirked, and I felt myself caught like a fish on a hook.

"We just got here," she said playfully.

"Well..."

"And you already want to leave?"

"I mean..."

She laughed. "Come with me." She took me by the hand and led me to the women's bathroom, a one-stall affair with a deadbolt that she locked immediately. She pressed me against the wall and kissed me again, hands gripping my hips. I gasped into her mouth. "Eager," she teased. I nodded.

She ran her hands down my body and pressed against the front of my jeans. I whimpered. She laughed and rubbed her hand in a small circle. Then she undid the button and zipper and pulled my jeans down my hips. Her fingers on my bare skin felt like electricity. I had never been touched with such fire.

I jolted back to the present with a shake of my head. Nadia. It had been a while since I thought of her. Europe had been years ago.

I spent another moment remembering the way her touch had made me feel. Then I pulled up a lesbian dating app on my phone and started putting in my information: Rebecca, 32, five feet and four inches tall. Body type, curvy.

I uploaded my cutest selfie, which showed me wearing big dark sunglasses and smiling. Then I curled up in bed and fell asleep thinking about Nadia, about other women, about anyone but fucking Mike touching me.


Chapter Two - Heather

​I was scrolling through my email when my computer dinged with the sound of a new notification. Evite reminder: Sam and Darren's Wedding Bash! I clicked it and found a brightly colored wedding invitation, with animated confetti, and a date only a few days away.

Shit. I had forgotten.

The happy couple had invited me months ago, and it had slipped my mind as the date grew closer. Now I was flustered, with no gift for the couple, no outfit to wear, and no date. Dan had been out of the house for more than two months and, while I missed him, I wasn't about to invite him to the wedding. I wondered if he was going on his own, or if I had gotten Sam and Darren in the divorce.

I looked more carefully at the email and found the link to the gift registry. They had listed many items, but because I was so late to the game most of them had already been purchased. Only the really expensive shit was left.

I sighed and clicked Add to Cart under a stupidly pricy coffee maker. I would need to go shopping after work, too, to find a dress. It was too late to find a date. I would be going solo.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

At least, I thought, I looked good. The dress I had found was a dark blue with white embroidery along the hem. It fit close to my body and showed off my hips. I wore a silver necklace that hung over my very tasteful cleavage.

There was nothing to be done with my hair--it was so short that any attempt at styling was futile. It just lay there. I wondered idly if I looked good enough to get picked up by a groomsman.

The drive out to the wedding was short, thankfully, and I got there early with my expressly shipped coffee maker wrapped in a pretty box. I placed it in the designated area and went to find a seat. There was a cutesy sign that read "Bride this way, groom this way" with little arrows.

I stood there for a second, not sure which side to sit on. I had met both Sam and Darren in college and at this point I was equally good friends with both of them. I had met Sam first, but...

"Don't know which?" a familiar voice asked. I turned and saw Dan standing there, looking rather sheepish. "Didn't you meet Sam in that chemistry class? That's a cute story." I stared. He shrugged. "I'm going to sit on Darren's side. We always bonded over soccer.”

He started walking towards the groom’s section, but then waited expectantly. I turned on my heel and went to sit in the bride’s area.

I stared straight ahead throughout the wedding ceremony. Then, when we were excused to the reception, I made a beeline for the open bar. I settled into a seat with a sigh and ordered the first of many drinks I was looking forward to that night. The bartender, a pretty redhead, smiled at me understandingly. "Ex got married?"

"What? No."

"Oh. Sorry." She dropped her eyes and moved away to make my drink.

I felt bad instantly. She was just trying to make small talk. "My ex-husband is here. He knows the couple too," I told her when she handed over my drink.

"Ooh, that sucks," she said. "I'll keep the drinks coming." She winked.

I felt my cheeks get warm. "Thanks. What's your name?"

"Maddie."

"I'm Heather."

"Nice to meet you," she said.

"You, too." Her blue eyes slid away from mine as someone else approached the bar and I turned to my drink.

Later, when everyone else was dancing, I turned my back on the dance floor and looked to Maddie instead. "Ready for another?" she asked.

"Yes please." She already had it made and handed it to me quickly. "You're a lifesaver," I told her.

"Just doing my job."

"Well, I appreciate it." I put my hand on her arm.

She looked down. "No problem," she murmured.

"What are you doing after this?" I asked.

"I'm here until ten," she said with a frown. "You probably don't want to wait that long."

I shrugged. "Why wait?"

"What?"

"Can't the bar close for a few minutes? Lady's got to take a lunch break."

"I guess," she said doubtfully.

"Or at least a fifteen-minute break," I grinned.

She smiled back and nodded. "Oh, definitely."

"Want to go walk in the garden?" I pointed past the dance floor with its swaying bodies. Maddie nodded and stepped out from behind the bar to walk into the garden. She wore a standard black and white server's outfit. It looked amazing on her. "What do you do for fun, Maddie?"

"I like hiking," she said noncommittally.

"That's bullshit," I laughed.

"Okay, I like Netflix," she amended.

"How about chill?"

"Yeah, that too."

I ducked behind a hedge and pulled her to sit down on the ground with me. "Come chill.”

She laughed. I liked that sound. "That's terrible!"

"Did it work, though?" She nodded and I immediately leaned in, stifling the rest of her giggle with a kiss. She made a little noise of surprised pleasure and kissed me back. I leaned into her body, pressing her against the hedge, until she wiggled in my arms and pulled back with another laugh.

"The branches are poking me," she said.

"Oh." I sat back and tugged at her black dress shirt. "Come here." She slid onto my lap and put her legs around my waist as my hands settled on her hips. She leaned in for more kisses as easily as breathing air. I didn't care that branches were digging into my back.

Too soon, she pulled away again. "I need to go back to work."

"Awww."

"I know." She extracted herself from my lap and stood up, brushing dirt from her nice clothes. “It’s been nice.”

"Can I get your number?" I asked from my spot on the ground.

"Oh, um, no thanks."

"Oh. This was just a--"

"Yeah, I have a girlfriend. It's open," she said quickly at my horrified face. "Like, I'm totally allowed to hook up with other women. But I'm not really looking for another relationship..." she trailed off.

"Oh," I said. "I see. Well, see ya around. Or not, I guess." I stood up quickly, trying to regain some feeling of control. Maddie leaned in for a quick hug.

"Thanks! Gotta get back now." She walked away, smoothing her hair as she went.

I deeply wanted another drink, and yet... I needed to save my dignity, so instead I walked back to my car. My head still felt fuzzy from the warmth of another body on mine, and I sat for a few minutes in the driver's seat. Maybe I didn't want another man, I thought. Maybe it was time to find something else.

I had downloaded a couple dating apps right after Dan left in an attempt to have meaningless rebound sex. But when I got home I looked at the app store with a new goal in mind: women. I downloaded the one with the best reviews and got to work creating my profile, and then swiping on pictures of local girls.

It seemed like each one was more gorgeous than the one before and I felt almost silly for swiping right on nearly every profile.

But then I saw a woman who put all the others to shame. She had a round face and dark hair cut into a bob, and she wore sunglasses that took up half her face. I couldn’t just swipe on this one. I had to message her the stupidest first message ever.

Hey, I like your sunglasses!

I just hoped she would reply.


Chapter Three - Sexting

Hey, I like your sunglasses!

Thank you! So, what are you up to tonight?

Not much, to be honest. I'm having a relaxing night at home.

Me too! What a coincidence. I hope you're having a nice time. What do you like to do in your free time?

I don't have a lot of free time. Work keeps me pretty busy. But I like going out to queer bars when I'm not too tired. What about you?

I get you on being tired, haha. I can't say I'm one to go out to bars, but I like going out for good food. I also like staying home for some me time if you know what I mean...wink.

Rebecca raised her eyebrows at that. Was this girl really going there that fast? Normally she would be annoyed, maybe offended, by someone throwing out such a casual reference to sex within ten messages, but she didn't mind it so much when it was coming from someone as beautiful as Heather.

She didn't know exactly what to say in response, so she typed back:

Oh, I know what you mean.

With that, blushing, she put her phone face down on the couch next to her and turned on the TV. She pretended her ears weren't pricked waiting to hear the buzz that meant Heather had replied in the app. She was talking to some other women on the app, but none of them gave her the same zingy spark when she got a new message from them.

Her TV didn't seem as interesting tonight as it usually did. Her hand itched to grab the phone and check it in case she had missed the vibration of a new message, of course. She almost jumped when it finally buzzed with a new message from Heather.

Do you want to get coffee with me?

I think maybe we should talk more on here first. Rebecca paused, then added a sad face at the end of her message. It seemed wise to wait and see if their compatibility continued online before meeting in person, even though she really wanted to.

Oh, okay. The next message came back quickly. Rebecca was glad she hadn't put the other woman off. Now she had to pull her back in a little bit, prove she was still interested.

What are you doing?

Nothing much. Just got home. Changing out of work clothes.

Oh? Into what? Her cheeks felt hot.

Who wants to know?

Um...me?

Heather smiled down at her phone. She was enjoying her flirtation with this cute lady. I've got my blue pajamas on. Shorts and a tank top with silver stripes. She was also wearing thick, warm socks, but Rebecca didn’t need to hear that decidedly un-sexy part of her outfit. Her smile turned into a smirk as the other girl's reply buzzed.

Sounds nice.

Eager but shy, it seemed. What about you?

What about me what?

What are you wearing?

I'm still in my work clothes, haven't quite gotten home yet. Today I wore a black blazer and pants with a purple shirt.

Oh, a professional lady. Sexy. Rebecca sent back a blushing emoji. I mean it.

You're pretty sexy yourself.

Am I? Heather wondered if she should just say, Compliment me!

Very sexy, Rebecca confirmed. It was true. She had been looking at Heather's profile pictures repeatedly since they had begun chatting. The other woman was tall, with long blonde hair and what looked like some freckles. She had a pointed nose and a wide, white smile. Rebecca couldn't wait to see her in real life. So, if we were to meet, which I am not guaranteeing, what would we do? Where would we go?

I would take you to Marco's, by the marina. Have you ever been there?

I have not. Tell me about it?

It's this adorable Italian place. You get to look out on all the sailboats from the restaurant. It’s very romantic, and the drinks they make are strong.

It sounds lovely. What would we do next?

How does a walk on the beach sound?

Very nice, classic date. I could get behind that plan. And then I would kiss you on one of the piers.

Rebecca blushed. She sat there, looking her phone at a loss for words, until the next message came in.

Sorry, too much?

No, not at all. I would like to kiss you, she replied honestly.

Oh, good. I was worried! But anyway, yeah, I would kiss you on the pier. Maybe while the sun was setting.

Too bad we aren't going to do that just yet. Winking face.

Oh, you torture me!

What next? Rebecca goaded.

Well... Heather let the message stand-alone until Rebecca replied.

Well?????

Well, maybe we would find a quiet corner in the trees and have a seat. Maybe we would kiss some more.

That sounds nice.

Maybe I would put my hand on your thigh.

That sounds nicer.

Would you kiss me back?

Absolutely.

I would have to check if anyone was around before the next thing, though...

Rebecca’s heart was racing as she unlocked her apartment door, glad to be in private for these messages. Okay, there's no one around. What's next?

Next I run my hand under your shirt and you feel my fingertips on your skin. You feel me touching you through your bra.

I’d arch into you. I want you to touch me.

You do? Where?

I think you know where. Rebecca couldn’t quite bring herself to say it.

Hmm. I think you want me to touch you somewhere further down.

You’re right.

Heather’s lips curled up at the ends. I’d touch you over your pants.

Just over my pants?

It’s a public place, Rebecca.

A jolt went through Rebecca as she read her name and imagined Heather saying it aloud. She unzipped her pants and slid them down her hips. I guess I’ll have to do it then.

Not so shy anymore, apparently. Are you touching yourself?

I am.

With that, Heather groaned and lay back on her couch. Her hand found its way under the waistband of her shorts and she gasped as she touched herself. Me too. Her phone stayed silent as she moved her hand in fast circles on her clit. She imagined Rebecca just as she was, touching herself too intently to pick up the phone and reply. She imagined Rebecca’s lips and body against hers. She wondered what the other woman would sound like when Heather touched her. She wondered what she would sound like coming. It was that thought that pushed her over the edge and she herself came with a sharp gasp.

Heather lay there, pleasantly floating, until she felt her phone buzz next to her once again. She opened the app and laughed at the message from Rebecca that awaited her. We need to meet.


Chapter Four – Meet Up

The two women settled on plans to have dinner at Marco’s the following Tuesday. It was agony waiting to meet in person, but Rebecca survived it by constantly messaging Heather and getting to know her better. She even gave Heather her number so they could move from the app to texting.

Rebecca discovered some things through texting. She discovered that Heather worked an office job that she didn't particularly like. She had a long commute every morning and night. She didn't drink coffee and instead she went to bed at an unreasonably early hour. She had no pets. She was recently divorced. She liked softball but no other sports.

And in turn, Heather shared things about herself. She shared things like her favorite thing at Starbucks, because she herself did drink coffee, and also where she was going to get take out for dinner, and the view out of her office window.

She grew to feel close to Heather even though they hadn't yet met in person. Talking to a person nearly constantly has that effect.

On Tuesday, they agreed to meet for dinner at a local bar that also had great food--Heather's suggestion. Rebecca arrived a few minutes early. She had started nervously preparing way too early with her makeup and clothes and as such she had been sitting around the house waiting until she could reasonably go to the bar.

She waited outside the noisy bar and looked at her phone as if she were very focused. A few minutes later, someone walked up to her and cleared their throat.

"Hi, Rebecca?" The voice was only a little bit unsure; after all, they had seen each other in pictures.

Rebecca looked up. There stood Heather, looking at her with a slightly nervous expression.

"Hi!" she replied brightly.

"I'm Heather," Heather said unnecessarily. "Do you want to go in?"

"Yeah, let's," Rebecca replied. She held the door open for Heather and walked in after her. The bar was loud inside and a little bit dark, but warmly lit.

They stood in silence for a few moments as they looked at the menu. Then they ordered, and when the bartender asked, "Do you want the tab together or separate?" they both looked at each other awkwardly.

"Uh, together?" Heather said, voice tipping up at the end like a question. Rebecca nodded. "So how was your day?" Heather asked as the bartender turned away.

"Oh, it was good. Normal work stuff." Awkward silence. "The receptionist brought in donuts for everyone."

"Nice," Heather said appreciatively.

"Yeah," Rebecca agreed. "What about you?"

"Same thing. I've been working on a project for a while and I made some good progress on it today, so that feels good."

"Nice."

"Yeah." The bartender handed them their drinks and they looked around the large room for a place to sit. "Over there?" Heather pointed to a small table against the wall.

"Okay." They walked over and sat down across from each other. Rebecca crossed one knee over the other. "Sorry, there's no softball," she said, nodding at the TVs playing different sports games.

"It's not really televised," Heather said. "Oh." They sat in silence for a moment. "You're really pretty."

Rebecca blushed. "Thank you. You're, um, really pretty too."

"I knew I liked your picture right away, but you're even cuter in person."

"You are too," Rebecca laughed. She reached out and touched Heather's arm. "Tell me more about your job, it sounds interesting."

Heather did, and from there the conversation flowed naturally. It helped that they sipped their drinks and the alcohol slowly loosened them up. Soon Rebecca was slowly moving her hand back and forth along Heather's arm, and both women were leaning in across the table.

More than once, Rebecca caught Heather looking at her mouth while she spoke. She grinned whenever it happened, and Heather's eyes would jump back to meet hers. She also noticed Heather looking further down from her mouth to her cleavage peeking out from her red dress.

She cleared her throat softly. "My eyes are up here."

"Oh, gosh,” Heather said in a rush. “I am so--”

“It’s fine,” Rebecca laughed. “I had to give you shit for it.”

"I mean, like I said, you're really pretty."

Rebecca smiled. "Thank you." She felt like a broken record. "You are too."

Heather leaned close to brush the hair out of Rebecca's eyes. Now Rebecca glanced down at Heather's lips, and before she knew what was happening those lips were on hers. She made a little noise of surprised pleasure and kissed back for the moment before Heather pulled away.

"Wanted to do that all night," she said, voice a little breathy.

"I'm glad you did," Rebecca said. Heather put her hand on Rebecca's thigh under the table. "You were saying?"

The conversation continued, a little stilted because Rebecca couldn't focus with Heather touching her lightly under the table. The other woman's hand kept creeping up her leg until Heather couldn't scoot her chair any closer. Her hand brushed against Rebecca's upper thigh.

"Um, get over here," Rebecca said suddenly, cutting off Heather's story. She scooted to the side of the wide seat she was sitting in. When Heather joined her she immediately put her hand on the back of Heather's neck and pulled her in for another kiss.

"You've been teasing me," she murmured against Heather's mouth.

"A little," Heather admitted. They kissed again, longer, and Heather’s arms went around Rebecca’s waist and pressed their bodies together.

Heat was building in Rebecca’s body as she felt Heather press against her. “This is, mm, maybe a little much for the other patrons,” she said breathlessly. “Should we--”

Heather stood and took both of Rebecca's hands in hers, pulling the other woman to her feet as well. She led her to the women's bathroom at the back of the bar. Rebecca followed happily as Heather opened the door to a blessedly unoccupied single-occupancy ladies' room. She locked the door behind them and pushed Rebecca against the wall.

"Is this more to your liking?" she said with a smirk.

"Yeah, this is better," Rebecca agreed with a smile. She pulled Heather back towards her and kissed her deeply, opening her mouth to let the other woman's tongue in. She gasped as Heather bit down on her lip lightly. A little moan escaped her without her knowledge or permission and she felt Heather smile against her lips.

Rebecca ran her hands down Heather's sides and rested them at her hips, gripping her and pulling her close. She could feel the heat from her body through her jeans and she arched her hips forward. It was Heather's turn to moan softly.

Rebecca pushed her backwards, taking control until Heather was against the large vanity sink, and pulled her by the hips to sit on the ledge. She broke their kiss to undo the button and zipper of Heather’s jeans and pulled them down around her thighs.

Heather was wearing cute red panties with a bow at the front, and Rebecca smiled. “Did you dress up for me?” She didn’t give Heather a moment to answer, instead leaning in again to kiss her as she touched her.

She rubbed her fingers in circles, waiting for the sharp inhale that would mean she had found Heather’s clit. She smirked when she heard the gasp and pressed down harder, making small tight circles around it.

“Shh,” she whispered. “Wouldn’t want anyone to hear.” Heather bit her own lip and nodded.

Rebecca kept rubbing her clit for a minute and then pulled her panties down too, exposing her bare pussy. She nudged Heather’s legs apart and reached in between them with one finger to slide inside.

Heather threw her head back and gasped as Rebecca slowly moved her finger in and out. She felt Heather’s hands on her shoulders tighten as she thrust faster. A small whimper escaped her lips.

Suddenly a knock came at the door. “Hello?” someone said. “How long are you going to be? I really have to go.”

“Fuck,” Heather groaned.

Rebecca pulled her finger out reluctantly and pulled Heather’s clothes back into place. “Sorry.” They exited the bathroom to a glare from the three women who had lined up outside the locked stall.

“I think maybe we should leave,” Rebecca said with a giggle.

“Can I give you a ride home?” Heather asked.

Rebecca had mentioned she took the train to meet her. “Okay,” she answered with a smile. “I’d like that.”


Chapter Five – Hook Up!

Heather paid off their tab quickly and they rushed out of the bar into the parking lot. She had a big van for transporting bulky equipment for work, and she opened the back door to reveal the backseat, which Rebecca climbed into first. She undid her jacket and balled it up under Rebecca’s head, then settled over her on her knees. “So uh...what do you want to do?”

Rebecca gave her an incredulous look. “Are you serious?”

"I mean, what specifically?" Heather amended. "Like, how exactly do you want me to ravage you?"

That got a laugh from Rebecca. "If you wanted to, um, go down on me..."

Heather put up a hand. "Say no more." She leaned in for a deep kiss and then began working her way down Rebecca's body with her lips. She kissed down the other woman's jaw, to her neck and across her collarbones. She spent a long while kissing around Rebecca's breasts, pausing for little licks and nips of her teeth. She wrapped her lips around Rebecca's nipples one at a time and sucked lightly.

This elicited moans from Rebecca, and her hands came up to tangle in Heather's hair. "Oh, oh," she moaned. "Please keep doing that." Her breath hitched as Heather bit down lightly on her nipple. "Mmmm."

Heather flicked her tongue against her nipples until Rebecca was whimpering. Then she moved on with a smirk and Rebecca gave a disappointed groan.

She kissed down around Rebecca's ribs and stomach to the waistband of her skirt and teased one finger underneath, running it along the inside.

“Come on,” Rebecca groaned.

“Oh, okay,” Heather laughed. She pulled the skirt and her panties down all the way and tossed on the floor. Then she shimmied down Rebecca’s body and settled with her face between Rebecca’s legs.

She used two fingers to spread her lips and leaned in slowly to run her tongue down the length of Rebecca’s cunt. The other woman whimpered. Heather licked her clit with a firm tongue, fast flicks the made Rebecca writhe. She took breaks to give long licks too, and after a few minutes she slid two fingers inside her.

Rebecca let out a loud groan at this and bucked her hips. Heather paused her licking to focus on fucking Rebecca with her fingers, enjoying the movement of her pleasured body. As Rebecca’s moans grew higher and faster, she put her tongue on her clit again and moved quickly.

Her fingers pushed in and out as she went down on the other woman until she felt her tense up and take a loud, sharp inhale. Then Rebecca’s whole body relaxed with a sigh, and Heather removed her fingers and rested her head on Rebecca’s stomach. She could feel her breathing slowing down as her body returned to its normal state after being in such heightened arousal.

Rebecca took another deep breath and let it out with a long, contented sigh. “That was amazing.”

Heather smiled. “Glad you thought so. You’re sexy when you come.” Rebecca tugged at her shoulders until she moved so the two were looking directly at each other. “Thanks.” She cupped Heather’s cheek and kissed her sweetly.

“Your turn.” Her hand slid down Heather’s body to the front of her jeans. “Let’s get these off.”

“So, you can get me off?” Heather quipped.

“Good one,” Rebecca deadpanned. “But seriously.” She fumbled with Heather’s button quickly to get it open and undid the zipper.

“Off.” Heather shimmied out of them as Rebecca tugged them down her legs and dropped them to the side. Her fingers resumed their earlier rubbing against Heather’s clit without preamble.

Heather dropped her head and gasped. “Fuck.”

It was Rebecca’s turn to smirk as Heather gasped against her shoulder. She could feel the other woman getting wet and soaking through her panties and felt a rush of heat surge through her body even though she had just come. “You’re so hot,” she whispered.

Heather couldn’t respond as she sighed and moaned against Rebecca’s body. She could feel herself rocking against Rebecca’s fingers without meaning to, trying to get the sweet press of her fingers right against her clit. She gasped as Rebecca’s hand suddenly sped up and she rubbed hard circles against her clit.

She could hear her own sharp, high moans as if they came from someone else. She felt pleasure building inside of her and flexed her hands on Rebecca’s shoulders. Then a different kind of moan left her mouth and her eyes popped open as Rebecca pulled her fingers away.

“Hey, where do you think you’re going?” she said indignantly.

“Patience,” Rebecca replied. Her fingers drifted down and slipped inside Heather’s panties.

“Oh,” Heather said softly. “Okay, then.” Her eyes drifted shut again as one of Rebecca’s fingers found its way into her cunt.

“There’s a good girl,” Rebecca murmured. Heather whimpered and Rebecca thrust deeper inside her to get that noise again. “So hot.” She moved her finger slowly in and out until Heather was writhing. “What do you want?”

“More, please,” Heather said. Her voice came out strained.

“You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“More fingers, please.”

“I can do that.” Rebecca slid another finger into her. “Like that?” She continued to fuck her slowly and deliberately.

“Yes,” Heather gasped. “Just like that.”

“Or...like that?” Now she moved her fingers faster and rougher. She felt an instant change in Heather as her pussy squeezed tight around her fingers.

“Oh, you like that!” She curled her fingers to hit Heather’s g-spot and got a high-pitched moan for her efforts.

Suddenly she stopped moving her fingers altogether.

“Tease!” Heather pushed her hips against Rebecca’s fingers impatiently. “Fuck me!”

“Fuck yourself,” Rebecca told her. She put her unoccupied hand on Heather’s waist and guided her up and down. Heather quickly got the idea and began moving her hips rapidly up and down to fuck herself on Rebecca’s fingers. “Good.”

“Thank you,” Heather gasped. “I try.”

“I reward effort,” Rebecca said. She began moving her hand again and matched Heather’s own rhythm with her fingers so that she thrust deep as Heather pushed down. She felt the other woman pussy contract again and knew she was close.

Rebecca grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close for a hard kiss while she fucked her as hard as she could. Heather gasped against her mouth. Her whole body seized up as she came with a loud moan against Rebecca’s mouth.

The hand in her hair relaxed and Heather dropped her head back to Rebecca’s shoulder with a heavy sigh. “Holy shit.”

“Mmmm.” Rebecca stroked her hair as Heather came down from her orgasm.

“I think we need to do that again. Like, as soon as humanly possible.”

Rebecca laughed. “I agree, but maybe in a bed?”

“That’s a great idea.” Heather sat up and reached for her pants. “Fuck, that was good.”

Rebecca watched her and smiled. “Does that mean I have to put clothes on?”

“I mean, I guess I can drive you home without them, but you’re going to have to get dressed to, like, leave the car.”

“Good point.” Rebecca disentangled her legs from behind Heather and sat up too. She pulled on her clothes as well.

They stepped out of the back seat gingerly, looking around to make sure no one had noticed their fun. Heather got into the driver’s seat and turned on the car as Rebecca settled into the passenger side. “Can you direct me?”

They drove through the streets as the sun went down. When they reached Rebecca’s house Heather put the car in park. She leaned over the center console to kiss Rebecca again and was greeted with eager lips.

She felt butterflies in her stomach as she pulled away. This was where it had gone wrong with the girl at the wedding. “Can I see you again?”

“Absolutely,” Rebecca grinned. “I’d invite you in right now but the place is a mess.”

“I wouldn’t care,” Heather said.

“I would!” Rebecca laughed. “I’ll text you. Maybe we can have dinner on Friday?”

Heather nodded. “I’ll pencil it in. Or, type it into my Google calendar, rather.” She felt a sense of satisfaction as Rebecca’s eyes crinkled in a smile. “See you then.” She gave Rebecca another quick kissed then sat back in her seat as the other woman got out of the car.

Rebecca shut the door and waved as she went inside. Heather sat for a moment behind the wheel, smiling, until the streetlight above turned on and startled her.

She put the car back in drive and went home, smiling all the way.


Book Two – Rough Girls
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Introduction

Kayla and Danielle meet at a friend’s birthday party and hit it off immediately!  New friends, they begin texting and learning that they have a lot in common – namely a bi-sexual side they share with each other.  Their texting goes into sexting filled with dirty lesbian-talk and mutual masturbation!

Finally, they decide to meet up a few times but time and time again Danielle keeps blowing Kayla off.  Frustrated with being blow off, but even more frustration with not getting any girl-on-girl, yummy lesbian action Kayla has about had it with Danielle. 

When they finally do hook up anger and aggression turns in to rough lesbian sex where both go at hit hard and realize this is how they love to have their girly girl fun time! 


Chapter 1 – Kayla & Danielle Meet

The fact that it’s not my birthday party doesn’t mean I’m not allowed to get wasted.

This was exactly what Kayla said at her friend’s party, and that was her exact intention, evident from the way she talked crazily and spilled the contents of her plastic cup. It was Olivia’s birthday party, and it was lit; then again, to be fair, all her parties were usually lit. She’d called up Kayla weeks earlier and made her intentions known about throwing a party to mark her birthday. Of course, Kayla was in, who didn’t like a good party?

It was pretty much obvious why Olivia had stressed on Kayla’s attendance at the party—she always somehow managed to make it a fun place; she was a buzz to be around, and that was what she was doing at the moment as she spun around, dancing awkwardly to the music blaring loudly from speakers and laughing just as loud.

Her intention was to get drunk, or at least a reasonable amount of intoxicated. She was beautiful, and the fact that she was red-headed and curvy made her a focus on way too much attention. The booze helped, for when you are intoxicated up to a certain point everything had the tendency to feel like one big joke.

Kayla realized that her cup was empty and she needed a refill, and fast. She skipped through the bodies mashing against each other, swaying her hips to the music as she searched out the bar. She soon slowed her steps, however, when she realized that she was actually getting exhausted. And where the hell is Olivia? She wondered.

Patting her hair to the side, Kayla got to the bar and poured herself a drink. It was one of those parties where you go to serve yourself food and drinks, and everything was surplus. She swirled the liquid in her cup, her movements uncoordinated, spilling a few drops. She gulped it down and then stared at the bottle in her hand.

“What the hell?” she shrugged and sauntered off, the bottle in her hand.

Kayla found her friend outside the house, by the pool, but that was not the only thing she saw; as a matter of fact, she spotted her friend for only a second before focusing all her attention on the person she was in conversation with. Kayla had recently begun to come to terms with her sexuality, and the fact that she actually liked girls. It was still an awkward subject for her to approach, but she knew she was making progress.

Taking deep breaths and trying to ignore the way her heart thumped as she took in the tall, strong-looking woman in tight jeans and a tight low scoop-necked top which pushed against her breasts, exposing her cleavage. Kayla looked at the bottle in her hand and looked at the woman again. She took a swig, exhaled, and walked up to them.

“You know, if I wanted to listen to so much low-grade stuff I’d have gone to the subway.” That was Kayla’s opening line and she gave it with a big smile on her face.

“Kayla, what’d I say about those kinds of jokes?” Olivia said.

“Actually, that was kinda funny,” the lady with her said with a smile that exposed her teeth. Kayla returned the smile, feeling herself boil over inside. She stared at her friend and made tiny gestures with her eyes.

“Kayla, is something wrong?” Olivia asked. “Do you have dirt in your eye?”

Kayla gasped out of exasperation and spoke through her gritted teeth. “Just freaking introduce us already.” She turned to the lady and winked, “the smart ones are not yet born, am I right?” she laughed even though Olivia barely cracked a smile.

“Kayla, I’d like you to meet Danielle.”

Kayla, glad that she felt sharp from all that booze, stuck out her hand and grimaced when Danielle took it in hers. “Ooh, strong grip. Should have expected that,” she said and giggled, trying hard to keep her eyes of her busty cleavage.

“And this fun talkative is Kayla,” Olivia said to Danielle.

“Kayla, huh? Didn’t see that coming,” Danielle said. They stared at each other, almost as if communicating through telepathy. Olivia stood beside them, switching her gaze from one to the other, then she said. “I should leave you both to uh finish up with uh, whatever this is.”

“How about a drink?” Kayla asked, waving the bottle in her hand, almost immediately forgetting about the birthday girl.

“Here’s my answer to that,” Danielle said and also waved a bottle in the same manner as Kayla. “Damn, where’d that come from?”

“Magic,” Danielle said and they both laughed.

As the night wore on and the party seemed more alive than ever, Kayla still found herself with Danielle. Oddly, she had to admit, she was surprised that she’d spent a full ‘party hour’ with just one person. Even those times when she’d dated guys, she’d found it difficult maintaining focus.

“This was fun,” Danielle said and tossed aside a plastic cup. She turned to Kayla, “you’re really fun.”

She blushed and her hand subconsciously went to her hair. She had no idea if it was the booze intensifying her emotions, but she suddenly felt sad when she thought of the fact that Danielle would have to leave sooner or later, and then, also suddenly, she felt a bit excited when she felt the phone in her pocket. On second thoughts, she concluded that it was the booze, but that didn’t stop her from going ahead with what she had in mind.

“Are you uhm...like on Facebook and stuff?” she asked.

Danielle turned to her and smiled. “The first one; never heard of this ‘and stuff’, is it any good?”

Kayla studied her face to see if she was actually serious, then they both burst out laughing. They immediately became friends on Facebook and soon had to deal with the final awkward moment that came with giving someone your contact and then having to leave almost immediately, not knowing if the person would make anything of it the next day.

Kayla was especially nervous when she woke up the next morning. She’d gone home the previous night feeling high, partly on the alcohol she’d taken and mostly on the thought of Danielle. When she’d gone home the name had been all that occupied her head—while she showered her thoughts screamed the name, and while she admired her body in the mirror she thought of Danielle, and (this particular one made her a bit shy just thinking about it) while she masturbated as she always did on most nights, especially when she’d had a hot encounter with someone who pleased her eyes.

She’d thought of Danielle while massaging her pussy; she’d imagined those strong arms holding her head and shoving it in between her cleavage. The thoughts had taken her by surprise, and also the intensity with which her body rocked as her orgasm exploded through her. She’d slept thinking ‘Danielle’, and now she was awake the first thing she did was quickly reach for her side and grab her phone.

Her heart thumped as she opened her Facebook app; the loading all of a sudden felt like it took forever. Notifications, she thought and boom! (that was probably what she thought her heart sounded like), there it was: a message from Danielle. Kayla squealed with joy and told herself to chill. She scrolled by the message, planning to look at it last. It was hard not to try and guess what the message said—what if it’s just a regular hey?

She placed the phone, screen down, on the bed and wiped her sweaty hands. What the hell, girl? She was surprised at how excited she was. At the rate she was going she knew her palms would not be the only part of her body that’d be wet.

The message was not just a regular ‘hey’, as she’d feared. She found out soon enough, after which she read it a couple more times before replying. And that was how it started. They got busy on each other’s profiles, sharing pictures and funny videos, placing comments on various comments and typing lots of ‘lols’.

It’s amazing how much we have in common.

She sent to Danielle one day, and she immediately agreed. It was past eight and the evening was going pretty fast. Kayla thought of making herself dinner when she heard her phones notification tone—a ding. She sat on the bed and tapped on it, smiling when she saw that it was from Danielle.

Hey, can I ask you something?

The message read. She bit her lower lip and quickly typed ‘yeah’. She was about to press send but she paused and wondered if it felt a bit hasty; it didn’t matter though because she’d already sent her reply. The three hovering dots popped up indicating that Danielle was typing.

Kayla kept her eyes on the screen, waiting for the reply to show up. She exhaled and got off the bed, making to move towards the hallway to the kitchen, but her mind remind on the phone and the reply Danielle was typing.

I’ll better just take the phone with me, she thought to herself and walked back to the bed. Picking up the phone, she scrolled up through their past messages hoping that once she scrolled back down the new message would have appeared. Still, those hovering dots remained.

“The hell?” she said and found herself sitting on the bed, the kitchen forgotten. The heard the soft dripping sound and her heart skipped a beat—the message had come in.


Chapter 2 – New Girlfriends

The car slowed to a halt in front of the theater. Kayla alighted and paid the driver. Alright, no nerves, she told herself and scanned the area, hoping to spot Danielle. There was quite a number of people moving about the theater, mostly couples, and it was almost impossible to pick out Danielle but that didn’t matter the moment she heard a voice behind her.

“Hey.”

She turned around and a smile lit her face when she saw Danielle. “Hey,” she said and looked around. “I’m glad I didn’t have to start grabbing people one after the other before I found you.”

“You were hard to miss; pretty red head dressed to kill.”

Kayla laughed and shrugged. “You’re one to talk, you look like you might actually kill someone.” She wondered how Danielle somehow managed to pull of jeans and tops, and still managed to look so damn sexy. And those boobs, Kayla licked her lips—the way they almost seemed to glare at her.

They both entered the main building to make their movie selection. Kayla grabbed Danielle’s hand and pulled her to a large movie poster.

“I’ve always wanted to see this movie,” Danielle said.

“I thought so. You and I, we’re two peas in a pod,” Kayla said and hooked her hand into Danielle’s hand as they went to get tickets.

The movie turned out great, at least in their opinion even though most of the audience grimaced or let out groans and casually shrugs at what was supposed to be a hilarious scene. Danielle and Kayla laughed through most of the movie, attracting a few confused stares from people giving them the ‘we’re watching the same movie, right?’ look.

They were among the last people to leave the theater as they walked out into the cold night. “That was fun,” Kayla said, watching the lights around her.

“Yeah. We should do this again sometime,” Danielle suggested and Kayla nodded, “yeah, we should.”

“So, it’s settled, we’ll do this again,” Danielle said and watched a cab stop close to them. “I’ll get that for you,” she said and opened the car door.

“Thanks,” Kayla said as she got into the car. “And thanks for tonight. It was great,” she said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Kayla had no idea what it was, or what label to place on it, but she didn’t mind at all; she just enjoyed the flow between her and Danielle. They may have both told each other goodnight, but their night didn’t exactly end there. Kayla lay in bed, clad I her skimpy nigh gown with nothing underneath, cooing at the way the cool air in her room caressed her skin.

She lay on her back and slowly trailed her fingers over her skin, her eyes closed and her mind filled with images from the night out with Danielle.

How could this night get any better?

A soft beep filtered into her ears and she opened her eyes. It was a message from Danielle, asking the casual stuff like how she was doing and all.

Readjusting herself on the bed, she typed a reply and Danielle replied immediately. In that way, they began to chat. Kayla found herself smiling as they texted, and she felt her body getting hotter as they chatted on. Left for her alone, they would have maintained the casual wave they were currently riding on. She couldn’t tell what led to it, but Danielle’s next message sent a throbbing between her legs.

I usually sleep nude. I find that it’s easier when I need to take care of some business, if you know what I mean. And then she added a winking emoji.

Kayla blushed; she definitely knew what she meant and body shivered as she tried to think of the perfect response. The ball is in your court, girl, don’t mess this up.

After typing and retyping, she thought, “What the hell?” and tapped send, tossing her phone on the bed and biting her nails. It took over a minute—possibly more, or even less—for her phone to beep. She exhaled and picked it up, turning it slowly. The first thing she saw was the reply she’d sent.

I’d love to be a curtain in that room of yours, gazing down on you.

Danielle’s reply was a heart emoji followed by a kiss, and a blushing face. She also typed, what exactly would you want to gaze down on?

Kayla clamped her legs together and typed a reply, feeling less tense and catching a familiar tingle between her legs. The texts soon got hotter and Kayla soon confirmed that Danielle was in fact bi-sexual.

She slipped her hands in between her legs and caressed her folds as she read through Danielle's texts. Her legs quivered and her pussy gushed out its juices with each stroke she made. A soft moan escaped her lips as she closed her eyes and thrust her fingers deeper into her pussy. Another message came in.

Are you fingering your pussy?

She gasped and wondered how she knew, then she saw she'd mistakenly sent a voice note. She clicked on it and her voice played back to her, her moans.

I'm fucking horny, she replied and everything took a whole different turn. Danielle described in detail everything she wanted to do to Kayla, and Kayla fingered herself harder as she imagined it all.

Her pussy slushed; her fingers coated in her juices. She sucked it up and an idea popped into her head. Taking one of her pillows, she propped herself up from the back and spread her legs wider. The light in the room was good enough, so she switched to her camera and took a photo of her glistening pussy.

She felt a thrill as she sent the photo to Danielle--a certain kind of electricity buzzing through her. She wanted more.

Danielle sent her a photo of her boobs clasped together with her nipples erect and her dark areolas looking inviting. Kayla drooled as she zoomed into the photos, wishing she could take those nipples into her mouth.

She clipped her nipples with her hand and fingered herself as she watched the Danielle's nude pics flood her phone.

Hmm...dominate my gallery, she replied and stared at Danielle's pink pussy and marveled at how swollen it was. She wanted to stick her tongue inside it and lap up her juices; she wanted so badly to thrust her fingers into Danielle's pussy and taste her juices.

At a certain point she found it difficult to pick up her phone as her fingers were stuck in her pussy and the others pinched her nipples. Her body trembled as she got closer, moaning and writhing on the bed, raising her hips and clasping her legs tight. Breathing fast, she managed to let go of her nipples and, with much effort, switched on the voice recorder.

One she heard the beep she focused on her pussy, fingering harder and rubbing her juices all over her fingers as she screamed and moaned, making sure she was loud enough for her audience. She soon brought herself to a powerful orgasm, thrashing all over the bed and gasp wild.

"Fuck," she said, catching her breathing now. She picked up the phone and giggled into it, then she sent Danielle the recording.

Fuck, that is so hot.

That was Danielle’s reply. They decided to meet up once again, setting a date for the next weekend. Kayla lay awake for most of the night, brimming with excitement as she went over Danielle’s photos and teased her pussy with her fingers. She thought of their next date and the possibilities—hopefully they’d translate their chat into something more physical.

She soon fell asleep, a smile on her face as those sweet thoughts swam around in her head.


Chapter 3 – Meeting Up to Hook Up

Danielle chose a local sports bar for their meet up. It was a perfect choice--complete privacy, which actually meant that you could do anything without anyone stopping by to lecture you on how 'this was not the right place for that', for example a lady screamed at the far corner of the bar as a guy pounded into her from behind, and yet there were people just a few tables beside them, talking about the game or whatever they thought was important.

So, perfect.

It had not really been difficult for Danielle to figure that Kayla was bi; she'd sensed it from the buzz between both of them when they first met. It had been a pleasant surprise when her teasing worked and she realized just how willing Kayla was. She’d thought about her, and her body and the things she could do to it; she just couldn’t wait.

Kayla arrived soon enough looking sexy in a tight-fitting dress which hugged her curves and exposed her cleavages. She walked into the bar, looking around and ignoring the constant stares from the men she walked past. It didn't take her too long to find Danielle. She smiled to herself and tried to steady her thumping heart as she walked over to a table.

"Perfect, right?" Danielle said, looking around.

"I'll say," Kayla replied and took her seat opposite Danielle, but not before eying her over and taking in every bit off her outfit. "You look great, as always," she said, and meant it.

"You look sensual," Danielle replied through pursed lips. Kayla smiled and felt her cheeks flush. This was their first meeting since they’d begun sexting and exchanging nudes, so the excited tension between them was hard to miss. Luckily, Danielle was a bit casual about the whole thing and so Kayla just followed her lead.

They ordered drinks and soon got lost in their conversation once it arrived. Kayla sipped her drink a bit too enthusiastically, burping occasionally.

“You have to take it easy, okay?” Danielle said. “You nervous?”

Kayla was about to reply when a thought crossed her mind. “That sounds like something you’ll hear in a porn movie.”

Danielle’s face lit up with a sly smile and she bit her lips. “What type are you into?”

Kayla looked around, as if to check that no one was eavesdropping, and then sipped her drink. She leaned over the table, her face barely a few inches away from Danielle, and whispered. “Lesbian porn.” She buried her face in her palm after she made this revelation.

“Me too,” Danielle also whispered and Kayla looked up at her, her eyes bright now. Danielle continued, her voice smooth and sensual, “there’s something about two girls fucking that just makes my pussy wet.” She lowered her voice, “I think I’m even getting wet just thinking about it.”

Kayla felt her mouth grow dry as she heard Danielle. Of course, this was also the case with her, and she could feel her pussy throbbing beneath her dress which had ridden up her thighs. She looked into Danielle’s eyes and thought, if only she could just reach her hand under this table, she’d feel how hot my pussy is.

As they refilled their drinks, they remained in the topic of lesbian porn, and it was obvious the topic was getting to them as they were both flushed. “I like it a little rough myself,” Kayla revealed. She went ahead to mention a particular porn she’d watched featuring a certain actress.

“Damn, she’s good, and she’s my favorite,” Danielle said and that sly smile came up on her face again. “You know, this is cheesy, but at one point I really wanted to be a porn actress. Lesbian porn, of course.” She sighed dreamily, “all the pussy I could eat.”

“That’ll be the life,” Kayla said, her eyes on Danielle’s boobs which seemed to shake in response to her words. She watched the way they pushed against her dress, and she could even see her nipples.

“Take it easy, don’t devour me already,” Danielle said and chuckled. Kayla smiled and tried to look away (a difficult task).

“You know what I would like to have right now?” Kayla asked, subconsciously spreading her legs wider as her panties soaked through.

“Pussy on your face?” Danielle guessed.

“Fresh pussy on my face,” Kayla replied and they clinked glasses. Silence immediately fell between them—Kayla had no idea what Danielle was thinking, knowing that she had her eyes fixed on her, but she knew that her own thoughts were currently filled with images of Danielle, spread eagle on a bed while she ate out her pussy.

She gasped when she felt something graze her legs under the table. She looked at Danielle who smiled back at her, as if she was up to nothing, but Kayla could feel her toes lightly moving up her legs. A little higher, she thought and moved her hips forward.

They stared at each other in intense silence, both unable to deny the excitement buzzing around them (and this had nothing to do with the game going on in the background). Kayla frowned when Danielle suddenly dropped her legs, but the frown was short-lived when she said.

“Hey, do you want to get out of this place?”

Kayla looked up hopefully. “Yeah. Let’s go to my place.”

She wasn’t exactly sure if what she actually meant was ‘yeah, let’s go fuck at my place’, either way she was thrilled when Danielle gleefully said “okay”. Kayla fumbled for her keys when they got back to her apartment. Knowing that Danielle was standing right behind her and teasing herself with the possibilities of what was to come, was enough to make her a nervous mess.

“Take your time, I don’t mind,” Danielle said. “The view is great from here.”

Kayla blushed and wiggled her ass, then she pushed the door open. “Welcome to the place I call home,” Kayla said and turned to Danielle.

“Where you get to fuck and watch porn without no one bothering you,” Danielle said, sounding as sensual as she could. They sat on a sofa, close to each other with their knees barely touching. Kayla knew what she wanted; she knew just why her breathing was a bit tense and why her heart thumped against her chest; she knew just whey her pussy throbbed, with her juices flowing through the thin material of her underwear. The question was: did Danielle also want the same thing? There was only one way to find out.

“A nice place you got here,” Danielle said and spoke before Kayla could reply. “Uhm, do you got a girlfriend?”

Kayla spread her legs slowly, shifting to the edge of the sofa so her dress rode up a bit, exposing her thighs. “No, I don’t,” she said and looked up at her. “But I’d be nice to have one though, especially on those lonely nights.”

Danielle smiled and looked her over, “yeah? any girl would be lucky to have a fine ass like you.” She shifted closer, her voice softening. “You got a great body, you know that?”

“I know now,” Kayla replied in a voice rough with desire. Their legs were touching now, and she could feel the excitement building up.

This is it.

She closed her eyes as the gap between their faces reduced. She could feel the heat of Danielle’s body and hear the crumpling of her clothes, and even smell her perfume. But then it all suddenly went away.

“I’m sorry, I have to go now,” Danielle said and got up quickly.

It had happened so suddenly so the only response Kayla could really give was a stutter as she watched Danielle walk out the door.

What the hell just happened?

She picked herself up, not bothering to lock the door, and walked into her room. The silence in the room jeered at her and only reminded her of the need in her body and the fact that she had no one to help her with it. She dropped herself on the bed and lay on her back. Trying not to think about the overwhelming bewilderment she was feeling, she licked her fingers and rubbed it over her panties.

She was soaked through, and the fingers sliding her panties down her legs should be Danielle’s and not hers. Spreading her legs wide, she began to rub her pussy, splitting it open with her fingers and rubbing her thumb over her engorged clit. She fingered her pussy furiously, her thoughts still filled with images of Danielle but in a more skeptical way—why the hell did you have to leave like that?

She squeezed her boobs and pushed her fingers deep into her pussy, rocking her hips and imagining that it wasn’t her fingers fucking her pussy. Her body shivered in mild delight as her juices flooded her pussy and she trembled from her orgasm. She didn’t exactly feel ‘rocked’ as her orgasm subsided, so she lay on her side, closed her eyes and tried to forget a terribly dismal day.


Chapter 4 – Rough Lesbians

Kayla woke up the next morning feeling heavy. There was no excitement like the previous days, only anger and disappointment. She picked up her phone and stared at it, her mind working. What if she’d had a good reason for walking out on you that way? And then what if there hadn’t been any good reason? She hoped the first would be the case when she crafted a text, making sure to use a nice mix of sad and angry emojis, and sent it to Danielle.

She tried to forget about the phone as she went about her morning, and that worked relatively well until she heard a beep a few minutes later. Kayla picked up the phone and saw three new texts from Danielle.

I messed up yesterday, and I’m sorry …

That was exactly how the first text had begun. Kayla made herself comfortable on the bed and began texting back. They exchanged text for a few minutes, then Danielle suggested that she’d do anything to make up for the way she behaved.

Anything? Kayla replied, biting her lips and grinning. The morning was still young and the rising sun still warm on her body, and she was still nude. She looked down at her pussy and saw that it was beginning to glisten and her nipples were erect, just from a few rounds of texting Danielle.

You kinda left me high and not so dry last night, I want you to fix that.

Kayla smiled and nodded at how good her text sounded, and then she hit send. Danielle replied with a winking emoji and the those hovering dots appeared again. It lasted for a minute or two, then a video appeared. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the pixelated image of the video as it loaded. She shifted to the middle of her bed, placed a pillow under her butt and her eyes opened wide when the video came up.

I’ll give you a moment. Another text came from Danielle, also with a winky face.

Kayla gaped as the video began to play. It started with a close-up of Danielle’s pussy, all wet with puffy lips spread wide. Then it zoomed out to show her large boobs as she kneaded them, her eyes partially closed as she moaned and licked her lips like a seductive pornstar. She spoke some words somewhere in the area of ‘I’m sorry’ but Kayla was much too mesmerized by what she was viewing to even hear it.

The video shook as Danielle placed her phone possibly by the edge of the bed (Kayla could now get a wide view of the whole bed) and crawled on all fours to the end of the bed. Kayla’s hand trailed to her pussy and her lips parted slowly as she watched Danielle’s ass, bouncing and twerking. She watched as Danielle turned and lay on her back, shifting closer to the camera so her wet pussy became ‘all up in her face’.

Kayla paced herself with the video, steadily pumping her fingers into her pussy just as Danielle squealed in the video, grunting wildly and thrashing about. She gaped when Danielle screamed, her fingers frantically rubbing her pussy, all soaked with her juices, and then suddenly shiver and clasp her legs tight as her pussy erupted, squirting her juices all over the camera. It was just too much for Kayla as she also screamed, her voice breaking halfway and her veins straining against her neck, as she had a massive orgasm.

The sheets were soaked as she rolled to the side, her hand feebly gripping the phone as she typed a reply to Danielle.

Yeah, that worked. You’re forgiven.

Danielle used a multiple happy emoji.

How about I make it even better this Friday?

What do you have in mind?

I’ll be going to the movies with a friend, why not come with us?

Kayla frowned and paused in her reply—she was hoping it’d be just the two of them, but now she had to deal with a third wheel. As if sensing her feelings, Danielle replied: He’s gay, BTW. I don’t think you’ll be pussy-blink [tongue out, smiley face].

It almost embarrassed Kayla, how much relief she felt. She was grateful Danielle hadn’t been there to see her exhale in obvious relief.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

The days leading up to Friday were among the best Kayla had known—they spent most of the day talking about the things that mattered to them: great sex (what else was there to talk about). Danielle created more of her videos and sent them each night to Kayla, which she appreciated because watching Danielle finger or dildo herself to an explosive orgasm was the next best thing to actually fucking her to an explosive orgasm.

With each day that passed, and each text, Kayla got wetter and her excitement and anticipation grew. She was absolutely sure that there would be no repeat of last week’s bummer moment, at least she thought so until the main day arrived.

Friday came and that was about it—no message from Danielle, no calls, nothing. Kayla stared at herself in the mirror, breathing heavily and flushed with rage. She fucking did it again. It was upsetting, but that was just putting I mildly. She tried reaching out to Danielle; texting and even calling, but nothing.

“Just face the fact,” a dejected Kayla said and crawled into bed, “she really doesn’t want you as much as you want her.”

Kayla got a text from Danielle a couple days later, asking if they could meet up.

“I’ll tell you if we can fucking meet up,” she mumbled as she typed a reply. She was about to tap send when her phone vibrated and rang. It was Danielle, and she couldn’t help but feel a bit of nerve. Get a grip, she scolded herself and answered the call.

“Hello?” she said plainly and listened to Danielle’s voice as it came up.

“Kayla, I know you’re mad at me.”

“You don’t know the half of it.”

“Let’s meet up and I guess I can explain? I dunno.”

“Sure, my place,” Kayla said and ended the call. She was going to dictate the plays this time. Danielle arrived later that evening, but Kayla gave it a few minutes before she opened the door.

“I guess I deserve that,” Danielle said with a light smile.

Kayla stood aside and let her in. She was pissed at her, but that didn’t stop her stomach from churning at the sight of Danielle’s ass wiggling in those tight pants, and her nipples poking at the thin top she had on. Shutting the door behind her, Kayla walked into the house and watched Danielle take a seat quietly.

“I’ll just go ahead and say it,” Kayla began. “Why the hell did you have to blow me off like that? And that’s not even the first time.”

“Calm down, Kayla. I have a perfectly good explanation,” Danielle said.

“Yeah? Well, go ahead ‘cos I can’t hear anything.”

“Well, you would if you just let me finish a goddamn sentence,” Danielle said, her face hard.

“Hey, you don’t have the right to swear. I’m the one who’s hurt, I get to swear. Fuck!” Kayla grunted and began to pace. She turned to Danielle who was about to speak and interrupted her.

“Fuck you bitch; you don’t even respect my feelings! You obviously don’t care if I’m hurt, and...and you know what, you’re just a fucking bitch.”

Danielle shot up and stood in front of Kayla, looking much taller all of a sudden. “I’m a fucking bitch?” she scoffed, “Fuck you, cunt!”

Kayla grunted and perhaps, in hindsight, what she did next would turn out to be a good thing, but it definitely could have turned out worse. She placed her hand on Danielle’s chest and shoed her backwards. Perhaps she was aiming for a dramatic ‘tumble over the couch’ effect, all she got was just a mere shift backwards, and a fuming Danielle who leaped on her.

It started rough—it was rough; the ladies grunted like animals as they grabbed at each other’s hair, tugged at each other’s clothes and tried hard to get the other in a lock. Danielle was much stronger, but that didn’t mean that Kayla didn’t put on a good fight.

With a grunt, Kayla grabbed the neck of Danielle’s top and, with one tug, ripped the flimsy material off. Danielle gasped as her boobs bounced free, and that was it—she hooked her hand over Kayla’s waist and threw her on the sofa, going to town on her skirt and top and ripping it all to shreds. Kayla retaliated and dug her fingers into Danielle’s pants, slashing it in various placing.

What remained now was Kayla, clad in ripped attire, struggling under Danielle who sat astride her and pinned her down strongly. Her eyes glowed and her voice was sharp when she spoke.

“I’ll show you how a fucking bitch behaves!”

With that, she roughly grabbed Kayla’s nipples and pulled it, making her scream. Danielle’s eyes were wild with lust as she kneaded Kayla’s boobs, pinching her nipples and downright slapping each boob. Kayla let out a sharp squeal and moaned as she squirmed underneath Danielle.

“Don’t you like this?” Danielle asked. “Who’s the bitch now, you pussy-assed bitch?” she leaned into her and took one of her nipples into her mouth.

She kissed it and licked her boob, then she began to suck on her nipple, pulling it with her teeth. Kayla moaned, still pinned down, her face flushed. The feeling of Danielle’s tongue on her nipple was hot and amazing, and she soon almost forgot about the weight preventing her from moving. Her eyes opened wide and she screamed when she felt Danielle’s hand smack her pussy.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Danielle said and tugged her panties off. Her fingers were rough of Kayla’s swollen folds, rubbing her juices and tasting it. She jammed her fingers into the twitching pussy, putting in two at first and laughing at Kayla’s surprised gasps, and then adding two more. Kayla mumbled some words, and her chest heaved as she felt the fingers thrust deeper into her pussy.

The excitement was building up in her pussy and she felt her juices flow down her thighs as Danielle fingered her relentlessly. Danielle took her fingers all the way out of Kayla’s pussy, still holding her down, and then knelt beside her.

She smacked her thighs, leaving a red mark, and pushed them apart baring Kayla’s wet pussy to her face.

Her lips touched it softly at first, then she went in hard and began to eat Kayla’s pussy in the roughest, hardest way she could think of. She let go of Kayla’s hand and grabbed her boobs, squeezing and kneading as she lapped up her intoxicating juices. Kayla squirmed and moved her legs, moaning and gasping each time Danielle thrust her tongue into her pussy. She tried to push her head away because of how intense it felt—she was sure she’d pass out.

“Don’t try to push me away,” Danielle said. “I want to show you how a real bitch behaves.”

She pushed in a finger into Kayla’s pussy as she moved her tongue over it. Kayla gasped and exhaled sharply, and soon her body began to shiver. She squealed and pushed her hips against Danielle’s voice as her pussy throbbed and squirted her juices all over her face.

“Hmm...honey-like,” Danielle said and brushed her lips against Kayla’s. “Taste your juices, come on.” Kayla sucked on Danielle’s lips, moaning into her mouth. She whimpered when Danielle broke the kiss and pulled her up. She led her to her room and threw her on the bed, looking around for something.

“I know it’s here somewhere,” she said. “Us bitches know how to find it.”

She opened a drawer and smiled. Walking back to the bed, she waved the huge dildo before Kayla. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’ll have a sore pussy by the time I’m done.”

Kayla cooed and licked her lips when she heard that, both subconsciously. Danielle got on the bed and crawled up to Kayla. The dildo was in her mouth as she licked it like some massive variation of a lollipop, running her tongue over the veiny phallus and making it wet with her saliva. She got in between Kayla and pushed her legs apart.

Without waiting, she teased Kayla’s pussy with the dildo and pushed it inside, going as far as it could go. Kayla shut her eyes tight and grabbed the sheets, taking deep breaths as Danielle began to move the dildo. She pumped it hard into her pussy, making a squishing sound as a result of how dripping wet Kayla’s pussy was.

Kayla moved her hips, moaning as loud as she could, feeling it fill her up. She giggled out of excitement as she felt another orgasm building up inside of her. She kept her gaze locked on Danielle’s boobs as it bounced with each grunting thrust Danielle made. Taking out the dildo, which was now coated in Kayla’s juices, she licked it up and placed it beside her.

“Fuck! I was just about to come,” Kayla said, her chest rising and falling, and her mouth dry. Danielle didn’t answer her, but instead went back to the drawer and took out a strap-on which she wore around her waist. She grabbed Kayla’s legs, her arm muscles straining visibly, and then she aligned the strap-on with Kayla’s pussy.

She grunted and began to fuck her, moving her hips back and forth and holding the cock with her hand as she guide its entry. Kayla moved her head about and moaned, pushing her hips against the invading cock as her body became tense and hot, and her legs suddenly became weak. She cried out as she squirted yet again, her orgasm rocking her violently. She was still experiencing the throws of her orgasm when Danielle’s strong hand pulled her forward and she locked their pussy together in one hot scissoring pose.

Kayla felt as if the orgasm was in loop because she felt it wash through her body over and over, as she watched Danielle grind into her. Danielle’s breath also became rasp and broken, and she threw her head back, her boobs bouncing, as she began to squirt. Kayla broke the pose and quickly fell onto Danielle’s pussy, lapping up her juices until her body stopped shivering.

The ladies both sighed heavily and with much content as they fell on the bed, exhausted. It didn’t take long for them to fall asleep, and they slept long.

Kayla woke up with much satisfaction the next morning, feeling a warm glow on her entire body—and that had nothing to do with the ray of sunlight entering through the window. Danielle also woke up and they both stared at each other, their bodies still locked in a close embrace.

“That was...” Kayla began. “Intense?” Danielle put in.

“Fucking intense,” she replied and pressed her lips against Danielle’s, feeling the heat buildup again. Her hands strayed to Danielle’s boobs and rested on them. Her pussy was just as awake as she was, and she was beginning to feel her wetness trickle down. It was going to be an awesome morning, and she knew just what she wanted for breakfast.


Book Three – My Sweet Suite Mates
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Introduction

Brittany and Andrea are best friends and college roommates – more than roommates, they are new girlfriends having just experienced each other as first-time lesbians.  Little do they know that their suite mates are horny lesbian sluts who want nothing more than to have a wild, girls-only orgy in their suite.

Read as the four college-aged hotties go all in in Alexis Ryan’s hot new short story!


Chapter One – Listening to Kelsey & Tiffani

I sat alone in the room I shared with Andrea, my beautiful Colombian roommate and girlfriend! I was trying to study for a chemistry midterm. Unfortunately, I was having some trouble due to the rather distracting noises I could hear through the wall: “Oh, fuck!”, “I’m going to cum!” and wordless moans. Two female voices blended together in ecstasy.

I knew who they were: our suite mates, Kelsey and Tiffani. They shared a bedroom too, across a common room from Andrea and me. Clearly, they were dating too. I had already known this from the time I had seen them holding each other through the shower glass as I bathed. They were beautiful, too, which made their sex noises even more distracting. Kelsey had big boobs and hips, while Tiffani had a narrower frame. Both of them had pretty faces--Kelsey had strong features, with big eyes and perfect eyebrows, and Tiffani had a cute pointed-up nose and a wide smile.

I had been overhearing them fuck for weeks now. It had turned into a game: they fucked loudly, and then when Andrea and I were both home we would fuck too and try to drown them out. I felt bad for our neighbors. But hearing their passion fueled me and Andrea, and I hoped that our lovemaking turned Kelsey and Tiffani on too.

Sadly, at this particular moment I was alone in our bedroom. Andrea was at class. So, I had no way to drown them out, and instead I just sat there at my desk and tried to focus on my textbook. A particularly loud scream (Tiffani, I thought) made me shake my head and close the textbook. It was no use. There was no way I could take in any information about the periodic table with their noise.

I flopped down on my bed with a frustrated sigh. I missed Andrea, even though I had seen her first thing in the morning before she left for her first class. I had been barely awake when she left but I remembered her kissing my cheek and whispering, “See you later, mi amor.” The thought of being her love made my heart ache.

We had only been dating for a few months but she was undoubtedly my love, too. She was the first woman I had ever been with, and she was incredible. The way she moved was unlike anyone else I’d ever seen. Her face was perfectly made, with high cheekbones and dark brows and lashes. The way she looked at me when we made love made me feel like I was the sexy one, but of course it had to be her.

I thought I was pretty plain looking. I had light brown hair that got a little frizzy sometimes and I wore mostly comfortable clothes as opposed to Andrea’s elaborate sexy outfits. When we started dating I experimented with clothes and makeup some more to see if she liked me better that way. But when I mentioned it she just laughed and said, “I like you exactly how you are! Just be yourself, my dear.” So, I went back to my yoga pants and sneakers, and thankfully she still wanted to make out with me...and more.

Tiffani and Kelsey’s noise invaded my thoughts again. I was jealous of them, and missing Andrea didn’t help. I thought of what Tiffani and Kelsey must look like, wrapped up in each other, and felt my heart quicken. I couldn’t fuck loudly with Andrea right now, but I did have a vibrator to play with. I reached for the drawer under my bed and pulled it out. There was no time to waste with foreplay with myself here. Andrea always made me wait so long for her to touch my cunt but I was in no mood to wait now.

I quickly turned on the vibrator and touched it gently to my clit with a long sigh. Then I heard a loud scream from Kelsey and remembered that I wanted to make noise, too. I pressed the vibrator harder against my body and moaned loudly. I didn’t need to look at porn. I just imagined Kelsey and Tiffani fucking, maybe Kelsey fingering Tiffani? Kelsey was so loud and bossy, I imagined that she would be just as dominant in bed. I pictured her leaning over Tiffani’s spread legs and pushing two fingers in and out of her cunt.

The image sent a wave of heat over me and I started to rock my hips against the vibrator. I pictured Tiffani’s face with her eyes squeezed shut and mouth open in pleasure.

I wondered then if they had a strap-on. I had seen them in porn but wasn’t yet brave enough to mention it to Andrea. I thought of Kelsey kneeling between Tiffani’s legs and fucking her deep with a plastic cock. It made me shudder and a loud groan came from my lips. As if in answer, Kelsey moaned loudly from across the apartment.

I shuddered again as I felt pressure building in my body, felt my pussy tighten up and buck against the vibrator. I pressed it down hard against my clit and screamed as I came violently.

A few minutes later my brain was slowly settling down and my body was returning to normal. My breathing regulated itself. Then the door to my bedroom clicked open and I scrambled to get under the covers of my bed.

“Well, well, well,” Andrea said as she walked in. “That was something to come home to.” She sat down next to me and stroked the side of my face. “You find them really hot, don’t you?” I nodded slowly. “I think we need to join them, like they suggested,” she said.

“Really?”

“Anything you want, mi amor. Let’s talk with them about it over dinner.”

“Okay,” I agreed. My eyelids felt heavy. My body was so relaxed from the orgasm that I felt close to sleep.

Andrea laughed. “Take a nap, Brittany. I’ll wake you up closer to dinner.”

“Okay,” I said again, and drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Two – Girl Talk to Action!

Tiffani and Kelsey were in charge of cooking dinner that night. They made pasta with mushrooms and peas. Andrea had the inspired idea to open a glass of wine. I didn’t really think we would need alcohol’s help to fuel the conversation, since Andrea and Kelsey were both very blunt. Andrea was the one who started us off. She squeezed my hand under the table as she said, “So how long have you two been together?”

“A whole year,” Kelsey answered with a playful smile directed at Tiffani.

“Congratulations,” I said.

“Thanks, Brittany!”

The conversation stalled for a moment. “We think you’re pretty hot,” Andrea continued. I stared at her in alarm. She had no tact!

“We think you are too,” Kelsey said with a little smirk. “We offered ourselves to Brittany here, but she never took us up on it!”

“Well, you know, she’s shy,” Andrea said. “Am I included in that invitation?”

“Of course!  A sexy Latina?  We’re always up for sexy ladies!” Tiffani said eagerly. I smiled at her. She knew how hot Andrea was, too.

“We should talk ground rules,” Kelsey said matter-of-factly. “We aren’t looking for a polyamorous dating situation. We just want to have sex with you.”

I nodded. This sounded good to me too. “Agreed,” Andrea said.

“Are you both clean? Sorry, have to ask.”

“Yes,” I said. Andrea nodded.

“Great.”

We all sat in silence for a moment as we chewed our food. I couldn’t believe what was transpiring!  My girlfriend and I were talking with our suite mates about hooking up in a wild, crazy girl-on-girl-on-girl-in-girl orgy!  Yes, I was shy but more than that I was exhilarated at the thought!

“More wine?” Tiffani asked me. She indicated my empty glass.

“Yes, please,” brining myself back to the dinner conversation we were all having.  I couldn’t help but lust after our two hostesses and thinking of going down on each of them, eating their pussies … maybe they would be laying together and Andrea and I could take turns … my mind wandered to some very dirty, sexy areas!

Andrea laughed and I blushed. “Can we do it tonight?” she asked.

“I have class early tomorrow,” I said regretfully. 

“How about tomorrow night, then?” asked Tiffani.

I nodded. “That works for me.”

“Me too,” said Andrea.

“Then it’s a date,” said Kelsey. “Or ... a sex date, that is.” We all laughed.

“Sorry to be a buzzkill,” I said.

Andrea squeezed my hand. “It’s okay. We all have responsibilities.”

“Maybe we can plan for tomorrow,” suggested Kelsey with a grin.

“What, um, what do you want to do?” I asked shyly. Kelsey just looked at me. “What specifically, I mean?”

Kelsey glanced at her girlfriend. “I know Tiffani has been wanting to go down on you,” she said with a sly smile. Tiffani blushed and nodded.

I blushed too. “Okay.”  Surprised since I wanted nothing more than to tag-team pussy eat with my girlfriend. 

“She’s so loud when she gets eaten out,” Andrea said. She winked at Tiffani. “You will enjoy it, I’m sure.”

The way they talked about me, like some sexy object, made me blush too. I was too shy to say it, but all I wanted was to receive all of their attention with tongues and fingers and dildos. I think Andrea knew.

“I have a strap on,” Kelsey said out of the blue.

“I knew it!” I blurted out, amazing even myself with my outburst.

She laughed. “Have you been thinking about that?”

“Maybe …” I said, joining in on the flirtatious talk between these sexy suite mates of mine.

She reached out to stroke my arm. “Do you want me to fuck you with it?”

I couldn’t look her in the eye as I whispered, “Yes ...”

Andrea chuckled. “Slut,” she said fondly with a devilish grin. Then leaned over and gave me a passionate kiss in front of our hot hostesses.

I shrugged. “Maybe so.”

“We like sexy sluts here!” Kelsey declared.

Tiffani nodded. “Yes we do.” 

Andrea cleared her throat. “Do you ever bottom, Kelsey?”

“Bottom?” I asked.

“Receive penetration,” Kelsey told me. “For you …” she looked Andrea up and down. “I’d consider it.”

I was learning so many new things from them! I had the slightest twinge of jealousy at the thought of Andrea doing sexy things to someone else, but that was quickly washed away by the hot image of Kelsey and Andrea fucking. I shifted a little in my chair when I felt heat stirring between my legs.

“I think someone’s excited,” Andrea laughed.

I nodded. “I can’t wait,” I said honestly. “I’m sorry we can’t do it tonight.”

“It’s okay,” Tiffani piped up. “The anticipation will make it even better.”

I nodded thoughtfully, then turned to my food. Flashes of things I wanted were passing through my mind but I didn’t know how to talk about any of them. Instead, I decided to try and make them happen tomorrow.

Later that evening I was back to studying. I was seated at my desk while Andrea sat on her bed reading a book. The chemistry textbook was sinking into my brain a little better now that the sex noises had stopped echoing around the apartment. But Andrea had other ideas. She stretched dramatically, groaning out loud. I looked at her with a raised eyebrow and she smiled. “Put that book away, honey.”

“I have a test in two days,” I said, looking back down at the textbook. “I have to study.”

“You have been studying all day,” she half-whined. “Come to bed.”

“Now? It’s like 9:30.”

“I didn’t say we were going to sleep,” she said with a wink.

“Oh.” Chemistry suddenly seemed much less appealing.

“Come on,” she wheedled.

“Okaaaay,” I said, rolling my eyes as if it were such a pain in the ass. I joined her on the bed. “I’m here. What did you want to do?” I asked innocently.

“You know,” she grinned. She pulled at my waist until I scooted closer to her on the mattress. Then she kissed me, one little kiss to start and then a longer, deeper kiss.

“Oh, okay,” I said, as if just realizing what she wanted. “Yeah, we can do that.”

She crinkled her nose at me and then kissed me again. One of her hands found the back of my neck and she pulled me closer. I went happily until we were facing each other, chests pressed against each other. My arms were around her waist and my fingertips flirted with the hem of her thin t-shirt. My heart thrilled when I touched her bare skin.

“Let’s get rid of that,” she murmured. She pulled away from me and yanked the shirt over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her bare skin shone in the light from my desk lamp, brown like honey. Her perfect breasts were small and perky and her nipples were already aroused from being pressed against me.

I realized I was staring and finally met her eyes with a sheepish grin. She smiled at me and reached out for my hand. She pulled me to touch her breast and I happily cupped it in my hand as I leaned in for more kisses. I rubbed my thumb over her nipple and she hummed a little into my mouth. I smiled into the kiss. It was my turn to take control.

I put my knees on either side of her hips so I could sit in her lap and kiss her more deeply. She tilted her head back to meet me and sighed into my mouth. I put my other hand in her hair and held her close to me as I kissed her. She melted into my touch and went easily when I pushed her back to lay on her back. I followed her down and kissed my way from her mouth down the side of her neck, over her collarbone, and down to the nipple I was still toying with.

I kissed a little circle around her nipple and felt her breath hitch. Then I closed my lips around her nipple and sucked lightly. She arched her back against me and I did it again, a little bit harder. Andrea sighed. I flicked my tongue against her nipple, quickly, back and forth.

Just as she started to whimper I pulled back with a satisfied smirk and turned my attention to her other nipple. I repeated my actions there, licking and sucking her nipple. I glanced up at her face as I did and was gratified to see that her head was tilted back, eyes closed and mouth open in pleasure. She was whimpering and sighing. I slowly trailed my hands down from cupping her breasts along the sides of her ribcage and down to the waistband of her shorts.

She lifted her hips under my touch, allowing me to pull her shorts and panties down around her thighs. I shifted my weight off of her for a moment and slid her clothes all the way off and threw them on the floor behind us. She laughed. Then I gently pulled her legs apart and leaned down to kiss around her belly button and hips, and she stopped laughing.

I kissed everywhere except her pussy for what felt like hours. I could feel her anticipation in the tension of her hips and the way she twitched just a little bit when I kissed closer to the heat between her legs. Once, I kissed a straight line from the outside of her hip to the skin just above her clit, and when I moved away again she let out a half-frustrated groan. “Come on!”

I let out a little chuckle. “Okaaaay,” I said again. I bent down close to her and used two fingers to spread her lips open. Then I ran my tongue delicately down over her opening, the lightest touch, meant to tease her. She sighed loudly. I licked her with more intensity and focused on her clit to start, running my tongue up and down over it and then around it in circles. Andrea was moaning now, her voice loud and throaty.

I made my tongue flat and broad and gave a slow, long lick from the bottom of her cunt up to her clit again. I flicked my tongue in between her folds and let myself get lost in the heady sensations I got from her. All I could hear, taste, touch, was Andrea. I heard her moans and tasted the mild flavor of her pussy, and I could feel the squeeze of her thighs around my shoulders. I felt the heat growing in my own cunt but I wasn’t ready to attend to it just yet. I had to make Andrea come first.

I started with one finger, slid slowly into her while I licked her clit. She moaned, a sound that came deep from her chest. I moved my finger in and out of her slowly at first. I could tell she was ready for more when she started rocking her hips just a little to meet my slow thrusts. I fucked her a little bit faster and I was rewarded with a loud groan. “Ohhhh…”

It was then that I decided she was ready for two fingers. I slid my index finger in alongside my middle finger. I could feel the walls of her pussy, warm and wet with her arousal, around my fingers. She moaned without words as I pushed my fingers in and out of her. I realized I had been neglecting her clit and went down on her again. I timed my stronger licks with the thrust of my fingers and found a rhythm that had her writhing on the bed.

Her moans grew louder and higher in pitch as she came close to orgasm. I knew the signs of her climax as well as my own. I fucked her faster and buried my face in her pussy, licking hard and fast, until she came with a long loud scream.

“Fuck, Brittany!” Her whole body tightened up, I could feel the muscles of her pussy clench around my fingers and her hips rocked against me. I held on for dear life and moved my tongue furiously against her clit as she came. I slowed down and gave lighter licks and softer thrusts of my fingers as her body slowly relaxed, until she was totally relaxed on the bed. Then I pulled my fingers out of her pussy gently and kissed her inner thigh as she gasped with eyes closed.

I lay down next to her and tried to wipe my mouth against my sleeve without her noticing. Really though, I don’t think she would have noticed if I started doing a funny dance for her, to be honest.

At long last she opened her eyes and smiled at me. “Mmmm, that was amazing, mi amor.”

I smiled back at her. “You were amazing.”

“Can I …?” she reached for me and grabbed me by the hip. Her fingers trailed over the front of my lounge pants.

“Mmmm,” I nodded.

Andrea grinned and pulled my pants down just as I had done to hers. She brought her fingertips immediately to put light pressure on my clit over my panties and rub in little circles. She kissed me deeply while she touched me. I felt warm inside, not just the heat from my crotch but also a fuzzy feeling knowing that she would kiss me with her own juices still on my tongue. Then she rubbed my clit harder and I couldn’t think anymore, lost once again in the sensations she was giving me.

I gasped against her mouth as her fingers slipped underneath my panties, in between my lips and found my clit directly. She moved her hand up and down across my clit in the most spectacular way. I could vaguely hear the noises coming out of my own mouth as if from across the room. I made high pitched noises when I inhaled sharply, little “Oh! Oh! Oh!” noises that corresponded to the sharp spikes of pleasure coming from my clit.

Andrea was in no mood to keep me waiting as I had made her wait. She rubbed me hard and fast until I couldn’t breathe for all the pleasure in my body.

“Ahhhh!” My orgasm burst over me like a wave of heat, starting in my pussy and washing over my whole body. I felt myself relax into Andrea’s arms and floated blissfully to sleep.


Chapter Three – Hot Suite Mates

The next day felt way too long and way too short all at once. Andrea and I had fallen asleep in each other’s arms, with her completely nude and me wearing just a tank top, blissful and orgasmic together. I woke up to her kissing me on the forehead before she left for work. “See you later,” she whispered.

“Last night was amazing!” I called after her, my words a little slurred with sleep. I lay in bed for another hour and enjoyed the luxury of a late-morning class. When I got out of bed at last I put on my fuzzy robe and went to take a shower. Then I realized I didn’t have to be modest with the women I was about to have a lesbian orgy with. I slipped on panties for my last shred of dignity and I left my robe on the bed.

I walked out into the common space of our apartment in just my tank top and panties and was a little relieved that no one else was there. As I walked to the bathroom I passed in front of Tiffani and Kelsey’s bedroom. I heard a little whistle come from their room and Kelsey’s voice whooping. I grinned and did a little skip into the bathroom. “Just a sneak peek!”

“Thank you!” Kelsey called back.

I smiled to myself as I undressed completely and turned on the shower. I took the time in the shower to touch my body all over. I caressed my own stomach and hips the way Andrea did. I thought maybe I was starting to see myself a little bit like she saw me: attractive, maybe even beautiful. And then it occurred to me that Tiffani and Kelsey seemed to think I was attractive too. And they were all so gorgeous ... I could hardly believe they all wanted to sleep with me.

Emboldened by this realization, I walked back to the bedroom completely naked after my shower. Kelsey whooped again as I walked by and I grinned.

I felt like I was floating as I got dressed and went to class. It was impossible to focus on art history when I thought of what had happened the night before, and what was going to happen tonight. I felt giddy and excited as the hour wound down. But as I waited in the library for my next class to begin I started to feel a little bit restless. When would this day end?

My second class dragged on into the afternoon. Even lunch couldn’t keep my attention very well. I tried sending Andrea texts to distract myself, but she was unable to respond while she was at work.

I also got myself a coffee at lunch. This turned out to be a big mistake. The excitement I had been feeling turned from happy butterflies into anxious butterflies. Was I completely, totally sure this was not some big practical joke the three of them were playing on me? They were all so sexy, and I was just ... me.

Then a text lit up my phone screen. It was from shy, sweet Tiffani, and it said, “I can’t wait for tonight!” with a kissy face emoji.

I blushed as I read it, the warm fuzzy feeling returning to my chest. I texted her a kissy face in return. The rush of her attention - and a kiss, even it was virtual - carried me through my third class. I even texted Andrea about it, and she responded once her shift was over: “She knows how amazing you are!” with a kissy face of her own.

I didn’t even try to pay attention in my last class of the day. I looked back at old texts with Andrea, and even Kelsey and Tiffani even though there weren’t sweet texts like with Andrea. When I had read my fill of those I scrolled through Facebook, then Instagram, and finally Twitter as a last resort. The endless cycle of scrolling through these different apps kept me occupied until Calculus was over and I could go home at last.

I grinned all through my walk from the center of campus back to our apartment. Kelsey was in the kitchen when I got home. “Hi,” I said, trying to sound as casual as possible.

“Hey. Can you come try this?” She held out a spoon with her latest culinary concoction. I walked over, reaching for the spoon, but she playfully knocked my hand aside and fed me the sauce herself.

“It’s good!”

“Yeah? I’m not sure about the spices.”

“No, I like it. It’s yummy.”

“Thanks.” She smiled at me. Then she leaned in quickly and kissed me on the mouth, a quick peck.

“Just a sneak peek,” she echoed back at me. Her eyes were warm. I couldn’t wait--I kissed her back, deeper this time. She dropped the spoon onto the counter with a clattering sound and put her hands on my shoulders. She gripped me tight as she kissed me, opening her mouth for her tongue to sneak out and just barely touch my lips. I opened my mouth in return and felt her tongue lick into me. Our tongues met in a warm and wet collision. I sighed into it and let her take control, feeling her pulling me close by her iron grip on my shoulders. Her body pressed against mine and I could feel her large breasts where they touched my own.

Kelsey pushed me against the fridge then, pinning me from shoulder blades to wrists to the cool surface as she kissed me. I whimpered a little bit as I felt her squeeze my wrists and hold them firmly in place. She pressed her body tight against me once more and I could feel her hips on mine, almost touching my pussy but not quite. She shifted her body slightly until she had one thigh between my legs. Then she pressed her weight into me and at last I felt her touch my cunt, grinding her thigh against me and giving me some sweet relief.

“That feels like ... more than a sneak peek …” I said.

She chuckled. “You have no idea.” She moved rhythmically against me and I felt the pressure as if she were fucking me right then. I melted into her. The pressure of her hands on my wrists, her torso pressed against mine, and her thigh rubbing against my pussy made me feel weightless and held close at the same time. I could hear myself making little whimpering noises again, and I almost didn’t even register that it was me at all, so lost in the moment.

Suddenly Kelsey stopped her movement. “Grind against me,” she murmured in my ear. “Show me how much you want it.”

I whimpered loudly. I felt so needy, and a little embarrassed by how much I really did want it. I shifted my hips up and down so that I was rocking back and forth against her thigh. I could feel how wet I was as my pussy rubbed against my soaked panties. I felt a rush of heat as I wondered if she could feel it, too, through the layers of clothes between us.

“You’re good at that,” she said in a low voice. “You must want it so bad.” I nodded. “Tell me.”

“I …” my voice trailed off in embarrassment.

She pressed her leg into me harder. “Go on.”

“I want it.”

“Say please.”

“I want it, please,” I whined.

“Oh, okay,” she said. She began to thrust once more and I tossed my head back in pleasure. I felt the heat growing inside me and shuddered. I couldn’t believe I was about to come while I was still fully clothed. As if she could read my mind, Kelsey whispered in my ear, “Are you about to come?” I nodded breathlessly. She hummed as if in thought. “Hmm...no.”

“What?!”

“You can’t come yet.” I made a wordless noise of frustration. At that, Kelsey pulled her leg out from between mine. “Sorry,” she said. She did not look apologetic at all. “You have to wait until tonight.” I whined again. “I don’t make the rules.” She paused. “Wait, yes I do.” She winked at me, then picked up the spoon again. She gave the pot a stir and frowned. “This is a little overdone now. I have to redo it. See you later.” She gave me a clear dismissal with a friendly wave. I stood there for a moment, reeling from the abrupt change in her tone and mannerisms, then collected myself and went to my bedroom.

That little activity did not make it easier to wait for our nighttime fun. I watched TV until I heard Tiffani come home, then Andrea. I waited anxiously while Andrea set down her things and changed into lounge clothes. “Do you think it’s too early to go over there?” I was fidgeting with my hands.

Andrea raised an eyebrow. “You seem eager, my love.”

“Maybe,” I admitted.

She laughed. “I don’t think they will mind if we poke our heads in.”

I jumped to my feet. “Okay,” I said, trying to be as casual as possible. She saw right through my attempt, of course. She took my hand and led me out of the room with a smile.


Chapter Four – Fun in the Suite

I waited impatiently while Andrea knocked lightly on Tiffani’s and Kelsey’s bedroom door. “Hello!” she called in her light, lilting voice. She sounded as casual as I wished I was.

“Hi!” Kelsey called back. “Hang on, Tiffani’s indecent.”

“That’s okay,” Andrea said slyly.

Kelsey opened the door then. “What can we do for you?”

“We were wondering if you two are ready to start the festivities.” Andrea offered the bottle of wine she had snagged from the store where she worked.

“Absolutely,” Kelsey said. “Come on in.” She opened their bedroom door wide and stepped back to allow us inside. I followed meekly after Andrea. “You can sit on the bed.”

I sat down on the very edge of the bed. Andrea climbed right in to sit against the wall. Tiffani was curled under the blanket. All I could see of her was head and shoulders, which were bare. I swallowed.

Kelsey sat down next to me. “Hey, cutie. Long time no see.”

I smiled at her. “Right.”

Andrea looked between us with eyes wide. “Ooh, what happened?”

“We had a little fun a couple hours ago,” Kelsey told her.

Andrea opened her eyes wide and leaned forward to playfully smack my shoulder. “You didn’t tell me?! How was it?”

“Oh, it definitely piqued my appetite,” Kelsey said.

“Yes, she does that,” Andrea agreed.

“I have an appetite,” Tiffani spoke up.

“And you will get your fill,” Andrea assured her.

The way they were talking about me again, like I was some kind of sexy commodity, made me blush. “Can we open the wine?” I asked.

“Of course,” Kelsey said at the same time as Andrea said, “Good idea, mi amor.”

Andrea stepped out of the room for a moment to grab the wine opener and took the bottle from Kelsey to do it. “Do we need glasses?”

“We’re not classy,” Kelsey said.

“I take offense!” said Tiffani.

“You’re not even wearing pants,” Kelsey laughed.

“Really?” I blurted without realizing. Then I blushed more deeply.

“Yeah,” Tiffani said. “Wanna see?”

I reached for the wine bottle. “Yes, please.”

“Such nice manners,” Kelsey cooed at me.

Tiffani unceremoniously threw the blanket off of her body. She wore only panties, which were pink and lacy with a little white bow at the front. I swallowed then my throat was suddenly dry. I had been planning to let the wine take hold of me before jumping in, let it lower my inhibitions a little so I felt less awkward, but now I realized I couldn’t wait. Tiffani was looking at me with “come hither” eyes and I did just that. I crawled towards her on the bed and curled my body over her, leaning down to kiss her. Her hand came up to cup my jaw and she kissed me back. We kissed for long minutes and grew more familiar with each other’s lips and mouths. I learned that she liked a little bite on her lower lip, just like I liked it when Andrea did that to me.

When we separated to catch our breath, Kelsey let out a low whistle. “That was so hot.” I smiled up at her.  “Come here.” Obediently, I crawled back across the bed to kiss her next.

She took control in no time at all and pushed me down lay back on the bed next to Tiffani. I beckoned for Andrea as I went, and she sat next to me while Kelsey kissed me from above. Andrea reached between mine and Kelsey’s bodies to touch me lightly in the center of my chest. I arched into her touch and it shifted, fingers finding one of my nipples and beginning to tease. I moaned into Kelsey’s mouth as Andrea touched me so sensually.

Then I felt Tiffani shift next to me on the bed, and she reached over to touch her girlfriend’s waist and ass. Kelsey immediately turned to her and began kissing her deeply, and Andrea took over with me. Kelsey still kneeled astride my hips. She began to rock her hips against mine and rub our cunts together. I sighed into Andrea’s mouth. The touch of Andrea’s fingers against my breasts and Kelsey pressing against my pussy was almost too much to bear.

Even more stimulating was the sound of Tiffani whimpering into Kelsey’s kisses. I turned my head to look at them and felt a jolt of heat pass through my whole body. Kelsey had her hand tangled in Tiffani’s long hair and was yanking her head back. As I watched, she kissed down Tiffani’s neck and began to bite her pale skin mercilessly. Tiffani cried out on a particularly hard bite at her collar bone. “Fuck,” she moaned.

Kelsey pulled back and grinned down at her girlfriend. Then she noticed that I was watching them and said, “Interested?” I nodded. Kelsey looked at Andrea and said, “Switch with me?” The two women switched places, with Kelsey on top of me and Andrea on top of Tiffani. Kelsey started biting and sucking at my neck and clavicle lightly. I was grateful she wasn’t biting me as hard as she had bitten Tiffani, but it still felt amazing. She pushed my face to the side and I opened my eyes to watch Andrea and Tiffani kissing.

To my surprise, however, Andrea wasn’t kissing Tiffani’s face anymore. Instead, she had already pulled Tiffani’s panties down and was kissing and licking Tiffani’s pink cunt. Tiffani had one hand on the back of Andrea’s head, pulling her deeper into her pussy, and one hand gripping the sheets next to her. I thought Tiffani might be even louder than me. She was moaning loudly as Andrea went down on her. Every so often Andrea paused to bite the inside of Tiffani’s thigh and she would twist around on the bed like a wild woman.

Kelsey’s strong hand grabbed my chin and pulled me back to face her. “You jealous?”

“A little,” I said.

“I thought you wanted me to fuck you with my strap-on,” she said with a dramatic frown.

“Oh, I do,” I said.

She smiled at me. “Wait here.” She got off me, stripped down, and went to a drawer to retrieve the strap-on. It was a black strappy thing that she pulled on instead of panties. A thick purple dildo hung off the front of the harness.

I opened my eyes wide when I saw the size of the plastic cock. “You’re going to have to finger me first,” I told her seriously.

“That’s not a problem,” she assured me with mock seriousness. She settled back on top of me and rubbed her fake dick against my pussy. Then she reached down and plunged two fingers deep inside me with no build up.

“Oh, oh!” I cried, first in surprise and then in pleasure. “Fuck!” She wasted no time warming me up for her fingers. She immediately fucked me hard, pushing her fingers into me roughly and twisting them inside me.

“Good girl,” she murmured. The words made my pussy clench tighter around her fingers. “Oh, you like when I call you a good girl?”

I nodded.

“Ah-ah,” she said. “Use your words.”

“I like being a good girl,” I gasped out.

“You ready for my dick, good girl?”

“Yes. Yes, please,” I corrected myself.

She pulled her fingers out of me and I moaned a little sadly at the loss. Then she lined up the strap-on and slowly pushed inside me. She was gentler now, which I appreciated because the dildo was seriously big. It was thick and long, and I moaned softly as she thrust slowly to get me used to the feeling of being penetrated.

In between the slow movements I was able to focus a little more on my surroundings. I heard Andrea moaning now and turned to see her sitting on Tiffani’s face, rocking her hips back and forth on Tiffani’s outstretched tongue. Andrea’s face was beautiful in pleasure, so beautiful it made my heart hurt. Tiffani looked to be lost in bliss too, happy to have her mouth used for Andrea’s pleasure.

Then Kelsey started fucking me in earnest. She thrust into me faster now and pushed my legs up to fuck me deeper. I heard my own moans get louder. Then, all of a sudden, Kelsey pulled out of me. She grabbed my hips and growled, “Turn over.”

I got on my knees and she pulled me backwards by the hips to meet her. She pushed inside me once more and started fucking me with fast strokes from behind. It was a whole different sensation. Her cock reached so much deeper inside me and I heard my noises turn into low grunts, the likes of which I had never heard come out of me before. Kelsey slapped my ass and I screamed.

I couldn’t hold myself up anymore and I fell forward, face buried into the pillow, as she kept fucking me. She squeezed my hips in her strong hands and slapped me every so often. I felt her dominance all around me like a cloak, and I loved it. I felt like a toy for her to fuck for her own amusement, and it fueled my own passion to be used.

“Ready to come, baby?” she said in my ear.

I gave a high gasp. “Yes!”

“Good girl. Come for me.” She put on a sudden burst of speed and fucked in and out of me like a jackhammer. I felt the orgasm swell inside me and burst out over my whole body. My cunt squeezed tight around Kelsey’s strap-on and I screamed again in ecstasy as I came.

I wasn’t sure how long it had been when my brain came back online. I was still pressing my face into the pillow. Kelsey had taken off the strap-on and was getting finger-fucked by Andrea next to me. Tiffani was laying down next to me in a similar state of blissed-out post-orgasm. She smiled at me as I blinked my eyes, feeling come-drunk. “Jeez,” I said.

“I know, right?”

“Kelsey’s a fucking firecracker!”

“Your girl is no slacker either!” she said back. “That girl can eat some pussy!”

My body gave a lazy shudder at the memory of all the times Andrea had gone down on me. “Yeah,” I agreed.

Kelsey and Andrea were lost in their own world. Tiffani and I turned to watch them, enthralled by the show. Kelsey was fucking Andrea with her fingers and kissing her deeply. Watching them was like watching two goddesses pleasure each other. Andrea moaned into Kelsey’s mouth as the other woman fucked into her pussy. I knew from experience that Andrea was tight and warm, and that thought made another shudder go through my body.

Kelsey was experiencing that tight heat around her fingers - it looked like she had three inside Andrea! - and I could feel her own pleasure emanating from her. They moved in time with each other, Kelsey’s fingers thrusting inside Andrea just as Andrea’s hips rocked into Kelsey’s hand. And as we watched, Andrea came on Kelsey’s fingers with a high-pitched, shuddering series of gasps. After she had come down from her orgasm, she pulled the strap-on onto herself and started to fuck Kelsey with it. They grappled for dominance now. Andrea thrust into Kelsey’s pussy and Kelsey pulled her in for a rough kiss.

They carried on for what seemed impossibly long. How could either of them still have the stamina for it? But it was a gorgeous display, so I didn’t mind watching them. They were both so beautiful and sexy. At long last Kelsey threw her head back and came with a loud guttural moan. Andrea slumped forward and laid on top of her, both of them breathing heavily.

Kelsey rubbed Andrea’s back gently as they both returned to their normal state. After a couple minutes Andrea pulled the strap-on out of Kelsey’s cunt and stripped the harness off of herself, throwing it to the floor. Andrea lay back down next to me, stretching her arm out across the three of us to rub Kelsey’s chest gently.

I felt bliss welling up inside me, not even sexual now but joyful at what we had just experienced together. Over the past few months, I had grown to understand that Andrea found me sexy, wanted to have sex with me and be my girlfriend. And now I had to rewrite that story once more and add in the fact that both Kelsey and Tiffani also thought I was attractive and wanted to have sex with me. Was this really my life? Did I get to have sex with beautiful women whenever I wanted now? I sighed happily and snuggled against Andrea. My eyes had drifted shut.

Then I had a sudden thought and one eye popped open. I poked Tiffani gently. “Next time,” I told her, “I want to use that thing on you.”

She grinned at me. “Do I get to be a good girl, then?”

I laughed softly. “You’re already a good girl. But ... yes.” Then my eyes shut again, and I drifted off into a gentle slumber, happy in my cuddle pile of gorgeous women.


Book Four – Fun With the Babysitter
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Introduction

Successful single mom, Jenna find that her new babysitter is more than just a good sitter when she goes lesbian for the first time!


Chapter One

Most times it takes just one small event—possibly by luck or maybe out of some kind of higher plan—for one’s life to change dramatically. I’ve had several of those kinds of events, my divorce being one of the bad ones.  But that really didn’t have the dramatic effect you’d think it’d have; I was pretty much tired of the relationship and we sort of grew apart. I still had my kids, and as a strong, independent woman, a divorce really was just another bump on the road that was my life. No, that wasn’t it. The small event which I think had a significant impact in my life came much after that.

It started, like the roll of a dice, when I got a new job—actually, it was just a move upwards, a promotion. I’ll tell you what, this was great: I was making progress in my career and I was pleased with myself (at least I tell myself that I am), my kids have a good life even though they don’t see me as often as I’d have wanted, but was I happy? That was the big question, and one I didn’t exactly have an answer to.

Life could sometimes get monotonous: I hardly maintained a social life outside of work (okay, I don’t), and I hadn’t considered going out with someone new since the divorce, not because I missed my ex — god, no — I just didn’t have the time.

I do have these occasional dinners I take my clients to, occasionally, which was part of my job, and I have to say that the little excitement I have stems from those dinners. Although some of those clients could be actual douchebags, but hey, the customer is always right, even if they are fucking pricks who tend to do the most inappropriate things at the most inappropriate times. The routine was the same each time I came back home: I’d say hi to the kids and catch up on their day, then I’d have a long soak and get in bed, a glass of wine in one hand and a book on the other. On some nights, however, the routine was having my door locked, my laptop in front of me, my legs splayed and my vibrator doing its thing as I took in some porn.

The week I encountered the little thing that would change my life, was just like every other week: I had a new client and I needed to take him for dinner and make him feel comfortable with our company and our approach. I wasn’t exactly thrilled by this idea; a couple of minutes with this guy already told me that he would try to get fresh with. I knew how to handle to that, so I didn’t bother adding it to the list of headaches I had.

On most evenings, when I had these work-dinners, I always left my kids with a babysitter. I wouldn’t say I was one of those moms who prioritized work over her kids, but there just was no way I’d leave the kids alone so I had to get a babysitter. Before that, it’d really been tough balancing the whole thing, but the babysitter had turned out to be a great idea. The problem is, she wasn’t available.

“Oh no, what the hell? Oh, I’m sorry about my language.” That was the exact thing I said when I’d called the sitter to tell her that her services would be needed for the next evening.

How was I supposed to go about this? That client was important, my boss had stressed that a lot (a pity the lame dicks had to be the important ones), and the client had seemed pleased at the dinner idea.  And then on the other end were my kids.  I couldn’t just leave them alone with no babysitter, and I know how hard it would be to find a new one. I’d have to also interview them, just to make sure I wasn’t handing over my kids to some teen slut who would masturbate in my bed and watch porn, and … I stopped thinking for a moment; these stray thoughts, about a naughty babysitter, just sent a tingle to my pussy.

What the hell? Did I really want that? I found myself exploring the thoughts even further. I’d come back home earlier than usual (this, I hoped would really happen) and find that the kids had already gone to bed, and then I’d go to the kitchen hoping to find the babysitter but she wouldn’t be there, neither would she be in the bedroom.

But then I’d pick up some strange sounds coming from upstairs. Slowly, I’d climb the stairs, going one step at a time, and then the sound would become clearer as I got closer. What was it? Moans? I’d catch the unmistakable sound of pleasure and find the door half open, poking my head through to spot the babysitter with her legs wide open, a thick dildo deep in her pussy as she stared into the screen of her laptop, which would obviously be playing porn.

I thought of all this while still on the phone with the babysitter, and I found that my hand had already slipped in between my legs, ruby my pussy through the thin material of my panty. The babysitter’s voice was what brought me back to reality. She apologized for disappointing me but said she had a friend she could recommend.

I knew this could be a much better solution, but I was still a bit skeptical.

“Are you sure?” I asked her and she said she was. I agreed to her recommendation because I really had no other option, and there was no way I could hire one in just a couple of hours. And so, my former babysitter gave me the name and phone number of this her friend, I thanked her and still mentioned how I still wished she could babysit my kids. She gave me a modest laugh and said how she wished that also, but her friend would be a much more perfect babysitter. That would be left for me to judge.

Kiara, a nice name. I’d call her later, but I had work which needed my attention.


Chapter Two

I finally got the chance to call Kiara. I squeezed out a free time that afternoon and dialed her number. I wasn’t able to reach her at first, and as a working woman that didn’t sit well with me. What if I wanted to call and check up on my babies? I already had my doubts, but that all changed pretty quickly when she called be about a half hour later.

She was all apologies when I answered the call, but I was much too distracted by her voice to even care.

“Ms. Rodgers,” she said in a bold kind of voice which gave me the impression that she was one of those people who were very sure of themselves. Her voice also had a kind of smoothness to it; the kind I was sure could put people to sleep.

“I am so sorry,” she continued. “Silly me, I have actually been waiting all day for this call and then I miss it when it finally came. I’m really sorry.”

“That’s okay,” I said, catching myself subconsciously switching to a cool voice.

“I assume you know why I called then?”

“Of course,” she answered, “and I will be willing to start as soon as possible.” She paused and then quickly added, “I, uh, know you’ll want to interview me and all.”

“That’s a given,” I said, still trying to sound cool. “How about we meet up someplace?”

“Great,” she said in an excited voice. “I’m actually free right now, so any time would be perfect.”

I thought about it. I had no pressing work at the moment, and the earlier I got a babysitter, the better. Besides, I really was curious now to see the face behind that confident voice.

“Alright,” I said and we arranged to meet up at a coffee shop in thirty minutes.

“I will see you soon, Ms. Rodgers and I promise you won’t regret this.”

The excitement in her voice was amusing; I definitely wanted to meet her now. The next couple of minutes were a blur, and it went by pretty fast. About ten minutes to the time, I was to meet Kiara, I left the office and drove down to the coffee shop.

When I first met Kiara, oddly, I knew immediately who she was among the crowd of people walking past the coffee shop; not only was her voice vibrant and exciting, but she also had the face. This wasn’t something I could really explain, then again it could have been just plain luck. I parked around the curb and saw her watching me as I stepped out and made for the coffee shop.

“Kiara?” I asked when I got close enough to the young lady in a jean short and light top. She had tanned skin and blonde hair; a slender body and nice breasts the size of what you’d expect from a college-aged young woman. There was a glow in her eyes when she saw me step out of my car; a sort of sincere admiration, and this made me conclude in my mind that I’d give her the job (it was a bias, I know, but who cares?).

“Ms. Rodgers,” she said, smiling broadly and looking me over. I almost felt shy from the way she stared at me; almost, but I’d seen these kind of stares a lot of times at work that it really didn’t move me. But wait a minute, I don’t think I’d ever gotten that look from a female before.

“Nice ride,” she said, that glow still in her eyes.

We went into the coffee shop and picked a table at the far corner, where we had a little privacy.

“So, Kiara … first of all, pretty name.”

Her burned red and she batter her eyes, smiling. “Thanks.” It was nice to see someone take a compliment so well, and I noticed her cheeks were dimpled — which I thought was absolutely gorgeous — and her nails were neatly manicured. I liked what I was seeing.

I smiled and gave her a slight nod, distracted for a short moment by the smell of coffee wafting around me. “Tell me more about yourself.”

“Well, I’m in college and I’m studying fine art. I think nature is beautiful, and I also think there’s beauty all around us, all we just have to do is look.”

She had her fingers locked on the table, and her eyes on me as she said that. What the hell? I felt my heart thump and tried hard not to blush because that would have looked pretty awkward.

“Fine art? That’s nice.  I never really could make anything out of a pencil and paper.”

She giggled. “That’s fine; art is in us, so if you could hold a pencil and put down anything from your mind then that’s art.”

“You sure haven’t seen me with a pencil. Trust me, I’m no good at that.”

“I also love music,” she continued. “And movies, and books, mostly cheesy romance titles.  Nicholas Sparks, those kind of stories”

“Interesting,” I said. I also did; a pastime I wasn’t really proud of: getting lost in fantasies of love and happy endings, you know, the things I really didn’t think I’d have. I looked up and saw that she had her eyes on me, almost scrutinizing, and she didn’t look away when we locked gazes. Emerald green eyes.

“I like that.” That was my opportunity to look away. “I also love reading books.”

“Really?” her eyes glowed and she clasped her hands together.

“Yeah, I have a couple of them.” I mentioned a few of my favorite authors and she gasped, telling me how much she loved those ones, too. We began a sort of mini game when we listed an author and the books they’ve written which we’ve read. I found myself smiling after a few minutes.

“It’s really rare to find someone who reads the same books as you,” I said and she told me something about fate working in mysterious ways.

Barely fifteen minutes with her and I already felt comfortable. She had an open-minded personality, one I felt attracted to.  I loved the way she just talked and talked, as if we hadn’t just met twenty minutes ago.

“So, besides that, tell me about your personal life. Any relationships? Family?” I had to add ‘family’ so it wouldn’t seem like I was prying, but really I wanted to know what her dating life was like. After all, I’d already made up my mind that she would be perfect for the job.

Her cheeks flushed again. “Well, I’m not really in any relationship at the moment.”

“Why not?” I asked, “You seem like such a nice girl.”

She looked away; her gaze drawn. “Well, I guess. I broke up with my girlfriend a couple of weeks ago, or rather she broke up with me.” Her chest heaved as she exhaled heavily, her fingers tapping on her coffee mug.

“Did you say girlfriend?” It was an automatic response; the word “girlfriend” threw me off a bit.

She turned to me softly, her eyes glowing again. “Yeah, I’m bisexual.  I hope that’s OK …”

I was stunned. I literally had no idea what to say next, so my lips just hung open and I shook my head, not blinking. She smiled at the expression on my face. “I get that reaction a lot.”

“That’s ummmm, wow … interesting,” I said, still fishing around for the right words. I wanted to know more but I just had no idea how to go about it. It turned out I really didn’t have to bother myself because she told me everything. She was really open about it, telling me how much fun being with other girls was.

“Wow, you know what, Kiara?” I said and she looked up at me, smiling innocently in a way that showed off her dimples.

“Hmm?”

“You’re hired.”

“Yes,” she said, with so much excitement in her voice. “You won’t regret it, Ms. Rodgers.”

“You can call me Jenna,” I told her with a smile on my face, trying my best to make it a friendly one and not a sultry one because her confession and our casualness was making my crotch tingle and my clit to perk up a bit.

She stared at me deeply like she had something on her mind. She blushed as she spoke, “You know, I really admire how successful you are. I mean, wow, I just wish I get to become like you someday.”

“That’s sweet of you, Kiara. And believe me, you’re on the right track. Between the both of us,” I said and leaned closer, “I like just how open-minded you are. It’s … refreshing.”

Our eyes met and we stayed silent, staring at each other. I broke the eye contact, feeling the heat of the building tension.  We were flirting – no doubt about it.  She made me feel … comfortable.  Comfortable in these new feelings I was having, which only made my pussy swoon more.  My clit was full-on pulsating at this point.  My thoughts went to her pretty mouth sucking on my erect clit … but I had to stop my sexy thoughts.  After all, we were in a public place!

“How about I give you a ride?” I asked as we stepped out of the coffee shop.  I could feel the moisture between my legs.  One thing about me is that I get turned on easily and this moment was turning me on.

“Not necessary, Jenna,” she said in a voice so natural it felt as if we’d been friends since forever.

“You sure? It’s getting pretty hot out here.”

She smiled and took out a pair of sunglasses from her bag. “I got my glasses.” She put it on and posed with her hand on her hips, “How’s it?”

“Beautiful.” I almost said ‘hot’, but I don’t think I was ready for whatever reaction that would cause.

“Thanks for this opportunity, Jenna. You won’t regret it.”

“I know I won’t,” I said and watched her as she walked away, my eyes especially on her small as squeezed into her shorts, wiggling as she got farther away.

I found myself thinking about her as I drove by to the office. I thought to myself that she had everything: a beautiful body and an attractive personality. I even found myself thinking about the possibility of another coffee date with her; it was a good thing my kids were still little—I’d make sure she had a lot of babysitting assignment.

Later that night, after going through my usual routine and making sure the kids were in bed, I hurried got in bed and grabbed my laptop. All through the remaining hours at work I’d constantly heard Kiara’s voice in my head, laughing and telling me she was bisexual. This set off an excitement in me again and one I wanted to enjoy as much as possible.

It took a few taps on the keyboard for me to get into one of my favorite porn sites. I moved the cursor with my right hand and bit the nails on my left as I browsed through the categories. I stopped at ‘lesbian’ and immediately felt my heart pace faster. Looking around the room, as if to make sure I was still alone, I clicked on it.

I found a video of a young blonde, just like Kiara, and the whole setting was about a college dorm scenario. With my earbuds in place, I clicked on it and it began to play. It started with two girls kissing and then fingering each other’s pussies, screaming wildly.  The sounds of sloppy wet pussy fingering penetrated my ears as my own snatch began to moisten with my creamy juices.  My clit was already pulsating and pushing through the soft petals that surrounded it.

My breathing became heavier and I spread my legs wide. With my eyes still on the girls, as they began to sixty-nine themselves, I licked two of my fingers and started to massage my clit.  My clit was already wet with my cum and almost jumped as I touched it lightly and began circling my fingertip around the top.  God, I loved my clit.  I loved being aroused by working my love button.  I was definitely a clit woman!

A soft moan escaped from my throat as I pushed my fingers into my wet snatch, trying to go as fast as the girls.

“Kiara,” I moaned and shut my eyes, imagining it was her moans that were filtering into my ears; that it was her hand caressing my boobs, and her fingers going deep into my swollen pussy and bringing close to an orgasm. I held my breath and kept my eyes closed, my fingers moving faster. The room soon broke with the sound of my orgasm as I writhed on the bed, gasping and moaning, and screaming her name. I fell asleep shortly after, not bothering to turn off the porn. Kiara. That was the name that echoed through my head as I slipped into a beautiful dream.

Knowing that Friday was when Kiara would come and babysit the kids, and when I'd be able to see her again, got me jittery. Luckily, Friday finally came.


Chapter Three

It was a cold evening and while the kids jumped around, escaping me and their pajamas in my hand (these things have never really been easy for me). I know how strong-willed I am, but I haven't really got it clinched, getting the kids to do what I want; they have so much energy, so trying to make the two of them do anything was something of a hit-or-miss trick.

I finally got them in their pajamas. My eyes frequently went to the clock, checking for when Kiara would arrive. There was a weather update on the news about a snowstorm expected to hit tonight.

"Just great," I mumbled to myself and placed my hand on my waist. I wonder if I could just cancel the dinner, I'm sure the client wouldn't mind, and besides there were many other days to subject me to that torture. Of course, I'll do it, I thought to myself and picked up the phone.

Just as I made to dial a number, the doorbell rang. Kiara! I felt my heart thumped painfully and my hands become sweaty.

Placing the phone on the … well, I have no idea where I placed the phone, because it literally fell from my hand when heard the bell.

"Deep breaths," I said to myself and reached the door. I was a stranger to this jumpy feeling; my hands were all sweaty, my chest wouldn't stop thumping, and I found myself rehearsing my opening lines. What the hell?

Smoothing down my well-fitted black dress (which I'd hoped wouldn't make that work dinner weird, but I knew was smashing on me), I opened the door and there she was, looking straight at me.

"Hi, Jenna," she said and waved her hands. Her hands eyes went over me and she smiled. "You're looking stunning."

Take it easy, I told myself and flashed her a soft smile. "And you're looking charming. Come in." I watched her walk in, my eyes on the tight fight pants she wire, and her ass as it wiggled in it. She didn't seem concerned about the snowstorm expected to hit, obviously, because she wore a nice sleeveless top which showed me just how round and firm-looking her tits were. I stood there, wondering what it'd be like to knead those beautiful, firm tits and suck on them, tongue flick the nipples ... Slow down, Jenna, I thought to myself.

I came to my senses when she called out to me. I spent the next few minutes getting her acquainted with the house and the kids (they seemed to love Kiara's energy just as much as I did), and when their bed time was.

“And you can go ahead and watch porn and masturbate on this couch right here so I'll barge in on you when I get back.”

I wanted to say this, but I knew I'd never, so I just pushed those thoughts aside.

"Don't worry, Jenna, these beauties are in the right hands," Kiara said, bending over the kids in such a way that I got a nice view of her tits from her top. I even thought for a moment that she was referring to those lovely mounds.

"I don't doubt that," I said, grabbing a coat and trying to pry my eyes off her chest. "I'll catch you guys soon."

I blew them kisses and almost gasped when Kiara looked at me and pursed her, kissing the air. Despite the cold night, I felt hot as I got into my car and drove off.

Throughout the dinner, sitting opposite this client who grinned constantly and stroked his chin repulsively (probably thinking he was being sexy), I found my thoughts straying back to the house, where Kiara was. What was she doing right now? The kids would probably be asleep by now, which would mean that she was alone. The client talked all through the dinner and I was forced go nod and smile through it all, and then he checked his phone and mumbled something about the weather. I agreed, and we both agreed to see to the dinner some other time. All in all, I think the dinner went well, but the snow storm outside was becoming more apparent and I think it made him uncomfortable. We both stood up, ready to leave.

"A pleasure," I said to him and gave him a professional handshake, not letting it linger like he obviously wanted.

The drive back home was longer than normal, and for the first time I had my mind on something else other than Kiara. Visibility was low, with the road covered in ice and a thick mist covering the air. The whispers were on as I drove carefully, my eyes focused on the taillights which seemed like a pair of red eyes ahead of me.

Ten minutes later, I turned into my driveway and parked the car. The storm was fiercer now, blowing blistering-cold winds, with snow falling heavily. My feet dug into the snow as I half-walked half-ran towards the front door. My hands were cold as I rummaged through my bag for my keys, cursing at myself and the freaking cold. Fortunately, I heard the front door click and warm light fall onto the porch as the door opened.

"Jenna, you okay?" Kiara said and rushed out to help me in. Of course, I was fine, but seeing that concerned look in her eyes made me feel better. I felt warm, and it had nothing to do with the heating inside the house.

"Yeah, I'm good," I answered and took off my coat.

"That's some storm out there, right?" Kiara said and pushed the curtain aside. I stood next to her and peered outside. The storm was hitting hard, with white flakes falling increasingly, effectively covering the ground. The air whooshed with the storm, blowing cold air into the house. I shivered and noticed that she was staring at me.

"You must be cold," her soft voice came and I turned to her, nodding slightly. Shutting the window and closing the curtains, she held my hand and led me to the sofa.

"I know just the right solution." She smiled and stood on her toes.

What was happening right now? I just stared, saying nothing but feeling my heart pace twice as fast my thoughts racing around. She leaned close to me, her twinkling and her lips glittering, and said, "I got a little trick for when I'm cold, and I used to do it with my girlfriends all the time."

This is really happening. I could smell her: fresh and sensual, her top loose enough to see her lovely breasts all the way down to her nipples.

"Yeah?" I asked in a croaky voice, running my tongue over my dry lips and trying to gulp down the lump in my throat.

She smiled and her eyes opened wide. "A glass of wine."

I exhaled and smiled back. "Really?"

"Of course," she answered and sat close to my, her hand on her knees. "It always helps warm up the system."

"It's a plan then," I said and got up. A thought came to my mind and I turned to her. "There's no way you're going back home in this storm, so I guess you're staying over."

She giggled and clapped her hands in an amusing way. That girl's something, I thought to myself and went to get a bottle of wine.

I wasn't in a hurry to get back, even though I'd already picked a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses. Right there in my living room was a girl who made me feel strangely excited, in a way I never really thought a girl would. I liked it, but it made me nervous: what if I was reading too much into this? What if the was just being natural and jovial.

I heard soft footsteps coming up to the kitchen.

"There you are," Kiara said and poked her head in. "Was wondering if you'd gotten lost or something."

I laughed. "I was just about to join you." She offered to help me with the glasses and we both went back to the living room.

"I gotta say, Jenna," she said as I opened the wine bottle. "You got a nice place here."

"Thanks." I smiled and looked around. "I guess it is nice."

"Much better than my shitty dorm room, that I can say," Kiara told me and collected the glass of wine I offered her.

"It can't be that bad," I said to her and sipped my wine just as she sipped hers.

"Oh, trust me, it is. Like, I have this roommate who's, well, loose." She looked at me as she said the word 'loose'.

"How so?" I asked, already getting curious.

"For one, she fucks a lot."

I nearly choked on my wine as she said that, and with such a casual expression on her face. I had no reply for that, so I let her continue.

She turned to me, her eyebrows raised, and a sly expression on her face. "She's a lesbian, by the way. She always brings her girlfriends over and they like fuck a lot. I'm okay with that, really," she said and sipped her wine. "I mean, I do like a good pussy eating every now and then, so ..."

I tuned out after she mentioned 'pussy eating'. Her lips moved as she talked and explained her living situation, but all I could do was imagine her eating out another girl. I squirmed on my seat, my pussy heating up. A good pussy eating … that sounded awesome, and it made me curious and the fact that I felt that way made me grow hot inside me and it made my clit twitch and my snatch cream even more.

Draining my glass and letting the alcohol seep into my veins, I decided to stir the conversation.

"I've never really seen, you know, a girl get her pussy eaten before."

Kiara immediately paused and her cheeks flushed. She stared straight at me, "Are you kidding? It's the best."

I shrugged. "Most of the men I've been with just want to get their dicks in me, hump me a couple of times and shoot their load on my tits."

She shifted closer to me and frowned. "Guys are dicks," she muttered and looked away. We both said nothing for the next minute, albeit a growing sexually tense one.

I offered to refill her glass and she agreed. And then came another tense minute. There was a distant expression on her face, as if she was considering something, and then she bit her lips and turned to me. "Jenna, I ..."

"What is it, Kiara?"

She placed her glass gently on the coffee table and poked at the threading on her pants. "Is it crazy that I think you're amazing?" She continued before I could say anything. "You're amazing, really. You're this strong woman who's achieved so much, and I find it so sexy. Plus," she looked straight into my eyes, "you got a nice body."

"Yes, it's crazy," I said and sat upright. Her shoulders sagged and she looked away, frowning. Then I added, "I think crazy is good, and I also think you're sexy and so much amazing."

She gasped and turned to me, shifting even closer. "Really?"

I bit my lower lip and watched the way her tits bounced as she shifted closer. I could feel the churning in my stomach and my pussy heating up.

"You said something about how you've never seen a girl get eaten out before," she said.

"Uh-huh."

"Can I assume you've had a girl go down on you before?"

I blushed hard and looked down, shaking my head, my heart thumping like crazy. The next thing I felt was her hand on my shoulder, running slowly down my bare arms.

"I guess you'll like to know what that feels like," she whispered into my ears and I nodded slowly. Her hands fell on my chest and pressed my tits, then she slowly dropped down held my knees. She looked up at me but said nothing, then she pushed my dress up and parted my legs.

"Beautiful," I heard her mutter as she traced the inside of my thighs with her finger and pushed my dressed further upwards, giving her a good view of my panty-clad pussy. I let out a moan as I felt her finger rubbing at my slit, circling around it. "You're so wet," she said softly and kissed my pussy and licked it through the soaked fabric. "So wet …" she repeated and hooked her thumb into my panty and pulled it down my legs.

I felt the hotness of her breath on my pussy as she stuck her tongue out and slowly licked it, paying attention to my clit. I moaned again and moved my hips, grinding into her face as she covered my pussy with her lips and began to suck on it.

"Oh God," I squealed and immediately cupped my mouth to reduce the noise.

"Shhhh," Kiara said and looked up at me, her lips wet with her saliva and my juices. "You don't want the kids to wake up."

I shook my head, my mouth still cupped, and moved my head from side to side, holding in my moans as she continued to lick my pussy. She moved her tongue a lot, sticking it into my hole and pushing it deeper. I moaned and dig my fingers into her hair, pushing her deeper into me.

She smacked her lips and looked up at me again, "you're pussy tastes so, so good." Without allowing me the chance to answer her, she stuck her finger into my pussy. I gasped and threw my head back, my legs trembling. She moved her fingers inside my pussy and stuck in another, wiggling and moving it around. Then she took it out and moved up to me.

"Mmmm," she moaned before me and raised her glistening fingers, coated in my juices, to her lips. She sucked on it and then pressed her lips into mine.

I don't think I've ever been kissed so aggressively; so hungrily, with her tongue swirling around in my mouth and pushing against mine. She grabbed my tits and pinched it, then broke the kiss and looked at me.

"I need to fuck you right now, take me to your bedroom." Her voice was deeper, more demanding. We went into my bedroom, careful not to be too noisy, and the moment I shut the door she leaped at me and pushed her hands under my dress, cupping my ass.

We kissed deeply, but for a shorter time as she stepped back and began to take off her clothes.

"After I met you at the coffee shop," she said, still taking off her clothes. "I felt so fucking horny that I fucked my roommate when I got back."

She dropped her pants to the floor, leaving only a black thong. "Look how fucking wet these are," she said and fell on the bed. She spread her legs for me and pulled the thong so that it fell in between her pussy. "You did this to me, now finish the job,” she said with a devilish grin that made my clit pulsate through my soaked panties

She really didn't have to tell me. I dropped down on the bed, completely naked, and she held me close to her. Her hand slipped in between my legs and she began to caress my pussy, smearing my juices all over fingers. She began to move her fingers in and out of my pussy, moaning as she did so.

I lay on top of her and her nipple in my mouth while my other hand kneading her tits. I paused occasionally, as I felt her fingers go deeper into my pussy, and I moved my ass up and down, humping them.

Kiara pushed me off her and I rolled onto the bed on my side. She kissed me and rubbed her fingers on my lips, and I sucked them. Then she turned around and pushed her pussy on my face and her face in between my legs. It was the first time I tasted a real pussy, and it was intoxicating. She moaned into my pussy as I feasted on hers, slurping on her wetness and pulling her swollen lips with my teeth, although I have to say that I was still a bit amateurish.

She stuck her tongue into pussy, her moves more deliberate and precise. Her tongue twisted in and out and flicked over my clit. I shivered when she first touched that sensitive flesh, and she giggled when I reacted that way. Then she focused on it, nibbling it softly and running her tongue over it.

I felt bolts of pleasure moving through my body as she worked on my pussy; my legs shook under her and my hips bucked.

"I'm about to cuuuum, fuuuuck!" I said and gritted my teeth, her pussy grinding on my face.

She paused and said, "Cum for me, baby."

Her words sent shivers through my body, and when she went back to eating me out I felt my orgasm spark and begin to wash through me. It flowed from the tip of my toes and rocked my body, making me jerk around on the bed, and still her mouth remained on my pussy, sucking furiously as I got closer.

Just as I was about to come, she suddenly slid off me. I moaned and opened my eyes to see what happened and was about to ask her to continue when I felt her jam her fingers into my pussy and begin to finger me furiously. I squealed and gasped, and moaned and thrashed, and before I knew it I raised my hips and flooded her face with my juices.

"Yeah, baby, spray those juices all over my face," she said and repeatedly smacked my pussy, thrusting her fingers into it and rubbing my clit as I came.

I was still breathing heavily, trying to catch my breath, when she sat on me and pushed her soaking pussy down on my lips. "Fucking eat my pussy, baby," she said and started grinding her pussy into my face. I held her soft thighs, caressing her smooth skin as I tried to do what she'd just done to me.

It wasn't exactly easy because I could still feel the aftershock of my orgasm and my pussy was still flaming hot, craving to be touched.

"Baby, come on," she said, her voice more closely resembling a squeal. I pushed my tongue into her soft pussy, lapping up her juices and playing with her clit. She moved her hips faster, and I smacked my lips harder. I found her clit and grazed it against my teeth.

"Fuuuuck," she said and let out a groan. "That feels good, don't ... stop." Her voice was become softer now and her words halted. Taking hold of her, I pushed her back against the bed and got in between her legs. I needed to see her pussy and admire it.

Her hands were on her tits and her eyes on me as I pulled her closer to me and spread her legs. Her pussy glistened with her wetness, and her lips were swollen. I kissed her soft, pink flesh, and ran my tongue along the slit, tasting her juices.

"You sure you've never done this before?" She asked in between gasps and I smiled. I pressed my finger against her pussy and was surprised to see how tight she was. She gasped and let out a loud moan when I pushed in a second finger. Curious, I inserted a third and by now her gasps were constant. Starting slowly at first, I moved my fingers halfway out and stuck it back in. I soon built up a rhythm and was soon going faster.

"Harder, finger the hell out of my tight pussy," she demanded and I obliged. Keeping my fingers in place, I moved up to her and replaced her hand with my mouth, sucking hard on her nipples as I fingered her. She placed her hand around my neck and pulled me closer.

"Baby, I'm about to come."

Her pussy tightened around my fingers and she moved her hips faster. I took her nipples between my teeth and bit it softly, getting a squeal out of her. A minute later, her body began to shake and she pushed her hips higher.

"Here it..." She began and paused halfway through when her pussy erupted. I sometimes think of myself as a squirter, but I guess I was wrong; Kiara's juices spurted out of her pussy, and onto my hand. I slipped down and rested my mouth on it, sucking on her pussy until she stopped moving and her legs relaxed.

Kiara came up to me and held my head, kissing me wildly, like she'd done before, and licked off her juices from her face. We lay on top of each other and moved our hips together, grinding our pussies over each other. She fingered me some more and I came a couple more times, and so did she. We lay together, spent and catching our breath. I licked my lips, tasting her juices and enjoying it. I turned to her.

"Do you know where the guest room is?" I asked, barely able to process my words. She nodded and kissed me. "I think I do."

She got up slowly, and I watched her walk across the room, her pussy red and dripping, and her ass wiggling. The room soon became blurry and I fell asleep.


Chapter Four

I woke up the next morning, feeling elated and refreshed. Had it all been a dream? I wondered, then I heard the voices coming from the living room and I saw Kiara's thong on the edge of the bed, and I smiled. It had been fucking real. I rolled off the bed, still feeling my pussy tingle, and then I took a shower and put on a light skirt and a top. I joined them for breakfast, happy to see the kids looking so playful, and relieved to see Kiara again.

"Good morning," she said when the kids ran to greet me.

"Kiara, how are you this morning?"

"Refreshed," she said and winked at me.

I looked out the window, at all the snow. "Looks like you're gonna be here a while, Kiara. Do you mind staying the weekend?"

She smiled and shrugged. "Sure."

We sat beside each other on the dining table, and we had breakfast. After breakfast, the kids went out to have fun in the snow while I helped Kiara clear up the table. Once in the kitchen, I felt her hand rest on my ass and casually slip up my skirt  and grab my crotch.

"Last night was something," she said, her lips on the back of my ear.

"It was," I answered and moaned. She turned me around and pressed my body into me, her hand still rubbed my crotch. I grabbed her ass and raised her skirt, slipping my fingers in and surprised to find out that she had no panty underneath.

"You're naughty," I whispered to her and slowly stuck a finger into her pussy, feeling her sticky juices.

"Mmmm," she moaned. "I am?"

"Damn right, you are," I said and leaned in to kiss her.

"Then you ought to do something about it," she said, also whispering.

"Yes." I heard the subtle laughter of the kids outside and then kissed her lips again. "But maybe not here."

We spent the morning talking about the thrills of last night, and we touched each other at every chance we got, and I was happy; I knew that the weekend was going to be interesting and I just couldn't wait to get it started. Perhaps I should order some toys, too. We held each other and kissed again.
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