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I felt a strange mix of elation and
terrible exhaustion when I closed the cover. It happened every
single time, and the better the book, the more powerful both
emotions hit me. I’d finished a simply brilliant novel by a little
know Third World author, and the bleak ending I’d expected somehow
miraculously transformed itself into a thing of beauty. The book
hit me harder than any of the books professors assigned on a
regular basis in pretentious graduate seminar courses. I looked at
the wall. It still hung there, my master’s degree in comparative
literature, the most beautiful and most worthless accomplishment of
my life.

That’s harsh, Ellie. Buck
up! I giggled at my internal dialogue.
Indeed, worthless didn’t express the reality. The process of
earning that degree gave me far more joy than any other endeavor in
my life, and its value to me far exceeded its value in the
marketplace. Sure, I might have become a professor of literature,
really the only profession at all that particular piece of
parchment validated. Instead, I became the operations director for
a small chain of cooking supply outlets. That particular career
resulted from six years working my way through college and getting
promotions. The bachelor’s degree got me into management, but it
was just the BA after my name that did it, nothing else.

I realized with a bit of a shock that
I missed college. I’d hated it; at least I’d hated the way that
literature studies seemed to evolve from words and stories to
sweeping cultural themes. Whether or not Huck and Jim were gay
gradually become more important than their trip on the river.
Slaughterhouse Five was less important than interviews of Vonnegut
discussing the Iraq war. Nonetheless, I missed the conversations,
the seminars at which we discussed books for hours and hours. I
desperately wished for a group to help me relive the book I’d just
read, and the absence of one filled me with loss.

“Fuck it.” I surprised myself by
saying the words audibly, but it didn’t slow me down. I got off the
couch and walked to my laptop. I opened a browser and quickly typed
a search for local book clubs. I wasn’t interested in any of the
mystery clubs, and I certainly was looking for story time for kids,
but those were the offerings at the local library. I’d almost given
up hope when I found a link labeled Poetry Readings Every Tuesday.
It didn’t seem right, but when I clicked, I found that it was
sponsored by a literature society that also had weekly meetings.
The readings occurred on Tuesday Nights at seven thirty at a local
bar. The address indicated the bar was only a few blocks from my
apartment, and since it was six seventeen, I figured I ought to
give it a try. I didn’t like poetry as much as prose, but perhaps I
could join the society and get involved.

I hadn’t yet changed out of the
business attire I wore for work, but I rushed to the bathroom,
stripped, and hopped into a quick shower. Ordinarily, I loved to
take long and luxurious showers, but I went through the process
quickly, and when I stepped out, I was clean even if I wasn’t
relaxed. I dried off and looked at myself in the mirror. At
twenty-six, I really didn’t look much older than I had on my first
day of college. In fact, the biggest challenge I experienced at
work was convincing people it wasn’t a teenager ordering them
around. My hair was still lustrous, long and black. I pulled it
back into a tight ponytail. Then, I rushed into the room and pulled
on jeans and a t-shirt. I moved so quickly, that I was dressed
before I realized I’d skipped the panties and the bra. I looked in
the mirror. The panties situation was fine, but I’ve always been
blessed in the breast department, and my nipples poked obscenely
against the cotton of the top. I tore off the shirt, grabbed a bra,
put it on, and slipped on some shoes. I stuffed a little notepad
into my purse and headed for the door.

It was an easy walk, and I found the
little bar right where it was supposed to be in a tiny little mini
mall. A sign in the window said Literary Libations, so I thought
that was a pretty good sign. There was a vacuum repair shop to its
left and an empty suite with blacked out windows to its right. I
could hear soft music playing from inside, and though the place
looked seedy as hell, it looked seedy in a collegiate sort of way,
so I didn’t feel too uncomfortable when I stepped inside. It was
like I’d stepped right back into college. My school had a “pub”
located in the basement of the student union and I’d just step into
the same kind of a place. It seemed as though the designers had
looked at every picture and every film that ever showed a beatnik
gathering and tried their best to create the décor. A picture on
the wall showed Jack Kerouac smoking a cigarette next to a
gesturing Allen Ginsberg. A famous photo of Dylan Thomas at a
poetry reading hung nearby. Of course, the obligatory Charles
Bukowski photo had a place there, but I was relieved to see some
prose represented. Kurt Vonnegut, Virginia Woolf, James Joyce,
William Faulkner—big literary icons, at least all those big to
college literature departments.

People were smoking everywhere, and it
surprised me because the state had long since banned smoking
indoors, but I took advantage of the situation and lit up a
cigarette, pulling the smoke deeply in and imagining myself back in
the dorm rooms or fending off frat boys. I got a sudden flash of
imagery, like I re-experienced six years of higher education in
just a few minutes. It was all so wonderful, I almost cried. I’d
missed it. Sure, it was all a bit snobby and more than a little bit
over the top, but I’d missed it. I’d really missed it
all.

“Hey,” said a voice that
sounded sultry—like Kathleen Turner in Body Heat—bringing me from my moment
of reflection. “This your first time here?”

I turned and saw a valedictorian’s wet
dream. She wasn’t very tall, but her body type was slender and long
legs made her seem taller than she was. Her dusty brown hair was
pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she wore tortoiseshell
glasses. Jeans tight enough to show off her perfectly molded thighs
and calves beneath a peasant blouse—her appearance screamed college
girl, though she looked to be about my age. I smiled at her. “Yeah.
I, well, I’ve been out in the real world for a few years, and I
wanted to find a book club, but one that…”

I didn’t know what to say, but she
finished it for me, “One that doesn’t follow guidelines supplied by
Oprah?”

I giggled and extended my hand. “I’m
Eleanor, Ellie.”

She took my hand and hers felt warm
and wonderful. “Hi Ellie, I’m Katy. My dad owns this place, has for
almost thirty years. He’s pretty much retired now, but I run it for
him.”

I smiled at her. “Seems like a dream
job.”

She nodded. “Except for the summer
when business dies. That’s why it’s so great to see someone in here
who’s not a student.”

Someone called her name. She gestured
that she’d be there momentarily, took a drink order from me, and
left me a program for the night’s readings. When she stepped away,
I couldn’t help myself and I stared at her ass. It was perfect. Her
tight jeans hugged it in all the right places, but it didn’t look
like some obscene attempt to turn people on. She walked to the girl
who’d called her and gave her a warm hug. Another girl joined them.
Another hug. I was a bit surprised because they were all beautiful,
and they all had that intellectual air about them. I also felt an
unexpected burst of competitiveness. I was used to being the most
beautiful girl in a gathering like this, at least back in college,
but each of the girls could stand up to me.

By the time Katy brought my drink to
me, one of the girls had ascended the little stage in the front.
She introduced herself as Hanna and made some comments about
readings. I sipped my red wine as three or four students read
forgettable poems. When another of the women got onto stage, she
was introduced as Billie Roman, an obvious pen name. Her poetry
wasn’t obvious at all. She was very good, maybe even masterful, and
I waved for Katy and whispered that if she had any chapbooks for
sale, I’d like one. Katy smiled and whispered back that after the
reading an exclusive gathering would occur in a back room for
readings of works in progress, usually prose but sometimes poetry.
If I wanted to join in, she’d get me when the time came. I could
ask Billie for her works myself.

That was something I could be happy
about. The readings were nice enough, but getting together to
discuss the stories—now that’s what I missed from college. I sipped
my wine (and a second glass) and when the readings ended, I waited
like a kid on Christmas morning for Katy to come get me. I saw her
talking to the bartender and another girl I’d seen waiting tables,
and then she walked up to me, extended her hand and helped me to my
feet. “Ready for some fun?” she asked. Fun. It was exactly what I
needed, a group of people who realized intellectual pursuits could
be fun. I nodded and Katy kept her hand in mine as she led me
through the bar, to a back door, and into a room where I saw the
three women she’d met with earlier. “Everyone, this is Ellie.
Ellie, this is Billie, Hanna, and Lorrie.”

I recognized Billie and Hanna, but the
third, a petite redhead with fuck-me eyes stood. “Short for
Dolores. I’m glad you could join us. I’m starting, and these girls
are beyond sick of hearing me read by now.” Everyone laughed and
Katy settled me to a seat. These weren’t bar chairs but comfortable
pieces you might find in a living room. I sat on a loveseat. Hanna
and Billie sat on a couch. Katy sat next to me. Lorrie asked if
anyone wanted a drink, but we all declined, so she sat on a
recliner facing us. I saw she had some typewritten pages, and I got
excited.

It was difficult to
protest with a mouth stretched wide and his shaft pushing into my
throat, but with Caitlyn’s tongue inside of me, I wasn’t very
motivated to complain anyway. That was the
first line. I’m certainly no prude, and I was used to novels and
stories that had a bit of raciness, but listening in a warm setting
after drinking two cups of wine was a bit different than listening
in an antiseptic classroom. I felt my face flush a deep
red.

Her skill was evident as
she caressed me with long strokes, up and down, making my pussy
quiver as I moaned around the thick cock that pushed deeper and
deeper. The heat moved up my face as I
listened to Lorrie continue her story. I lowered my eyes and stared
hard at my hands in my lap. I couldn’t comprehend what was
happening, what the hell I was listening to. Was this the kind of
thing that was hip in literary circles now? Was I so out of the
mix? Where the hell had Atwood and Morrison gone?

I heard a small throaty laugh close to
me and looked up, stunned to see that Katy now stood right in front
of me. Lorrie’s story had stopped and everyone was silent. I looked
up at Katy, thinking that perhaps my reaction had not been what
they’d wanted, that somehow I’d offended them. My face felt even
warmer as I looked up at Katy standing so close that her body was
almost brushing against me. I had a quick flash of the memory of
her perfect ass as I stumbled over an excuse for my reaction. “Um,
I’m sorry, I’ve just been away from things for so long and, I don’t
think that this . . .”

Katy laughed again and then knelt down
in front of me, putting her face just in front of mine. She smiled.
“Don’t worry about anything. We’ll help you.” I felt her breath on
my face. She reached out a hand and brushed her fingertips over my
hair, pushing it back from my shoulders as they traveled down over
my neck and my shoulder. “Many girls are slow to appreciate our art
the first time.” Then, before I could protest, she leaned forward
and pressed her lips against mine, pinning me back in the seat as
her body moved over mine and her hands gripped my arms.

I stiffened for an instant in pure
shock and then, my body shoved past my intellectual response and
melted into feeling of Katy’s mouth and body on mine. I’d never
been with another woman, though I’d known plenty of girls in
college who’d experimented. I shivered as I felt Katy’s hands
travel down to my t-shirt and pull at the bottom. Her hands lifted
it up slowly as her tongue began to more aggressively explore
inside my mouth. When her hands brushed over my breasts, my nipples
hardened in reaction and I moaned.

And then, I shook my head, pulling
away from Katy and pushing her back from me. What the hell was
happening here? And, what the hell was happening to me? I looked at
Katy, her perfect body kneeling in front of me. My mind made a
decision that my body didn’t seem to agree with. “I have to
go.”

Katy shrugged and grinned. “Okay.” She
got up and stepped back.

Shakily, I stood and pulled my shirt
back down. I felt embarrassed, and more excited than I’d felt in a
long time. I didn’t understand why I was just standing there and
not running out of the room like a mad woman. After all, this isn’t
exactly what I’d come for, was it? I’d been looking to feed my
mind, to get some of my old college stimulation back.

At the thought of stimulation, my face
flushed hotter than before and I looked guiltily at Katy. Her eyes
were beautiful and I hardly realized she’d stepped close to me and
taken me in her arms, before her mouth was on me again. This time,
her hands grabbed at my shirt and ripped it up and off, leaving me
in my bra as she mashed against me again to kiss me harder. My
breathing grew loud in my ears as she pulled her mouth from mine
and lowered it to my breasts, balancing herself with her hands on
my hips and kissing the swell of each of them above the lacy edge
of my bra. Her lips were soft and warm and, when she pulled my
breasts free from each cup and sucked my nipples into her mouth in
turn, I cried out.

I’d never felt anything like this with
any man. My thinking broke apart as every sensation overrode
everything. I forgot I was in a room full of strange women. I
forgot that I’d come out that night just to talk books. I could
only focus on Katy’s mouth pulling on my nipples as her tongue
flicked at the hard tips, sending little electric thrills running
through my body and down between my legs.

I wasn’t even fully aware of the other
girls gathering around me until I felt hands undoing my bra and
slipping the straps off my shoulders. I breathed in hard as I felt
another pair of lips brush over my neck and shoulders and then,
down my back to the waist of my jeans. I didn’t know who was behind
me, but my thoughts didn’t dwell on that mystery for long because
Katy was now moving her mouth in gentle kisses down my front,
mirroring whoever was behind me, until she also was licking along
the waist of my jeans.

I felt my jeans being unzipped and
tugged down over my hips and legs. I closed my eyes as my legs were
manipulated, lifted one after the other as my jeans were pulled
free. I stood completely naked, feeling the temperate air brushing
over my skin and refused to open my eyes even as I felt hands
pulling me back to the seat, pushing me down, running up my legs
and spreading them. I turned my head and sighed as I felt gentle
touches of fingertips and lips moving up the inside of my thighs
and over my belly. I swam in the sensations as they flooded my
limbs and groaned. I felt hot breath above my bare pussy and
shivered hard. Fingers gently pulled apart my pussy lips and I
moaned.

My head was suddenly yanked back hard
as fingers tangled in my black hair and my eyes opened in surprise
as I watched a bare pussy with the smallest strip of red hair above
it move down to meet my mouth. At the exact moment that I felt a
sweet, thrusting tongue push into my pussy, my mouth was filled
with Lorrie’s wet pussy and my nose filled with her sweet, exotic
scent.

I was overwhelmed with the sudden
strangeness of it all. I felt the mouth and tongue working on my
pussy, sucking, licking, thrusting, and also felt the shock of the
pussy grinding on my mouth as my hair was gripped hard and my head
was moved roughly from side to side. I heard Lorrie’s small voice.
“Lick me, bitch!” I shuddered as I struggled to process the command
through the sensations that were building in every nerve of my
body.

Oh God! I’d never experienced such
gentle urgency. The tongue in my pussy began working on my clit,
lapping and sucking, as fingers roughly thrust inside of me and
began fucking me as hard as any man had ever fucked me. I cried out
into the pussy mashing down on me and I heard an answering moan.
Then, I felt hands exploring over me, grabbing my nipples,
pinching, squeezing, pulling and then, kissing, caressing,
stroking. My body was vibrating in the center of these women as
they moved around me.

Finally, Lorrie fell back and I saw
her turn to Hanna, I could barely remember her name, as Katy moved
up to kiss me. She smiled as she licked my lips. “Hmmm, you taste
wonderful.” She pushed her mouth down onto mine and thrust her
tongue in, mingling my own taste with Lorrie’s. In a moment,
though, she pulled away and I saw her body flipped, her head
landing on my bare belly as Billie balanced her perfect ass on the
arm of the loveseat and knelt down to bury her face in Katy’s
pussy.

My eyes widened as Katy squirmed on
top of me, her silky hair now free of the ponytail and her eyes
blinking up at me, her glasses long gone. I watched Billie’s tongue
thrust inside her and remembered the feel of Katy’s inside me and
shifted my bare ass on the seat. Katy laughed even as she groaned.
“Need more, don’t you?”

I didn’t get a chance to answer. I was
pulled from under Katy, flipped over, and pressed against the back
of the loveseat, my knees digging down into the cushions. I looked
behind me long enough to see Hanna standing behind me with a long
object in her hand, but then my head was pulled back to face
forward. I felt a hand under my chin lifting my face up until my
mouth met the top of Lorrie’s pussy. “Let’s bring this to a climax.
Every good story needs a climax.” She began stroking my
outstretched neck as I tentatively licked at her, tasting her like
a remembered dessert.

It was at that moment that I felt a
hard thrust and then, my pussy lips were spread open wide and I was
suddenly filled. I gasped and tried to pull away from Lorrie to see
what was happening, but she held me even tighter to her. She moaned
and began pushing herself frantically against me, holding me steady
with one hand as she used her other to reach out and grab hard at
my breast. When she gave my nipple a hard pinch and twist, I
screamed and she shuddered and cried out, “Oh God, I’m cumming, I’m
cumming!” Moving both hands to grip the back of my head hard and
pull me roughly to her, she rubbed her wet clenching pussy over my
nose and mouth. Fuck me with your tongue, oh God, fuck
me!”

I was stunned by her wildness and
rough command, and was even more off balance from the hard fucking
I was getting from behind. I tentatively stuck my tongue out and
Lorrie shook harder, screaming and moaning until she finally fell
back and I felt her hands release my aching head. Instantly, I was
pulled back and thrown onto my back on the couch, where I now had a
clear view of Hanna coming at me with the huge dildo in her hand
that I’d only previously glimpsed. I stared at her beautiful body
as she leaned over me and thrust the huge thing inside me again,
fucking me hard and fast with it while she climbed up and
maneuvered herself until she had the end that was sticking out of
me pressed against her own bare pussy. Then, she sat down hard,
pushing the toy into her pussy while bringing her wet lips onto
mine.

I watched Hanna as she began to rock
her hips as she sat on top of me. Her lean body was so beautiful as
she moved, but it was the feeling of her clit coming into contact
with mine at the same time that the dildo found my sweet spot,
Hanna’s rhythm helping it to stroke it over and over, that pushed
me right to the edge. My stomach muscles began to clench and I
began to groan, my vision swimming as my orgasm built up in a wave
of the most powerful, gripping sensations I’d ever experienced. I
vaguely heard voices and other moans, but I felt my whole body
become centered on the growing climax and everything else was
slowly drowned out as my body stiffened and then released and I
came.

I screamed with the power of it as I
bucked underneath Hanna. Her hands reached down and gripped my
stomach as she fought to stay on top of me, and then her body shook
hard and she fell forward, crushing her breasts against mine as she
moaned in my ear, “Yes, oh God yes, fuck yes!” I felt her pussy
spasm against mine, and the answering ripples that went through me
made me cry out again.

And then, Hanna was falling off me to
the side and the dildo was being removed and Katy was back on top
of me, sitting on top of me with her back to me, pinning me to the
loveseat as I shook with my orgasm. She placed her perfect ass
right above my pussy and spread her legs along my open ones as
Billie got down in front of us and began stroking both of us with
her tongue. It was too much for me and I began bucking and writhing
beneath Katy, but her body pressed down onto mine as Billie began
to focus on her more and more until, Katy tensed above me and I
felt her bare ass cheeks grip at me as they clenched with the power
of her own orgasm.

The two of us shook together, but
Billie set Katy off to the side and moved up swiftly to position
herself above my head. I saw her pull her fingers, slick and wet,
from her pussy as she came up and then, I saw nothing but her
stomach as she pressed her pussy down onto my mouth. I didn’t even
have time to think of what to do before Billie was shaking and
crying out, bouncing on me as she finally came. I felt her shift as
she fell back and then, I felt those slick fingers slide into my
wet pussy. My orgasm rolled over me again, taking my breath away.
Exhausted, I closed my eyes and let the spasms flow over me again
and again, unaware of anyone or anything around me.

It seemed like hours before I finally
sat up and gathered enough strength to open my eyes and look
around. The other women were all in the process of getting dressed,
chatting quietly as they pulled on bras and panties and tops and
pants. Slowly, I got up and followed their example, gathering my
clothing from around and on the loveseat and pulling it on to my
still sensitive body. I winced as I pulled my jeans up and felt the
now abrasive fabric against my throbbing pussy. Every move made me
shiver and catch my breath. It was the most wonderful agony I’d
ever experienced.

“I hope you enjoyed our little group.”
I turned around and saw Katy standing there, her hair back in its
ponytail and her glasses back in place.

I smiled as I felt the heat coming
back into my face, sudden images of her lithe body on top of mine
filling my head. “Well, I, uh,” I cleared my throat, “it’s not
quite Shakespeare.”

She shrugged. “Anyone can talk about
Shakespeare until they’re blue in the face,” she stepped closer and
I felt my pussy spasm again in response, “but not everyone can make
you as breathless.”

I looked at her and felt a strange
contentment fill me. No man had ever made me feel what these women
had made me feel tonight. I nodded. “Yes, then, I’ll be here
again.”

She turned around to the others. “Hey,
everyone, Ellie is joining the club.”

There was a round of applause and then
the girls all waved as they made their way out of the room. Katy
turned back to me. “It’s good to have a new face in the bunch.” She
gave me a hug and then, turned to leave.

Reaching out, I grabbed her arm and
stopped her. “Um, Katy?”

“Huh?” She looked out at me through
those tortoiseshell glasses and looked every inch the literary
maven, though a very sexy one.

“I was thinking that if you haven’t
settled on a speaker for next time, well, I’d love to read
something of my own.”

She looked at me with surprise. “You
have something written?”

I shook my head. “Not yet,” I linked
my arm in hers and began walking toward the door, “but I have
plenty of inspiration.”

She laughed, and I enjoyed the sound
of my muse.
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Smitten.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, hi,” Donna said.

“Can I join you?”

“Um, sure.”

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

“It's only my second day.”

“Do you like it here?”

“Um…Yeah.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, I—that is, my husband,
he—”

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

“Yes, he's back at the
cabin.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

When the shower opened and Arwynn
poked her head out to ask, “You coming in?” Donna nodded. She was
coming in. She was.
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The boys just didn't show up as we'd
expected. There we were, Sally, Connie, and me, sitting next to the
pool in these incredibly revealing bathing suits with absolutely
nobody to show them off to. Sally looked beautiful with her long
blonde hair pulled up into a ponytail and wearing a white one piece
suit that barely covered her. Connie was also incredible. She had
on a bikini bottom and an interesting bikini top that plunged
downward, barely covering her breasts. I sat there in my Brazilian
thong and tiny little bra. We all looked good

Connie had beautiful breasts and an
ass to die for. I knew I looked good. I had a very athletic body,
and I knew that my frame was the kind of thing men wanted moving on
top of them. Sally was just lovely. She was like a 1950's pinup
girl, incredible and curvy and beautiful but now we were all
disappointed. Connie’s boyfriend was supposed to be bringing a
couple of guys to come party with us so we wouldn't have to spend
the first weekend of our Christmas break alone before we all left
for our own hometowns. We’d just got the call. Unfortunately the
roads were impassable, and they had to wait for a snow machine to
come by and clear out the roads. In any case, if they arrived at
all, they wouldn't arrive until tomorrow night. We girls were
leaving at four in the morning the next day. It was really
disappointing since it had been almost nine months since I've been
fucked (and my God, I wanted it!)

I didn't really care what they looked
like. As far as I was concerned, if they had cocks, I would be
there. I knew that Connie was disappointed for the same reason she
missed her boyfriend and hadn't been with him in almost six months.
As for Sally, I didn't know. She was the kind of girl that could
probably get laid six ways to Tuesday anytime she wanted, but there
was disappointment on her face too. All in all, we were three girls
sitting next to a pool wearing next to nothing, incredibly sexually
frustrated, and we'd just been told all of our expectations weren't
going to be met.

It was hard not to be sad and even
harder not to be angry, so we sat at the pool with our legs
dangling in the water and we bitched and moaned about the men for a
while. I think all of us knew there was absolutely nothing at all
that the men could do to change it, but we weren’t interested in
logic. We just sat there moaning and complaining until finally it
was Connie who said, “You know what? Fuck it! I'm not gonna sit
around and mope all day.” We looked at her, and she added, “We can
still have fun!”

I smiled sadly at her and said, “Yeah.
You know what? Shit happens. What do you guys wanna do? You wanna
watch a movie?” They nodded. We decided on the old college
stand-by, alcohol, and we walked into the pool house and opened up
the refrigerator. There was plenty of wine, beer, and hard liquor.
Sally bypassed the beer and wine and went straight for the vodka,
pouring herself a tall cup. I figured what the hell? It wasn’t like
I had anything better to do, so I poured myself a tall cup as well.
I took my first sip just as Connie was pouring her own
glass.

I hadn't eaten anything, so the
alcohol burned its way down my throat and immediately filled me
with warmth. I actually had to sit down because I got light headed
right away. Sally was evidently far better at drinking than I was
because she downed the whole drink and then poured herself another.
Connie took a sip of hers and then came and sat down next to me.
“Oh well,” she said, “It sucks but we'll make the best of
it.”

Sally drank down her second glass of
vodka, put it down on the counter, and walked up to us. “We
certainly will,” she said.

Then, before I could grasp what was
happening, she crawled up onto me, straddling me and pushing her
tongue into my mouth. Maybe if I hadn't had the alcohol, I would
have resisted a little bit more. I had never been with a woman. I
had never really been interested in women. In fact, when my friends
had talked about it, about fantasies or wanting to experiment, or
even about passes girls had made at them when they didn't realize
they were dealing with a lesbian or bisexual; I had always looked
at them in wonder like what the hell is the big deal? It wasn’t
even attractive at all to me, but right then with Sally’s tongue
pushing into my mouth, I couldn't resist an incredible feeling of
erotic excitement.

I felt my nipples getting instantly
hard, and even though I didn't intend it, I put my hands around to
the back of her head, my fingers interlaced in her ponytail. I
kissed her back, my tongue wrestling with hers as we both fought to
explore each other’s mouth. I heard Connie say, “Holy shit!” and
then Connie’s mouth was on my neck, and not only was I having my
first experience with kissing a woman but I was kissing two of them
at once. I couldn't believe what was happening. Sally was getting
very aggressive, kissing me passionately and hard just like a man
except somehow softer despite the urgency. Then I felt her grabbing
at my bikini top, and my breasts were free.

Her hands kept moving over me. Connie
left my neck as Sally kissed me, and I watched Connie as she pulled
Sally’s bathing suit down to her waist. Sally adjusted, and then
she was naked on top of me. Connie backed off, and then it was her
getting completely undressed as well. It was the craziest thing
because Sally was kissing my almost naked body, and then Connie
moved behind her. While Sally ran her hands around me and kissed
me, Connie kissed her neck and ran her hands up and down Sally’s
body. There was a Sally sandwich going on, and I was one of the
pieces of bread! I couldn't believe it because there was nothing I
had ever wanted more from a sexual standpoint than what was
happening right then and I didn't even know it until seconds
before.

Connie kept kissing me, and then she
moved downward. Her mouth traced over my chin and then down to my
breasts. When I felt her mouth close over one of my nipples, I
cried out with a loud moan. Connie giggled and leaned over Sally’s
body to kiss me, and the combination of feeling a mouth on my
nipple while another was pushing a tongue into my own mouth was
just astounding. Sally kept moving downward but Connie stayed put,
kissing my mouth and moving down to nibble at my neck and then
lower. By the time Sally reached the bottom of my bathing suit,
Connie’s mouth was all over my breasts, sucking and licking and
biting.

I didn't know what the hell to do. I
had one hand still wrapped up in Sally’s hair and the other came up
to stroke at Connie’s hair as she licked and sucked on my nipple
and then Sally was wriggling my bathing suit off. I felt a sudden
flash of nervousness, but a bite on my nipple from Connie elicited
a long moan from me and that seemed to encourage both of them.
Connie moved to the breast she wasn't sucking on and squeezed it
hard, and then Sally parted my legs. Before I could even think
about it her tongue was shoved deep inside of my pussy. It was
incredible. I almost came right then. I groaned, my hips up against
her body. Connie continued to lick and suck at my nipples while
Sally was fucking my pussy with her tongue—pushing it in pulling it
out over and over—while her hands gripped my thighs so tightly it
almost hurt.

I was a complete mess. I couldn't
figure out at all what to do. My hands stroked hair then moved to
shoulders then rubbed backs. I couldn't get control over anything
that was happening. It was the most intense thing I had ever
experienced. It was happening to me, and it was happening right in
the pool house of my own home; the house my parents paid $1900 a
month to keep me in while I was at college. Sally began moaning as
she licked me and I looked down over Connie’s head and noticed that
Sally had moved one of her hands down between her own legs and was
pushing fingers in and out of her pussy. The sight was so
extraordinarily erotic to me it brought me right to the edge. I
cried out, "Fuck! I'm gonna cum! I'm going to cum! I'm gonna
cum!"

Sally immediately pulled off of me and
said, “Not yet, you're not.”

I whimpered a little bit. Connie kept
licking my breasts and sucking them. Sally moved back upward, took
Connie’s hand out of the way, and began licking at my other breast.
I was going crazy! I didn't know what the hell I was supposed to
do. All the while Sally kept moving her fingers in and out of her
pussy. She did it over and over and over, and I couldn't believe
she hadn't cum yet. Wasn't she just as turned on by this as I was?
How in the hell was she holding back? She began being more forceful
with my breasts, biting down hard. I yelped at first but the pain
immediately gave way to even more pleasure. I couldn't believe it.
I didn't like when a man was rough with me but something about a
woman being rough was just incredible.

Sally was taking me. She wasn't
sleeping with me. She wasn't having sex with me. She wasn't making
love to me. She was taking me. She reached her hand down and cupped
my mound, squeezing it hard. Then she pulled off of me completely.
She grabbed the back of my head and pulled my mouth up to her face,
kissing me—pushing her tongue in deeply, so deeply I almost gagged
around it. I couldn’t' believe what she was doing with me. I
couldn't believe how damn turned on I was, and all the while Connie
was there being gentle and soft. So, I had this incredible contrast
of rough treatment from Sally and sweet treatment from
Connie.

Sally reached down and pushed Connie’s
face away I didn't quite understand what she was doing but she held
her hand firmly in my hair and pulled my face back against the back
of the couch and then she grabbed Connie she brought her up so
Connie was standing on the couch her feet on either side of my
waist. Before I knew what was happening, she put both of Connie’s
hands on the back of my head lowered her pussy to my face. It was
the strangest thing watching those little pink lips approaching my
mouth. I was a little scared, I suppose, like the first time I
tried to use my mouth on a man or the first time I had sex.
Nonetheless, there was no going back. Those pussy lips reached my
face and Connie began grinding softly against my mouth. I pushed my
tongue out, getting my first taste.

It was erotic and musky and strange,
but I did my best to lick around and inside of her, savoring the
experience. Connie must of been really turned on because the moment
my tongue started moving she cried, "Oh fuck! Oh yeah, that's it.
That's it, just a little bit more. Oh God! Oh fuck! Yeah!" I
couldn't see what Sally was doing anymore but I could feel her
hands running over my body and I could hear her moaning softly.
Then, one of her hands disappeared from my body, and I heard the
familiar sound of her fingers plunging in and out of her pussy. She
was moaning almost uncontrollably now, and then her mouth hit my
clit. When she sucked my clit into her mouth hard and then started
nibbling on it, flicking her tongue over it and over it, I groaned
against Connie’s pussy.

The vibrations of my moans were enough
to set her over the edge, and she gripped my head hard before
grinding herself against me as she screamed, “Fuck! I'm cumming, Oh
fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."

That set Sally off. She cried out
against my pussy, "Fuuuck!" and her mouth became erratic, more
shaking between my legs than actually licking or doing anything
directed.

It was still all too much for me. I
screamed, "Oh, Jesus!" against Connie’s pussy, which made her even
crazier as she rubbed it against my face. I heard Sally shout again
and then her hand pushed into my pussy, fingers moving furiously so
that all of us were cumming at the same time. It was the most
incredible thing I had ever felt, and I bucked up against her,
moaning and crying out. All the while, Connie just kept moving her
pussy against my face until finally, I think the sensations got to
be too much for her. She backed away, my head bounced against the
back of the couch, and I kept moaning because Sally showed no signs
of stopping with her fingers.

Connie ended up leaning her head
against my shoulder and nuzzling my neck, gently stroking me while
Sally continued to roughly shove fingers in and out of me and I
just kept cumming hard, my pussy spasming around her. It kept up
until Connie took pity on me. I think she could tell when my sighs
and my moans and groans of pleasure became squeals of discomfort
because I couldn’t handle the sensations anymore. She reached down
and took Sally’s hand, pushing it away. The sudden emptiness was
like cool water on a hot day, and I started feeling my breathing
return to normal.

Right away, Sally’s head was on my
other shoulder kissing and licking at my neck. I was about to ask
if two of them had planned this when Connie turned to Sally and
said, “I didn't know you went both ways, too.”

Sally smiled, kissed my neck, and
said, “I don't usually. Mary was just too hard to resist.” I felt a
flush of pride at that. Connie nodded moaned softly and kissed my
neck again.

I took a deep breath and said, “Well,
I wonder what we're going to do for the rest of the weekend before
we have to leave.” That made Connie giggle. Sally giggled as well.
“One thing I know for sure,” I said, pulling Connie’s face up to my
mouth so I could kiss her, “I don't plan on getting dressed any
time soon.”
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I’d driven around for what seemed like
forever, and I was really on the brink of tears. It had been a hard
decision to move to a completely new town, and even harder to leave
my jerk of an ex-boyfriend when I caught him cheating on me. I was
twenty-four years old, and I needed a new start. I had a bit of
money saved up, and I had a master’s degree in physical fitness and
a training certification, so I knew I could get a personal training
job at a gym and build up a client base. Only I was having no luck
at all finding the damned place! I was already five minutes late to
my appointment and the damned number just wasn’t on the street. I
think all the emotions about the move and my ex were getting the
best of me, but I finally pulled into a little shopping complex and
turned the engine off.

I started for a hole in the wall
restaurant when I saw a big handwritten sign on a suite in the
complex. It said “GYM” and my heart started to beat faster. They
must have been doing something with the signage. I was dressed in
workout clothes because I was supposed to do a training session for
one of the managers as an interview, but I adjusted my hair as well
as I could and made sure my resume was neatly tucked in my purse. I
stepped into an empty foyer. There were some motivational posters
on the wall about pushing limits, never giving up, and visualizing
success. There was a reception counter as well, but nobody was
there. Two double doors stood on an opposite wall, and a plaque on
one said, “Gym Access.” I took a deep breath and walked
in.

I stepped into the gym and almost
immediately stopped dead in my tracks – I couldn’t believe what I
was looking at. Right in front of me, just thirty feet away, a
beautiful, slender blonde goddess was naked. On the floor was a
massive body-builder and she was just lifting her leg over his
body, about to sit down on him. I couldn’t believe it! And it got
even stranger because when she sat down, I watched her take her
hand and guide his cock into her; but the strangest thing was that
he didn’t go into her pussy. Instead, I watched her push that cock
into her tiny little asshole. It was impossible! The man was a
giant and his cock was just as thick as the rest of his body, but
she climbed on top of him, put her hands on his shoulders and began
moaning. Her feet were on his thighs and she just began bouncing
herself up and down on him. I stood there staring and I was a
little paralyzed. It took me a good minute or so of watching her
with her head thrown back; her mouth open wide as she moaned,
leaning backwards against him; her hands on his shoulders, her
heels on his thighs, her ass bouncing up and down and looking
impossibly stretched out around that giant cock, before I ever
realized they might see me.

When I did realize, my face flushed
bright red. But I just couldn’t bring myself to back away. And then
it was crazy because the man underneath her began pushing fast up
and into her, so that her slow and even bouncing was replaced by
frantic thrusts from him. I watched her whole body bouncing on top
of him; I watched his cock pushing in and out of her ass with
absolute abandon. She couldn’t hold her back anymore so she lifted
it up, and if her eyes hadn’t been closed she would have been
starring right at me as she moaned over and over again in strange
yelps.

I was fixated on the sight of that
cock pushing into her ass. I could see her beautiful little pink
pussy and the strange thing – his cock was so big that it made her
pussy seem comparably tiny above that stretched out hole. It was
bizarre, like an impossible thing. But I couldn’t tear my eyes
away.

I felt an unmistakable and growing
desire between my own legs. I’d never had anal sex before, so the
sight of this massive man slamming into this tiny girl, over and
over and over, should’ve scared me but instead it turned me
on!

They kept fucking for a while and then
the man reached up and pulled her off. I started to back away, but
they didn’t see me. The girl ended up on the mat next to the man
and then it was her little pink mouth on his cock. It was amazing;
it was like watching a supermodel – her little tiny nose right
above that massive shaft going into her lips. She was only able to
get a couple of inches in because of how wide the girth was, but he
held the back of her head and pushed up into her mouth over and
over. And then he backed away. He moved behind her and while she
was on her side, he lifted up one of her legs and slammed hard into
her ass from behind. I watched as she hooked her leg over his knee
and he began fucking her fast, kissing her neck, biting her ear and
slamming that massive cock over and over into her ass.

I was frantic now. I desperately
needed to get off, and if I could have torn my eyes away from the
live porn scene I had stumbled upon, you can bet I would have. I
knew that I’d be imaging this while I masturbated for many nights
in the near future. But it wasn’t over yet and I couldn’t take my
eyes off of it! I watched that cock rhythmically moving in and out,
in and out; I watched her little pussy and I wondered how empty it
must feel; how desperately she must’ve wanted some kind of
stimulation there.

I watched his hands holding tight onto
one of her toned, shapely legs and the other on one of her breasts.
I watched her licking her lips as he pushed in and out of her ass.
And then I watched her eyes open.

I stood there in terror as they grew
wide when she discovered me watching. The man hadn’t stopped, he
was still fucking her hard and fast, but her eyes were now fixed
firmly on me, and then she did something I certainly hadn’t
expected. She smiled and licked her lips again, and then she
mouthed the words, “Come here.”

I don’t know why the hell I did it,
but I did. When I got close, she tugged on my sweatpants until I
was on my knees in front of her. Then without a word, she reached
out and grabbed the back of my head and pulled me down between her
legs. I could see that cock pushing in and out of her ass much
closely now. The pressure on the back of my head pushed me right up
to her pussy. I’d never been with a woman before. Like any girl, I
suppose I’d thought of it, but I’d never done it. So instead of
immediately licking her pussy, I moved my tongue downward and
licked at the massive shaft as it pushed in and out of her asshole.
I moved up and sucked on the balls, the guy groaned and I thought I
heard her say something like, “We have a guest,” but all I knew was
that I was incredibly turned on.

I reached down to rub at myself but
before I got there, her hand did. And as I watched that cock
pushing in and out of her ass, I felt her hands pulling at my
sweatpants and then reaching inside; her fingers made their way to
my pussy. I was so wet that her fingers slid in easily. Her other
hand reached for my head and lifted me, pressing my face against
her pussy so that I had no choice but to lick at it. I pushed my
tongue out experimentally and I have to admit, it was an incredibly
erotic thrill when my tongue met her folds.

She tasted so musky and sweet; I
licked and did my best to give her pleasure as her fingers worked
on me. The man in her ass hadn’t slowed his pace at all. Her
fingers worked furiously and I found myself pushing back against
them at the same pace that the man pushed into her ass. I licked
her pussy eagerly, sticking my tongue in and out, and it was really
strange because when my tongue was in her pussy, I could feel the
shaft of that cock pushing up against it.

I did as much as I could over and
over, trying my best to make her cum, feeling myself getting closer
and closer to orgasm by the second. And then her hand on my head
grew tighter and I heard her scream, “Oh Jesus Christ, I’m cumming!
Fuck! Fuck!”

The man in her ass pounded furiously
as she came and I did my best to keep licking at her hole which was
now gushing juices into my mouth, but I was too far gone because
her fingers had done their trick and just a second or so after she
came, I came myself, crying out against her cunt, grinding my hips
furiously onto her fingers. It was the most incredible feeling, and
I couldn’t believe it was all thanks to two strangers whose names I
didn’t even know!

But I had and I certainly wasn’t
regretting it; and as if to punctuate that thought, the man slammed
forward two or three more times. I watched his cock bury itself in
her ass, and then he was pulling out. I didn’t know what he was
doing until I felt his hands on my head and suddenly that giant
thing was up against my mouth. There was no way I could take it in,
but evidently no one told him that, because as I came around her
fingers and listened to her moans, that cock pushed right past my
lips. I felt it against my tongue and then it was breaking forward;
he kept pushing in until he reached the back of my throat, and I
gagged uncontrollably. I felt his cock swell in my mouth right
before he began spurting his warm, salty load down my throat,
holding me in place while she cried out, “Swallow!
Swallow!”

I swallowed it down and it wasn’t
until after I had that I realized I had just taken that cock
straight out of someone’s ass and into my mouth. It didn’t make the
orgasm any less strong. I sucked for a few more second and then I
felt the woman’s fingers withdraw from my pussy, sending another
delicious thrill through me.

Then she was adjusting my sweatpants
and the man was pulling his cock out of my mouth. They really
didn’t say anything. She stood up, walked a few feet away to where
she had evidently left her clothes, and started getting dressed.
The man walked a little bit further away and did the same. I sat
there on the floor watching the two of them as they got dressed
without a word. When they were fully dressed, the man simply walked
out of the gym and the girl followed him. At the door she stopped,
turned around, licked her lips and winked at me.

Well, there was no fucking way on
Earth I was going to get any more of a workout done, so I gathered
my stuff and got my clothes on. I wobbled out to the front counter,
and the man and the woman were standing and looking at some
spreadsheets. She smiled at me brightly and walked up to me. “Are
you looking for a new place to work out?”

I didn’t know what the
hell to say. I didn’t know her name and she’s just had her fingers
in my pussy. I’d just taken a cock down my throat, a cock that came
out of her ass. What do you say in a situation like that?
Yes, please, but how are your shower
facilities? She saw the confusion on my
face and giggled.

“I’m Sheryl, and this is my husband
Greg. We probably should have kept that door locked. We don’t open
for another two weeks. Were you looking for Build A
Body?”

I nodded. “I…I was supposed to do a
personal training session for an interview.” I shrugged. No way I’d
get that job now.

Sheryl smiled. “You’re new in town,
huh?” I nodded and she said, “There are two Penhall streets,
Honey.” She could see the disappointment in my face. “You know,
we’ll need a personal trainer for the launch. Why don’t you
interview with us.”

I brightened a little at that, and she
led me into a little office behind the counter. I reached into my
bag for my resume. She reached out and stopped me, her hand
touching mine and giving me a little thrill. “We don’t care about
your experience.”

I heard Greg’s voice from behind as
his body pressed up against mine. His cock was hard again and
pressing at my ass through my sweat pants. “We do care about
experiencing you, though.”














WATCHING MY BOSS HAVE ROUGH
SEX


A Office Sex Erotica Story

by Nancy Brockton

all rights reserved
copyright 2014 by Naughty Daydreams Press




It was my first day at my new job. My
best friend Deena had arranged it for me. She was a college
professor who studied human behavior, and when she found out I was
laid off, she brought me to her office. It was kind of neat because
she was very respected in the field, so while other professors got
a tiny little closet for an office, she actually got three rooms in
the humanities building. In addition, there was a room with a
one-way mirror that reminded me of a police interrogation room. She
told me that they interviewed people every day and my primary job
would be to stay in the hidden room and make sure the cameras
worked properly while Deena and other employees did the work
interviewed them or while the subjects tried to solve manufactured
problems. As far as I was concerned, it was an exciting prospect.
My job involved audiovisual production, so working with cameras was
great, and I also thought it would be very interesting to see what
the human condition was really like.

Deena handed me keys and told me I’d
be working Tuesday to Saturday. The office was closed on Mondays,
and on Sundays she allowed a different department to use the room
for their experiments. I was excited, and I went to the office to
check out the equipment on Monday so I could be sure to be prepared
for the job. I arrived at about ten in the morning and made my way
right to the interview room. I opened the “secret room” door and
suddenly realized that the office was empty! Deena was in the
interview room, and she wasn’t alone!

I couldn’t believe what was happening.
She was on her knees, her hair pulled away from her face, her mouth
open, her tongue extended. The man standing there was tall and he
was black. He was still dressed but, even with just his hands
visible, there was such a strange and delicious contrast between
her with her pale, milky white skin on her knees and one hand
rubbing his leg while her tongue pressed up against the bulge in
his pants, and his chocolate, creamy cocoa-colored skin. I couldn’t
believe what I was seeing. I know I should’ve turned away, but I
didn’t. I stood in the observation room and just stared. Neither
one of them could see me as she just continued rubbing his leg and
running her tongue over the bulge.

He finally reached up and undid his
buckle while she stroked at his leg. When his pants were down and
his boxers were pulled down as well, her eyes opened wide. His cock
was extraordinarily large, far beyond anything I’d ever seen before
and, from the look on Deena’s face, I’m certain it was beyond
anything she’d seen either. She was shocked, unable to move for a
minute but, finally, she took both of her hands and began to stroke
his massive shaft. I think at this point, I would’ve, actually,
been hightailing it out of there and running away. Not my friend.
She began stroking it and then, she opened her mouth and slipped
her lips over the tip of it.

She began sucking and licking the tip
of it as her hands stroked up and down. There is absolutely nothing
that would adequately describe how astounding it was to watch both
of those hands moving up and down his thick shaft while seeing
those little pink lips wrapped around it. His cock was beautiful
and dark and luscious like chocolate and her mouth was so white in
contrast. When she backed away and began stroking his cock, moving
underneath to put his balls in her mouth and lick and suck at them,
I could feel myself growing wet and aroused. He was just so damned
huge, and the size was made even plainer by her on her knees
looking like some kind of a tiny pixie.

I watched her as she backed away and
said, “I’m gonna try to get you all the way in.”

I was stunned. The very thought that
she could even get him a little way in was impossible, but I
watched her open her mouth wide and saw as she began pushing her
mouth down. She got a third of the way down and it was already like
a normal-sized dick in her mouth. She kept pushing, moving farther
until she got about halfway in and then she gagged and he pulled
out.

She seemed exhausted after managing
just that much, but he wasn’t ready to let her slip away that
easily. He reached forward and grabbed the back of her head and
thrust hard, moving in and out of her mouth while she put both
hands on his shaft and stroked as she sucked. I couldn’t believe
how wonderful it looked and how incredible it felt and suddenly I
realized that my hand had traveled between my legs and was rubbing
at my panties. I continued to watch, feeling a little ashamed and
humiliated for watching the two of them, but also feeling myself
getting overwhelmingly turned on.

When she pulled her hands away from
his shaft, put them on his thighs and began squeezing them as she
moved her mouth deep enough to gag over and over and over, I
started going crazy. I took my hand and now moved it inside my
panties. I was already so wet that my fingers slipped inside
without a problem as I watched her continue to suck.

It was amazing because she would go
down as far as she could until she gagged and yet, there was still
so much of his cock visible that if I hadn’t seen it out of her
mouth, I would’ve thought she was just sucking on the tip. But she
sucked and moved, getting deeper each time until she got about two
inches from the base before she fell back, gagging and
spluttering.

She never gave up trying, though. She
was a goddamned trooper, sucking as deep as she could and my
fingers were moving in and out of my pussy so fast and so hard I
could already feel myself growing close. I knew that I was going to
cum and I was going to cum hard; and it was the strangest thing
because I never got turned on by pornography. I never got turned on
by watching something like this, but seeing Deena on her knees,
taking that giant thing into her mouth over and over, watching her
gag and then pull back. I was going insane with desire. My fingers
worked even more wildly and I let out a soft moan, immediately
thanking the heavens that Deena was making plenty of noise herself,
and they didn’t notice me.

Things got really amazing when he
finally pushed her backwards. I watched her fall to the ground and
then, he did something that made me gasp. He slapped her thigh
hard, sending a sharp ringing smack into the air. Since her skin
was so pale, it left a clear red impression and she moaned. I
shivered and moved my hands faster.

I watched him spread her legs and
continue to rain slaps down on her milky white thighs until they
were both bright red. He reached forward and just moved her thong
out of the way and then, he leaned down and put his mouth on her.
It was so incredible. Just seconds ago, she’d been struggling to
take his beautiful cock into her mouth and now, I saw his lovely
dark face up against her pale thighs and her little pink pussy. As
I watched his tongue moving, I imagined it on my clit, and as he
began to work his tongue inside her, I moved my fingers faster and
faster. As for Deena, she went crazy. She ground herself up against
him, crying out, “Oh God, yes, yes, oh fuck, yes, yes!”

He kept moving, his tongue slipping in
and out of her, his lips rubbing against her clit and sending her
into shuddering ecstasy. I couldn’t believe that I was right there
to witness it all and I pushed my fingers in and out, in and out of
my throbbing pussy faster and harder as my moans began to match
Deena’s. She cried out, holding onto his head, saying, “Oh fuck, oh
God, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum! Oh Jesus, oh fuck,
yes!”

I watched her body get tense as hell
and then, she cried even more loudly as her muscles rippled and her
hands gripped tighter to his head. “Oh fuck, yyyeeessss,
fuuuuuccckkk, yes!!” And then, he was up and suddenly on
her.

From where I stood, I watched and saw
that enormous black cock pushing into that tiny pink pussy. I heard
her groaning, crying out with the strength of it. I couldn’t
believe that he could possibly fit it in there, but then again I’d
seen her get almost all of her mouth over it. I had watched that
shaft disappear until it was almost all the way down her throat.
Now, her tiny little pussy seemed to stretch and expand until that
huge cock was buried deep in her.

I watched it disappear until his balls
slapped against the bottom of her pussy and I listened to her
crying out as she continued to cum, screaming as she put her arms
around him, moving her hips upward furiously to meet him. It was
the most incredible experience that I think I’d ever had. The sight
was so astounding and I felt my own orgasm push right to the edge
as he moved in and out, his dark skin next to her flushed pale
skin. The contrast made everything so much more
powerful.

She moved and cried out with every one
of his thrusts. They weren’t the screams of pain that I might’ve
expected from having so giant a cock pushing in and out of her, but
instead she was crying out as she came, holding him tightly, moving
against him as she shook and twisted beneath him.

Of course, it got to be too much for
the guy. Now, it was his turn to yell. He cried out, “Oh fuck, I’m
gonna cum, oh yeah, I’m gonna cum!”

I watched as she ground her hips up
against him even harder, but then she suddenly pulled back and her
pussy was empty again. I saw her wriggle herself down beneath him
until she could take his cock in her hands and begin stroking him
furiously. When the first spurt of his cum splashed over her face,
my own orgasm hit me hard. I felt my entire body shaking, and I
couldn’t stop moving my fingers furiously inside my clenching cunt.
Then she moved her mouth and I saw the next spurt land on her
tongue. It was too much entirely for me and I moved my hand as deep
as I could, but I was too sensitive to move it much anymore as my
pussy gripped onto my fingers, drawing them deeper with each wet
spasm.

Her lips closed around the tip of his
cock and she continued to stroke his throbbing shaft frantically,
and I watched her cheeks bulge as his load filled her mouth. My
fingers were paralyzed, but my pussy was squeezing around them
without any sign that it would stop. I had to lean against the
one-way mirror just to keep my balance as the powerful waves of my
orgasm ran through me and left me shaking and weak. And she just
kept sucking.

I stared as I tried desperately to get
my body back under control. Suddenly, I watched her cheeks return
to normal size and I realized with a shiver that everything he’d
just pumped into her mouth, she’d just swallowed down. I continued
to stare as my body shook against the mirror and she softly and
gently pulled her mouth off of him and then, flicked at his tip
with her tongue. She kissed it and said, “Leo, that was amazing,
baby, but you know what would make it better?”

He smiled down at her and said,
“Anything you want, hon.”

Deena turned her head and looked
directly at the mirror as I leaned there trembling with my fingers
still buried in my pussy. I opened my mouth in shock as I heard her
say, “Leo, I think Martha needs to feel that cock of yours inside
every hole she’s got.”

My face turned bright red and my eyes
grew wide as I straightened up and pulled my slick fingers from
inside me. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. But
I did know that when I heard her say it, my pussy clenched hard and
a little shudder ran through me.
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	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

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

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

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



