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Until You Try It

(a look inside)

Angela wanted something big for Rupali's first time, but this big?

Rupali had no such reservations. “Who gets to go first?”

A voice from above. “Is this a private conversation?”

Both of us together. “Yes!”

I didn’t want to fuck Zach, but no way was I giving up the right cheaply. “We could play for it?”

“Play what?”

I smiled. “Russian Roulette.”

“But we don’t have a gun.” Rupali’s dark eyes sparkled. She didn’t know where I was going with this, but she was playing along.

“Guns aren’t the only things that shoot,” I said, patting Zach’s bazooka.

“I still don’t get it,” she said. “How do you play?”

“We take turns sucking it,” I said. “Thirty seconds each. You win if he comes in your mouth.”

Rupali’s eyes lit up. She was warming to this sex-with-guys thing. “You’ve done this before?”

“Never ever,” I promised. Maybe once.

Zach’s dick swelled again beneath my cheek. “Uh, ladies, do I get a say in any of this?”

Both of us together. “No!”
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The Hunt

“How about that one, just coming up from under the wave?”

“Too hairy.”

“Not him. The one on the right in the pink boardies?”

“Meh. Too effeminate. If I’m going to do it with a guy, he’s got to be a real man.”

“Just not a real hairy man.”

“Exactly.” She laid back again on her beach towel. “I don’t see why you couldn’t share Scoot. He seemed nice.”

Scoot had driven us to the beach—a favour for which he’d already been amply rewarded courtesy of me. “He was nice. That’s the problem.”

“Well, I’m just saying.”

Maybe I had sent Scoot away too early. I wasn’t convinced Rupali’s heart was in this anymore. Honestly, if you can’t pick out a hot guy to fuck on Coogee Beach then you’re not trying.

She had sure seemed interested the other night. It was the third time she’d brought it up in a week.

“Does it feel any different,” she’d asked.

“Different to what?”

“A real cock.”

I’d just finished her off with Rawhide, the senior dorm’s perky and ever-lovin’ strap-on. It was glistening with her juices and still swaying gently to its own beat from when she’d hopped off me.

“It wouldn’t be as good, right?” She sounded a lot like she was trying to convince herself. “I’m just curious.”

“Curious?” When she got the merest sniff that I was curious about sex with another girl, she’d been onto me like a freakin’ mongoose. Now it was my
 turn. “It feels…I don’t know. Different.” The fucking was much the same, but how do you describe the feeling of a real dick unloading inside you? It was the only thing I truly missed in girl-on-girl sex—everything else was amazing. Still, it wouldn’t pay to sound too keen. “I could, uh, help you find out…you know, if you want.” Yep, I was smooth, alright.

Hence this trip to the beach. Logical, right? Honestly, if I’d suspected she was going to be such a pain about it, though, I wouldn’t have worked so hard to get her into that tiny red bikini.

I gave her my patented serious look. “You still want to do this, right? Because I don’t mind keeping you all to myself.” I totally did mind. The mental image of my lean, lovely Rupali getting ploughed by a guy had me practically frothing. She’s so gorgeously feminine, I was literally wet with the idea of getting some righteous cock into her.

“No, I do want to do it.” She lifted her sunglasses and returned my serious look with one even more sobering. “I just… What if he’s not very good? You hear all these horror stories from girls about their first time, like it was too fast, or too painful, or it went off in their hand.”

It was tough-love time. “Of course he’s going to be shit. Then you suck him back to life and you go again. They get better, you know.” Yeah, and sometimes you need to lower your expectations a little.


“You suck guys off after they’ve been inside you?”

She knew I wasn’t a virgin; I just hadn’t been completely upfront about my inexperience. “Well, yeah. I mean you kiss me after we’ve—”

She waved me off, conceding the point without further argument. “So guys are always
 shit the first time? Seriously? There’s no, like, boot-camp or something?”

I’d never gone all the way with a virgin, though I longed to. The idea of being a teacher… “I could break him in for you,” I said. If you ever pick one, that is.


“Hmmm.”

She seemed to be considering that idea, which was a surprise. A nice one, too; I got a tingle from the thought of sharing a man with her. Sharing my Rupali, though? Sharing her with a big man, an experienced man, who could fuck her hard? Ream her in a way I could only dream about? That gave me a visceral thrill that left me trembling. Shake it off, Ange. You’ve only gotten her into a bikini and onto the beach, now’s not the time to rest on your laurels.


“What are you thinking?”


Oops, sprung. The truth will set you free.
 “I’m thinking about you doing it with a guy.” Okay, that wasn’t so difficult.
 “Why? What about you?”

“I’m thinking about you
 doing it with a guy.” She flashed me a spunky look. “And I get to pick him out.”

“This isn’t about me, you know. Pick one you
 think is hot.”

Rupali tossed her hair. “Oh, he’ll be hot.”


Hmm, positive imagery.
 She was talking herself into it.

“Do you like doing it with men?” she asked. “Having them pin you down beneath their big, sweaty bodies?”

“It’s not like that.” Actually, it totally was
 like that, and I loved it. Good job, too—at my size, either you come to enjoy getting pinned down or you develop a closer relationship with your fingers. “You can’t talk,” I countered. “You pin me down too. And if you think men are the only ones who sweat, my love, then I’ve got some unwelcome news.”

“No, I mean…” She pursed her lips, unconsciously staring at a curvy redhead strolling past in a sarong. “Guys are so strong. Have you ever told one to stop and he hasn’t?”

“Why would you want him to stop?”

“I’m serious, Angela. What if I change my mind?”

“Then hopefully he values his nuts.”

“No way!” Her eyes bulged comically. “Have you ever done that?”

“Once. At a club. I’d been grab-assed one time too many, and this guy put his hand right up my skirt. We weren’t even together.”

“Ouch. How did he react?”

“You’ve seen The Wizard of Oz?”

Rupali nodded.

“When the Wicked Witch gets wet?”

She covered her mouth, trying not to giggle, failing miserably.

“I’m melting! I’m melting!” I cawed, writhing on my beach towel and holding my damaged pretend-nuts.

“You okay?” A man’s voice.

“What? Sorry?” I straightened and sat up like I’d been caught mucking about in class. The voice came from a manly-looking silhouette, the sun perched atop his right shoulder. I shaded my eyes trying to see who it was.

“Are you alright?” He took a step to the side and the over-exposed silhouette reformed into the very watchable technicolour shape of a Coogee Beach lifeguard in red boardies and a yellow rash vest. “You looked hurt… or something.”

“Oh, hi. I… um—”

Rupali shoved me with her foot. I glared back at her. What?
 Can’t you see I’m flirting? Or trying to…


She fixed me with a desperate deer-in-the-headlights stare. “That one,” she mouthed.

That one? A lifeguard? Oh, Jesus Christ, Rupali. Lifeguards are like Teflon. They get hit on all day. They’ll hand out fake phone numbers and collect real ones. And they never call you. Fucking, ever
! I looked despairingly back up at the lifeguard, like a gorgeous pair of Jimmy Choos I’d never get to wear out of the store.

“So, um, tell me,” I began, my flirt-flair abandoning me now I knew the stakes. “Do you, uh…”

—wanna fuck my girlfriend—

I spied the big diving watch on his wrist. “Do you know the time?” Oh, smooth, Angela. You’re the fuckin’ Cock Whisperer.


“It’s prob’ly…” He cast about, checking the sun and the length of his shadow. “Three? Three-thirty?”

Just my luck. Crocodile-fuckin-Dundee. “I like your watch.” I said. “Omega?”

He laughed. “You know many lifeguards with a five-grand watch?”


Argh! Teflon!
 “It’s nice, though. Isn’t it Roops? It’s a bit like the one you were looking at in Billabong. Can we see?” I beckoned him closer. Come into my parlour, said the spider to the fly.


He stepped between our beach towels and crouched down to our level. That rashie vest filled out very nicely, I noticed. And Rupali was checking out the shape of his boardies as they tightened around his legs and groin.

He offered me his wrist. “You don’t seem the type for a dive watch.” His eyes did a little dance over my white lace bikini.

“Not me. God, I’d sink like an anchor with this thing on my wrist.” I touched Rupali on the knee. “This is Rupali. We’re trying to give her a summer makeover. How do you think it’s working?”

“Hi Rupali. Zach.” He gave her a bigger smile than I got, which was wonderful, but I was instantly jealous. “Your friend talks a lot.”

“There are ways to shut her up,” Rupali said, shaking his hand. “But sometimes it’s more fun to just let her go and see what she says.”

Minx! Who says you can’t flirt with guys?

“Zach, this is my friend, Angela.”

“Hi.” I hustled over next to Rupali on her towel and gestured for Zach to sit opposite on mine. “So, help us out. How do we turn Rupali into a sexy beach chick? I picked out this bikini for her. She thinks it’s too sheer, but it’s fine, right?” I brushed my fingers over the peak of one breast. She was hard underneath, just as I’d hoped. “Can you see her nipples?”

Zach gave her an appraising look, lingering an appropriate duration in all the right places. “Beach chick, huh? I don’t reckon I’d change much.” He made a rectangle with his fingers and framed us up. “Maybe plant a longboard in the sand behind you. Do either of you surf?”

“Nuh-uh.”

“Never.”

“Do you? Surf?” I asked. Duh! Lifeguard.
 “Maybe you could teach us.”

“You just want to see my surfboard,” he said, giving me a sexy wink.

Okay, so he’s interested. Time to crank it up. “Maybe I want to see how well you can handle it,” I said. “Is it a big one?”

Zach was unfazed. He just smiled. “Big enough for two.”

Rupali almost choked. One nipple was standing proud where I’d touched her. I wanted to look down and check my own—they were so hard they hurt—but I couldn’t think how to do it without being obvious.

“We do actually run group lessons,” Zach said, dialling back the category-five flirting, “but we’ve chucked it in for the day.” He looked down to where the small swells rolled all the way into the shallows. “Surf’s out.”

“That’s a shame,” Rupali said. She did an almost admirable job of hiding her indifference toward surfing. Honestly, she has no appreciation of the hoops some girls will jump through for a hot guy.

“What about out there?” I asked, pointing down to the far end of the beach at some white water off-shore.

“That’s Wedding Cake Island,” he said, turning to follow my gaze. “It’s just rocks and foam though, not much of an island.

I loved islands. Notwithstanding the starvation, the loneliness, the pulling out your own teeth, and the insane conversations with a volleyball, I thought Castaway looked like a hoot. “Can you go out there?”

Zach checked his watch. “It’s a bit of a washing machine right now, but it’ll be really romantic at low tide. If you like that kind of thing.”


If you like that kind of thing?
 “Why?” I asked. “Do the seals come in and do the nasty on the rocks? ‘Cos newsflash, girls don’t really find that stuff romantic.”

He laughed dutifully at my crassness. “No, low tide’s right on sunset tonight. Wedding Cake really puts on a show.”

He left that non-sequitur hanging for a few moments, and then Rupali made a little “Oh yeah” noise of belated realisation.

“I’m gonna need the children’s edition,” I admitted. “Doesn’t the sun set in the west?” I pointed away from the water, toward the car park.

“Low tide at sunset means full moon, right? Sun sets in the west, moon rises in the—”

“East!” I cried, suddenly working it out. “So the sun goes down over the city, and the full moon rises over the water.”

“And you can watch it from the rocks of Wedding Cake Island, because it’s low tide.” He seemed pleased to have passed on some surfer lore.

“How do you know all this?”

“‘Surfer’ is just another word for amateur meteorologist.”

I gave Rupali a sideways look. “So how did you
 work it out, weather girl?”

“I didn’t,” she said, smirking at me. “I just heard ‘romantic’ and ‘sunset’ and joined the dots. But having you think I was smart made it all worthwhile.” She turned her attention back to Zach. “Can you take us out there?” she asked. “Alone?” She said that last word so suggestively, I thought I saw Zach’s shorts move.

Us? Hell, Rupali, he’s all yours. Reel him in.

“Sure. Could be fun,” he replied laconically. Oh, he was good.
 He rocked forward onto his feet and stood up. “I’ll need to hook up transport, though. Leave it with me.”

We watched him walk back up the beach to the surf club, his calves flexing hypnotically as he strode through the soft sand.

“Take us
 out there?”

“I like to share,” she quipped. “And besides, you seem pretty keen. Our first threesome—it might be fun.”

Lord have mercy! Rupali and a hot lifeguard on a secluded, private island, with the full moon rising over the ocean? Might be a little more than fun.
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Hotter on a Board

Zach came back an hour later with a waterproof dilly-bag over his shoulder and a surfboard under each arm. One of the boards looked normal, but the other was more like a ten-foot banana. It was huge, yellow, three times thicker than the normal board, and looked like it could float a small family to New Zealand.

“Gnarly board, dude,” I teased. “Gonna do some carvin’?”

“You’re hilarious, Angela,” he said. “You don’t get your own board. I don’t want to paddle after it when the current carries your tiny body off to Tasmania.”

“You mean ‘paddle after me
’, right?” I asked, slightly hurt.

“Sure, I don’t want to have to paddle after you
,” Zach replied. And then, keeping the joke alive, “To get my board back.”

Boys only tease if they like you, right?

“I borrowed this from the Surf Club.” He proffered the yellow monstrosity. “It’s a rescue board. You’re riding tandem with me.”

“Ooh, a chauffeur,” I chirped. “What’s in the bag? Champagne?”

“Wax,” he said, straight faced.

Obviously not all was forgiven after that ‘gnarly board’ jibe. I guessed I would find out in good time. “When do we go?”

“Now, if you’re ready.” He scanned the beach, presumably checking the tide. “It might take half an hour to get out there. Can you paddle a board?” he asked Rupali.

She took the surfboard from him, handling it like it might bite. “Is this one special?”

“Not so much. I use it on rocks and reefs.”

“Oh.” She visibly deflated, realising she’d been offered the surfboard equivalent of a Volkswagen Beetle.

Zach crouched down to attach the surfboard’s strap to her ankle. Tease that she is, Rupali stepped forward with the other foot, legs apart and her bikini-clad pussy just a few inches from his nose. He looked up with an appreciative grin for a moment, almost touching the soft pad of her sex with his nose, and then returned his attention to the tether.

Oh, he was one cool customer, all right.

When he finished, he reached between her legs and goosed her on the bottom, making her squawk and jump backwards, a little more contrite. This teasing and flirting was getting out of hand; something was going to give, and soon.

He picked up the board, popped it under Rupali’s arm, and then stood back to take in the view. Long supple limbs, hair slung over one shoulder, slinky little red bikini clinging to her curves, and a surfboard under her arm. “Now that
 looks hot,” he said.

She laughed. “What did I look like before?”

“Well... hot,” he stammered, suddenly on uncertain ground. “But all girls look hotter with a board. They did a study. Ask anyone.”

I tried to pick up the rescue board, failing miserably. I wrestled one end of it up to waist height, with knees wobbling and back bent at an awkward angle.

Zach watched me with a smile. “And there’s the exception that proves the rule. Let me carry it, Angela. You look hotter without the board.”

I already knew he fancied me, but I still felt a little tingle to be reminded.

We walked all the way to the south end of the beach so that we wouldn’t have as far to paddle. Zach watched Rupali push off on her board. “Get a bit further back, otherwise you’ll eat sand in the first swell.” She wriggled back. “Better,” he called out. “Get past the break and then aim between the island and the shore. Don’t get out in front on the rocks or you’ll be tomorrow’s crab-shit.”

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

“Not if you do as I say.”

Mmm, commanding. Let’s see how he calls the shots once the clothes come off, though.

He put the rescue board in the water and positioned the bag in the middle.

“You sit forward and hold on,” he said. “I’ll paddle and steer from the back.”

It looked pretty stable, so I climbed aboard on my knees and sat back on my heels. Zach also knelt. He positioned himself just behind the bag and pushed us off, leaning down and digging through the water with both hands. The big yellow board cut through the first wave and bucked in the air, nearly throwing me off.

“Don’t forget to hold on,” he said. “It’s a lot less stable up that end.”

Thanks for the heads-up.

He got us through the break and then turned south, catching up to Rupali. I tried paddling too, balancing on my knees and digging both hands through the water at once, but I faded out with rubber arms after a dozen strokes. How does he do it?


I looked over my shoulder and caught him staring at the narrow strip of white nylon covering my pussy. With my bottom in the air and head down low to paddle, I’d been putting on a show without knowing it. “See anything you like?”

“Hey, it’s not my fault,” he said, grinning. “All girls look hotter on a board.”

“That’s true,” I joked. “You know they did a study?”

Zach just smiled and kept paddling.

Concentrating on not falling off, I flipped onto my side and propped on one elbow. It brought my boobs into profile, but hid the money-shot he’d been enjoying, straight up my ya-ya. “How about now? Still hot?”

“Smoking.”

I giggled, flattered by his attention. I hoped Rupali wasn’t jealous, but I couldn’t help myself. She’d get her chance on Wedding Cake Island.

The big board was surprisingly stable as it rose and fell over the swells, and facing backward, I could watch the muscles on Zach’s chest and shoulders bulge as he paddled. I was beginning to think there was something to this science.

We caught up to Rupali and paddled alongside her until we reached the island. It only took about ten minutes, so she obviously did better than Zach thought she would. It was nearly low tide, and the top of the island was high and dry, although we could hear waves rolling into the rocks on the other side.

Zach helped us both onto shore and carried the bag and boards up to the top. It was a picturesque spot—waves, spray, and an uninterrupted, panoramic view of the Pacific Ocean. He arranged the big yellow surfboard on a couple of rocks to form a makeshift bench, and then opened his bag, pulling out a six pack of beer, sushi rolls, sashimi, soy sauce, and three sets of disposable chopsticks.

“Ladies,” he said with a bow and a big flourish. “Your table awaits.”

“Oh, wow.” Rupali cooed. “I love being spoilt.”

We sat either side of him on the big surfboard, watching the waves, drinking beer, eating sushi, and making small talk while the sun went down behind us. Zach was only a journeyman lifeguard, he told us, working his way through the clubs up the coast. He’d been on a surf safari for the last eighteen months, stopping and working when he needed money, moving on when he got itchy feet. The lifeguard gig didn’t pay at all, but the lessons did, and that got him in with the beachwear rentals where he won more casual work. We got the message—no strings attached.

As the sky darkened, the glow on the eastern horizon brightened where the moon was soon to rise. Rupali and I held hands behind Zach’s back. He was right, this was
 romantic.

But what now? We really should have done some planning when he went off to fetch the surfboards.

It was time to improvise.

I finished my beer and lay down on the makeshift bench, putting my head in Zach’s lap, face out toward the ocean so I could watch the waves and the moonrise. My heart hammered. Zach stroked my hair. Mmm, nice. I felt a twitch of movement beneath my ear. Very
 nice.

Rupali reclined on the other side, mirroring me, except she faced inward with her nose almost touching mine. I edged back to make room, nuzzling my cheek into Zach’s hardening dick.

“Hello sweetie,” she said in a stage whisper that Zach could hear.


Oh good. She’s feeling playful.
 “Hi gorgeous,” I replied in the same whisper. “Funny meeting you here.”

She tilted her head back and kissed me on the tip of my nose. “What did you want to talk about?”

“Why do you think I wanted to talk?”

“You haven’t said anything for a few minutes,” she said, her eyes wide with mock seriousness. “That means you’re thinking, which usually means something fun is about to happen.”

“Am I that obvious?”

Rupali smiled and nodded.

“I’m worried about Zach.” I continued in the stage whisper, making sure he could hear me over the waves hitting the rocks below. “I thought he would have made a move on one of us by now.”

“Do you think he’s gay?”

This was typical behaviour for Rupali. My laugh is—if we’re being charitable—somewhat unladylike, and she thinks it’s fine sport to make me do it in public. I held it together this time. Lucky for her, because she might have gotten snotted in the face.

“He might
 be gay,” I conceded. “But his dick isn’t.”

She blinked at me. “Beg your pardon?”

I lifted my head off his lap and probed with my fingers, mapping out his erection. Oh my God, it was like a fucking police baton. “This.” I flashed Rupali a look. Babe, you need to check this shit out before you sign up.
 “This is totally not gay.”

I guided her hand onto him. Maybe she thought she had hold of a leg or something, because for a second, she didn’t react, and then—there we go
—her eyes popped and her lips parted, not quite able to speak. She licked them and blinked at me a few times. Close to my ear, and low so Zach couldn’t hear, she said, “That’s not normal, right?”

I shook my head. “It’s thick,” I whispered. “Thicker than Rawhide.” It was much
 thicker than Rawhide. If there was ever any doubt that this was going to be Rupali’s treat, that was the decider. I was tapping out. Zach would split me open like a cantaloupe with that thing.

Rupali had no such reservations. “Who gets to go first?”

A voice from above. “Is this a private conversation?”

Both of us together. “Yes!”

I didn’t want to fuck Zach, but no way was I giving up the right cheaply. “We could play for it?”

“Play what?”

I smiled. “Russian Roulette.”

“But we don’t have a gun.” Rupali’s dark eyes sparkled. She didn’t know where I was going with this, but she was playing along.

“Guns aren’t the only things that shoot,” I said, patting Zach’s bazooka.

“I still don’t get it,” she said. “How do you play?”

“We take turns sucking it,” I said. “Thirty seconds each. You win if he comes in your mouth.”

Rupali’s eyes lit up. She was warming to this sex-with-guys thing. “You’ve done this before?”

“Never ever,” I promised. Maybe once.


Zach’s dick swelled again beneath my cheek. “Uh, ladies, do I get a say in any of this?”

Both of us together. “No!”

Rupali leaned in very close, her lips to my ear. “What if I do it wrong?”

“I’ll show you how. Trust me.”

“Challenge accepted.” Then a look of mock concern crossed her face. “What if he doesn’t want to play?”

“We’ll take him by surprise,” I stage whispered. “I’ll distract him, and you get his shorts off.”
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Russian Roulette

We sat up together, going about our own business like secret agents after a parcel-drop. I took hold of Zach’s shoulders and lowered him onto my side of the surfboard. At the same time, Rupali lifted his legs so he was lying supine. I knelt behind his head and leaned over so that we were upside-down, face-to-face.

He smiled up at me. “This is going to go a lot better for me if I just play along, isn’t it?”

I kissed him sweetly on the lips. “Mmm, looks and
 brains. If you play nice, you can pick the next game.” I put my lips next to his ear. “The next game is Rupali. You’re her first. Do not screw this up on me.” I peeled off his rashie, and in my best maiden-in-distress voice, I said, “Zach, I need help with my top. Could you please unhook it for me?”

I crawled forward to bring my breasts over his nose, and craned down to kiss his hard stomach, taking care not to smother him with my boobs. “Clasp’s in the back,” I said, running my tongue around the contours of his abdominals. I looked up at Rupali and winked. “I think he’s distracted.”

Rupali hooked her fingers into Zach’s waistband and pulled his boardies down over his hips, dragging his cock with them and treating us to an inch-by-inch reveal of his magnificent erection.  When the waistband slid over his knob, his cock flicked back hard, slapping into his stomach with a force that startled us both.

Good luck with getting that in your hoo-ha, Roops.

I’d had some idea of what to expect from feeling him through his shorts, but I still couldn’t take my eyes off it. It was about seven inches and a hefty handful around the middle, and thicker still at the base. The shaft had a slight curve that would make it hard to swallow except in a sixty-nine position. Poor Rupali. It wasn’t going to be the perfect training-cock for her virgin mouth, but given the way she was drooling over its girth, Zach would more than make up for any deficiencies with the second act.

The second act. The one in which the hot lifeguard fucks my Rupali to a squealing orgasm. A delicious shiver ran down my spine, finishing with a flush of warmth in my pussy. He was going to ream my girlfriend with that monster, and I’d get to watch her come.

We’d both been too absorbed in his pulsing cock, and I hadn’t noticed that he’d freed my breasts until he sucked a nipple into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the sensitive surface and making me yelp. Our lifeguard would need a breaststroke lesson later, but given he was about to have a couple of girls lapping at his cock, I forgave him his enthusiasm.

Rupali gave me an apprehensive look. “You go first.”

I crawled forward to where I could take him in my mouth, straddling his face with my bikini-clad pussy right over his nose. I looked back through the tunnel of my swaying breasts. “That’s for your viewing pleasure only,” I warned him. “No touching. Got it?”

“You’re the boss.”

You’d better believe it, buddy.

“We need a timer,” Rupali said.

We didn’t really. This was a game I was going to help her win, so the thirty second limits were strictly theatre. Zach handed me his dive watch before I could demur, so I gave it to Rupali. “Thirty seconds,” I told her. “Count me down when it gets to ten.”

I held his shaft gently with my fingertips, not wanting to give him too much contact too soon. I held it up to my lips, foreskin pulled back. There was a drop of pre-cum on the tip, which I licked off without thinking. Yum! Zach’s shaft jerked and Rupali glared at me for starting early. I gave her an innocent pout. I can’t help it, babe. I like the taste.


She waited for the second hand to tick around and finally, she said go
. I took the tip between my lips and kissed, moistening it without sucking, getting him used to the idea of having his cock somewhere warm and soft.

It was divine. I had Zach’s hot breath on my pussy and his big dick in my mouth. I wanted to squeeze his shaft and feel him swell. I needed to leave him for Rupali, though, and it took all my willpower not to just suck his heaving balls dry.

Most of my knowledge of dick-wrangling was book learning, but between practice with dildos and some work with a patient teacher, I felt confident and in control. Taking in a few inches, I touched him just with my lips, not my tongue, lubricating him so I could slide it in and out. It was a slow, sensual mouth-fucking, as much for Rupali’s benefit as Zach’s, showing her how sweet and gentle cock sucking can be while desensitising his shaft.

When Rupali gave me the ten-second warning, I swirled my tongue around the tip and gave it a gentle suck, squeezing him into the roof of my mouth. His balls swelled and he throbbed erotically in the tight pocket I’d made with my tongue. This was going to be so sweet; I couldn’t wait to see the look on Rupali’s face when it went off in her mouth. I sucked hard and distended my lips, slowly pulling him free just as she called time.

He strained in my hand. Rock hard and glistening with saliva—I’d never seen anything so erotically beautiful, not even Rupali when she was wet and open, writhing on the bed and begging for me to take her. I couldn’t resist kissing him again, stealing the salty bead of pre-cum on the tip. I wished I could strap it on myself, flip her over, and fuck her silly. Almost reluctantly, I handed him over. “Watch those nails,” I whispered, taking the timer from her. “Nothing hard or sharp on the shaft. Especially teeth.”

Rupali took her first ever handful of cock, holding him tentatively between her fingertips like it was about to go off in her hand. She looked at me, beseeching. Her expression almost screamed, Now
 what?


I leaned closer and put my lips next to her ear. “Just take some in your mouth. That’s all you have to do.”

Her nostrils flared. She was panting. Yes, she was doing it for me, but not just
 for me. This wasn’t fear; it was raw, unbridled excitement. My baby was about to take her first mouthful of cock, and she loved it. She opened wide and took him in, making worried, whimpering sounds at the foreign feel of this massive bar of cockmeat between her yawning jaws.

“Hold it there,” I whispered. “Take your time. Just work it with your tongue—get a feel for the size.” I gave her a few seconds to experiment. “Do you like that?”

She blinked her eyes up at me. “Mm-hmm.”

Zach groaned, his breath hot on my cunt. “Oh, fucking yes.”

“He likes the humming, babe. You’re doing great.”

“Rmm-hmm?” Really?


Zach gasped. “Yeah.”

“Really.” I stroked her long hair back behind her ear. “Try sucking it. As hard as you like, just don’t touch him with your teeth.”

I heard Zach gasp behind me; seems she’d taken me seriously and tried to suck him inside out. Atta girl.


“Use your tongue. Tickle him around the edges with the tip. That’s perfect. You can stroke it in and out if you want—use your mouth like a pussy.”

Rupali bobbed her head on his dick, pulling out to suck his cockhead, looking up at me for approval, and then slurping him greedily back inside.

“That’s it, sweetie, mix it up. Not everything at once, though. Suck. Swirl. In and out.” I watched her following my instructions, cheeks working and head bobbing on his hard shaft. Girl was a natural. “Hold his balls if you want,” I whispered. “Tickle them with your nails or give them a little squeeze.” She played with his balls, but then lost coordination and forgot to suck. I touched her cheek to remind her.

She was well past thirty seconds and closing in on a minute, so I gave her a ten-second warning and counted her down. She pulled him free and smiled up at me, her lips glistening and her hand wrapped around about a pound of prime beef. Holy cow, fucking Insta-worthy or what? Where’s your camera when you need it?

I took Zach’s cock in hand; he looked even bigger, if that was possible—throbbing and slick with my baby’s spit. I sucked him half-way in, tickling his shaft up and down with the tip of my tongue and squeezing his balls in my palm. I felt him stroke my hair, and by touch, I bade him to take up a handful and had him slowly fuck my mouth, rocking his hips while he guided my bobbing head with his hands. When Rupali called ten seconds again, I sucked his cockhead to the back of my throat and tongued the base of his shaft so he could feel how deep I had him. With a couple of seconds to go, I swallowed, squeezing his smooth cockhead with my soft palate, and slowly drew him out, his dick throbbing ominously down the length of my tongue.

Rupali sucked him hungrily back in and repeated the techniques I’d shown her, bobbing, slurping and humming a happy tune like a girl scout trying for her cocksucking badge.

“Go a bit deeper if you can, but not if you’re going to gag—that’s not cool.”

She greedily sucked in another inch, looking up at me for reassurance. I stroked under the shelf of her chin, down where Zach’s big dick would soon unload its cargo. She sucked in a breath and took him deeper, so far down his shaft now with her wet lips stretched taut around the base. She gave a little urk
 sound and pulled back an inch but kept sucking and fucking with increasing vigour. I guided Zach’s hands again, this time into Rupali’s thick, glossy locks. He twined his fingers in tight, cupping her skull and guiding her commandingly up and down his shaft, voicing his appreciation as she hummed, slurped and licked out her tongue to trace the thick vessel running along the base.

I gave her more than a minute again and then called a ten second warning.

Zach groaned with disappointment.

Oh really? I will not be out-sucked by an actual lesbian.

Rupali released him with a satisfied smack of her lips, and I went to work in earnest. I cupped his balls and pressed my fingertips to the sensitive area behind them—hopefully I’d feel the contractions there when he was getting ready to come, because notwithstanding my competitive streak, I wasn’t denying my girl her first taste of jamba juice.

I slurped him straight to the back of my throat and then fucked him in and out, sucking hard and flicking his knob with my tongue on each outward stroke. I felt him heave and throb at this increased assault, and the muscles of his stomach bunched beneath my nipples.

He arched and nuzzled my pussy. That might have been an accident, but then he groaned with his lips pursed over my clit, playing me like a trumpet, just like Rupali had hummed on his dick. He cupped my breasts, moulding them, flicking his thumbs across the nipples. My willpower melted like a hell-bound snowflake and I sank onto his face, only wishing my bikini bottom gone so I could feel his hot tongue slip between my folds.

I felt something shift inside me, that switch, the one that once it’s flicked it can’t be undone. I was going to come and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was edging with only seconds left before I blew. Was it enough to get him to the edge? I hoped so.

I took a deep breath and positioned his cockhead at the back of my throat. Have you had a girl swallow this monster before, Zach?
 I doubted it. I opened myself up and, just like I’d practiced with the big dildos back in the dorm, I engulfed him. He cried out, his deep voice booming through my wet centre as I squeezed him down my throat and pressed my lips into his groin, sucking and swallowing, massaging the point behind his balls.

Rupali counted me down from ten. Zach gasped, stroking my breasts, nibbling my clit through the soaking gusset of my bikini. My orgasm surged, gathering speed and preparing to take wing.

I felt his balls contract. Too soon!
 I pulled him out half way and pressed down hard on that spot to stop him if he came.

With two seconds to go, I pulled him out and held him for Rupali. She swam in my vision. It was too late, I was already there. With my last breath, I gasped, “Suck hard and get ready,” then I sailed off the edge of ecstasy, trembling, coming hard in my brand-new bikini briefs.

I cried out. I bit my lip. Concentrating for Rupali’s sake, I guided Zach into her mouth and massaged that sensitive spot again until I felt him gathering to come. Pressing down hard, I stopped his first pump and built up pressure for the second. “Hold on, baby,” I whispered as I released him. “Here it comes.”

His balls gave a monumental throb as he let go. Rupali screamed through closed lips as hot, thick cum flooded her mouth. Zach kept pumping into her and licking my pussy in long, hungry lunges through the nylon sheath.

Rupali squealed ecstatically, cum leaking out around the edges.

“Try to swallow it,” I said.

She swallowed, haltingly at first, but then she slurped him deeper and drank him down in greedy gulps, milking him with her lips and squeezing his balls for more.

Finally he was spent and she withdrew his swollen dick, giving it a few loving licks in case there was any she had missed (there wasn’t). Our eyes met and I could see she understood what I’d engineered for her. She mouthed a thank you and then shuffled forward to kiss me.

The taste of Zach’s salty-sweet residue gave me mixed feelings, excitement for her to have an amazing first blowjob, and some jealousy as well. Having a guy come so hard in your mouth is a thrill, and I’d missed out.

Rupali broke the kiss first, and like every millennial, she had to share her experience verbally before it became real. “Oh my God, how could I have not done that before?”

“I know.”

“It’s like drinking from a fire hose. It just wouldn’t stop. I forgot to swallow and—”

“I know”

“Oh, and the taste.” Her eyes rolled in recalled ecstasy. “Just…yum! Right?”

“I know”

“And I made it do that. Me!” she cried. “I
 made him come.”

I thought she was downplaying my part in it, but I didn’t disagree. “I know.” I was smiling with her now, enjoying her exhilaration as much as she enjoyed herself.

She gave me a mock serious look—“you helped too”—then broke into giggles.

I held up my thumb and forefinger close together. Just a little.


Zach snaked a finger beneath my bikini and stroked my pussy, slipping past my entrance. I reached behind and swatted his wrist. “You need a lesson in foreplay, young man!”

“Oooh!” Rupali chirped, putting up her hand. “Can I be your crash-test dummy?”
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Better than a Strap-on?

We climbed off Zach to let him up, and Rupali and I finished getting undressed. “Okay, foreplay dummy,” I said. “On the bench.”

Rupali lay on the yellow board, legs out straight and a big cheesy grin on her face. I climbed around the other side and motioned Zach closer, so that we knelt either side of her pussy. Zach seemed a little too focussed on her smooth mound, so I snapped my fingers in front of his face and pointed to my eyes. “This is for your benefit, you know,” I scolded. “You want her to come, don’t you?”

“Yes Ma’am.” His dancing eyes suggesting he was more than happy to join in any sexy game I wanted to serve up.

I took Rupali’s leg and lowered it to the ground beside the board, motioning for Zach to do the same on his side. Now her thighs were spread, and we could both see her hairless pussy lips. They were still closed, thank goodness, for that was part of my lesson.

I bent down so that my lips and nose almost touched her and breathed. “Smell,” I instructed Zach.

“I know what pussy smells like.”

“Humour me.”

He bent down just as I had, and inhaled deeply, less than an inch from her lips. “Smells like…nothing? Just beach-scent.”

“That’s what a clean, dry pussy smells like,” I said. “Give me your hand.” I took his hand and held the back of it to her sex. I raised my eyebrows questioningly to him.

“Cool,” he said. “It feels cool.”

“Right. Remember that. Now come up here.”

We moved up to her breasts. I looked up at her face and she still had that big grin—she loves when I play games. I took Zach’s hand again and held the back of it to Rupali’s nipple.

He was getting the idea now and didn’t wait for me to ask. “Soft.”

“See what you can do about that.”

That made him smile. He cupped a hand around the nearest breast and leaned down to take the nipple in his mouth.

“Without touching it.”

He looked up at me, no longer sure, it seemed, that he was still enjoying my game. He removed his hand and paused for a moment in obvious thought. He tried blowing on the nipple to no avail, and then looked at me beseechingly.

I moved up to her face and kissed her, gently at first, and then more forcefully, running my fingers through her hair. My breathing picked up, partly because of my own excitement and partly for show. I kissed her hard and pulled away panting a few times, my breasts heaving. Nuzzling her neck, I worked my way up to her ear and nibbled at the lobe. “You are so beautiful,” I whispered. “I want you.” I sucked her earlobe and then kissed back down to the hollow of her throat, where I tickled with the tip of my tongue, moving ever so slowly down her chest, stopping just above her breasts.

I opened my eyes. Thank God. Her nipples were rock hard and standing up like soldiers.

“Now,” I said, “do we kiss her nipples?”

“Yes,” Rupali pleaded.

“Yes?” Zach said, more of a question than an answer.

“No.”

“What?” Rupali protested.

“She’s warmed up now,” I explained, ignoring her. “But we want her to come, so we need her hot, not warm. Follow me.”

I kissed around the edges of the nearer breast, gently sucking with open lips and tickling with the tip of my tongue. I peeked across to make sure Zach was following on the other side and keeping away from the nipple. I ran my tongue along the sensitive underside, alternately kissing and licking, then gently, I squeezed and stroked her with my fingers. I licked closer to the erect nipple, tonguing around the edge but not touching the delicate areola.

Rupali was squirming, trying to move it to my mouth, but I kept my tongue just at the edge, licking and teasing.

I backed off to let her concentrate on what Zach was doing. She twisted the other way, moaning and trying to get him to suck it. I brought his hand up to cup her breast and whispered in his ear to kiss her mouth (and if he knew what was good for him, he’d forget where he just blew his load and make it a good one.)

Stroking the underside of her breast with his thumb, Zach moved up and kissed her tentatively on the lips, surprising a gasp from her because she had her eyes closed. She kissed back, opening her mouth and plucking at his lips with hers. He must have taken my advice to heart, because he matched her intensity, kissing harder and probing between her lips with his tongue.

Rupali reached out and took his head in her hands, stroking his hair, holding him to her as they kissed even more deeply.

I touched the side of his thumb, moving it toward her nipple, wordlessly suggesting that now was a good time to progress. He brushed lightly over the rigid peak, surprising another moan out of her, and then brought up a finger to circle the areola, tracing the hard, little goose-bumps there before gently pinching and squeezing the tip. I moved back to the breast on my side and matched his movements with my mouth, circling the areola with my tongue, sucking it into my mouth and gently biting at the tip.

Zach came back down and teased her nipple with his lips while he stroked the surrounding breast with his fingers. I swapped over to caressing with my hand. I kissed downwards over the bottom of her rib cage to her flat stomach, tracing the line of her abdominals with my tongue. In a few moments, Zach followed, and soon we were both kissing around her bare mound and down to the tops of her open thighs.

I placed a hand behind her knee and lifted the leg all the way up until it touched her breast. Zach copied on the other side. Rupali’s pussy raised enticingly in the air, but it wasn’t yet open for business. Together we kissed and licked the backs of her thighs, moving slowly but surely together as we approached her sex. I moved in first, my nose and lips nearly touching her labia, taking in her scent, fresh and rich and sweet with the promise of sex yet to be fulfilled.

“What do you smell now?” I asked Zach.

He moved so close he could have tongued her slit, but he kept to my script and behaved, breathing deeply over her ripe loins. “It’s…spicy. Sweet, delicious!” he said, surprised.

“That,” I announced, “is the smell of a clean, wet pussy that is ready to fuck.”

“So can I—?”

“No! I still have some things to show you.”

I took his hand again and held the back to her pussy. “What do you feel?”

“Warm. No, wait. Hot!” he said. “God, it’s hot. You could cook on that.”

I closed his hand except for one finger and touched it to the base of her slit. Rupali’s juices responded to his touch like a siphon and began running down his finger. Very slowly, I moved it upward, parting her labia over the entrance. When I reached the critical point, her lips opened of their own accord, parting like the petals of a flower to expose her clitoris, now bulging out from under its hood.

Zach gasped. I don’t think he’d ever seen a woman open up like that before, and I wished I could see how his cock was responding.

“Now she’s ready. But that’s no guarantee she’ll come,” I explained. “So, what’s next?”

“Tongue?”

“Yes, but not right away. I’ll show you—”

“No,” he said. “I want to. Show me some other way. On my mouth.”

I could live with that. I get plenty of oral with Rupali; pretending Zach’s mouth was a pussy would be much more interesting. I abandoned my post beside her and came around to where he was kneeling. I placed a knee either side of him and perched on his thighs, his cock, now getting hard again, was just inches from my sex. I felt a warmth flood my loins at the thought of that too-fat dick so close to my womanhood.

“Hey,” said Rupali. “Have you two forgotten about me? I won the Russian Roulette fair and square, you know.”

“Patience,” I said. “Everything I do to him, he’ll do to you.” And then, to Zach, “She has Attention Deficit Disorder—when she’s not getting all the attention, she gets disorderly.”

He looked at Rupali and offered her a shrug.

I sighed. “Come with me,” I said, wrapping a hand around his stiffening member. I got up and straddled Rupali’s ribcage, squeezing her breasts together between my thighs. Following my guiding hand on his cock, Zach stepped over the impromptu bed and straddled her head, facing me with his balls above Rupali’s upturned face.

“Now, Roops, can you find something to amuse yourself while I teach him how to eat you?”

“I’ll try,” she sighed. “Just be quick, okay?”

In lieu of an answer, I used the hand not holding Zach’s dick to tweak a nipple, making her yelp and wriggle between my open thighs. I leaned in to Zach, my breasts touching his hard chest, and tilted my head, bringing our mouths together without touching. His lips pursed, seeking me out, and I pulled back a little.

“Pussies don’t purse,” I said, giving his cock a squeeze. “Let me do the work.”

His lips softened and he tilted his head opposite to mine, our mouths now at right angles.

I kissed him, plucking softly at his lips, sucking just enough to draw them away from his teeth. He tasted salty from the soy sauce earlier, and the image of kissing a pussy when I shut my eyes was surprisingly powerful.

I felt some movement around his cock, which I still held around the base. I glanced down and saw Rupali’s tongue snaking around his balls. Kissing harder, I sucked his upper lip into my mouth and ran my tongue over the soft inside surface, repeating on the lower lip and then both at once, showing him how to titillate the inner labia before tonguing the vagina or clitoris.

I kept this up for another minute, stroking his cock until it was fully erect again, hard and throbbing in my hand.

Rupali had taken both balls into her mouth, sucking and juggling them with her tongue, occasionally licking out to the base of his cock and getting my fingers instead.

I probed into Zach’s mouth, gently at first, and then more insistently, pushing deeper and searching out his tongue, my pussy licking lesson now all but forgotten. I squeezed his cock hard in frustration when he didn’t respond.

He gasped and—realising the game had changed—he kissed me back, his tongue twisting against mine, crushing our lips together as he brought both hands up to my breasts, stroking the undersides before touching the nipples as I’d shown him earlier. What a good student!

We were getting carried away with each other—at least one of us should have had a face buried in Rupali’s pussy. I pulled away reluctantly, panting and breathless. “Got it?”

“Yes, thank you,” he said, stealing another peck at my lips.

“Stay away from her clit until just before you fuck her,” I whispered. “Otherwise she’ll come all over your face.”

Zach moved to the other end of the surfboard and lifted Rupali’s thighs back to her stomach, raising her gaping and glistening pussy up to his lips. He began kissing her inner folds, just as I’d kissed him, eliciting a deep moan of desire. I moved around behind her head, and leaned forward to kiss her breasts, bringing my own hard nipples into contact with her mouth. We played a silent game of Simon-Says. I licked, she licked; I sucked, she sucked; I nibbled, she nibbled. I hoped she wasn’t losing concentration on what Zach was doing to her steaming pussy—I felt invested in his training, and I wanted him to do a good job.

Rupali locked her legs around his head, her thighs clamped over his ears and ankles crossed in the middle of his back, levering her cunt into his face. She was making the slow, teasing pussy-licking I’d taught him almost impossible. I felt an immediate change in her when he started using his tongue, running it up and down her slit, and probing inside her entrance. She arched her back and rolled her hips in time with him, moaning encouragement and letting out squeals of passion as he probed more deeply, forcing his insistent tongue down her love-canal.

She broke away from sucking my nipple and gasped, “No more! Fuck me now.”

Zach chose not to fulfil that request—at least not straight away. He withdrew his tongue and moved up to her clit, sucking and licking to increasingly frantic cries from Rupali, who was quickly approaching orgasm. He might be enjoying himself, but I was on Rupali’s side; I couldn’t wait to get his big dick inside her. I reached down to touch his cheek. Remember who’s in charge of this fuck-fest.


Rupali unlocked her ankles as he pulled back, and then lifted them up over his shoulders. Straddling the surfboard, he moved closer until the underside of his straining shaft rested against her steaming, wet slit. He leaned forward, resting against her legs, and cupped her breasts with both hands, stroking the nipples and soaking up the moonlit view of my naked goddess folded beneath him, offering him complete access to her supple young body.

I moved forward as well, positioning my own pussy over Rupali’s face. I reached down and took hold of Zach’s manhood, guiding the tip between her gaping inner folds. As he pushed forward, I pulled his cock away so that instead of sliding deep into Rupali’s core, his length ploughed through her slit and over her engorged clitoris, all the way from tip to balls. Rupali cried out in equal parts passion and frustration, arching her back and quivering. Zach pulled back, and once again, I positioned his cock at her entrance, stirring it around to get it coated in her juices.

He looked into my eyes and I tipped him a wink. Trust me. He experimentally pumped his hips forward a few inches, and once again I guided his cock so that the tip ran through her slit and grazed her clitoris. He rocked slowly back and forth, letting me glide his knob through her silky lips and around her bulging clit, driving her frantic with need.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Put it in.” Tears spilling from the corners of her eyes, trickling down her cheeks and over my thighs.

On the next backward stroke, I squeezed him as a signal, and pushed the tip back down her lips and into her entrance. Without hesitation, Zach pushed all the way forward, burying seven inches of hot flesh in her womanhood with a single stroke, crying out himself as her molten core parted and swallowed his iron shaft.

Rupali cried out for him to fuck her. The stroking over her clitoris had brought her to the edge of orgasm, and now his heaving shaft deep inside her love-canal held her there. He moved inside her, rocking his hips and squeezing himself deeper. I placed a hand below her tummy and felt him inside her. Oh, good God. So much dick in my sweet Rupali.


He stroked her slowly, bringing her back to the whimpering edge and then easing off, playing with her slick entrance, letting her lips close over his knob and then opening her back up, again and again.

Rupali’s thighs quivered. She was so close.

I rocked back so I could see her face. “Baby?”

She opened her eyes and glared at me with huge, black pupils. “What?”

“Do you like it? Better than a strap-on?”

She puffed out a breath. The unspoken accusation—shut up and let me fuck. “Uh-huh.”

“Do you want some more?” I’m such a tease.

She nodded.

“I need to hear it, sweetie.”

“More dick,” she gasped. “Fuck me.”

“Do you want it hard? Or do you want it gentle?”

Rupali bit her lip. Her eyes begged, don’t tease me
.

“You want it hard, don’t you?”

Her nostrils flared. She nodded.

“He won’t stop,” I warned her. “Not for anything. Not until he finishes.” Did she know what that meant? I heard Zach gasp—he knew.

Rupali blinked at me. She nodded again, apprehension and excitement in her eyes.

“Don’t worry, sweetie.” I stroked her cheek. “You’re going to love it.”

Zach drew almost all the way out and then plunged back in, crashing into her soaking labia. He did it again, again, building up a rhythm I could never match with a strap-on, balls slapping against her backside.

I kept my hands on the muscles of her flat belly, and each time I felt her relaxing and regaining control, I moved a hand down to rub her clitoris. Taking care to keep my nails away from Zach’s thrusting manhood, I brought her back to the verge of climax, crying and screaming for us to finish her and send her to heaven.

She discovered my pussy over her mouth and grabbed at my hips, dragging me down and mercilessly plugging her tongue into my hole without so much as a by-your-leave. Lightning bolts of pleasure shot through my centre. I was so wet and ready that foreplay was redundant.

Zach closed Rupali’s thighs, squeezing his cock tight and trapping my finger on her clit. I heard his breathing change as the increased pressure drew him toward climax, and I redoubled my efforts on her love-button. In a few moments, Rupali was past the point of no return. She was quivering, eyes streaming, an explosive orgasm building up inside her. She forgot all about licking my pussy and began a surprised-sounding, thrumming wail. Starting out low—“Oh…oh dear. Ohhh…ohhh”—she built up to a single high soprano note, and arched upward beneath Zach’s pounding shaft, her orgasm spiralling out of control as it ripped through her body.

A moment later, Zach thrust and held the end of his stroke, erupting deep inside my best girl. I cupped his balls and gently squeezed. They bucked and heaved, and I could feel long, creamy jets squirt past my fingers and through his thick meat, hosing into the furthest recesses of Rupali’s cunt. With each pump, he pulled half-way out and pounded back in, slapping her sopping cunt lips and loading her up with another hot rope of spunk.

Rupali’s orgasm finally wound down at the same time as Zach’s thrusting weakened. He slowly withdrew from her pussy, distending her punished lips. When he pulled free, a pearl of cum, gleaming in the moonlight, remained nestled in her entrance.

Oh God, it was beautiful. My girl’s first cock. Her first creampie.

I was going to have to find her a regular supply of lesbian-friendly cock, because strap-on sex for us would never be the same again.

───Ξ───
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“Righty-oh, then,” Angela mused to herself, seeming to consider her actions carefully as she collected both of my hands and positioned them for a kind of gender-confused waltz, one on her shoulder and the other cupping the narrow curve of her hip. It felt nice to be touching her again.

“Are you ready, Rory?” she asked softly, giving me a shy little smile. She almost got me, too. I felt my mouth begin to engage as I prepared to answer, but I was tossing up between ‘Call me Spud’ and something clever, like ‘…and waiting’. It was in that extra moment I remembered I wasn’t allowed to speak. I could tell that she had seen my reaction by the look she gave me—a little smirk and a sparkle in her blue eyes.

“Hmm,” she frowned. “No response. I guess you look
 ready.”

I may have looked ready, but I wasn’t. Not for what she had planned, at least. Something funny, something sexy, or something humiliating? It turned out to be the middle one, after all. I was hoping for a kiss, of course, and I was prepared for it in a three-parts-fantasy-one-part-reality kind of way. It was
 a kiss, but to paraphrase Crocodile Dundee, that’s not a kiss; this is a KISS.


It was open mouthed, sensual, and utterly erotic. My lips were frozen, but hers were soft and tactile, alternately gentle and forceful as she plucked and teased, tasting me with the tip of her darting tongue, and trying to coax me into opening up to her.

She pressed her small, lithe body into mine and twined the fingers of one hand through my hair as the other one roamed searchingly over the back of my Levis. Pressing her breasts into my chest, she moved against me like a reed in the gentle breeze, and I felt her nipples harden to stony points through the two thin layers of clothing that separated us.

Oh God, how I longed to kiss her back.

──────


Look for
 Mannequin
 along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on
 Amazon
.
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