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		Chapter One

		

	
		Fran was looking forward to her trip to Germany and spending some time with her friend and co-worker Patti. The two flight attendants were going to the Oktoberfest in Munich and Fran was going to stay with Patti and her friend Kelly.

		The two attendants met while Fran was studying in Munich as an exchange student. They had become casual lovers during her time there, then a few year ago Fran got bid on the Detroit to Munich flight and saw quite a bit of her old flame and was planning on catching up on old times.

		Fran’s reverie was shattered when from back in the galley, Fran heard the "ding" of the intercom and the captain's voice come on.

		"Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking... we're about to come across some turbulence... it's nothing to worry about, but things might get a little bumpy. I'm gonna go ahead and turn on the 'fasten seatbelt' sign... please remain seated until otherwise notified. Thanks so much, we'll be out of this as soon as we can."

		Then the flight deck phone rang, and the captain told the crew the same thing. "It's gonna get kind of rough... you guys go ahead and strap in too."

		"Sure thing," Fran replied, and hung up the phone.

		Her coworker, Patti, went to do a quick cabin check while Fran made sure that everything in the galley was secure.

		The captain wasn't kidding. Within a minute, the plane hit a pocket of air, and Fran was almost knocked off her feet. Fran quickly shut the little curtain between the galley and the cabin, folded the jump seat down, and strapped herself in. The phone rang again and Fran reached over to grab it.

		"You okay back there, Fran?" It was Patti, calling from one of the cabin phones.

		"Yeah. Are you?"

		"Yep. I managed to get into one of the passenger seats; I'm going to stay here until it's safe to move."

		"Okay." Fran hung the phone up and, just in case, quickly did a 30-second review: how many people were on board, where the exits were, evacuation commands, stuff like that. When that was done, Fran tried to readjust herself in the harness since Fran had sat down so quickly.

		The seatbelts were supposed to be worn tight: two over her shoulders that buckled into a lap belt across her hips. It was kind of uncomfortable, and it didn't help that Fran was a little on edge due to the turbulence. Fran knew they were safe, but you never knew.

		Fran tugged on the bottom of her blazer to straighten it out. One of the reasons Fran hated these seats was that she was a little on the taller side, and the shoulder straps always seemed to press directly against her breasts.

		They weren't digging in but it added to the discomfort. Fran wriggled in her seat a little and thanked the powers that be that she wasn't wearing a skirt today; with her legs slightly spread Fran finally managed to find a somewhat comfortable position.

		Fran sat up straight and sighed. This sucked. There was nobody to talk to as Patti was stuck up in the cabin, and on top of that, the constant vibration from the turbulence was starting to make her squirm again, but in a different way.

		Fran was nearing the end of her schedule, and it'd been so damn long since she'd been able to even have the privacy to get herself off. None of her roommates lately happened to share her sexual preferences either.

		There seemed to be plenty of gay flight attendants, but lesbians were few and far between. Fran didn't know how much longer she could take it without coming one way or another.

		The plane bounced a little again, and with it came a slight tingling between her legs. "Am I really that desperate?" Fran thought; this had never happened before.

		Since there was no one around Fran idly reached down and brushed her right hand between her legs, hoping to alleviate some of the feeling.

		It only made it worse. Damn, that had felt nice. Fran reached inside her blazer and traced the curve of her left breast through her blouse, enjoying the feel of the crisp pressed fabric against the top of it. Her breasts were about average and usually Fran didn't get much from messing around with them, but there was something about having the shoulder belts pressed against her that was turning her on to no end. Fran slipped a finger under the belt and across her nipple, finding that it was already starting to get hard. Fran groaned under her breath and removed her hand.

		"I really shouldn't be doing this," Fran thought. "But then again, I need it so bad... and nobody can come back here right now..."

		"Screw it," Fran decided, and put her right hand back between her legs.

		Nervously Fran started to stroke herself through her uniform pants. At least at this point, if anyone caught her, she'd still be fully dressed.

		"Oh, God," Fran whispered as the turbulence got a little harder. Fran ground a couple of fingers into what she hoped was her clit and started making slow circles. She shut her eyes and tried to make herself think that she was the only one on the plane, that nobody else was there, how good it would feel to finally get release...

		Pleasure coursed its way through her and she squirmed on the seat, trying as hard as she possibly could not to moan. Under the lap belt, Fran managed to at least unbutton her pants and slide her index and middle fingers inside them. Damn, she was already getting wet, and her labia swelled up as she caressed herself lightly through her panties.

		Fran prayed that her juices wouldn't soak through her pants; she discovered she was wetter than she thought when she boldly pushed the crotch of her panties aside and ran a finger over her clit.

		Fran couldn't help it. She had never been more turned on in her life. She never been tied up or anything either, but the simple act of sitting there, in her uniform, masturbating in a jump seat, was turning out to be one of the most erotic things she'd ever done.

		Fran let a low moan slip out. Her other hand raced across her breasts; Fran could now feel her nipples creating friction against the shoulder belt as her body continued to vibrate.

		The plane hit another pocket of air; Fran bit her tongue and rapidly slid her fingers across herself through the dripping wetness. Fran was more of a clit kind of person than shoving things up inside her , and besides, she didn't want to make a bigger mess than she already had, so Fran kept her fingers in that area. As she continued to stroke, her already swollen clit grew harder, which made it easier for her to circle around it and flick it with her fingertips.

		Fran was starting to get close It was going to be intense because she felt like she had to pee. "Ohhh, please, don't stop," Fran knew she could actually get off from urinating when she was aroused. Fran prayed under her breath to the turbulence.

		Fran shut her eyes again, and for some reason the first person that crossed her mind was Patti. Fran thought of Patti sitting in one of the passenger seats; Fran wondered how the turbulence felt through her skirt, imagined what it would look like if she had grabbed a blanket from one of the overhead bins earlier and was having at herself through the pantyhose, feeling the silkiness of the hose against her thighs, feeling the wetness dripping down her legs...

		"Oh, fuck," Fran muttered a little too loudly. Fran was going to come. Leaving the state of her uniform to fate, Fran refastened her pants and fingered her pussy as hard as she could through her dark navy pants. The waves of pleasure weren't stopping now, and it seemed that the turbulence was reaching a climax as well. Fran didn't care anymore. She just wanted to have an orgasm.

		Then it happened. "Oh... shit....oh dear god... fuck, I'm coming...", Fran moaned through gritted teeth.

		All of a sudden she was standing there. "Patti!" Fran literally squealed in shock.

		The plane shuddered violently one final time, but for the longest moment of her life. Fran bucked against the harness, hand furiously working between her thighs, stifling moans as she came the hardest that she had in a long time.

		Fran screwed her eyes shut one final time and the world turned white. Somewhere in that moment, Fran heard the other harness click shut next to her, and lips pressed against her own as Fran let out a long breath and relaxed her body.

		"Next time let me know if you're going to do something like that, okay?" Patti whispered in her ear as the cabin dinged once again and the captain shut the seatbelt sign off.

		“Yeah, now I really need to drink some beer.”

		“We land in thirty minutes; you gonna make it?” Patti teased.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		By the time the two flight attendants got through at the airport and to the apartment, the Oktoberfest was set to kick off that afternoon and already, a lot of people were wearing their outfits. The girls in their dirndls with their hair braided all fancy, and the men in their lederhosen. It was starting to get crowded in the central square where the official ceremonies would be held, so Patti had a dirndl for Fran to wear and she just needed to pick out a pair of white tights to buy and the rushed back to the apartment to get ready. Patti told Fran to go ahead and shower while she and Kelly got ready, then she would come over to her room and show her how to put on the dirndl.

		When Patti came over, Fran was just in her bathrobe. She knew Patti had a girlfriend, but she was excited for the festival and Fran wanted Patti to see her naked. It would get Fran in the right mood for a party. So, when she came into the room, Fran dropped the robe and let her see her in the buff.

		Fran said, 'I don't know what underwear is proper for this outfit.'

		Patti didn't even blink. She just held out the stack of clothes and said, "I brought you a bra with a pushup for the blouse. It may be tight on you, but that's good.”

		She just went to work getting Fran ready. The dirndl that she had for here was pretty, but a little bit plain. The one she was wearing was beautiful. It was a deep blue with intricate gold thread embroidery worked up and down the front. Her top was laced up tight and the front of her blouse had a plunging square front that displayed her breasts as if they had been placed on a platter for all to enjoy. Her hair was what caught Fran’s attention, though. In the half hour since they'd parted, she'd gotten it done up with interlocking ropes of braids. It looked amazing. Fran told her so.

		"Kelly did it. She's a hair stylist in Munich and she's been doing this sort of thing for tourists for years. She can whip up braids in her sleep by now," she explained to Fran. “She can do something for you, too, if you want."

		Fran told her, no, that it was getting late and she didn't want to miss the parade and the opening ceremonies. Patti got her all bustled up and ready. The hose she'd chosen for Fran were white thigh highs. She told her not to wear any panties. When she asked why not, Patti just smiled and said, 'Trust me. You'll thank me later.'"

		They went out to the market and it was incredible! It was crowded, but it was a good crowd, not a lot of stupid drunken guys pushing and starting fights. Everyone was happy and they sang along with the bands and the whole village was like one big family. Of course, they drank beer. They poured the beer into these giant steins and they just walked around carrying these enormous mugs of beer. Because Patti and Fran were looking cute, they got a lot of attention; lots of girls guys trying to talk to them and buying them drinks. Kelly didn't seem to mind. She seemed to be proud that her girlfriend was getting so much attention. She just drank along with them and enjoyed the festival.

		Fran was mostly interested in the girls. Oh god, did girls look hot in those outfits. her pussy was leaking down her leg like earlier on the bumpy flight that morning. Everywhere she looked, there were drunk girls showing off their boobs. Fran wanted every one of them... at the same time. But it was not like that. The young men were all acting very macho and displaying their drunken bravado and the girls seemed to be loving it and egging them on. Fran could not seem to get any interest from any of them.

		One of the things that Patti told Fran was that this particular festival had the best apple strudel in all the country. So the girls bought one, actually the very last one. The young girl that waited on them put it in a plastic dome all professional like. They planned to eat it when they got home.

		When it started to get late, Fran was feeling very buzzed from all of the beer. Plus, she had to pee very badly. She asked Patti to help her find a restroom. Patti pointed to a loooooooong line of women waiting for a turn in a rather nasty looking set of port-a-potties. It turned out, that much beer has the same effect on everyone.

		"I can't wait," Fran told her.

		She was feeling drunker and drunker even though she had stopped drinking. She didn't think she’d be able to control herself. She started to get afraid.

		"Come with me,' Patti said.

		She took Fran by the arm and she and Kelly led her through the rabbit warren of streets until they found a darkened alleyway behind some shops.

		“THIS is why we don't wear panties to the beer festival. Kelly, hold onto our strudel and you keep a watch out.”

		With that, Patti squatted by a wall, lifted up the hem of her dirndl, exposing her perfectly waxed pussy and relaxed. Her pee came out in a torrent and the hissing sound and the wet sound of her pee hitting the paving stones made me have to go even more. I crossed my legs like a little girl.

		Patti laughed and said, “You better hurry, before someone comes along.”

		Fran couldn't hold it any longer. She squatted over the ground and lifted up her own dirndl. She was facing Patti and, as she let go, Fran could see that she was staring at her.

		“It's okay,” she said. “You can pee in front of me. I like to watch.”

		At first, Fran thought she imagined it. She was drunk and making things up in her mind. But when she looked at Patti again, She could see that Patti was finished peeing, but that she was still squatting and exposed to Fran, and she was slowly running her finger up and down her bare pussy.

		Fran was stunned. She was even more stunned when Patti held out her hand in a cup and put it under Fran’s stream. She watched, mesmerized, as she let Fran’s stream fill her cupped hand, and then bring it back to her own pussy and began to rub herself with Fran’s pee.

		“We're going to have to finish that later," she said, standing up, suddenly.

		That's when Fran heard the footsteps, too. A group of laughing, drunken revelers was coming down the alley toward them.

		Fran panicked and stood up before she was finished peeing. She stood there, frozen in place, while the last of her stream tricked down her leg. She could feel it soak into her stockings; hot at first and then cool. She didn't know what to do. She was very embarrassed and still very drunk. Patti and Kelly each grabbed one of her arms and led her back to the apartments.

		The three girls huddled together around the kitchen table in Patti’s apartment. Under the plastic shell sat their prize: the last apple strudel from the festival .

		Fran spoke up first, "I mean, I was the one that went through the line. I was the one who saw it. I think I should be the one to get it."

		She was a slim and toned athletic girl. But even so, Fran had never quite become a 'jock' like the other girls. When the other girls played soccer, she ran cross country. When the other girls wrestled, she swam. When the other girls played softball, she played tennis.

		She was the one of the elite three-sport athletes and firmly planted under the radar. Her reaching hand was quickly seized by a firm fist.

		"Come on, sports queen. Isn't it against the rules for you to eat real food?" Patti cut in.

		The busty girl gave Fran's wrist a fond squeeze. "Just imagine, you eat this thing and you're gonna get a butt like mine!" She gave her prominent ass a swat. "And that's going to ruin all of your swim times."

		The two had been friends since Fran was an exchange student in Munich several years ago. When Fran was trying to teach Patti how to slow dance, Patti was trying to teach Fran how to French kiss. In school Her academics weren't high enough to be a nerd. Musicality wasn't good enough to be a band geek, though she enjoyed her position as last-chair coronet. She would gleefully brag that she was only in it for the gym exemption, only holding up her instrument and moving her fingers while the others played.

		"Girls," a quiet voice murmured.

		The two turned towards the quieter girl Kelly. Even if Fran wasn't quite a jock and Patti wasn't quite a nerd, Kelly wasn't much of anything. She had not gone to university like Patti or Fran, nor did she chase boys, missing out on every chance to find her niche. Had the other girls not grabbed her and physically placed her in their circle of friends, she may have never spoken at all during her teen years. Even at first, the two would simply talk to each other with the occasional lead to see if the girl was ready to speak up. Even now, that shyness grew too strong to speak loudly, but the two took their time to make sure she was heard.

		"Girls," Kelly said again, steadying her voice, "I paid for it. So that means it's mine. Right?"

		Patti's mouth furrowed into a pout. Fran rolled her eyes, "Really, Patti? I find it, she pays for it, what's your claim on this?"

		"I'm hungry," Patti said, stretching her arms behind her head. "And that means I would appreciate it the most."

		"You're a twit, babe," Fran spat, nudging the strudel just out of reach of the three of them.

		"Well, I'll play 'Until the dike bursts' for it," Patti replied.

		Fran turned a little red across the cheeks as Kelly inched closer.

		"What's that?" the quiet girl asked, having never seen Fran ever lose her cool the few times she’d seen her before.

		Patti wrapped an arm around Kelly but didn't reply, instead waited for a reply from her old friend.

		"Fran. Come on, we'll do it in the bathroom. Are we really bringing Kelly into this?" Fran replied, her voice a little shaky.

		"Of course, we're not going to leave our best buddy behind, are we?" Patti replied, getting up to her feet.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Fran took her full beer stein and stood, already moving towards the door. Kelly scrambled up with the other two. She leaned across the table to snatch up the strudel and three 16 oz cans of German beer before sneaking out of the kitchen with the other two.

		The three moved in silence around the corner and through the bathroom door. Fran glanced around as they stepped past glass shower stall and the garden tub.

		"You know, this is my first time in here." Fran pushed on ahead, looking around every corner and peeking into the shower as if to make sure the trio was completely alone.

		Patti turned to Kelly, deciding to continue talking even if Fran wouldn't listen. "They said that marching band counted as a sport, so one could get out of gym if they push hard enough." Still ramble on about their days at university.

		Fran returned with her full beer stein. "Okay, I'll drink first."

		She tipped the big ceramic mug to her lips and began to chug. Her throat flexed as she swallowed again and again. Seconds passed before she finally pulled back with a gasp for air, handing the empty stein over to Patti.

		Patti grabbed a 16 oz can of Spate Oktoberfest lager and began refilling it as Kelly turned towards Fran.

		"You girls still haven't explained this to me," she said quietly.

		She set the strudel on the bathroom counter carefully as Patti returned, starting to take slow hard swallows of lager. Unlike Fran, she couldn't do it all in one go, having to catch her breath between every few swallows.

		"It's this game that Patti and I used to play back when we were in college. Basically, we drink a bunch of beer. Last one who doesn't pee herself is the winner. And gets the strudel," Fran explained, undercut with Patti's gasps between swallows.

		Kelly felt her cheeks turn red as the empty stein was passed to her. The young girl took it into her hands. Fran quickly added, "If you don't want to play, we aren't going to make you."

		"No," Kelly replied reflexively. It didn't sound perverse.

		They had taught her in Sunday School about 'private' areas and pervy things that a good girl shouldn't do. And they were fully clothed. Besides, she hadn't wet herself since she was a little kid. This would be easy.

		"I'll play."

		She turned towards the last can of Spaten, the other two elbowing each other as the girl filled up the heavy stein. The amount of beer suddenly seemed huge as she stepped back into the circle with the others. She put it to her lips and began to drink. The beer was clean and cool, Kelly easily drinking swallow after swallow.

		She pulled back to breathe, the others smiling at her. She drank again, feeling that cool beer sitting in the pit of her stomach as she swallowed again, again, again. She had beer cramps once before, and she knew to pace herself. She took one last breath before tilting the stein back and finishing it.

		The other two happily patted her on the shoulder, pulling her into a tight circle. Fran was starting to fidget, having drank first. Patti, cool as ever, just clenched her jaw, face fixed in a smirk. Kelly felt those first tingles deep inside herself. The girls began to shift their weight.

		"Okay," Fran said, her voice already starting to wobble. "First dare round."

		"Dare round?" Kelly parroted.

		"Dare round," Patti said with a grin. "We each get a dare to help speed things up. I mean, it would be boring if we just sat around here waiting. Since Fran drank first, she gets to pick the first dare, and she'll go last when it moves around. I mean, just look at her, you can tell she's about to break."

		"Shut up," Fran replied, trying to steel her expression. "You know, I'm going to pick an easy one. No skirts. I don't want you trying to dribble into your underwear and saying it doesn't count." She turned to Kelly before giving Patti a push on the shoulder. "That's how this cunt won the first time we played this."

		"Never going to let me live that down, huh besides we aren’t wearing panties?" Patti replied with a smirk as she unfastened her skirt.

		Kelly grew increasingly red as she watched Patti slide her dirndl down. Her pussy was professionally waxed to baby’s butt smoothness, highlighting a prominent mound in the front. She gave it a bit of a touch, checking herself before turning to Kelly. "Your turn, sweetie."

		Kelly hesitated. She felt herself starting to fidget, between the embarrassment and growing need to pee. She worked her skirt before looking up at the other two, speaking quietly and earnestly, "Don't tease, Okay?"

		She let the skirt fall, exposing a thick but neatly trimmed pussy. She kicked the skirt out from around her ankles, the cool air from the hallway falling on her exposed thighs. Patti's arm wrapped around her shoulder affectionately, face grinning down at the girl. A sense of pride began to replace the embarrassment, finding herself proud to face this challenge and get one step closer to winning the prize.

		Fran dropped her dirndl with no hesitation, exposing a well-shaped pussy, shaved smooth. Patti rolled her eyes as Kelly marveled at it. Fran fumbled around, trying to get her skirt over her shoes without taking them off, turning around to expose her ass, framed in those white pull ups.

		"A pink rosebud, really?" Patti mumbled as Fran finally found her footing, the three mounds close to one another in the circle.

		"Yeah, I started anal bleaching a few months ago," she replied.

		The girls were all starting to fidget now, shifting weight from foot to foot. "Your move, Patti."

		Patti folded her arms, tapping her foot, her movements growing a little more tense. "10 second bladder massage."

		She turned towards Kelly; hand out stretched. The girl inched back reflexively as Patti moved closer. "Sorry, hon. It's your turn to go first. I won't go easy, but it's only 10 seconds. You'll be fine."

		Kelly moved closer, wrapping one arm around Patti's shoulders and the other around Fran's. Their hands slid her blouse up, over that soft flat stomach. "Ready? Go!"

		Kelly fixed her eyes on the clock on the wall as both girls pressed down hard on her abdomen. A surge went through her as pressure was placed over her bladder, the need to pee crashing down on her. She kicked her legs, breath caught in her breasts as the probing fingertips worked harder. 5 seconds. Kelly held her breath and stomped her feet, clenched, and clamped shut as tight as she could.

		8.

		9.

		"Ten! Ten!" She yelped before pulling away from the other girls.

		They laughed and pulled her closer. Kelly began to fidget more, relieved to have survived the round. They turned to Fran next who pulled up her blouse to expose the beginning definition of abs.

		Kelly reached out, resting her hand on that strong, toned stomach. She had always admired Fran's body but this felt different. She wanted her body to be like Fran’s, but she also wanted to see more of Fran like this.

		Patti guided her hand down below her navel, right above her vaginal fold. There was a definite lump there, a full and straining bladder.

		"Ready?" Fran said, turning to face the clock, unwilling to give a second more than necessary to the torment.

		"Go!" Both girls pressed down on that bladder. Fran let out a soft whine, an almost pathetic and childish noise from the tough tomboy. Her knees buckled, held up only by the other two as her breaths grew rapid. Her lips formed words of protest with no actual noise, unblinking eyes fixed on the clock.

		The pressure grew as she fought the urge to push the others off, wanting to endure her whole trial.

		8.

		9.

		"Ten!" She pulled forward and out of their grip with a pant. She rested her hands on her knees, bent forward as she collected herself. She turned to Patti, wasting no time in returning the torment.

		Kelly quickly joined in, feeling around for that same lump. Patti wasn't fat by any stretch, but the layer of baby fat over her bladder did make it harder to find.

		"Hey, no poking and prodding around. You only get a 10 count, not 10 and however long you need to jab around at my bladder!" Patti spat, guiding both of their hands, just where the curve of her tummy ended. "Go!"

		She squared her feet, watching the clock. Even with the extra padding, the fingers easily hit her bladder. She tried to think of anything else, clenching not only her bladder but her thighs, her calves, her curled toes. Her heart hammered as 5 seconds passed. She stomped her foot, hoping maybe it would loosen the grip if only a second. She shook, fighting and struggling.

		8.

		9.

		"TEN!"

		She threw off the hands and fell back against the shower. Eyes turned to Kelly, now shifting her weight back and forth between the balls of her feet. Teasing the other girls had offered a good distraction. The moment of stillness made her so much more aware of her growing urge. The girl tried to focus her thoughts on a dare, on anything other than the growing need to pee.

		"No blouses!" She blurted out, the first thought to come to mind.

		The other two took a moment to stare at her, as if waiting for her to take it back.

		"Come on, I said, no blouses. I don't want you girls to get yours wet when you lose."

		Fran peeled her blouse off of her body, exposing her abs along with her ample breasts and narrow waist, the absolute swimmers build.

		"Years of swimming have kept me from being shy," she said matter-of-factly as she tossed her blouse with the rest of her clothes, leaving her in shoes and her pull ups. Patti pulled her blouse over her head. Her face turned a little red, though she tried to steady her expression to hide her embarrassment.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		It had been a long time since she had been so exposed in front of more than one person. She dropped the blouse, exposing her soft tummy. Her breasts sagged a bit, round nipples poking up like tiny cherries from the tense sensations and cold air. She gave her gut a slap with an open palm.

		"All right! You're last, little one."

		Kelly pulled her blouse off slowly. She had a narrow waist with a small bit of baby fat still clinging to her hips and butt. Her breasts were smallish with the outline of her ribs faintly visible. Her nipples looked like pale drops of pink paint, basely raised from her breasts. She folded her arms across her body as Patti pulled her closer, sharing their body heat. The three girls began to shift and move faster, pacing and rocking.

		"Well girls, looks like we made it through round one," Fran said.

		The tempo and pitch of her voice wavered, as if each word took a little bit of the focus away. "Round two. And I say jumping jacks. 15 of them and we'll all do them together."

		Patti shot an angry glance at her as Kelly inched back, making sure she had enough room. "Ready? Go!"

		Kelly jumped with her arms extended and legs apart, the impact of landing sent a jolt up through her bladder. She clenched harder but she could feel it loosen with each time. Fran bounced through her on the balls of her feet with little struggle. Patti, teeth grit and eyes fixed, kept moving, her arms flailing above her head. Kelly let out a whine as she struggled, trying to start on her toes, hoping to lessen the hard thump of her foot falls.

		13.

		14.

		"Fifteen."

		Fran stopped with a weak laugh, though she kept stepping back and forth, incapable of staying still. The other girls kept fidgeting as well, starting to pace. Patti tried her best to keep from glowering, hands now reflexively reaching down to grab at the front of her sex, as if she could physically hold everything shut.

		"My turn.” Patti said. “And I vote for tickling. I think it's about time we end this game," she said with a grin, turning towards Kelly. "15 seconds, anywhere with anything. Ready?"

		Kelly opened her mouth to protest before she was cut off by Patti. "Go!"

		She kept her eyes on the clock as both hands dug into her armpits. The girl held her breath and wriggled around as the other two searched around her body with dancing fingertips.

		"Whoa, looks like our little sweet cheeks isn't the ticklish type!" Patti laughed as she tried along her butt, taking another dig at her bladder, enough to buckle the girl's knees.

		Her heart pounded as Patti slipped that hand lower and cupped the girl's pussy. Kelly let out a little yelp as she was groped, falling forward into their arms as they supported her. The hand stayed there over the front of her pussy, teasing, and tickling as the seconds ticked down, checking for even a single drop of wetness.

		13.

		14.

		"Girllllllllls!"

		Kelly cried out as she hit the time limit. She crumpled to her knees. The change in posture served as no help to her bladder as she staggered back to her feet.

		"Next. Next. Come on, let's keep going," she said breathlessly, afraid that every wasted second was closer to a loss.

		Fran turned pale as the other two advanced.

		"Grab around her waist!" Patti shouted as Kelly obediently wrapped herself around Fran's waist, body pressed against hers, the two pubic mounds grinding against one another.

		Patti seized Fran's foot and began to tickle and tease along the sole. Fran erupted in high pitch sequels of laugher. Kelly stared, hugging tighter to keep her from tipping off balance, stunned that someone so cool could ever make a noise like that.

		"Ahh, stop, stop, stop, stop!" Fran said, trying to fight the urge to kick as Patti extended her tongue, rolling it up from heel to toes.

		Fran howled and laughed, body shaky and knees buckling as she tried to focus on the clock. Kelly kept squeezing, that waxed pussy pressed hard against hers.

		13.

		"No, NO!"

		14.

		Fran let out a shrill whine as she lurched forward. Hot pee poured into the Kelly’s vaginal fold, before falling like a waterfall from it, soaking Kelly's thighs. She staggered back a step as she fought to stop it, tongue lolled in relief and humiliation and lewd pleasure as she relaxed, falling to her knees in her own pee puddle as her bladder emptied.

		Her whole body shivered from the relief as she closed her eyes and accepted her loss, letting herself fully relax and finish.

		"Ding, ding! And we have a loser! So sorry, Fran, looks like you're out this round," Patti said with a grin. "Just me and my little sweetie."

		She turned to Kelly, eyes widening. The girl had been thoroughly soaked by Fran, her stomach glossy with a sheen of pee and pussy hair gleaming with Fran’s piss, mixing with Kelly’s juices.

		"Well, that just won't do. I'm calling unfair advantage.”

		Kelly began to fidget. She was already soaked in pee, and naked. But even so, she was determined to win the prize. She hooked her thumbs either side of her vulva and pulled her lips apart. Her turgid clit poked free, a little swollen from all the attention and excitement, just the tip poking free from the hood.

		Her labia were engorged and extending from her body. The outline of her bladder was ever visible in her flat abdomen, the girl shifted back and forth in a cute pee-dance, fighting the urges.

		Patti tugged at her own fold in return. Her fat stubby clit rested below its fleshy hood. She swirled her clit with her a finger, making a sloshing sound. "You gonna wipe your pussy off, Fran?" Patti called.

		"Naw, I'm good," Fran said, her voice almost meek.

		"You're a piglet, twit," Patti replied with a laugh. "Don't forget that you've got a tickling coming, girl. We've never had a third player. You get to make the call. The girl gets to make the call on if 'out' players get to come back for the torment," Fran replied, idly groping her pee soaked sex.

		"I say she gets to come back. I took it from both of you. It's only fair you take it from both of us," Kelly replied, starting to move more frantically. "And I say we start soon. Come on, Fran."

		“Okay, but not at the same time. Fran first then Kelly. I think that is fairer since Fran doesn’t have the urge to pee anymore.” Patti countered.

		“Fair enough.”

		Fran dragged herself up and moved closer to Patti. "Go!"

		Fran knew her target right away. She latched her mouth onto Patti’s nipple, tongue flicking over it. Patti fell back against the shower with a crash. Kelly moved up and wrapped her mouth around the other nipple. She nursed and tugged, trying to mimic Fran's testing. Patti gave low snarls and grunts, stomping her feet and bowing her thighs in a squat, fighting the urges. Her eyes bulged as she stared up at the clock, 7 seconds ticking away. Fran dropped down and Kelly followed suit instinctively. Fran burrowed her face against Patti's pussy lips, tongue slobbering and licking up the inner thigh and over that engorged clit.

		“Hey, only Fran. Kelly has to wait. That’s what we agreed.” Patti grunted.

		All three girls looked at each other, nodded in agreement and Kelly moved away and awaited her turn. Using the pause to her advantage, Fran snuck behind and stepped over Patti's shoulders, wrapping her, stocky thighs around both sides of her tormentor’s neck.

		"Hhhhhnnnnnnnnnnnn!!!" Patti gasped as Fran tensed her muscles.

		"Well, well, well..." Fran taunted. "Can you see the finish line? Because I can...I just need put you to sleep so you will piss yourself when I knock you out."

		The back of Fran's hamstrings clamped viciously against Patti's neck. Fran stared down at the back of Patti's head, tightening her choke with each passing second. Patti, stuck on all fours, could only drool while staring at the tops of Fran's indestructible feet. Fran continued applying pressure to Patti's carotid arteries, preventing any fresh blood from making its way to her brain. Patti soon became extremely dizzy.

		"...Nnnnnnnnnno..." she mewled..

		"Don't worry, sweetie. It's just a little nap. I promise to take real good care of you once you're snoring."

		Fran squeezed even tighter as Patti's face turned bright red. The edges of Patti's vision began to fade. In just a few seconds, she'd be completely unconscious. She needed to think of something before it was too late...Surprisingly all thoughts of the time or the clock seemed to be forgotten.

		The only part of Fran's body that Patti could reach were her feet, but every attack she previously tried had absolutely no effect. Patti's vision continued to dim. With nothing left to lose, she attempted something new. Instead of twisting and bending Fran's toes, Patti employed the same attack that she’d used before. She stretched her long arms forward and gently started caressing the tops of Fran's feet.

		"AAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!" Fran roared, even louder than Patti.

		Fran's choke loosened but only barely -- Patti still wasn't receiving any oxygenated blood. With her vision nearly black, Patti directed every bit of energy toward tickling the feet beneath her. She caressed the instep of Fran's soles and aggressively poked her fingers in between Fran's toes.

		"HAHAHAHAHAHA AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA AHAHAHHHHAHAHAHAHA!!!!" Fran hyperventilated.

		"That's...the...spot..." Patti thought, just as she started to faint. "...just...a little...more..."

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		The harder Patti tickled, the more the choke loosened. A tiny bit of blood made its way through Patti's arteries. She kept tickling. More blood flowed. Fran kept laughing. A little more. Slowly but surely, Patti's vision turned clear. She continued ticking. Fran continued to roar.

		"Stuhhhhhhh....Stuhhhhh....AHAHAHAHA AHHHH...STOP IT...HAHAHAHAH!!!"

		Patti could feel her strength returning.

		Fran could no longer control herself. The choke around Patti's neck had completely loosened. Patti continued tickling as she escaped from Fran's sleeper.

		"HUHHHHH...HUHHHHHH...HAHAHAHA!!!!!" she huffed.

		Amidst the laughter, Patti inched closer to a more favorable position. With one hand, she continued tickling Fran's feet. With the other, she grabbed Fran's wrist and pulled her to the tile floor. Fran was now lying next to Patti, completely helpless as her soles were being ravaged.

		"HAHAHAAHAHHAHA...PLEASSSSEEEE!!!! STOP!!!! HAHAHAHAHA!!! YOU WIN!!!!!!"

		Patti ignored the pleas and started creeping her legs around Fran's neck. Fran was well aware of Patti's actions but couldn't do anything to stop her while being tickled. Once Patti had placed her thighs exactly where she wanted, she abandoned the tickle and committed to the sleeper.

		"Hnnnnnnnnggggg!!!!" Fran gasped, immediately trying to separate the crushing force of Patti's long, lanky thighs.

		"Nuh-uh-uh..." Patti teased, crossing her ankles to apply even more pressure. "Now it's my turn."

		Patti's head scissors was not as powerful as Fran's, but her technique was flawless. Her lanky limbs provided the perfect amount of leverage to cut off every bit of blood to Fran's brain.

		"Nnnnnnngggggggggg!!!!!!!" Fran squirmed. Patti remained perfectly calm. She knew the choke required several seconds to be fully effective, and she didn't want to make the mistake burning out her legs. Instead, she slowly applied constant, forceful pressure.

		"How ya doing there, sweetie?" Patti smiled.

		"HHNNNNGGGNGNGGGNN!!!" Fran gurgled.

		"I didn't quite get that. But it sounds like you're getting sleepy? she grinned.

		"Nnnnnnnggggg...hlllnngngggggnnn!!!" Fran haplessly replied.

		"Okay, well I'm just going to help you take a little nap. How does that sound?" she teased..

		"ARRRRHHHHNNNNGGGGGGG!!!" Fran growled, trying her best to break free.

		"Oh, you don't have to thank me. I'm just doing my job," Patti laughed, holding the choke taut and firm.

		Fran was fading fast. The effects of Patti's vice-like grip had slowly compounded. Fran looked for an escape. All she could see were Patti's long, lanky legs, and that's when she remembered how ticklish Patti's feet were.

		Fran quickly reached out to grab Patti's feet but immediately realized that her arms were far too short and Patti's legs were much too long. She continued stretching with all her might, but the furthest she could reach was just above Patti's ankles. Fran's head began to spin as her face turned red. She recklessly started tickling Patti's ankles and calves, hoping to loosen the choke just a little.

		"Oh, I'm sorry my dear. Only my feet are ticklish. But I do appreciate the effort," Patti smiled, applying slightly more pressure to the neck between her legs.

		"Hnnnnngggggggg!!! Hnnnggggggg!!!!" Fran struggled as her vision narrowed.

		"Shhhhhhhhhhh, shhhhhhhh, shhhhh..." Patti comforted. "Not much longer now."

		"Hnnnnnnnggg!!! Hnnnnggggg!!!" Fran thrashed, tapping her open palm against Patti's thigh.

		"Aw, Fran! No such thing as a tap out," she smirked. "You know that."

		Patti continued tightening the choke as Fran's hand flopped to the floor.

		"There, there now..." Patti whispered.

		"Hnnggg...hngg...hnnn..." Fran sleepily whimpered.

		"There, there..."

		Fran tried one last time to wedge Patti's thighs away from her neck, but she could no longer feel her arms. She had to think of something. She had to think of...

		Fran's body fell limp within the confines of Patti's unwavering thighs. She held the choke several seconds longer to ensure her tormentor wasn't faking. Soon, Fran began to snore. Patti took one last look at her perfectly placed choke, admiring her own legs and feet.

		"Guess you’re eliminated for a second time," she joked.

		Patti slowly uncrossed her ankles, releasing the choke. Fran's unconscious with her neck resting peacefully across the inside of Patti's right thigh. Patti gently lifted Fran's head from her lap and placed it softly upon the tile floor. She then got to her feet as Fran continued to snore.

		Kelly didn’t let Patti bask in her victory very long.

		***

		Kelly jumped forward, grabbing hold of Patti's legs. Unable to successfully sprawl, Patti fell backward onto her butt. The two scrambled back and forth in search of a dominant position. After several minutes of chaotic action, Patti and Kelly found themselves at a stalemate -- they both were lying on the mat, face-to-face with the other person's feet. Patti wrapped her arms around both of Kelly's muscular legs -- a purely defensive move that prevented her opponent from gaining any sort of advantage. Unable to advance, Kelly copied her opponent's strategy and bear hugged Patti's calves together.

		"You're not going anywhere, sweetie!" Kelly barked.

		"Well, I don't think you're going anywhere either!" Patti roared.

		They both tried breaking free but made zero progress. Kelly scanned the recesses of her mind for a maneuver that might help. She quickly realized the answer was staring her right in the face. Fran's delicate feet were there for the taking.

		Kelly repositioned her grip by securing Patti's ankles between her bicep and armpit. This freed her hands so she could attack Patti's soles and toes. Kelly knew she'd be able to finish the match if she could mount Patti, but in order to do that, she needed to break Patti's hold.

		While Patti didn't know much about Kelly, she was well aware that her feet were incredibly ticklish -- a fact made clear by a drunken conversation the two shared earlier that night. Keeping this in mind, she began grazing her nails up and down the soft, instep of Patti's high-curving arches.

		"Ahahaha!!!" Patti laughed. "Stuh!!!! Stop it!!!!" she giggled, still squeezing Kelly's legs.

		"Awwww, what's the matter? You're not ticklish, are you???" Kelly mocked as she scraped her fingertips against the creamy texture of Patti's soles.

		Patti couldn't stop laughing but somehow refused to let go.

		"Hahahahahaha!!!" she cackled.

		Kelly intensified her tickles to scratches.

		"AHHH HAHAHAA HAHAHAA!!!!!!" Patti roared. She could feel her grip slowly loosen as she fought for air. She knew she couldn't stay in the same position too much longer. Just before her grip broke, Patti repositioned her arms so that Kelly's ankles were secured between the crux of her elbows.

		"Where do you think you're going?" Kelly teased as she continued to claw Patti's sensitive feet.

		With her hands now free, Patti returned the favor. She grabbed hold of Kelly's big toe and bent it backward as hard as she could.

		"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!!!" Kelly screamed.

		"Oh, you didn't like that?" Patti smiled.

		A game of chicken had begun.

		"Do your worst!" Kelly yelled, aggressively scratching her nails across Patti's supple soles.

		"AHHHHHH!!!! AAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHAHAHAAAA!!!!" Patti roared, barely able to control herself.

		"That's it," Kelly barbed. "Just a few more tickles until I'm free of this mess..."

		Patti continued twisting and torquing and bending Kelly's toes, but her opponent's focus was that of a laser -- the harder Patti attacked, the more intensely Kelly tickled. Patti could feel her grip begin to loosen and there wasn't a single thing in the world she could do to stop it.

		"Almost there..." Kelly smiled, slowly prying her legs away from Patti's arms. "Almost there..."

		Patti could no longer resist.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		For a moment, Kelly hesitated before pushing past embarrassment and diving, grabbing Patti and licking and sucking on the unprotected clitoris. Patti let out a howl as a hard bolt of pee caught Kelly in the cheek. Her hand caught the back of Kelly’s head as she gave in, the hot rush of pee soaking her face. Kelly wrenched her eyes and mouth shut. Patti smirked as she aimed straight into that eager open mouth to finish spraying Kelly down.

		She pressed herself against the wall for support as she slid down, sitting in the puddle as her stream slowed to a dribble.

		"Guess you win, Kelly," Patti said breathlessly.

		Kelly beamed with pride, as she turned to reach for the strudel when the surge in her bladder took her off guard, having been so excited for her victory.

		"Toilet," she croaked out, taking a few shaky steps towards the toilet.

		The other two jumped up to help carry the shaking girl. Kelly stood wide, staggering steps, rounding the bathtub, the toilet in sight. A dribble broke free, trickling out onto the floor. She broke free of the other two, trying to break into a run. Her hand reached the commode, fingers wrapped around the seat.

		"No," she whined as she staggered, dropping down to her hands and knees as she began to pee.

		The other two moved up behind her, the girl face down in the tile as she pissed like a puppy. The stream poured out of her between those pale thighs, her cute hole on display, flexing from the relief.

		She gave a low gurgle, so relieved, so happy to finally release the pressure. The other girls sat on either side of her, pulling the pissing girl into a hug. Kelly nestled up between both of them, splashing and soaking them both as she continued to spray them.

		She panted for breath as it slowly ebbed off. They laughed and hugged one another before Fran stood, pulling them both to their feet.

		"Come on, girls. Time for a shower," she said, heading towards the glass enclosed shower.

		"I could definitely stand to wash up," Patti laughed, arm around the still shaking Kelly.

		Fran glanced over her shoulder with a grin, "Oh. You can wash. After the shower I'm about to give you both!"

		***

		Both Fran and Patti got into the shower immediately. Kelly somehow disappeared for a moment. When she returned Fran saw she sported a plastic dildo that was strapped to her body and pointed straight at her.. Kelly’s shapely breasts came into view. She was a hot woman. A change came over her since winning their contest.

		Fran hadn’t notice before, but Kelly was very strong... like she lifted weights. She had a lot of muscles, that the other girls had overlooked, but she was all woman and her body was perfectly smooth and Fran wanted to touch it; to run her fingers all over it.

		“Is it my turn?” Kelly asked.

		Patti stood and hugged Fran tight, pressing their wet, naked bodies together.

		“I don't know if I want to share her,' Patti told Kelly, mockingly. She looked at Fran with fake puppy dog eyes and said, “Kelly just wants to stick that big dildo in both of us. You don't want that do you?"

		Fran very much did want that and she grabbed Kelly's hand and pulled her into the shower. It was quite crowded with all three of them. Their wet, naked bodies slipped and glided over one another as they made out in a sloppy three-way kissing game under the hot water.

		“I need to pee, believe it or not,” said Patti, almost giddy.

		“I suppose you want me to catch it for you?” asked Kelly. This was apparently a regular game they played together.

		"No,” replied Patti. She looked at Fran. “I've been dying to pee on her tits all night.” With that, she shoved Fran to her knees.

		Fran had to shut her eyes against the cascading shower water. Patti threw one leg over Fran such that she was straddling her shoulder. Without any warning, she began to pee. It ran down both Fran’s front and her back; over her tits that were as hard as rocks and down over her ass and into the crack of her butt.

		Fran turned to face her and peeked out through squinted eyes. Patti’s smooth, bare pussy was right before her. Fran wanted to lick it, but Fran was afraid of what it would taste like.

		Just then, Kelly straddled her other shoulder and holding the strap on dildo up out of the way, she, too, began to pee all over Fran’s body. It was too much to resist anymore. Fran reached out with her tongue and tasted Patti's flow. It was harsh and acrid and Fran nearly gagged, but the act of it was so nasty-hot that she persisted. She knew it was turning her on and so Fran went back and forth between them, letting each of them pee into her mouth a little.

		When they were done, they got off of Fran and lifted her up. They took turns soaping her down and then soaping each other down, all while they pressed and slid their bodies against each other.

		Cleaned up, Kelly shut off of the water, while Patti stepped out and grabbed a handful of towels. She ran, dripping wet into the bedroom and spread the towels out over the bed. Kelly guided Fran into the room and then threw her face first onto the towels. Fran’s legs dangled over the bed and she could feel Kelly's strong hands spread her legs apart. The head of the plastic dildo found her open pussy and began to slide inside of her. Slow, deep strokes. Kelly grabbed Fran’s hair up in a bunch and pulled her head back while she thrusted into her.

		Patti was not to be left out. She climbed up on the bed and spread her legs out in front of Fran. Without warning, Kelly, still gripping her head, shoved Fran’s face forward into Patti's crotch. Patti ground her pussy into her and Fran ate her with wild abandon. Fran wrapped my arms around her hips and held on for dear life. Fran’s orgasm came hard and fast. Fran buried her face into Patti's pussy and moaned loudly, hoping to share her orgasm with her through the vibrations.

		"Fran felt the sudden emptiness when Kelly withdrew the toy from her. Patti jumped up and crawled across the bed to her, taking the toy, still wet with Fran’s juices, into her mouth, slurping exaggeratedly and winking at Fran. She then rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide, inviting Kelly to fuck her. She motioned for Fran to climb up onto her, so Fran did, lowering her cunt onto her mouth, facing Kelly. Fran felt Patti’s tongue snake into her still dripping lips before Patti’s lips closed over her clit and sucked hard.

		Fran gasped, and told Kelly, 'Fuck her. Fuck her hard!'

		Fran kept talking, encouraging Kelly, and egging her on with the dirty things Fran was saying. "Fuck her! Pound her cunt! Make her cum all over that thing!"

		The toy was curved upward at the tip and it must have found Patti's magic button, because she came very quickly, losing control of herself and spraying Kelly with a jet of clear fluid.

		Kelly reveled in the orgasmic spray, shuddering, and saying, "I love it."

		Fran climbed off of Patti and let her rest while she pulled Kelly into an embrace. Fran reached around and unbuckled the straps holding her toy in place. Fran let it fall to the floor and then pulled her onto the bed.

		Fran placed kisses on her neck, down to her shoulder, then down along her collar bone and finally to her breasts. Fran took them each softly, kissing and suckling at them. Her hand parted Kelly’s thighs and found her wet cunt.

		Unlike Fran, she had a nice crop of pubic hair, and hers was sopping wet. Fran continued to work on her breasts while Fran curled two fingers into her, searching out the spongy spot on the front of her inner wall. When Fran found it, Kelly shivered. Fran began to stroke it internally, rubbing it harder and harder. Her thumb pressed into her clit and ground it in quick circles. She came for Fran like that. There was no jet of fluid like with Patti, but she did get very wet.

		"After it was over, they collapsed onto the bed. Their wet hair had begun to dry by then, so they curled up under the blanket and fell into a deep sleep, like a pile of lazy hounds. Fran remembered feeling at peace like that, with these two girls, each beautiful in her own way, snuggled up on either side of her. Naked limbs entangled with naked limbs.

		END

		

		

		

		About the Candice Christian

		

	
		Candice was born in Paris KY on 9 January 1988. Her parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that Candice and her sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. Candice was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

		

		

		Other books by Candice Christian

		

	
		Please visit your favorite e-book retailer to discover other books by Candice Christian

		A Covert Affair

		A Viper's Tongue

		An Unheeded Warning

		Assuming Control

		By the Short Hair-Girl's Femdom Wrestling

		Curved Hips and Ruby Lips

		Finding Her Virtue

		Hot Spots & Damp Spots, Soft & Hard Spots

		Into Thin Air

		Lesbian Polygamy

		Loose Lips Sink Ships

		Marriage Counseling- A Husband’s Dream

		Priory of Pain

		Revenge-The Last Laugh

		Separate Ways: The Conclusion to Tale of the Mistress and the Step-Mother

		Sexy Thongs & Fatal Cravings

		She Called No One

		The Last Time

		The Lesbian Lair & Other Dirty Little Secrets

		The Shadow of the Pyramids

		Vows so Tender, Never Said

		With Lust in Their Eyes

		

		

		

		Connect with Candice Christian

		

	
		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book.

		Here are my social media coordinates:

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blog:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website.

		

	OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





