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      I don’t know what possessed me to say ‘yes, I’ll stay at this Whiskey Club party at my supervisor’s house with a bunch of powerful women who could crush me with their pinky finger,’ but I did.

      Maybe it was curiosity. Maybe it was fear that their offer was more of a demand. The thin blue line between orders and questions was blurred when rank was involved, and there was no one in the department who was lower in rank than I.

      I was a rookie! I didn’t fit in. Not even a little. And trying to after Nikki had just ridden my face as if I were a horse made me even more awkward.

      Everywhere I turned in this house, there were women in sharp heels, tailored blazers, silk blouses that hinted at lace underneath. Confident, magnetic, drop-dead gorgeous. Most looked ten to fifteen years older than me, their age only adding to the devastating allure.

      I clutched a tumbler of whiskey like it was my last line of defense, trying not to gape openly as I drifted from room to room. My blouse suddenly felt too tight, my jeans too casual. I’d pinned my blonde hair up in a neat bun, my only attempt at professionalism, and now I wished I’d let it down. I felt like a lamb in a room full of wolves in red lipstick.

      And they were all talking about candles.

      What the hell? Candles?

      No matter where I went—through the archway into the kitchen, past the open French doors leading to the patio, or near the crackling fireplace where a woman with stormy eyes and a throat tattoo was talking about wick diameters—the subject was candles.

      “This scent—almond, cedarwood, and a drop of bergamot—it’s our best seller.”

      “We’re calling this line Afterglow.”

      “I swear this new vanilla bourbon one gets people laid.”

      When Nikki passed me with a wink and a refill, I gave her a nervous smile

      She leaned in. “We started a business during the pandemic. It caught fire. Pun intended. If you’re wondering about all the candle talk.”

      Someone called her name from the hallway, and she disappeared again, swallowed by the haze of beautiful women, soft music, and golden light.

      “There you are!” Cassandra Smith, who had lost her grip on me an hour ago, found me again. Her arm wrapped around mine as she guided me from one group. “I’ve been looking for my dear friend Beth.”

      She stood with one hand on her hip and a glass of whiskey in the other, the edge of her pale shoulders showing in her sleeveless dress top.

      The lieutenant mayor of Indianapolis. A legend. A queen. And she was bringing me into the corner of the room as if we were best friends.

      Her hair was dark, lush, and wild—soft waves cascading past her shoulders like she’d taken it out of a professional bun to show off for the night. Her lips were painted the color of ripe cherries, her cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass. And her eyes…

      Those eyes found me. They saw through me.

      My breath caught. She tilted her head slightly, studying me like a puzzle she was already halfway through solving. A smile tugged at the corner of her lips—smug, amused, dangerous.

      “Oh, heyyy,” I giggled nervously as every eye seemed to dart to me and away as I passed by.

      “You look like you need a break,” she said. Her voice was low and velvety, soaked in bourbon and something darker. She brought me to the hallway to the end and into a guest bedroom.

      I straightened too quickly. “Just… yeah. Taking it all in.”

      Cassandra turned to face me fully, her shoulder grazing mine, her perfume curling around me like silk and sin. She took a slow sip of her drink, her tongue briefly touching the rim of the glass.

      “I know your type,” she said softly.

      I blinked. “You do?”

      “You’re the girl who thinks she doesn’t belong in a room like this.” She leaned in, her voice brushing the shell of my ear. “But all the women here? They noticed your every move.”

      My skin prickled. “They… do?”

      She laughed sadistically, and I could hear the alcohol in her voice. “My sweet, sweet thing. You’re the fawn in a room filled with lionesses.” Her fingers trailed lightly down my bare forearm, the touch impossibly soft. “You’ve got that perfect little neck. That shy smile. You don’t even realize how tempting you are, do you?”

      I exhaled, slow and shaky. “I’m… I’m just a rookie, um. I-I don’t want to… I’m just trying to make a good impression.”

      “Mmm,” Cassandra hummed, stepping even closer. “That’s exactly what makes you so much fun.”

      I felt her eyes travel over me. Not in a crass way. She was savoring me, like a wine she hadn’t yet tasted but already knew she’d love. Glancing at the king-sized bed in the room, and realizing that I was alone in a room with Cassandra, I  stuttered a question—the first one that came to mind, in hopes of changing the subject.

      “Um, you—you said you had a favor to ask?”

      Cassandra’s eyes narrowed, and her smile grew sharper before she decided to entertain my line of questioning.

      “I have a candle factory,” she murmured, swirling the amber liquid in her glass before sipping it again. “Well, we do. Nikki, me, a few others. It’s expanding. We need someone… trustworthy. Eyes on the ground. Someone with a badge and good instincts.”

      “You’re offering me a job?”

      “I’m offering you a chance to make some very good friends in some very high places.” She leaned in closer, and her hand grazed my hip like she was already claiming it. “Would you like that, Beth?”

      I couldn’t think. Her lips were inches from mine now, her gaze dark with hunger, and all I could do was nod like an idiot.

      She smiled, pleased. “Good girl.”

      That phrase, those words, hit me like a strike of lightning low in my belly.

      Her thumb brushed my jawline, trailing down my throat. I swayed toward her without meaning to. My pulse thundered in my ears. My thoughts were gone, scattered. All that was left was her scent, her voice, her presence pressing against mine.

      “I bet you’ve never been kissed by a woman, have you?” she whispered.

      My mind leaped to Nikki just hours ago, having her way with my body, but I didn’t feel like sharing that right now. I shook my head, breath catching.

      “Mmm. You should fix that someday.” Her lips curved wickedly. “It’s life-changing.”

      I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. The air was thick with the promise of something deliciously dangerous. When our lips finally met after the tantalizing moment between us, it felt as though I had been struck by a powerful wave and my feet had been swept from underneath me.

      The older woman’s tongue tasted like whiskey, her lips were soft like pillows, but what I noticed most of all was her large breasts mashing against mine. A soft whimper escaped my mouth and was hungrily swallowed by hers. She cupped my cheek with one hand and slipped the other around my narrow waist. I felt surrounded as she pressed into me. Unable to escape if I wanted to.

      I yelped in surprise when her hands shoved my breasts, and I fell backward on the bed. Unbuttoning my jeans, Cassandra yanked them off my legs, revealing my pale legs and bare, trimmed pussy.

      “C-Cassandra, do you really think this is such a good idea?” I whimpered hesitantly, looking for guidance because I didn’t know at that moment.

      “Of course it is, dear,” Cassandra purred as her warm hands rubbed up my calves to my thighs and slowly pushed my legs open. “God, I love breaking in the new girls…”
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      The air in the bedroom stood still, every hair on my body stood at the ready, and my breast was caught in my throat as I stared down at the older woman crawling between my legs. Her flowing brunette hair brushed my inner thighs, tickling as she lowered her mouth toward my sex. Cassandra’s eyes were locked on mine. A sharp smirk in the corner of her lips, she lowered her lips to mine.

      A guttural groan escaped my lips when I watched her tongue pierce my pussy lips. It was a combination of a gasp, a moan, and a half-utterance for her to wait. “Nnng—Ughmmm!” I cried, the back of my hand pressed against my lips.

      “Mmmmm mmmmmmmmm!” was the only response Cassandra gave. I could feel her long warm and wet tongue fishing around inside me. Her cherry red lips kissed my sensitive pussy lips as her tongue explored the inside of my pussy, lapping at the walls. All the while her eyes bore into me. The concentrated gaze of someone trying to see the inside of a person.

      There was no hiding from what was happening. There was no façade I could put up to shield my reactions. Everything this mature, sexy woman saw on my face and in my body movements was raw and real. The stranger—this older woman—now knew me better than I knew myself. I was naked before her. I was at her mercy.

      Oh, God… I can’t control myself… I can’t stop this… it feels… it feels too good!

      “Fuck!” I cried out in a sudden burst of pleasure as Cassandra’s tongue swirled circles on my clitoris, and my hips bucked into and out of her face. “Oh, my… God!” I screamed and instantly remembered where I was and clamped both hands over my mouth.

      “Mmmm mmmm mmm,” Cassandra hummed, an approving laugh as she stared at my face over my bountiful bouncing breasts. Her hands slipped around the outside of my thighs and slid up to my breasts. Groping and squeezing them, her tongue didn’t relent as she flicked it back and forth on my now throbbing clit.

      My eyes went wide, and my hands squeezed over my mouth tightly as the high-pitched cries leaked out of me. I was being too loud. I could hear movement outside the bedroom door. There were too many important people here. I could lose my job.

      All these thoughts and dozens more flashed through my mind in the handful of seconds I was able to suppress my building orgasm, but that only made it more powerful.

      “Oh, God!!!” I screamed as my body went taut and my thighs clamped around Cassandra’s face. And still her lips didn’t relent. Her mouth rode my pussy like a bucking bull.

      My eyes rolled backward, and I couldn’t breathe for several seconds before, all at once, my body relaxed, and air filled my lungs. It felt like I had been born again. I looked around with fresh eyes and saw and felt that Cassandra was still making long laps on my pussy.

      “No, no, no, no…” I whispered, pulling Cassandra’s mouth from my slit. I felt the pleasure building and knew if she kept it up, I would cum again, which I was already being too loud. “I can’t, I can’t… I’m being too loud as it is.”

      Cassandra giggled as she crawled up me like a predator mounting her prey. Her lips paused at my breasts, wrapping around each nipple and suckling before squeezing them both and mashing them together.

      When a sharp double knock on the door came, my heart stopped and fear flooded my veins.

      “Beth? Is that you? Are you alright in there?” a woman asked, but I didn’t know the voice well enough to place it.

      My mouth opened to speak, but Cassandra covered it with a hand. I sat up to go and get dressed, but Cassandra slipped her legs over my hips so that she mounted me, pinning me to the bed.

      “Relax, dear. Let me do the talking,” Cassandra said confidently.

      For a brief moment, a calmness came over me as I thought she would handle this. She would take care of me.

      “It’s me, Abby,” Cassandra called back through the door. Her red lips curved up sharply on one side. “Why do you come in here?”

      My eyes shot wide, filled with betrayal as I tried once again to get up, but it was useless with Cassandra mounted on top of me; besides, it was too late. Abby opened the door and left it open as she entered.

      “My my my,” Abby said with a smile in her voice, “looks like the show’s just beginning.”

      Abby was a familiar face, but I couldn’t place her in my memory. She had shoulder-length carmine red hair—the kind of red that came out of a box—and her figure was curvy with large breasts overflowing from her black cocktail dress. She stepped to the side of the bed with her glass of whiskey in hand and took a sip as she looked over the scene as if Cassandra and I were a painting come to life.

      “Hey… Hey…” Cassandra whispered, turning my face toward hers, “Look at me. Look at me. Don’t think about them. Focus on me, pretty girl…”

      Them?

      Cassandra’s lips descended on mine. Her relaxed kisses pressed into my tense lips. As I realized the door was still open and more women were filtering into the bedroom, continuing their conversations as if the snack bar at the party had just opened.
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      After several minutes of making out with Cassandra, the shock factor of being naked in a room filled with strange women while I made out with another woman slowly wore off. That didn’t mean I was comfortable, far from it, but my mind was clear enough to think. Between kisses, I glanced at the women’s faces. I didn’t recognize any of them. They were all mature, good-looking women with dark eyes. They whispered to each other while sipping their drinks and watching.

      “Can I have a taste?” the redhead asked. She set down her drink on the nightstand as Cassandra broke from the kiss and rose up. “Hi there, I’m Abby,” the redhead introduced herself. She leaned down above my face with a bright smile. Her breasts were so big and heavy in her black dress that they hung low and stretched the fabric and swayed with her every movement.

      “I—” I started to say, but Abby didn’t wait for the words to leave my mouth. Abby cupped my cheek as her lips attacked mine. Her tongue slid inside my mouth as her hand slid down to my throat, briefly, and then to my left breast. She moaned and bit my lower lip. When she pinched my nipple, I whimpered a moan, and my hand instinctively reached to grasp her hand and then moved to cup the back of her head.

      Abby’s kiss was like a gunshot at the start of a race. Soon, I felt hands descend upon me from all directions. One of the blondes to my right reached down to grope my breast nearest her, while an older brunette with large, fake tits slid her hand up my thigh. Abby’s fingers extended as her hand slipped under my jaw, and suddenly I was at the mercy of the entire party.

      “MMmmmmm!” I whined into Abby as fingernails plucked my nipples. Other hands molested my pussy, and I was quickly spiraling out of control. Somewhere buried deep in my psyche was a fantasy of being taken by a crowd that had been awakened. I couldn’t recall if the fantasy included women or not, but it did now. The way Abby’s tongue slithered against mine. The way they older women knew just how to touch my clit… “Mmmmmmahhhhhh!” I moaned and arched my back.

      “Oh, yeah!” Someone encouraged.

      “That’s the spot!” Another woman laughed.

      There was a giggle in the crowd of ladies around me, and more hands were on me. From what little I could see from the corner of my eyes, the bedroom was crowded with women now, so much so that a line was forming in the hall. Each woman had a drink in one hand and their other hand rubbing, touching, pinching, or restraining me.

      “Oh, shhhit...” I whimpered and hand massaged and pulled open my thighs while one woman spat on my clit and another rubbed my clit. “Oh my…” My voice quivered just as my legs did. “Godd…”

      “Mmmmm… I think she’s close, ladies,” Abby announced to several approving murmurs. Abby buried her thick lips into my neck, kissing and sucking as the speed and intensity of the rubbing on my clit increased.

      “Fffffuck—cum—cumming! I’m cumming!” The words escaped my lips. More giggles replied to me, but also more moans filled with desire. Every eye in the entire house was locked on me. My naked body was the center of attention. “Ahhhhhhh fuck!”

      My ass left the bed as I arched my back and came. The splash of juices that escaped me soaked the bed, hands, and my thighs as I was rubbed continually. Abby’s fingers gripped my neck hard enough to let me know I wasn’t in control but not hard enough to choke. Her teeth bit down on my ear, causing a shock of pain, but the flood of pleasure was so much so that I barely noticed.

      “That’s it…”

      “Good girl…”

      “What a lovely new slut.”

      “I bet she tastes like honey,” the mature women’s voices commented. As I slowly came down from my orgasm, I could understand their words and noticed more than a few of them were undressing.

      “She tastes wonderful,” Abby said, panting in my ear. She licked the side of my face and smiled down on me as she crawled up me like I was a jungle gym. “But I want to know how she feels inside me.

      Taken aback by the moment, I barely had time to take a breath before Abby’s knees planted on both sides of my head and her pussy lowered onto my mouth. She must have taken off her pants while I came because when my hands instinctively grabbed her ass, it was bare. Her juices dripped onto my lips while she hovered over me. Abby was very aroused, as I could see from the mess of juices stringing from her lips. As if there was another click inside me, I found myself aroused by how turned on she was.

      These women were turned on this much just from the sight of me, I realized.

      I acted on instinct, not thought. Extending my tongue, I made a long lap and felt the thick creamy juices cover my tongue. She tasted vibrant, and I wanted more.

      “Ohhhhh yes,” Abby sighed. “Good girl.”

      My tongue followed the directions of her voice as I lapped the inside of her pussy clean and then moved on to her clitoris.

      “Ahhhh! Yes!” Abby moaned, and naked women came to both sides of her. One slipped a hand behind her neck and pulled her in for a passionate kiss while the other pulled her top down, exposing her massive breasts.

      Even more hands found their way to my body. At first, I was so wrapped up by eating Abby’s pussy that I barely noticed hands rubbing me literally everywhere. Every inch of my belly, thigh, calf, and foot was being cupped and grabbed by hands. I didn’t even notice that my legs had been pulled open to nearly the splits until I felt the first tongue lap and the slippery mess of my inner thighs. Soon, there were multiple mouths on me. Two, three, four—I couldn’t see and couldn’t keep track. Maybe there were a dozen different mouths kissing my thighs, my breasts, my nipples, and more fighting over my sopping wet pussy.

      My abdomen tightened as multiple tongues lapped and circled my clitoris, and the hum of yet another orgasm brewed inside me. I tried to fight it off because honestly, I didn’t know if my mind or body could take another orgasm as powerful as the last, but it was a losing battle. Wet lips and sharp teeth suckled at my nipples as experienced tongues played my clit perfectly.

      “Fuck yes, girl! Just like that! Eat my fucking pussy,” Abby moaned as now both women on either side of her suckled on her nipples. I was forced to hum my own moan as removing my tongue from her clit was no longer an option. Her pussy was firmly squished down on my mouth as Abby demanded more. “Oh, fuck! Lick it! Lick it faster!”

      I did as I was told. Hands peeled my hands away from Abby’s ass, and my fingers were quickly plunged into tight, warm, and wet pussies on both sides of the bed. I could not see the women I now fingered, but I could hear their moans. Abby’s thick thighs became walls that sealed off my world and trapped my head in place as she ground her leaking pussy into my lips and tongue.

      “Ughhhh, fucking shit! Don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop!” Abby moaned, and her whines became louder and uncontrollable. Her fingernails clawed through my hair and grabbed two handfuls, locking my lips to her cunt. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!!!”

      Suddenly, Abby’s thighs squeezed on the sides of my face, and the only trickle of air I could breathe came from my scrunched nostrils as she rode my face. Abby’s moans and screams were muffled to me, but even still, they were loud. Multiple women wrapped her up in their arms, and I felt a trickle of juices rain down the back of my throat as I devoured her.

      Her orgasm lasted a long. Seconds went by, and she continued to moan, and her pussy continued to become sopping wet. I felt more moisture drip down my hands and wrists as other women rode my fingers like dildos. When the two tongues that fucked my pussy while a third set of lips on my clitoris brought me to another orgasm, my body seized. This time I couldn’t arch my back, my legs couldn’t close, and my arms couldn’t push the tongues and lips away from my oversensitive clit. Dozens of hands restrained me as the forced orgasm permeated my body and every muscle flexed.

      My eyes rolled backward as the orgasm set my blood on fire and I felt transported to an ethereal realm of busty, mature goddesses. Time passed—I wasn’t sure how much, I wasn’t even sure if I was remained conscious, but when Abby finally opened her legs and scooted down my body, that first gasp of air felt like I had been born again.

      Two skinny girls bent over, planting kisses on my cheeks before kissing down to my neck. Abby looked exhausted and satisfied as she smiled down on me.

      “Now that’s a good girl,” Abby praised before planting a wet kiss on my lips.
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      I woke slowly, my body heavy and aching in a way that wasn’t just from whiskey.

      The guest room was quiet except for the soft hum of morning—birds outside the window, the whisper of a breeze shifting the curtain, the distant creak of the house settling. Golden light slanted through the blinds, casting warm stripes across the bed and floor. The air smelled faintly of cedar, faintly of vanilla, and a little like something I couldn’t place—maybe wax? Or the lingering perfume from one of the women brushing past me last night.

      My thighs were sore. My mouth was dry. My head pulsed in that telltale, post-party way that said I’d lost track of how much I was drinking—and how much I was feeling.

      Because last night wasn’t just about drinks and candle talk.

      It was about her.

      Abby.

      The curve of her smile. The way her voice slid over me like velvet ribbon. The press of her hand on my arm, her thumb grazing my skin like it belonged there. The almost-kiss. The way she’d called me “good girl” with that gleam in her eyes, like she already knew how badly I wanted her without me having to say a word.

      I turned over and groaned softly, face half-buried in the pillow. The memory alone sent a shiver through me. For a brief moment, I had wondered if I had dreamt the whole thing, then I felt the aches in all of my muscles from the multiple orgasms. It felt as though I had run a marathon last night.

      I could still feel her in flashes—her perfume in my hair, the weight of her attention like something tangible. That tension in my body hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had bloomed overnight, low and slow and aching.

      And underneath the heat was a swirl of confusion.

      I’d never thought of women that way. Or, at least, not in a way that ever felt… real. I’d admired them, sure. Beautiful actresses, commanding professors. But I’d never imagined being touched by one. Kissed. Pinned. Teased. Desired.

      Now I couldn’t stop imagining it. And not just Cassandra.

      Nikki.

      Her dress last night. Her confidence. That small wink as she handed me another drink. The way she walked through her home like she owned every inch of it—and every woman in it. I never looked at her that way when she was in uniform, and now?

      How am I going to go back into work with her after last night?

      My breath hitched. That’s when the knock came. Gentle. Barely there.

      “Beth?”

      Nikki’s voice. Low, smooth. Warm like sunlight on bare skin. Before I could answer, the door creaked open and she stepped inside. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized I wasn’t in my own bed but still in Nikki’s bed in the spare bedroom from last night.

      She wore a robe again—dark gray, silky, tied just below her waist in a neat knot that did nothing to hide the way her body moved beneath it. Her long legs were bare, toned, and golden from the sun. A few strands of auburn hair had fallen out of her messy bun, framing her face in this effortless, just-woke-up-and-still-perfect kind of way.

      She held two coffee mugs, one in each hand, steam curling into the morning air.

      “I didn’t know how you liked it,” she said with a smile. “So I went for cream and sugar. Hope that’s okay.”

      “It’s perfect,” I said, voice hoarse, throat dry.

      She crossed the room slowly, handing me the cup. Her fingers brushed mine, warm and lingering just a second too long. Her eyes held mine.

      “I figured you might be feeling a little… disoriented this morning.”

      “That’s one word for it,” I muttered, taking a grateful sip.

      Nikki moved to sit on the edge of the bed, her robe parting just slightly as she crossed her legs. I couldn’t help but notice the flash of bare thigh, the delicate slope of her collarbone, the deep shadow at the base of her neck where her robe clung to the shape of her breasts.

      I tore my eyes away, cheeks heating.

      “I remember my first night like yours,” she said. “Overstimulated. Overwhelmed. Turned on. A little freaked out.”

      “Your first night?” I shook my head. “What was that? Some kind of initiation?”

      She smiled. “Something like that. That’s what the Whiskey Club is for. It’s a circle of trust. A place where powerful women can let their hair down—and indulge in their curiosities. Whatever they may be. You’re not necessarily one of us, but you're gaining their trust.”

      “Trust for what?”

      Nikki sipped her coffee, her eyes steady on mine. “ You’ll see. For now, who we are here doesn’t leave this house. That’s the rule. That’s why it works. Why it’s… safe.”

      I nodded, drinking again just to have something to do with my hands. But it didn’t stop the warmth from curling low in my belly.

      Nikki was watching me differently now. Not like a boss. Not even like a mentor. But like a woman reading a book she’d already highlighted the best parts of. Her gaze slipped down my chest—where the blanket had slid, revealing the neckline of my sleep shirt—then back to my lips.

      “You looked beautiful last night, by the way,” she said softly. “In that cream blouse. Your earrings framed your face so delicately. You have a lovely neck.”

      My pulse jumped. “Thank you.”

      “the ladies all left already, but Cassandra told me you’re taking the overtime gig at the candle factory.”

      I blinked, remembering. “Oh, yeah, yes.”

      “Your shift isn’t until Wednesday, but I’ll tell you more details come Monday, she said, looking me over. “But right now, we need to get you dressed.”

      I blinked and realized I was still naked. “Oh, sorry.”

      “Shh,” she whispered, putting a finger to my lips. The air between us went molten. My breath caught. Her face was inches from mine.

      I noticed everything now. The faint freckles along her chest. The pulse at her throat. The way her robe had slipped lower, revealing the smooth curve of her breast, just barely visible beneath black lace.

      I was staring. I knew I was. I couldn’t stop.

      And Nikki saw it all.

      She leaned in, her hand sliding across the top of my thigh through the blanket. Just a slow graze. Not pushing. Not grabbing. Just touching.

      “You don’t have to be afraid of this,” she whispered. “Of me.”

      I shivered. Her voice was a drug. Her touch was flame.

      “I can show you what you’ve craved last night. What it’s like to be with a woman who knows your body. Every inch of it. Every soft sound it makes when you’re being loved right.”

      She moved closer. I could feel the heat of her body now, her leg brushing mine beneath the blanket. Her hand slid further up my thigh, fingers curling into the edge of the fabric.

      I gasped. Quiet. Sharp.

      Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “You want this, Beth?”

      I nodded before I could stop myself.

      She took my coffee mug, gently, and set it down beside hers.

      Then she leaned in, her breath warm against my lips.

      And kissed me.

      Not softly. But deep. Firm. Claiming.

      Her hand slid under the covers. Her body pressed into mine. And I melted—completely—into the warmth of her, the taste of her, the feel of her strong thigh slipping between mine.

      I forgot everything—my confusion, my fears, my badge.

      All that remained was the dizzy, beautiful realization:

      I wanted her.

      And she knew exactly what to do with that.
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Filthy Lesbian: Touched

        

      

    

    
      Misty leaned her forearms on the railing as she sipped her rum-fruit-twisty straw drink. Her butt swayed from side to side, a sign of her excitement as she watched the red concoction of a drink darken her blue straw, doing front flips as it looked nearer to her mouth before finally splashing on her tongue. Misty giggled like a schoolgirl, even though she was nineteen. It was the little things that excited her, but it wasn’t just the loopy straw that gave her a bubbly elation in her stomach. This was the first time she had ever been on a cruise.

      Sipping her drink continuously while her butt did a small booty dance on its own, she watched the dock slowly slip away and waved at the strangers who waved below. Smiling, she saw others on the main deck of the massive Destiny Cruise ship main deck waved, too. The old couple to her left, the group of pretty girls to her right, the gaggle of children beyond them. Everyone gathered to wave their goodbyes to land and watch the blue ocean take over the view. Misty had never been more excited in her life.

      Bouncy Bahamian music played by a live band around the corner from her and the speakers carried the music everywhere. Misty closed her eyes and without a care in the world twerked her barely covered butt cheeks in the air as she half held the railing. She already had on her Blue two-piece bathing suit with tiny white polka dots, and with the tropical sun warming her arms and chest, she regretted sliding on these short shorts over her bottom. Feeling the ends of her blonde streaked hair brush her shoulders and she danced by herself, lost in the moment, Misty was startled when she felt someone’s crotch sidle up behind her.

      “Hey there crazy girl,” Sarah’s voice purred in Misty’s ear as her cold wet hands braced against Misty’s hips.

      “Ooo, your hands are cold!” Misty squirmed her hips trying to escape her touch, but Sarah persisted wrapping her left hand around Misty’s dainty hips and locking her in place.

      “What you don’t want, what I have to offer?” Sarah said, circling her right hand in front of Misty and revealing another drink to replace the nearly empty one in Misty’s hand.

      “Oooh, I very do, yes.” Misty turned around wearing a grin. Sarah pulled her hips in tightly to her and gave her a long, wet kiss. Misty held the glass behind Sarah’s ponytail as her arms rested up on Sarah’s shoulders. “Did you make a friend to get the drink?” Misty asked, after falling out of the kiss.

      “The bartender likes me, I think,” Sarah smirked. “Didn’t ID me and gave me a double shot on the house. Think I should break the news to him?”

      “Mmmm... maybe on the last day of the cruise,” Misty giggled as she took a sip from her fresh drink. “Hm. A double shot of what?”

      “Rum,” Sarah made a face.

      Misty laughed then spoke in a funny voice, “oh, why must it always be rum...”

      Sarah shook her head, fighting her own laugh, “I tell ya, every time. But shit, it was free.” Misty turned back around and hung over the edge, drinking her drink. Her girlfriend Sarah stayed behind her with her hips lightly brushing Misty’s rear as they watched the panhandle of Florida continue to shrink. When they dropped their stuff in their room, Misty tried to get Sarah to change into her swimsuit, too, but she waved the notion away. Jeans and a baggy t-shirt were always Sarah’s way.

      Sarah’s hands were warming up now as they rubbed up and down on the taut waist of Misty. Between that and her second drink beginning to warm her cheeks, Misty loosened up even more. “We’ve gotta get you out of those pants and into some swimsuits,” Misty teased, twerking her booty back against her girlfriend’s crotch.

      “Mmm,” Sarah purred in Misty’s ear. “See, I was thinking we just need to get all these clothes off you.”

      Sarah’s hot breath on Misty’s neck sent wild shivers trembling down her spine. Then when Sarah took Misty’s lower earlobe into her mouth and tongued her earrings, Misty jetted her ass out hard and let out a groan. Pushing her right-hand down Misty’s center, and when she felt her girlfriend’s fingers dip inside her panties and brush lightly over her clitoris, she gasped, closing her eyes.

      Immediately, she sucked in a breath when she remembered all the people around her and pushed her hips forward to flee from Sarah’s hand. But all she managed to do was trap Sarah’s hand inside her panties between the railing and herself.

      “Sarah- no, stop,” Misty protested in a half whine, half moaning voice.

      “It’s okay... it’s okay...” Sarah whispered in a raspy voice on the side of Misty’s neck. She pecked a kiss below her ear before resting her chin in the crook of Misty’s shoulder. Sarah’s fingers swiping quick circles over her increasingly moist clit. Misty looked out of the side of her eyes at the couples on either side of her, each involved in their own conversations right then. More people walked behind them laughing and still Sarah rubbed faster circles on her clit.
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