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A Woman's Touch


Chapter 1

I was sitting in the food court at the mall waiting for Deb when the couple sat down in the booth across from me. I picked at my caesar salad trying to ignore them but they were making it pretty difficult. The nerve of some people. I’d always thought making out in public was so crass but these two were just going at it without a care in the world. They couldn’t have been more than twenty. I was old enough to be their mother and when I suddenly realized how much I was judging them for doing something so natural–something that I’d been missing in my life for sometime–I was disgusted with myself for how far I’d fallen from my normal happy-go-luck attitude since the divorce.

I considered just leaving, texting Deb to tell her I didn’t feel well and that I’d meet her for lunch some other time. But it wasn’t the truth.

There was something unexpected happening that made me want to stay. Watching the young love birds suck face in the middle of the mall was actually making me wet. It was the most action I’d been a part of in quite some time.

Finally Deb showed up, her high heels clacking on the floor announced her entrance before I spotted her.

“Hey, you.” She kissed my cheek before sitting down.

“Hey.” I took another bite of my salad and made a conscious effort to not look towards the couple, hoping Deb wouldn’t see them. But of course she did.

Leaning in close, she said, “Oh my god, checkout the teenagers making out over there.”

I could feel my face turning red already but I couldn’t help taking another look over at them. The guy’s hand was roving up the leg of the girl and she was definitely enjoying it. What would it be like to have someone do that to me? Dismissing the idea, I changed the subject. “Did you buy anything?”

“Just this pair of shoes. You like them?” She stuck her long leg out into the aisle, pointing her toe to show off the unbelievably tall high-heel. She’d always had such amazing legs, too. Sometimes I could get so jealous of her.

“Very nice. You’ve been buying a lot of shoes lately. I mean a lot even for you.”

She grinned in that way that meant she had a secret that she was just dying to tell me. After twenty years of friendship I was quite familiar with the look. “Oh, stop it,” she said. “You sound just like Jim.”

Jim was her husband. It was amazing to me just how happy they were together. Despite Deb’s constant flirting with other women–it was no secret that Deb swung both ways–they were really the model couple. When my marriage disintegrated five years before I was so pissed that hers was still going strong and that her husband supported her lust to be touched by women while mine had always said it was disgusting. I’d always been so sure that if either of us was going to get a divorce it would be her. But it turned out I married a cheating bastard and she picked a winner.

Deb kept grinning and I knew that if I held out just a little longer she’d crack and tell me whatever secret she was dying to tell me. I took a bite of salad and stole another glance at the couple.

“Okay,” she said, leaning closer and lowering her voice. “You know that shoe store on the other side of the mall?”

I nodded. She’d taken me there several times but not in a while.

“Well, there’s this girl that works there now. Brenda.”

I couldn’t help but smile. There was always some girl she was flirting with. Somehow, she always kept it innocent though, never crossing the line. “Yeah? That’s why you’ve been buying so many shoes?”

“She’s so hot, Miranda. I just can’t help myself. And today…” She leaned even closer.

I leaned in to join her, admittedly intrigued by this new woman.

“…today I flashed her my panties on purpose.”

I snorted and couldn’t help but laugh. “Shut up! You’re so bad Deb. I can’t believe you sometimes.”

“And,” she continued, “she didn’t even flinch. I know for a fact she looked right at my crotch. I even held my legs open for a few seconds to make sure she got a good look. And you wouldn’t believe it, she just looked right at it then smiled at me.”

“She’s probably used to it. It probably happens all the time. Bored housewives going shopping with no panties. I bet she sees more pussy than a gynecologist.”

Deb threw her head back and laughed. Being with her put me in a better mood, made me forget about my own love troubles.

“So,” she said, her face getting serious. I knew what was coming next. “Anything new in your love life? How’s the internet dating going? Have you tried getting with a woman yet? Even if it’s just a one night stand.”

“Stop it!” I couldn’t help but flash a grin before I recomposed myself and poked my plastic fork at the salad. “I don’t want to talk about it.” The truth was there wasn’t anything to talk about. All the guys I’d met online turned out to be creeps so far and I’d pretty much given up on it. And the idea of exploring my desires for a woman had been suppressed for so long I hadn’t even really considered it.

“That bad, huh? You know Jim has a buddy at work that just got divorced. He’s rich. How about I set up a little double date?”

“No. Absolutely not.” I shot her a look. The last time she tried to set me up with a guy he seemed completely normal until we got to the bedroom and he wanted me to tie him up and call him a sissy.

“Okay, fine. I’m just trying to help.” She took a sip from her iced-latté. “I know what you need.” She raised her eyebrows.

I sighed. “What?”

“You need a new pair of shoes.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“I’m serious. Go see Brenda. She’s so fucking hot, Miranda. And I think she has a thing for older women.”

“I’m too old to be flashing my goods to some teenager.”

“She’s not a teenager. I’m pretty sure she’s at least 21.”

“Oh, that’s so much better.”

“Well, suit yourself. I’m telling you it’ll make you feel better.” She looked down at her watch. “Oh, shit. I have to go pick up the kids.” She stood up quickly, and kissed my cheek. “Call me okay?”

I nodded. “Okay, talk to you later.” The sound of her heels hitting the floor echoed behind me. I looked over at the couple and from where I was sitting I could see his hand working its way into the girl’s crotch. Her face was flush and she was definitely enjoying it.

Fuck it, I thought. I hadn’t bought a new pair of shoes in a while anyway.


Chapter 2

As I made my way over to the shoe store I had a little extra pep in my step. It was a bit exciting I had to admit. The thought of flirting with some young girl was really getting me going. I let my hips sway back and forth as I walked and pushed my shoulders back. I swear I caught multiple guys checking out my tits in the short walk over there.

When I got outside the store I pretended to look at a pair of shoes inside the window while I scanned the inside for this mystery girl Deb was talking about. All I saw was a young blonde high-school sales girl. Surely that wasn’t her. Standing up to get a better look, giving up on my little act of pretending to look at shoes, I looked all around the store for her. But she wasn’t there. I was a bit disappointed but really what was I thinking anyway? I was going to come over here and seduce some woman that sales shoes in the mall?

I started to turn and leave, a little embarrassed at myself for getting my hopes up over something so silly, when I ran right into someone, dropping my purse in the process.

“Oh my god,” I said, looking down at the contents of my purse scattered all across the floor. “I’m so sorry.”

“No, it’s my fault.” The woman’s voice came back strong and steady.

That voice. I looked up to see who it was attached to. The blonde twenty-something girl looking back at me started my heart fluttering immediately.

She gave a smile and immediately bent down and started putting the stuff back in my purse.

I bent down with her, our heads right next to each other. She was so close I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume coming off her athletic frame. And then I noticed her name tag.

Brenda.

It was Brenda. The Brenda. The one I was looking for. And Deb was right. She was so fucking sexy.

She handed my purse back and we stood up together. “I’m really sorry about that,” she said. “I can forget to look where I’m going sometime. Are you looking at shoes?”

I was so busy studying her mouth as she spoke–her perfectly formed lips in the middle of her soft cheeks–that I didn’t even register that she was speaking to me.

The quizzical look on her face snapped me out of it and I finally managed to answer her. “Shoes? Um, well, yeah I was just window shopping.”

“Did you see anything you like?”

I nodded my head slowly. Yes, I saw something I liked very much and it was about 5’8” feet tall with blonde hair and perfect tits. She had that build that wasn’t too skinny like a model and you could tell she took care of herself. My panties were starting to moisten just imagining the things she might be able to do to me.

“Well,” she said. “I feel terrible about almost knocking you over. I work here–“ Pointing inside the store. “–How about you look around the store for a pair of shoes and if you see something you like…” She looked around then leaned in towards me and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me, but then she continued,“…I’ll give you my employee discount. I’m not supposed to but really it’s the least I could do.”

God, I couldn’t believe this was happening. She was so hot, I wanted to jump her bones right there. But I managed to keep it together. “Really? I don’t want you to get in trouble for me. It was my fault anyway.”

“Don’t be silly.” She ran her hand through that amazingly full blonde hair and smiled. “It would be my pleasure.” She held out her hand and said, “Come on, I’ll show you around.”

Not only was she hot but she seemed to really know her shoes. Actually, she knew way more about shoes than I did. As she led me around the store, my pussy was starting to tingle being so close to her.

We finally decided on a few pairs for me to try on and she sat me down to measure my foot. After I slipped my shoes off she took my bare foot in her hand. “Wow, you have beautiful feet.”

“Oh, stop it. You probably tell all the women that.”

She laughed. “I may have said it before when it wasn’t entirely true. I do work on commission so a little flattery can go a long way. But in your case, it’s absolutely true.”

I was starting to heat up between my legs and I thought about Deb and how she’d flashed her her panties while she was sitting in this exact same spot. And then I wondered if she’d told her the same thing. She was probably just flirting with me to get a sale but I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to let Deb one-up me either.

I smiled at her and deliberately uncrossed my legs then quickly crossed them again. It wasn’t really long enough for her to get a look but her eyes definitely went between my skirt. My heart was pounding at that point and my panties were most definitely wet as she squeezed and caressed my feet while measuring them.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll go get your size from the back.” She stood up to go, and I caught her looking at my legs again. She started off towards the back and I got an idea.

“Brenda?”

She stopped and turned around.

“Yeah?”

“I’m just going to go powder my nose. I’ll be right back, okay?”

“Sounds good, I’ll be here when you get back.”

I went to the bathroom and checked my makeup, my heart still pounding beneath my breasts. I briefly considered leaving. Just going out to my car and going home and forgetting all about this. But then I imagined what Deb would probably tell me. ‘If you don’t put yourself out there and take chances you aren’t going to find a lover.’ And she would be right too. Especially at my age, I had nothing to lose.

So, I went into the stall and slipped my panties off. They were soaking wet. I quickly stuffed them down in my purse and grinned. Was I actually going to go through with this? If I was going to do it I might as well do it right, I figured.

Walking back to the shoe store I swear more guys were checking me out again. Maybe they could smell the sex on me. A cougar on the prowl. But I had no interest in them at the moment. When I got back to the store and found Brenda sitting dutifully on the bench waiting for me I couldn’t help but smile.

“Did you miss me?” I said.

She stood up holding a shoe box. “I was worried you took off.”

I sat back down on the bench. “I wouldn’t dream of it, honey.” I was starting to get into this role of the sexy cougar toying with the young cub. And to be honest, I couldn’t wait to show her my shaved pussy. I made sure to hike my skirt up so that she’d have a perfect view.

She knelt down in front of me and took my shoes off again. “I think you’re going to love these.”

“I think you’re right.” Her hands felt so soft against my bare feet.

After she got the first shoe on–a red high heel–she said, “Okay, give me the other foot.”

It was now or never. I didn’t come all this way to chicken out. Slowly, I uncrossed my legs, having visions of Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct. She was looking down at the shoe box while I did it and if I wanted I had the chance to cross my legs back before she looked up again.

My heart was about to beat its way out of my chest and I was scared to death she wasn’t going to like me. But the heat building between my legs and those perfect breast of hers drove me to leave them open. In fact, I spread my legs even wider and pulled my skirt up, looking over my shoulder to make sure nobody was coming.

When her eyes came back up, the look on her face was priceless. Her jaw dropped so fast I thought it might come unhinged. She stared hard between my legs and I could see her face start to turn red as she swallowed. She looked up at me quickly, then back at my bare slit, before taking my foot in her hand, resting it on her leg and slipping the shoe on my foot.

I have to admit, she recovered pretty well. My legs were still open and she was checking out my swollen, wet pussy but she was relatively calm and collected when she smiled before speaking again.

“How does that feel?” she said.

I grinned. “It feels amazing Brenda. How does it look?” I couldn’t believe I was doing this. It was like I was in high school all over again, about to lose my virginity. Except I had a feeling Brenda would be much, much better than the guy I lost it to. If we even got that far. Maybe showing her my shaved pussy would be the high point of our relationship. Maybe she didn’t even like girls.

She grabbed my thigh and lifted my leg up slightly, running her other hand up passed my knee to the soft skin of my inner thigh. Quickly, she darted her eyes around the store before she moved her fingers farther up my leg, towards my folds. “Are they tight?” she said, making eye contact, her fingers still moving slowly towards my waiting sex.

A slight moan escaped my lips, and I inhaled sharply. I forgot all about the shoes, and I spread my legs even wider for her, shifting my ass forward on the bench towards her, wanting her so bad, wanting those soft fingers of hers inside me.

Looking down at my sex again, she bit her lip, then quickly brushed the tip of her fingers along my wet slit.

That time I moaned louder, my eyes rolling back in my head. Fuck, I wanted her so bad.

She slipped a finger in my entrance, just ever so slightly, then quickly pulled it out, clearing her throat, and forcing my legs together.

My eyes shot open just in time to see the nosy sales girl stomping towards us.

“Do you need any help Brenda?” She had her hands on her hips, and she gave me a look so nasty you’d think I was a kitten killer or something. Who did this bitch think she was trying to get in the way? I had the urge to stand up and slap her silly.

Brenda handled it like a pro though. She stood up and put her hand on her shoulder, reassuring her, saying, “No I’m almost finished here. Thanks for asking though.” Giving her an innocent smile afterwards. I couldn’t help but notice the outline of her hard nipples through her pants then.

After she left Brenda grinned, then knelt back down in front of me, looking towards my pussy that was now hidden between my crossed legs. “Where were we?” she said.

“Do you have a  boyfriend?” I blurted it out before I had chance to stop myself and I immediately regretted it.

She snorted. “A boyfriend? Of course there’s always boys chasing me. But to be honest I prefer women. And especially prefer a woman who’s more… mature.” She grabbed my calf, squeezing it, trying to pull my legs open again.

I kept them crossed though. A few people were coming into the small store now and even though my pussy was more wet than I could remember it being in some time, I had no intention of showing it to half the mall. “Do you think you could take a break soon?” Not really knowing what I would do if she could.

Her eyebrows furrowed and she looked to the side. “Hmmm. I just took my lunch break. But I could probably persuade Jill to cover for a little while.” She grinned then, looking right at my tits, and said “Why? What did you have in mind?”

Casually, I brought my hand up to my breast and ran my finger over my hard nipple, biting my lower lip. “I don’t know. I thought I’d go over to Macy’s. There’s a dress I saw over there I want to try on. But it would be nice if there were someone else there to give a second opinion.”

She chuckled and ran her hand farther up my leg. “A second opinion, huh?”

“And maybe your tongue inside me?” I couldn’t believe I actually said it. But I did and there was no taking it back.

Her eyes widened and she looked over her shoulder to make sure nobody was listening. Leaning in closer, she said, “Really?”

I’d never done anything like this before but it was turning me on like crazy. There was nothing I wanted more at that moment than to feel this young girl inside me. And doing it in the dressing room was the hottest way I could imagine. “Does that sound like something you want?”

She laughed. “Oh, you don’t even know.”

I stood up, put my hand on her hip. “Meet me in the women’s department in fifteen minutes then.”

“Do you want the shoes?” She pointed down to the red heels.

“I think I’ll wear them out. Here’s my card.”


Chapter 3

My pussy was ready. I was so horny I could barely concentrate on the dresses I was pretending to look at while I waited for her. What was taking her so long, anyway? If she didn’t hurry up I was going to have to start without her. A gal has needs, you know?

Then I felt her soft arms wrap around me, and her lips were on my neck, peppering the soft skin with small kisses. “See anything you like?” Her perky tits pressed into my back.

I pushed my butt back into her waist and moaned, wrapping my hands over her forearms, moving her hand to my breast. Turning my head back up to her, I said, “I want you so bad.”

She bit my neck and squeezed me hard. God, it had been so long since someone touched me that way. It was driving me crazy. “Get a dress,” she said, “and we’ll go to the dressing room together.”

“You don’t think that’ll be suspicious?”

She shrugged. “Maybe a little. But if we pretend like you’re my aunt or something it’ll be fine. The ladies working here don’t give a shit as long as we aren’t stealing anything.”

I grabbed a random dress–it wasn’t even my size–and took her hand, leading her towards the dressing room. “Come on dear,” I said loudly. “I need you to tell me if this makes me look fat.”

“Fine.” She let out a fake sigh.

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing at her terrible acting. Was I really going to go through with this? Fuck a random chick I just met in the dressing room? Hell yes I was! Mama needed some loving… bad.

The girl at the dressing room counter looked up from the clothes she was folding and smiled. “Can I help you?”

I held up the dress. “I just need to try this on. My niece says it’ll look hot on me.” I looked at Brenda and winked.

The girl just smiled, looking at Brenda. “Aww. That’s so sweet.”

“Come on, dear,” I said.

Brenda shrugged and acted bored. I guess the girl bought it because she didn’t bat an eye when we disappeared into the dressing room together.

As soon as we were in there and the door was shut she was all over me. It was like an animal let out of her cage. She grabbed my ass and pulled me towards her, pressing her lips onto mine, pushing her tongue far into my mouth.

I sighed deeply, exploring her mouth, lunging my sex forward into hers. It felt so nice to be kissing a woman. If I weren’t so damned horny I would have been content to just make out with her for hours. But my pussy had different ideas. The moisture was dripping out of me. If I had been wearing panties they would have been completely soaked through at that point.

Brenda wasted no time getting going. Her hands started clawing at my dress, pulling it upwards.

I wondered then how long she had before she had to be back at the shoe store. Probably not long. It didn’t matter though because I knew I would come as soon as she put her tongue inside me.

She pulled the dress up over my head then threw it down to the floor, leaving me standing there in front of her wearing only my new pair of red high heels and the lacy black bra. Thank god I wore my nice bra that day. Brenda’s steel-blue eyes swept over my body, taking me in all at once in a moment of calmness that was quickly broken when she squeezed my breasts in those soft hands of hers. They’d felt nice on my feet but now that she massaged and pinched my nipples, she had me moaning, throwing my head back.

She grinned. “You might want to keep it down a little. We don’t want the girl to kick us out before we even get started.”

I put my hand over my mouth. She was right, of course. I definitely didn’t want to get kicked out before I got to experience her touching me. Reaching down, I put my hand on her pussy, amazed at the warmth I could feel radiating from it.

“Take your bra off. I want to see all of you.”

“I want you to put your tongue inside me.”

She let out a small laugh. “Don’t worry, I will. I just want you to be naked except for that new pair of shoes you bought.”

I reached back and unclasped the bra, letting it fall to the floor between us. “How’s that?”

Hers eyes were fixed to my exposed breasts, mouth slightly agape.

At my age they were nothing special but she seemed to really like them and that turned me on even more. “Brenda,” I whined, “I need your tongue inside me.”

“Patience.” She squeezed my breast, leaning down to kiss me again. Her hand moved slowly over my tight tummy.

The hours and hours of spinning classes were finally paying off, I thought. There was very little fat down there, and I was proud of it.

But she didn’t linger long at my belly. Her fingers traced a seductive path over my belly-button, then over the faint trace of stubble above my cleft, and finally along my wet slit. “You’re so fucking wet,” she whispered.

“That’s all for you baby. I need you.” I pressed my fingers against her pussy, frustrated that I was naked and she wasn’t, moaning softly to not give us away.

She slipped a finger between my warm folds, but not too far. She seemed to enjoy teasing me.

I moaned louder, encouraging her to go deeper.

But instead of doing what I wanted she pulled her finger out and held it vertically over her lips. “Shhh.” Grinning, before putting the finger in her mouth, tasting my nectar. “You taste amazing. I think I need more than a taste though.” Gently, she guided my ass down to the bench, and got down on her knees, holding my legs.

It was like from before, in the shoe store, except this time Jill wasn’t around to interrupt us.

She moved in closer to my aching pussy, running her finger along the sides of my shaved lips, teasing me.

Wrapping my hand around a clump of her hair, tugging on her head, pulling her to me. I couldn’t stand it anymore. My pussy couldn’t stand it anymore.

Then her warm tongue was running up and down my slick cleft, just along the edge.

I inhaled sharply as her soft flesh met mine. “Stop teasing me, Brenda. I can’t take it.”

She looked up at me, grinning. “If you say so.” Then plunged her tongue deep inside me, burying her face in my wet cunt.

My body twitched and shuddered uncontrollably as her tongue probed my inner warmth. I had to cover my mouth at that point or else the sales girl may have called security thinking I was being murdered.

Then she moved up to my swollen clit, flicking the tip of her tongue lightly across that sensitive bundle of nerves, gripping my legs tightly as she quickened her pace.

The womman was an oral-sex expert and soon I was at the edge of ecstasy. I latched my palm over my mouth, knowing I’d have no control over the rush of sounds that would accompany the extreme pleasure she was about to give me. I squeezed my legs around her head, holding on tight as if I might float away, carried off by the sheer force of energy pulsing through my body.

Then it came, rushing through my body all at once like light flooding into a dark room. It was like no orgasm I’d experienced before. Something about being with a stranger in a strange place, the risk of being caught, knowing just how wrong it was; all that added up to a rush of ecstasy so large in magnitude I lost all sense of the room around me. There was just a huge wave of immense and glorious tension that all at once turned into deep relaxation–so deep I think I may have gotten to that place the mystics speak about, the state of mind where you’ve lost all sense of self.

When I finally awoke from my orgasm-induced state of bliss, I looked down to see Brenda, still between my legs, looking up at me, grinning, with my juices glistening on her mouth and chin. “Oh my god,” I said slowly, shaking my head in disbelief. “Who are you?”

She laughed loudly then put her hand over her mouth to stifle it before whispering, “Who am I? Who are you? I don’t even know your name.”

It was true, she didn’t. Maybe that’s the way I wanted it. Or maybe I’d been so wrapped up in how hot she was and how wet my pussy was I’d completely forgotten to tell her. Anyway, what was the point in complicating things with names if this was just going to be a one-time quickie in the mall?

I shrugged, and sat up, wrapping my fingers around her wet chin and pulling her towards me for a kiss, savoring the taste of my pussy on her mouth. “Stand up,” I said. After she stood, I quickly unbuttoned her pants, then unzipped them, looking up at her, grinning, as I slipped my fingers under panties but stopped short of finding her slit.

She put her hands on her waist and raised her eyebrows as if to say, “Well? What are you waiting for?”

I snatched her pants down, and her panties quickly followed. Her smooth pussy glistened with arousal in front of my face. It was a thing of beauty and I couldn’t help but stare at it. So smooth and perfectly shaped, the clit engorged with her excitement. My tongue quickly shot from my mouth, tasting her sweet juices.

Her legs twitched as my soft tongue ran over the sensitive skin and she let out a loud, uncontrolled moan before she brought her hand up over her mouth again.

I couldn’t help but giggle at the sudden role-reversal. Now it was her turn to squirm and try to stifle the moans of pleasure that threatened to give us away at any moment. I brought my tongue to her tight clit and slowly started to tease it with short flicks, looking up at her, taking a moment to bite my lip while I savored the intensity that started to take over her face.

Then she gripped my hair tightly, pulling my face forward to her wet pussy.

Opening my mouth, I let her press her hips into me, have her way with my mouth. I let my hands drop down to my sides as she fucked my face with a ferocity I hadn’t seen from her yet.

Spit, mixed with her wetness, started to stream down my chin and she moved her hips into my face relentlessly. I strained my eyes up. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her forehead wrinkled as if concentrating very deeply.

My tongue was so deep inside her and I loved hearing the noise of me lapping away at this sexy young girl.

But then there was another noise: the sound of footsteps approaching the dressing room. Brenda must have heard it too because her hips stopped moving and she froze with my tongue filling her tight cunt.

The footsteps stopped outside our door and I could see the girl’s feet in the opening below. If she looked down under she would see me, buck-naked except for my heels, down on my knees. But instead she said, “How’s the dress ma’am? Do you want me to get you a different size?”

Brenda pulled away from my mouth with an audible slurping noise. Her eyes were wide open–still confident, but on alert now.

I winced, wondering if she could have heard the sound of my tongue exiting her swollen lips. “No,” I called out. “I’m still trying to decide if I like it.”

“Okay, no problem. Just let me know if you need anything.”

“Thank you,” I said, listening to the sound of her feet walking away.

Brenda grinned, shaking her head, but not saying anything as she grabbed my hair again, pressing pussy back against my eager mouth, fucking me once again with the same vigor as before.

I could tell by her breathing that she would probably come soon and I readied myself for the onslaught of energy.

But then she ripped her pussy away from my mouth and stood there looking down at me, her breasts heaving up and down, mouth wide open, sucking in air.

I reached for her pussy, still dripping with saliva, wanting to finish what we’d started, wanting to taste her again, wanting to feel her orgasm in my mouth.

But she pulled away, shaking her head, smiling. “Stand up.”

I did as I was told, looking down at perfect cleft between her legs.

Suddenly, she wrapped her soft arms around my body, pulling me close, she hold me with one arm and using her free hand she reached down and found my waiting entrance.

I moaned softly into her neck, ready for her to give me more of what I’d been wanting for so long.

And she did.

Her fingers slid into me until she almost had them buried all the way inside, filling my tight pussy all the way up.

I couldn’t help but let out a moan so loud I was sure the sales girl heard it. But it didn’t matter at that point. She was in me, finger fucking me hard, bouncing me up and down. I held on for dear life as she ravaged my wetness. The tight walls of my womb pulled her in, gripping her hand tight, wanting to grip her for all she was worth.

I didn’t know any men my age that could make me feel like this and I decided I’d only date women from then on. Maybe only young women who sold shoes and were named Brenda. I bit my new lover’s neck, squeezing my legs tight around her hand, doing my best to keep my moans to an acceptable volume. The tips of her fingers were making that extremely difficult because it kept touching a spot deep inside me that would send bolt of pleasure riveting through my body with each touch. “You feel so good,” I whispered into her ear.

“Fuck me too,” she moaned. “I want us to come at the same time.”

She gripped my ass hard with one hand, squeezing the flesh between her fingers, pressing her fingers deeper inside me.

I was on the edge of coming again and I couldn’t help but let out a loud moan, right next to her ear. But I held back. I wanted her to feel as good as she was making me feel. Reaching down, I plunged my two fingers deep inside her wet folds, letting my thumb massage her clit while I fucked her pussy.

“Oh god,” she whispered. “Fuck me, fuck me harder.”

I drove my fingers deeper inside her, giving her what she wanted. Her hips bucked and moved against my hand while her own fingers continued there onslaught on my neglected pussy.

It was just too much. I was losing control of myself as this girl, this hot young lesbian, had her way with me.

Brenda too gave up on trying to stay quiet. Between her moaning, that became louder and louder, and the smacking of our skin coming together, it was no wonder the familiar sound of the girls footsteps started to come towards us again.

There was no turning back then though. Brenda increased her already frenetic pace as the steps approached us. Slap, slap, slap, her hand slammed into my pelvic bone as she fingered me.

It was too much. I let out a scream so loud the entire store probably heard it. I came hard, even harder than before, my pussy twitching and clinching around her, fluids leaking out.

Then there was a banging on the door. “Hello? What’s going on in there?” More banging.

But Brenda wasn’t to be deterred. I didn’t think anything could have stopped her at that point. A loud moan exploded from her mouth with no effort to stop it, and her own orgasm twitched around my fingers.

“Yes!” I screamed. “Oh, yes!”

As she pumped her hips against my hand, biting my neck between incessant moans, the sales girl knocked even harder.

But it was only a small blip on our radar. At that moment there was only Brenda’s pussy and my pussy, sharing moment of raw pleasure.

“We can all hear you in there!” The woman called. “I’m going to call security if you don’t come out right this instance.”

Both of us laughed as Brenda held me tight, her fingers still buried inside me. “Okay,” she said. “I think we decided against the dress after all. We’ll be out in just a minute.”

We heard the girl stomp away, then. Maybe she realized we were finished. She kissed my mouth and we enjoyed each others embrace for what seemed like an eternity.

My legs were weak and I almost fell over when she let me go but she noticed and quickly grabbed me, holding me in her arms until I regained my balance. “That,” I said, “was unbelievable.”

“I…” she shook her head, smiling. “I agree.” Then she kissed me again, deeply and gently, pulling my naked body close to her.

After we got our clothes back on, I took the dress, still on its hanger and we made our way to the counter where the sales girl was waiting for us.

She was staring hard, flaring her nostrils, but nothing, absolutely nothing, was going to change the way I felt right then. 

Utterly and totally satisfied.

Rejuvenated.

I smiled, putting the dress on the counter in front of her. “It’s nice but I really don’t need it right now. Don’t you think, dear?”

Brenda was looking down at the ground, maybe a little embarrassed. “Whatever you want, Auntie.”

Then we strolled out of the store holding hands like all the other couples in the mall. She wouldn’t let me go before I told her my name and promised to call or come back and see her at the shoe store. I told her if she fucked me like that every time I came to buy shoes then I was going to need a bigger closet to hold them all.

We kissed one last time before she went back to work. I decided I would never, ever get tired of those soft lips of her. Then I walked lazily through the mall, a huge smile on my face, idly looking in all the windows before I finally left, the silly grin never leaving my face on the drive home.

THE END

If you enjoyed this please consider leaving a review. It helps other readers find stories they’ll enjoy and it helps me, the author, sell more so I can continue  writing. Thank you!
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Chapter One

It was hot as hell that day, but I was mowing the grass anyway. I’d put it off for as long as I could and my mom was on my back about not having a job over the summer already so I figured it was the least I could do. I’d always been kind of a tom-boy so mowing the lawn was no big deal. Don’t get me wrong, I liked to be girly too but I wasn’t afraid to get dirty.

But damn it was hot.

This was why I’d decided to go away to college up north. The heat was terrible here. I probably should have found a summer job and stayed up there. I would have but I forgot just how hot it was.

The sweat dripped down my torso into the cleft my sports bra created between my breasts and my bare skin was baking under the scorching sun. A car I didn’t recognize pulled up in the driveway and honked. It was a new BMW. Miss Lara, my mom’s best friend, got out and waved, smiling.

I hadn’t seen her since I went away for my first year of college last year. I’d known her my whole life and I’d had a fantasy about her for as long as I knew I liked girls. One of my fondest memories from childhood was of accidentally seeing her boobs once on a camping trip. I’d fingered myself so many times to that mental image. Even to this day I still pulled it out every now and then.

I walked over to her in the driveway. “Wow, did you get a new car?”

“Oh this? Yeah. Do you like it?” She had the most beautiful smile.

“Hell yeah. It’s freaking awesome!” I bent over to look inside. Leather interior.

“I’ll let you drive it sometime if you want. Hey, so how’s college life? Do you have a boyfriend?” She winked at me and smirked.

“You know, it’s good. I’m studying hard, having fun. And yeah there’s a few guys.” The truth was I didn’t have a boyfriend, nobody knew I liked girls more than guys, and somehow I’d made it all the way through my first year without losing my virginity. All the girls I met just seemed so immature. That’s what I told myself anyway.

“I’m so jealous,” she said. “My college days were wild. If I get drunk sometime maybe I’ll tell you some stories.” She laughed and I couldn’t help but watch her breasts bounce up and down as she did.

“Are you going to play tennis?” She was wearing a tennis skirt and a tight top that showed off her cleavage.

“Yep, your mom and I are going to hit some balls around. Don’t tell anyone but it’s really just an excuse to check out the hot tennis pro up there. I just got this tennis skirt, do you like it?” She twirled around.

As she twirled I caught a glimpse of her red panties underneath. They were tennis panties and meant to be seen but still my pussy moistened instantly. “It’s nice.” I put my hand in front over my warm crotch, wanting to touch myself so bad.

“You don’t think it’s too short?” She turned around and bent over, giving me a perfect view of her round ass.

I was grateful to see it but it wasn’t doing me any favors downstairs. My clit ached to be touched now and I knew I’d have to go upstairs soon and take care of it. “No, I think it’s perfect.”

“Good answer.” She smiled at me.

I felt my face getting red and I couldn’t think of anything to say now.

“Hey, I wanted to ask you something,” she said. “If you aren’t too busy would you want to walk my dog a few times during the week while I’m at work. She gets antsy during the day if she doesn’t get enough exercise, then she tears up the house. I’d pay you of course.”

“Yeah, I’d love to.”

“Really? Oh that’s wonderful. You’re a life saver.” She came towards me and kissed me on the cheek, her soft tits pressed against mine. “I’ll leave a key for you inside.”

The kiss threw me off and I guess my brain turned to mush because whatever I said next wasn’t actually English. I meant to say, ‘Okay, I’ll come over tomorrow.’ But whatever came out was just a bunch of random noises.

She gave me a funny look and I wanted to crawl away and die. She said, “Okay, well have fun mowing. Don’t forget to drink water, I think you might be getting dehydrated.” She walked off towards the house and I watched her skirt bounce around on her ass.

I shook my head then ripped the chord on the lawnmower hard, starting the motor back up.


Chapter Two

The next day I went to Miss Lara’s house and let myself in. Her dog ran up to me wagging its tail and whimpering. It was the cutest pit bull I’d ever seen and I had fun walking it around the neighborhood.

When we got back to her house I couldn’t resist snooping around a little. I’d been over here a bunch of times but never by myself and it was something of a turn-on to be able to look through her stuff. Her room was nice with a large king-sized bed in the middle. I wondered if she had a boyfriend and if they fucked in that bed. She divorced her husband like five years ago and her son was about my age, off at college, so she was all alone here in the house.

I looked at the pictures on top of her dresser. There were some of her with her son, and some with my mom, but no man as far as I could see. Maybe she didn’t have a boyfriend. Not that it really meant anything either way. It’s not like she would ever be into me. If she knew I was a lesbian she’d probably stop talking to me.

I opened the top drawer of the dresser. Jackpot. It was filled with panties. I dipped my hand in and moved it around, enjoying the silky material brushing over my skin. Then my hand hit something hard. I dug through the panties and found a shoebox.

She would probably hate me for going through her stuff like this but I really couldn’t resist. My pussy was already dripping from touching her panties. I grabbed a pair and took them along with the box over to her bed and sat down.

Inside the box was a huge black vibrator and a bottle of lube. Damn Miss Lara! I couldn’t believe the size of the thing. When I turned it on the dog ran in and sat next to the bed, cocking her head, looking at the thing. “I know, it’s crazy huh?”

I turned it off and brought it up to my nose. It smelled like rubber and I tried to imagine that a part of that scent was her pussy juices. Without thinking, I stuck my tongue out and licked the black cock knowing it had been inside her.

This was too good to pass up. I quickly pulled my pants down, liberating my aching sex, and pulled my shirt up so I could touch my nipples. First, I took her panties and rubbed them over my bare breasts. They were so soft. Then I started massaging my clitoris using the panties. It was amazing.

I usually didn’t take long to come and with the panties I definitely wasn’t going to last long. But I wanted to try the vibrator too so I stopped working myself for a bit and turned it on, putting it against my wet opening.

Holy fuck!

No wonder women loved these things. I couldn’t believe I never tried it before. I pumped the black vibrator in and out of my virgin pussy, working it fast and tight as I rubbed my clit with my other hand. Moments later I moaned and exploded into a huge orgasm. Then I just laid there limp looking at the mess I’d made all over her vibrator while I laid in her soft bed.

I’m not sure where it came from and there was probably something wrong with me for even thinking it but an idea popped into my head: if I didn’t clean her vibrator, then the next time she used it she would have my cum inside her. It would practically be like we were having sex. At the time I thought it was brilliant and I quickly coated the rest of thing completely with my warm juices, then carefully put it back in its box. After it and the panties were back safely in the drawer in the same place I’d found them I said good bye to her dog and took off back to my house.

It wasn’t until later on that I started regretting that last part. Leaving evidence meant she might find out. And now I had to worry that she was going to figure it out my secret.

CLICK HERE to continue reading.
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