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		CHAPTER ONE

		Den of Fear

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Halifax for some of you fans of Titanic Lore, was the closest major port and played a huge role in the collection of bodies and wreckage. One hundred and twenty-one victims of the sinking are buried at the Fairview Lawn Cemetery, while many of the artifacts recovered are in the Maritime Museum of the Atlantic.

		Well I'm getting ahead of myself a bit. So first let me go back to the beginning. Where it all this story started My name is Holly, I'm a confirmed lesbian, never having been with a man or boy, and I was looking around the INTERNET on my computer, one Sunday afternoon, when I received an instant message from a very sweet girl, her name was Susan, she preferred Sue, who I immediately fell in love with.

		We quickly made a connection although I lived in Austin, Texas, and she lived in Northeastern Canada, Nova Scotia. She asked me if I wanted to have cyber-sex, and although I prefer to meet my sex partners in real life, I said yes.

		After we both had our fun we chatted for a while and I discovered that she was a submissive, and although I thought that I wasn't the dominate type I decided to try and see if it would make me horny.

		Oh My God did it ever. So I made preparations to go and visit her in person. Making reservations and first checking out the use of a soundproof room at a hotel. After telling them I was a professional singer and I didn't want to disturb any of the other guests. They were only too happy to accommodate me.

		When I called Sue from the Halifax Stanfield Airport she was very happy and agreed to meet me at the hotel, which we did about 30 minutes later. I checked in along the waterfront down town at the historic Westin Nova Scotian.

		It didn't take us long to divest ourselves of our clothes and the kissing started, with each of us caressing the other. She was the one who wanted me to spank her and I couldn't say no. After I had agreed to spank her I saw her little pink nipples grow erect right in front of my eyes.

		After I had placed her across my knees I softly caressed her sweet bottom cheeks before I brought my hand down hard on her bottom. Making her count each swat and if she missed one, we would have to start again at the beginning.

		I had never thought I could get so hot from spanking her but I had a fire down below in my pussy as I told her to get on her hands and knees and suck and lick my pussy as I spanked her. Since I didn't have a whip we decided to use a hairbrush with stiff bristles.

		She ran and got it from my suitcase and said, "Spank me mistress."

		And I did.

		I thought I might hurt her but all it did was to get each of us hotter than we had been and the orgasm that followed was a mind blower. I was shocked Sue could orgasm from a spanking. More shocking still, that I could get off giving a spanking.

		This Domme sub act continued all day until that evening when we decided we both needed a shower and then go to visit Dartmouth. A town that was just a 5-minute ferry ride across the bay.

		Dartmouth like Halifax is home to green spaces, historical sites, pedestrian-only walkways, events and festivals, galleries and museums, and of course, tasty restaurants! There are numerous things to do in Halifax to keep you busy.

		While there I checked out an adult store and purchased a small whip. I also visited a hardware store and bought a few things that I thought I would need to give her supreme pleasure.

		After the trip to Dartmouth, back at my hotel was the first time we actually slept together and it was awkward. We loved each other as best as Cyber friends could. We had teased each other over the INTERNET about the Domme Sub relationship and what we liked, but was it what both of us wanted? That first night Sue was in the shower and I walked in.

		"Oh Holly!" Sue spoke from behind the shower curtain somewhat surprised.

		I muttered something to her as I grabbed my toothbrush. It was a quiet few seconds as my teeth were cleaned. The she spoke out.

		"Holl, what is it like to make love in the shower?" She stuttered looking out the shower.

		Taken aback I didn't know how to answer. I gave a lame reply, to which, she came back with question after question about positions, oral sex or manual sex. I was getting really turned on and my pussy was salivating much more than usual. Sue's questions were getting more detailed and I was burning with desire. Something clicked and I was lost in the sexual heat.

		"Do you really want to know what sex in the shower feels like?" I asked standing up very near her exposed from the shower.

		"Yes!" It was so sensual and intoxicating. In a flowing move, I disrobed and entered the shower with Sue and our lips met. The taste was fire. My mind lost all control and I was passionately kissing Sue with total abandonment. Our faces were joined and I was taking her on an incredible journey. It wasn't a teaching session; it was passion taking both of us.

		My hands wondered the back of this young vixen while our lips wondered each other. For someone who did not know how to have sex in the shower, she was doing extremely well. I lost all control. I was the veteran and I was in the shower with her making out passionately, and it felt so right. Somehow the shower ended and we were in the bedroom, dripping wet.

		"That is sex in the shower." I muttered.

		It was the first words spoken after our lips parted. We were both naked and aroused. Sue's curvy body and my almost totally hairless body glowed at each other. It was at that moment that I looked into Sue's eyes and found something different. I had a few 'relationships' in the past that had passion, but looking into her eyes, I found more. Reading my mind.

		Sue spoke out. "Take me, please."

		With that our much cherished roles as domme and sub were gone. The bed became out nest and we found passion in each other that transcended our cyber BD/SM connection. Our lips meshed together, our bodies melted into one, and passion radiated out from us. I made love to her that night, all night, tasting every inch of her body, mind and soul. I brought the woman out of her that night so many times and so many ways. Her shaved love center begged for attention; and I gave it plenty of attention.

		Very few verbal words were spoken outside of our moaning and panting, but our non-verbal communication was non-stop. It was my third time going down on her pussy when she did something totally unexpected as I brought her orgasm about. Her whole body shuttered and shook violently as she convulsed and orgasm that was awe-inspiring. I started to freak out that something was wrong, but the look in her eyes told me everything was all right.

		The next morning I did not leave the hotel and we made love again. Nothing in my mind considered what was happening as wrong. It was exactly right. It was sometime during the day that we both looked at each other and smiled. We had found a bonding that was perfect. We both had found a lover that each of us really needed.

		***

		The next day when she came over we had decided that I would be the cruel mistress, and since she had brought over her handcuffs I would handcuff her and blindfold her and lead her to the other bedroom in the suite.

		. What I had done in the bedroom was attach two hooks in the ceiling and the floor. I bought the repair material at the hardware store also. I had also brought ankle handcuffs.

		To complete the picture I was wearing all leather. From my leather bra, and my leather panties, and my 6 inch black heels, and of course black hose. After I had led her into the room and had attached the handcuffs to her wrists and to the hooks in the ceiling so she was just hanging there. Then I spread her legs and attached her ankles to each of the rings in the floor. She looked so helpless.

		So I started by spanking and we both got so worked up that she moaned and groaned.

		"Whip my ass Mistress, please." She begged.

		And I did with all the fury of a mad woman. That went from her ass all the way up her back and I was so hot that I just knew that I had to lick and suck her. And I did.

		Kneeling on the floor I crawled between her legs and looked up and saw her pretty pussy all gleaming with lubrication so I had to taste her and made my tongue flat and hard to lick her hot little pussy.

		As my mouth was attached to her sweet little pussy I used both my hands to spank and whip her inner thighs, and as we got closer to that magic moment I was hoping that this would be the strongest orgasm that she had ever experienced. I was totally right and she started having multiples, so much so that I was wondering if she was going to faint, but fortunately she didn't.

		My trip to Nova Scotia was the highlight of my entire year. We both promised to get together again the following summer and spend another erotic time together. We both had come to the conclusion that the D/s roles were not the only relationship holding us together. We were lovers who used the whips and chains for variety but not exclusively.

		***

		Sue and I continued our cyber romance for a well over a year, and most of the time we would read in spanking magazines the new methods of spanking for pleasure and try them out.

		She told me once, "Holly, you know so much about the different styles of spankings that you should write a story."

		"Heaven's above Susan, I can't write. I wouldn't know where to start." I told her.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		I forgot to mention that I am an Athletic Sports Wear model and I was still modeling. I could freelance almost anywhere in the world.

		Out of the blue one day she suggested that we move to England, because, "I gather from the spanking magazines we read, the heaviest concentration of spanking enthusiasts lived in England, you could even charge for your spankings."

		I liked what she said and told her, "Great idea. Why not get paid for something I liked to do. I have to agree with you." And I thought to myself, I could model from England as well as Texas.

		So within a week I was heading to London, England. Sue, would come in the following day of my arrival. I had never been there so after the plane landed at Heathrow, I caught a taxi to the infamous Baker street, figuring if it weren't safe I could just get the driver not to stop and just keep driving.

		As it turned out it was very safe with a bunch of little shops scattered between the houses, and I noticed one that was for rent. I wrote all the information down and kept walking only stopping a minute to read the little notices in a store window. It was very obvious that the notices were pertaining to prostitutes.

		So heading back to the hotel, I was staying believe it or not at the Holmes Hotel London, just a short walk from the Tube Station. That's the subway station for us Yanks, and I saw that little sign again about that house for rent.

		I stopped and called them on my cell, and told them I was a singing teacher, working on an opera. Which always seemed to work. And I was able to move in quicker than I expected.

		So after signing the lease I stopped at a hardware shop and bought what I needed to turn my new house into a house of horrors. While waiting for Sue to arrive I put a little notice in that shop window I noticed when I first arrived, mentioning my services, and saying that it was priced right.

		I was surprised how fast that little notice got me customers, even after I had mentioned it was for women only.

		My first customer Judith, admitted, "I am a lesbian I was hoping that you were too."

		"I am glad to say that I am." I admitted.

		She told me, "I get so hot after being spanked that I have to jill off as soon as the spanking is done, and I don't care where I do it."

		"Right, I'll just have you disrobe and then I will blindfold you."

		Then I led her into my secret room, and I attached handcuffs to her wrists and to the hooks I had in the ceiling.

		All the while I was admiring her figure and I wondered how old she was. Momentarily I spread her legs apart and attached her ankles to the ankle cuffs, and then to the hooks in the floor.

		By now she was whimpering just like I do when I'm super-hot, and I started to warm her up with a few spanks and counting..

		After I had counted for a while she whispered, "Whip me. Whip my thighs and my back."

		I got my little whip out and whipped her ass and back and also her legs until they were red, then I dropped to my knees and made my way to between her legs and saw the wet lubrication covering her sweet pussy.

		"Judith, I have to say you have gotten yourself all worked up. Or maybe it was me. What do you think?"

		All I heard her say was, "Ahhhhhhhh yesss."

		To which I put my hands on each ass cheek and licked her pussy with long wide strokes and spanking her ass cheeks and licking her pussy furiously. Judith appeared that she was too hot to cum. I had that happen to me, once only.

		I remembered what I did to resolve the issue. I stuck two fingers up her sexy pussy and finger fucked her. All the while I licked her pussy and teased her very sexy ass hole which cause her to expel a feral grunt.

		I could tell that it wouldn't be long now, and I was so right when she gushed in my mouth. Her pussy juice tasted like sweet honey. I loved Every drop. Without asking she then started to lick my pussy and came up with the most questioning eyes.

		She caught her breath and said, "Your pussy tastes like strawberry, how come?"

		So I told her, "It's this strawberry flavored douche I buy in America."

		"Could you get me some, the next to you go back across the pond?"

		After we had finished she promised that she would be back, and so our Horrors House began successfully. Business was surprisingly brisk right from the get go. I had by now over two dozen regulars and continued to get walk in business. The most fascinating thing was all the compliments and even great suggestions for enhancements to the services I provided.

		***

		One afternoon after their sessions, two of our better clients, Phyllis was talking to Patty about going to see the tennis matches later that evening at Wimbledon. They even asked if I would like to tag along. I agreed.

		On our tube ride to the matches, Phyllis and Patty both suggested that I should add a more physical session to my repertoire at the Horror House. I asked them to explain and tell me more.

		Patty started rattling off her story, **"Well it should be set up like a role playing game. For instance Phyllis and I and you. You could act like our Nanny or Governess and catch us doing something lewd.

		Like a nanny standing outside a bedroom door and listening to the sounds coming from inside, and to satisfy herself that the two inside were indeed having sex, she would burst through the door as it would not be locked. Opening it as quietly as she could and stand in the opening taking in the sight of the action.

		The two of us, (assuming we were part of the game,) are totally naked.

		The nanny begins shouting things like, " I had suspected that Phyllis would be the one feeling up the Patty, but it's Patty that's on top of the pretty Phyllis."

		The nanny sees Patty was rubbing the pussy of the girl while the girl was sucking on Patty's pussy.

		They are shocked to look up and see the Nanny standing in the doorway and blocking any escape. They both try to cover each other's naked bodies with the discarded clothing and attempt to bluff it out.

		"You are not supposed to just walk into anyone's room?" The two culprits would exclaim.

		The Nanny is not impressed at their bravado. Taking charge by rushing across the room and slapping Patty's face with a resounding noise before ripping the clothes out of her hands.

		Patty breaks down crying as Phyllis cowers on the bed pulled up into a fetal position. The Nanny sits down between the two girls and places a hand on both of their bodies. She comforts them as she assumes the dominate roll. Phyllis finds the way the older woman is feeling up her naked body stimulating.

		Nanny reaches under Phyllis's arm and cups her left breast in her hand. She toys with the rich brown nipple with her fingers. Phyllis is practically cooing as her head rests on Nanny's left breast. Her head is resting on the starched white shirt. Patty on the other hand is trying to resist Patty's domination of her.

		Patty tries to get away from the older women so Nanny moves her right hand around Patty's hip and under her body and she quickly shoves her finger up Patty's rectum.

		The shock of being penetrated causes Patty some pain but she stops resisting for a moment. After she gets over the shock she starts struggling again.

		Nanny turns to Phyllis and she kisses her sweetly on the lips and says, "Honey would you mind getting me Patty's hair brush from the dresser for me?"

		Phyllis gets up and moves to the dresser and gets the hair-brush and brings it back to Patty. Nanny has pulled Patty over her lap and lays her right leg over the backs of Patty's legs to prevent her from struggling.

		Then she takes the brush from Phyllis and tests the stiffness of the bristles against the palm of her own hand. Satisfied that they are stiff enough she grips the handle in her right hand and starts spanking Patty's butt with the bristles.

		The bristles leave red marks on Patty's porcelain white butt. As the blows rain down on her butt the cheeks turn red and even Phyllis watches in amazement as she sees specks of blood dot Patty's butt where a stray bristle would penetrate Patty's skin.

		When Nanny is convinced that Patty has had enough she asks, "Are you going to do as I tell you from now on?"

		Patty tearfully agreed, "I will do whatever you say."

		When Nanny let Patty stand up the first thing Nanny does is rub her butt. Her hands spread the traces of blood around until her butt is dry. Then to test her control over Patty Nanny demands that she get on her knees in front of her. Nanny pulls her white shirt over her head and tosses it away. She unhooks her bra and pulls it from her arms and tosses it too.

		Phyllis and Patty are duly impressed. Nanny is tall for a woman at five-feet nine. She is in her late twenties and has a figure to die for. To say she measures 36-C, 24, 38 does not tell you that her breasts are conical shaped with mauve caps and her nipples are like pointers defying gravity.

		Her natural blonde hair is healthy even if Nanny didn't have time to spend styling it. The hair had a natural spring to it.

		Patty pulls at the buttons at her waist and the black skirt falls to the floor around her six inch heeled black stiletto shoes. She sits down and holds out her foot for Patty to remove the shoes and socks. Both girls admire the figure of the women. She has on sandy mauve underpants.

		They are full panties with a delicate lace pattern on them that allows both girls to see a little flesh through them. The fact that she is a natural blonde concealed if she has any pubic hair or not.

		They are both watching as she hooks her fingers under the waistband at the hips and starts rolling her panties down. As Nanny's pubic area came into view both girls are holding their breath. The hair is so fine that they are hardly visible. She doesn't need to shave it to keep it from sticking out of her skimpiest panties. As she steps out of her panties the girls get a great look at her vulva. The labia protrudes like rubbery lips and her clit is hooded.

		Nanny rubs her crotch before sitting down on the bed.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		"Okay! Patty, suck my pussy until I tell you to stop."

		Nanny pats the bed beside her to let Phyllis know that she wants her to sit beside her. Phyllis sits down next to her and watches as Nanny moves between Patty's legs. Patty rests her left hand on Phyllis's left hip and cuddles her closely as Patty started sucking her pussy. Nanny grabs a handful of hair and grinds Patty's face into her cunt.

		While Patty struggles to please Nanny the woman turns her head to the dark haired Phyllis and kisses her on the mouth. Phyllis closes her eyes and relishes the way the woman is making love to her.

		She is so turned on that her breasts actually hurt for want of stimulation. She reaches for her own breasts to play with them but Nanny will not let her. She makes Phyllis get on her knees and feed her brown breasts to her.

		Nanny sucks on both nipples in turn until Phyllis is about to climax. Nanny can smell Phyllis's pussy and she puts her left hand between her legs and plays with her clit until Phyllis climaxes. She collects the juice with her fingers and sucks her fingers clean and then wets her fingers again and sticks her fingers into Phyllis's mouth so that she can taste her own juice.

		When Nanny climaxes she pulls Patty to her feet by her hair and reaches for the hair brush on the bed. She grabs it by the bristle end and sticks the handle into Patty's cunt. She breaks her hymen and continues fucking her with the handle until the blood collecting in the bristles is dry. Then she tastes Patty's virginal blood and then let Phyllis and Patty taste it.

		Nanny allows the girls to rest as she tells Patty that from now on she has to be her pussy slave any time she wants. Patty has lost all control of the situation and agrees that she would do anything she wants. Nanny will drop by anytime she feels like it and make Patty do all kinds of things.

		Patty and Phyllis learn to accept Nanny's toys in either their pussy or asshole. Nanny will bring things over like a strap-on dildo and fuck the girls with it until their pussies are swollen and raw."

		***

		"Wow! Holy shit girls. How long have you thought about that scenario? That is one of the hottest things I've heard. It will be ideal for two clients at a time." I told both of them.

		"Actually, we have talked about doing something like that ourselves so each time we discussed it we added a bit more. So you like it huh?" Phyllis asked.

		Patty chimed in with, "There is a Dominatrix called Mistress Angel that does another hot scenario. It can be with one or two clients also."

		"Okay, can you top the first one? If you can, I'm going to have to hire more staff, Sue and I can't do this alone. All that business. So tell me, what does Mistress Angel offer?

		Patty began her scenario:

		A woman I met at my gym her name is Candy, told me about Mistress Angel and she told me all about the scene. She said, "I wanted to get my husband something for his 50th birthday. We have been married for 22 years and he has everything he needs. I know he has a fetish for women wrestling. He likes me to talk about it in foreplay but I have not ever experienced it so I felt a little lacking. I thought a little experience might be good.

		Our neighbor ,Betty is a good friend, we socialize and work out together . I thought she might be a good candidate for a wrestling match. We have always been a little competitive at the gym so I invited her over for some wine after our weekly workout. We went back to my place and after some wine I introduced the idea of a wrestling match to Betty.

		At first, she was a little taken back that I would ask her, but after a while she warmed up to the idea. And it was Betty that told Candy about Mistress Angel. She said she would make the arrangements for Friday after dinner.

		When Friday arrived, Candy was a little nervous.

		"I didn't know what to expect, what would happen or if I could even take her in a match. We arrived at Angel's and Angel answered the door in a short robe and a glass of wine. We went into a living room and she had pushed all the furniture back and put a large blanket on the floor to wrestle on.

		Angel showed us to two empty bedrooms and told us to go in to a bedroom and told us to strip and when we were ready come back to the living room with the provided robes.

		Now in our robes, Angel invited us to sit down and we did. We sat down on the remaining couch and she brought Betty and I some wine. I had never noticed how strong and thick Betty's legs were peeking out of the robe. I thought if I get trapped in between her legs I was in trouble..

		When I returned from the bedroom , I had stripped down to my underwear, a fashionable red bra and panties, covered by the robe. Betty was already sitting on the couch and when I entered she got up and slipped her robe off. She was wearing a black bra and g-string.

		"Ladies, this is just a practice run, neither of you have wrestled before in this kind of situation. I will offer tips and explain how to 'setup' the show for your husband's birthday Candy."

		"No one is going to get hurt right?" I asked.

		"Not unless you want to make it that kind of session." Angel said. "Since I am the only audience just play it for real, and then you two can decide how to play it in front of your husband. Does that make sense?" She asked.

		"Yes." Both Betty and I answered.

		Betty was still standing and I noticed her legs were thick and muscular and her boobs were a little larger than mine but I had about 10 pounds on her I thought would be my advantage. I took off my robe and went to the blanket. Betty came over and got on her knees as well.

		"How do we start?" Betty asked.

		" It's best to start on your knees within an arm's length of each other. You can decide the signal. A nod of the head by both of you works perfectly fine. Let's do that." Angel suggested.

		At first, it took us a while to make contact but finally we came together in a bear-hug position. I was nervous and excited. I could feel her breasts against mine. We were trying to get a dominant position to pin the other woman.

		Our legs were tangling with each other's and our belly's and crotches were grinding together trying to topple the other over.

		Betty got me on the first submission. She slipped an arm up and got me in a headlock. She then used her weight to force me to the floor. Betty was on top of me and my head was in between her arm and body. My face was right next to her left tit which had slipped out of her bra in our struggle. She must have realized this because she started to push in my face. I tried to break free but I eventually had to give up.

		For the next fall, Betty discarded her bra altogether. She knelt on the carpet and her big beasts were heaving away. Her nipples were erect and red from our contact. This time, she slipped behind me and applied a full nelson. We were both in a sitting position with her behind me. I could feel her breasts against my back and then she wrapped those big legs around my stomach. I knew I was done.

		Betty started to squeeze her legs around my mid-section. They felt like a vice. I did my best to get free but she was too strong. I told her I was done but instead of letting up, she squeezed harder. From behind, her hands slipped under my bra and started to pinch my nipples. I begged her to let me go but she continued pinching and twisting my tits.

		Eventually, she pushed me off. I laid on my stomach on the blanket, humiliated and teary eyed. I thought we were done but the next thing I knew; my panties were slipped off. I turned around to see Betty over me completely nude. I tried to crawl away but she grabbed my leg and pulled.

		We wrestled for a few more minutes but I was already done. Betty straddled my stomach and held my hands on the floor. Her legs grapevined around mine and her big bush was on top of my pussy. She ground down on me and her huge breasts and nipples were pushed against mine.

		Betty moved herself up my body until she was sitting on my face. She wiggled her hips and pussy on my face until I nearly passed out. She continued this while tweaking my nipples and an occasional hand in my pussy until her body stiffened, lock and an animalistic grunt came from her mouth. The she came.

		When I became a little more clearheaded, Betty was sitting back on the couch with a glass of wine. Although I had been beaten I was really turned on.

		Angel spoke up, "Girls, that was hot. Your husband will love that."

		"If you think that was hot, watch this." Betty said with a smirk.

		Betty walked back to me still on the blanket and we slipped in between each other's legs to finish off my orgasm. Our pussy's rubbed against each other for dominance. Her powerful legs wrapped around mine and our stomachs pushing against each other until we both came.

		We lay spent on the blanket for a long time. I looked at Betty, laying there naked and told her, "Next time will be different Sweetie!"

		Angel was standing with her hand on her own pussy, smiling at us. That was her seal of approval. So I guess we could take this show on the road. Happy Birthday Hubby I thought to myself."

		"And that is how we heard about the Wrestling for Hubby scenario." Patty said.

		"Man that is hot. What do you think about me hiring you two to run the wrestling thing for me?" I asked.

		The two of them talked among themselves and then Phyllis looked at me and said. If we can live there, and just do Friday and Saturday to start. We do have jobs you know."

		"That's swell we can start off slow. And expand if it takes off. Sue is going to be extremely thrilled.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Sue had taken a few days off and when she returned I told her all about the two great ideas Phyllis and Patty had suggested for our Den of Fear. When I finished, Sue was visibly aroused. I had caught her a couple times during my retelling of the stories, her hand sneaked down to her crotch.

		The aroma of her arousal was an elixir to me. By story's end we were in each other's arms and necking like a couple teenagers. Oh my.

		. I brought my lips back from her ear that I had been nibbling for a while. My fingers caressing her breasts as I was cuddled up with her. Sue and I had a very healthy sex life and really knew how to pleasure each other, but tonight was something else.

		Barely getting into the bedroom we ripped each other's clothes off. We were beyond animalistic to one another. We soon would be taking orgasms to such an incredible peak. We were both energized by the thought that Phyllis was coming to permanently live with us as our group live-in partner. And in a few more weeks, Patty was joining us as our fourth partner.

		The Den of Fear was exceeding all expectations and we made each of the other two women junior partners.

		Sue was asleep and I was still quite energized. I nibbled and caressed her while my puffy pussy oozed more cum juice. The house reeked of sex and I had squirted a ton of cum all over the bed.

		Since Sue moved to England with me a while ago, our sex life was non-stop. We made love at least 10 to 15 times a week; from masturbation to outright fucking each other silly.

		As we basked in bed, I thought about the very first experience Sue and I shared, it was the changing moment in both our lives. My trip to Halifax I mentioned earlier.

		I was living on my own at the time. I was going through the motions enjoying life as best I could. Then, Sue's instant message came. The rest is history.

		***

		Since our move to England, our life was incredible. Not only did we have incredible sex, we also found an incredible lifestyle. On top of that our business at the Horror House was booming. From being naked all the time at home to going out in public freely and nobody caring the lifestyle we shared.

		It was something to think about the past but the future was changing into something even greater. I stopped playing with Sue as I waltzed into the shower. Phyllis was due sometime in the morning and I outright stank! Showering, I found more thoughts to give my bald beauty and good rubbing before finishing up. I made coffee and a bit of breakfast and woke Sue up by licking her pussy and clitoris.

		"Get up sleepy... Phyllis will be here in a while." I taunted as I left the room.

		"Oh you bitch. Don't tease me that way! My pussy is calling you."

		"Get the bed sheets in the wash and I'll eat you in the kitchen."

		I heard the washer turn on and found Sue poised on the counter her legs wide. "Breakfast!"

		I giggled and went down on her still so sweet pussy. She was still very swollen from the night before, but it didn't stop her orgasm as she came hard from a good lapping.

		"Ohhhhhhhh babbbbbyyyyyyyyyyyy..."

		I made her cum twice before slapping her ass into the shower. I watched her enter the shower and memories of the first night flooded back into my mind. She was a few years older than she looked, but aside from smallish breasts, she was still that beautiful girl I took all those months ago.

		Blanking my mind so I could do the house chores, I flew out of the bathroom. A few more seconds and we would have been fucking again. The house was spotless as usual but I needed to make a few arrangements since we were going to have three and soon to be four women living in the same house who were all sexually attached.

		Phyllis knew Patty well but it was incredibly obvious that they were hot for each other still. By then Sue and I knew each one them intimately. I had made some changes in a few rooms giving us king beds in two rooms as well as making the living room a playroom with a super-sized sofa that could sleep the four of us at any occasion.

		About an hour later the phone rang. Phyllis was a bit delayed in arriving and hoped to be to her new home by the midafternoon. Sue was really bummed about the news, but it gave way to a new idea...SEX.

		Okay, not really a new idea but it was not planned before Phyllis arrived. We whisked away to the playroom and were immediately all over each other. Our faces were sucking parts of each other. We didn't like doing a 69 too often because it was so hard to keep focus on our pussies. But we did eat each hairless slits by taking turns.

		"Sue... that is so gooodddd..." I moaned as she brought on a nice little orgasm.

		It was reciprocated as I went down on Sue as she let her body spasm to a healthy climax. Then we climbed into our favorite position...tribbing. It was a simple position where we would get our legs into a scissors position to each other and bring our pussies together kissing. There was nothing more powerful than a 'tribbing' orgasm for either of us.

		When we first experienced tribbing a while ago, it was an incredible experience. However, we learned how to take it to the next level and really fuck our minds and bodies silly. We kissed our pussies together and started humping one another.

		"Oooooohhhh yea!" Sue moaned.

		I called out too. It was something when the milky white cum just flowed out of each of us coating a slippery cave on each of us. The sloshing sound of pussies slapping and kissing was mind-blowing. As on cue, I picked up the speed on little Sue and she pushed back causing more intensity.

		"Aaaaahhhhh..." Sue's chant was the onset of her shuttering orgasm, which furthered along my squirting onslaught.

		"Go baby... cum for me!" I squealed bringing my own orgasm to the forefront.

		Now humping furiously, we both let loose an orgasmic cascade of cum, screams, and ferocity that exploded between our two pussies.

		"Raaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh..."

		"Yeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa..."

		The soft milky white love juice squirted furiously into Sue's pussy as she shook violently. Her darker milky love cum flowed into my spray echoing the incredible satisfaction we both shared.

		The screams went on and on. Thank god our nearest neighbor was away. The wave of raw sex and love just kept erupting over and over for several minutes until we collapsed into the sofa bed spent. Every time was similar to this one, but every time was unique and powerful for both of us.

		"I love you Holly." Sue whispered over.

		"I love you my little lover!" I replied.

		We eventually found our way to the shower to clean up the mess we made. Both of us were ultra-sensitive and knew not to sexually ignite each other. The results could be detrimental to our guest arriving soon. We needed to let our bodies calm down a bit before with lit them ablaze with Phyllis.

		The doorbell rang just as Sue finished cleaning the mess left in the playroom. Being naked around the house all the time, we answered the door with robes we had near the front door. This time we looked at each other and thought to try it with sans clothes. We were expecting Phyllis and wanted to show her our naked life of home but we both weren't sure if it was really her or a delivery person.

		We opened the door to find that it was not Phyllis. Talk about two stunned naked women standing at the door with glistening pussies calling for our new roommate.

		The package delivery girl was just as stunned, maybe more, as she stood holding a box and mouth agape. She had to be in her late twenties with a fairly sexy body. Her face was a bit weathered, but the set of breasts stacked on top of the box were to die for. They had to be at least 36DD with nipples now protruding the material holding them back.

		I don't think she was into girls but she might have been changing her mind as she scanned my hands caressing Sue's shoulder and neck. We signed for the package and smiled. She got some focus back and thanked us but didn't really move to leave. It was Sue who giggled.

		"I hope you have more packages you can bring us...maybe when you are not working."

		With that we blew her a kiss and closed the door. The hysterics we broke into was priceless as we went back into the kitchen laughing fondling each other.

		"Do you think she'll be calling back on us?" Sue questioned.

		"I doubt it Sue, she had a wedding ring and she probably felt a bit ashamed more than excited..." I said pulling my lips from hers. "Who knows, maybe she'll surprise us."

		It was twenty minutes later when the doorbell rang again. There was no doubt that it had to be Phyllis. Naked, hand in hand we open the door to our own shock... Phyllis was also naked grinning from ear to ear.

		We glanced over her body and admired how much it resembled my body. I was naturally hairless with the slightly tanned body that didn't have any tan line due to my heritage. My ample breasts were almost identical except her areolas were a much darker shade of pink and her nipples didn't protrude as much. Her pubic hair had a thin small strip above her folds in the slight brownish shade that matched her long flowing light brown, almost blonde, hair.

		Comparing to Sue, Sue's body was much more compact and had prefect pert breasts with perfect nipples sticking out, by far, my favorite part of my lover. Phyllis's ass had more curves that really were hot.

		Sue's little booty lacked those kind of curves yet... but there was potential to look like Phyllis's when she got into her thirties. We stood at the door in happy bliss welcoming her to her new home. I think we were staying there to see if someone else would see us naked.

		I commented to Phyllis that she needed her belly button pierced as Sue and I had. She balked a bit in fear of the pain, but with Sue's lip lock on Phyllis, she immediately changed her mind.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		Taking her bags into the house and just about to close the door, Sue noticed something.

		"Holly, look at this!"

		It was a business card piece of paper with a name and a phone number. It also had a brief message.

		'I would REALLY love to stop by and deliver another package any time after work...me.'

		"Margie... what a nice name... I think we need to have a party sometime soon." I giggled.

		"Who's Margie?" Phyllis queried in her incredibly sexy British accent.

		"Oh a delivery woman with a great set of tits that delivered a package earlier to two naked women answering thinking they were surprising a friend."

		We laughed heading into the house. We explained what had happened and how fucking hot it was.

		By then, Phyllis was licking her lips as we found a place to put her stuff and get her settled. I did make a plan to get her settled before ravaging her body. We had great experience with each other from the Den of Fear but this was different. At the Den of Fear, it was sex and fun...this was sex, fun and a relationship.

		We had chosen Phyllis along with Patty in our little family after much debate, even having a weeklong sex party at a private cabin to make sure she was really the right fit for us. Even though she was the dominator at the Den of Fear, we knew she was only playing the game and that she really did have the commitment.

		We finished getting her settled and ate a quick lunch and then broke open the liquor bottles. We slammed a few shots of tequila and all hell broke loose. Sue and I were all over Phyllis like bees to honey. I was on one side, Sue on the other eating her ears, rubbing her breasts with one hand, caressing her ass with the other and humping her legs with our pussies.

		"Holy shit!" Phyllis squirmed.

		We ravished her harshly; biting her ears, neck and nipples making her beg for more. Her moans were music to our ears as we increased our aggression. I had her nipple in my teeth and my fingers were parting the lips between her legs playing in the juice-flowing cum.

		Sue had her fingers toying with the other entrance and she was lip locked covering Phyllis's moans. Somehow we found ourselves on the sofa still attached to each other. The smell of sex permeated the room and my nose as I went down the landing strip to the fruits of Phyllis.

		I didn't wait for Sue; I dove in and parted Phyllis's girl slit with my tongue.

		"Fuck yes!" She called out.

		I looked up at Sue who was biting, rather harshly, on Phyllis's nipples. I focused on the parted lips and juices below. Using my fingers, I opened the cherry red cave and started sucking for all it was worth. She was as tasty as I remembered and very, very juicy. I lapped up the juice making sure her clitoris felt the power.

		"Ooooohhhhhh fuck.... This is soooooo good." Phyllis screamed.

		"Go Holl!! Eat that pie!" Sue spoke out as she backed away from milking Phyllis's breast and brought her legs around Phyllis's face.

		"Now, your turn to eat my pussy. I have been waiting WAY too long for you to do this!" Sue purred.

		I felt Phyllis's leg stiffen as her face was covered with a soaking wet love box.

		"Show me that you can make me CUM!" Sue hollered as she started grinding her pussy along Phyllis's face.

		Slurping noises came from her as Sue wailed happily. I continued eating Phyllis's pussy meat making sure that I really bit down every now and then. The tension in her legs was noticeable that she was cumming, but I couldn't hear anything from her as Sue was really riding her face hard. Then the climax hit Phyllis.

		"Arrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrgggg..." I heard Sue jumped up to allow Phyllis to cum and breathe hard before turning around and going back down on her again facing me.

		"Oh Holl!!! She is so good at this... her nose it tickling my ass as she licks me!"

		I sat up and started fingering Phyllis...allowing her to eat Sue with a bit more focus.

		"Oh Holly, she is really eating hard!" Sue glowed at me.

		"You are going to love her eating you day and night!" I beamed. "Oh... here it cums.... Holly... oh Holly!!!!!!" Sue shaking came on fast. "Aaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr..."

		It was extremely fast as Sue's orgasm ripped all over Phyllis's face. I stopped fingering Phyllis and went to suck on Sue's face. Our passionate kiss really took on new meaning as Phyllis continued her pussy onslaught through Sue's peak. The saliva mixing between the two of us fermented from our lips onto each other's face causing the passionate heat to increase.

		Falling off of Phyllis, Sue and I meshed into our favorite position, tribbing! We began our pussy kissing and it was time for me to cum. Phyllis moved over to me and sucked on my face. Her cum drenched face tasted so sweet. Sue was controlling our tribbing and made sure I was poised to squirt. It was powerful when it arrived.

		"Sssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii..." I screamed biting onto Phyllis's lip.

		Losing control, I let my cum coat Sue freely. Several minutes passed before I melted back away from Sue and Phyllis. I was spent and ultra-sensitive. Phyllis was a ball of sweaty flesh lying next to me. Sue seemed to be itching for more as she towered over both of us.

		"Come on... I am still very horny!" Sue pouted.

		"Oh, go take Phyllis to bed and fuck her silly." I told her as I rolled into an exhausted ball of very happy flesh.

		I could hear the action in the next room as Sue was really screaming and moaning. Phyllis was also very loud but nothing compared to Sue's vocal-ness.

		"That's it bitch, suck my tit!" I heard from Sue.

		It was rare to hear Sue curse like that... she only used that profanity when she was really over the sexual edge. And she must have been as the colorful words continued.

		The last thing I remembered was a long hard deep squeal from one of the two... then and someone knocking at the door. Patty? Margie?

		Then my eyes closed and I was lost in my sticky cocoon.

		END

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		The Enigmatically Erotic Excursion

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Clara was really trying to reason how this love of hers came into her life. It was like a dream where all the right turns were made and no setbacks occurred.

		Clara is a 43 year old widow. Her husband was killed in a drive by shooting by mistake coming out of a restaurant and she has worked since then to take care of herself and her two daughters.

		Both daughters are through school now so she is doing some things she has wanted to do and her first adventure is a bike tour of the Fylde coast in England. She has taken very good care of herself and her ass, boobs and slim figure get plenty of looks from the guys, and even a few of the gals.

		Which brings up the fact that she is very bi and enjoys evenings of sex with either. She flew into Heathrow Airport and spent a couple of days getting accustomed to the change in time. She was advised by people at her Hotel to not try to bike out to the city limits, rather to rent a car and a bike.

		So she did and the morning of her third day saw her leaving her Hotel early to avoid the rush and heading for the countryside. An hour later found her parking in a small center and removing her bike from the rack.

		She took off and headed down a narrow two lane road. She was enjoying her ride and several miles down the road she came to a side road with the sign telling her that Black Pool was that way. She decided what the hell and took off, heading for one of the most wonderful experiences of her life. She would call the road more of a lane, with hedges tall on each side. Clara was having her own mystery tour.

		Clara was beginning to wonder if she had made a mistake but continued on. The lane made a hard turn to the right and there she was in a very small community. There were few buildings, post office, grocery and a little pub named "The Lancelot Inn." She realized she was hungry so entered the dimly lit eatery.

		The barman was a middle aged man with slick back hair and very short full facial hair. This strange man nodded me a hello and told me to sit anywhere and someone would be with me shortly. Clara picked a table by the window overlooking the town and sipped the glass of water the man brought her.

		She was daydreaming looking out the window when a soft voice said, "Here's a list of what they are serving for lunch. I'll be back in a bit for your order."

		Clara looked up at the source of the voice and gazed into the eyes of a most beautiful young woman. She would guess she was about 25, smooth skin, lovely dark blond hair, and slender body with perky boobs pushing two mounds out of the black blouse she wore under her black cape.

		This girl was a wonder because she was dressed entirely in black including the lipstick on her pouty lips. She smiled as she looked Clara over then left and returned to the back room.

		Soon she reappeared and asked if Clara had decided. She told the lovely goth that she would have the boiled pork sandwich and the greens with a glass of stout. The young girl smiled again and said it would be right out. And it seemed like only minutes when she sat Clara's lunch in front of her.

		As she did Clara said, "It is my understanding there is an old abandoned castle somewhere around."

		"You must mean Bromley's Castle," she replied.

		"Yes that's it."

		"I don't know if I would visit it if I were you."

		Clara was sure she had a puzzled look on her face because this young beauty asked, "Have you not heard of the Legends surrounding Bromley's?"

		While they were chatting Clara was working on her delicious lunch. As she finished the last bite her new friend said, "If you would like I'll tell you about it and then if you still want to go I'll take you there. I'm off work now until 7 o'clock."

		Clara looked at her watch and it was just a little after 1. She told her she appreciated her kindness and paid her fare and headed out the door with the girl. She went around to the side of the building and came back with a bike so they took off.

		They stopped at a small park not far from the pub and stretched out on the lawn. The young goth started her story by putting her hand on Clara's and asking, "Do tales of vampires and such scare you?"

		"Not really," Clara replied.

		"Okay here is the legend then:

		'According to the story that has been handed down from father to son for years, Martin Bromley was a kindly Doctor that gave as much free care to the people of this area as he charged for. Everyone pitched in to build him the castle he had always wanted and they thought he deserved.

		'It was at the house warming and gala party that the townspeople discovered that Mrs. Judith Bromley was having an affair with a Mid-wife. They were discovered with Emma's face buried in the love zone of Ms. Key. Of course that was the end of the party but just the beginning of life at Bromley Castle.'"

		"How many years ago was this?" Clara asked her friend.

		"As is true of most legends, it is impossible to pin down an exact date but from the way the castle is constructed and other evidence the guess is somewhere in the 1600's."

		"Fascinating indeed." Clara replied.

		"To go on with the legend," she said, "at some point after the first party and first discovery of the actions of the Lady of the Castle the town's people brought in a witch to cast a spell on the Doctor and his wife in an attempt to keep this vile activity from escaping from the walls of the castle.

		"Soon after the spell was cast the Doctor and his wife Judith disappeared and the castle was left in a will to the Butler and the Housekeeper. They ran it as an Inn even in those times. The day to day activities at the castle changed from the philanthropic actions of the kindly medical man to two people that were only interested in what they could intimidate their charges to do for him. And I mean do for them in a sexual way.

		"It didn't make a difference whether it was man or woman, young or old they were interested in sexual contact. Consequently their business was reduced to nothing and only the most desperate would stay with them at this castle Inn.

		And it seems that most of those never were seen again. For various reasons, death or fear it was only a matter of time before the entire castle staff was gone and Housekeeper Maude and the Butler were left to care for it all by themselves.

		"At some time Maude bore the Butler a daughter that was named Judith. The legend suggests that at an early age Judith became the pride of both her Mother and Father in even their strange bizarre ways. Judith was seen by very few of the towns people.

		"As time went by a male child came upon the scene, reported to be the son of the Butler and his housekeeper, Maude. Ever since then the male offspring in the line are named Martin and the females named Judith.

		"My father owns the Lancelot Inn and his name is Martin. My name is Judith."

		Of course Clara was completely blown away by this story. This beautiful thing that made her pussy itch when she looked at Clara and was treated with the aroma of her being had all but told her she was bi and almost challenged Clara to do something about it.

		She squeezed Clara's arm where her hand had laid all this time and said, "Did her story scare you off?"

		"No way little one," she responded.

		Clara got up and headed for her bike.

		"Lead the way girl."

		Maybe it was wishful thinking but she was sure that Judith's eyes were undressing her. She stood holding her bike as her gaze moved up and down her body. And while she was looking at Clara, one hand moved under her cape and Clara was sure it was busily squeezing her breast.

		Judith got up and grabbed her bike and away the two headed, for Bromley's Castle. They were barely out of town when Judith brought her attention to Bromley's. The weather was very clear and the sky was cloudless but still a haze was obliterating the tower.

		Clara's breath was taken by the view. They rode on side by side in complete silence. Clara couldn't believe that she was beginning to think that maybe there was something to the legend. Then they arrived at the gate. Judith pushed it open and they rode on in. She parked her bike in a rack and pushed a bar through the front wheel and into Clara's. Then she secured it with a lock from her pack.

		"Bikes have a habit of disappearing if visitors don't secure them," Judith said with a devilish look in her eye.

		For about the next hour she showed Clara the dining hall, the bedrooms, the area where horses and other animals were kept. Everything except one area.

		"What is it like in the tower?" The older woman asked.

		"Do you really want to go there?" Judith asked.

		"Yes, I think so," she replied.

		During their exploring the castle, Judith seemed to be trying to get very familiar with Clara, letting her hand drop to her butt as they stood with her arm around her or pushing her arm against her breasts.

		As they headed for the tower, Judith's movements became much more obvious. Clara was getting a little concerned, maybe even scared as Judith showed her the cells, the torture chambers and other areas of the tower.

		It was obvious that it was one place you didn't want to be. They were in one of the smaller rooms used for torture when she showed Clara "the rack." Her first impression was that it was a devise the Doctor used in regards to his medical practice. It looked very much like an examination table that might be used to check out a woman's vagina. Except this one had chains with bracelets attached.

		Judith took her hand as asked, "Would you like to try it?

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Clara declined but when she tried to retrieve her hand she held her in a very firm and strong grip.

		"I have very good perception and I know that you are interested in me in a sexual way and I am with you. I will guarantee two things, I will teach you and give you feelings you have never imagined existed and two, I will stop and release you anytime you say no more."

		And she was so right. She helped Clara out of her cloths, placed a blanket on the rack and instructed her to lie down on her back with her legs and hands where they belonged.

		Clara did and she put the bracelets on her rendering her helpless. But this lovely lady had no plan for any kind of pain. Rather she was most interested in giving herself pleasure by giving her pleasure. She kissed Clara's face and mouth with her black lips and nibbled and sucked her breasts.

		Sometime during this play Judith in one motion removed all her clothes except her cape. This she kept wrapped around her body hiding her nudeness from Clara's eyes. She pulled a stool up and sat down between her legs and spread them as wide as she could.

		Her touch sent shivers up and down her spine and when her tongue began entertaining her clit Clara thought she would pass out. Judith sucked and sucked on her clit and pussy bringing her very close to an orgasm.

		Then she felt just a tweak of pain in her clit and she continued to suck and suck. Clara blew her load of love juice in Judith's face and as she looked up at her and smiled she thought she could see just a faint point of fangs disappear in Judith's mouth. But she knew she saw just a trickle of blood run from her mouth down her chin.

		Clara looked down at her pussy and saw that her clit was the size of a big thumb, 6 or 7 times larger than it had ever been. Then Judith kissed back up her body and began sucking on her tits giving attention to one and then the other. Again Clara felt a tweak of pain, this time in her left nipple and Judith sucked and sucked.

		Then she changed to the right one and again Clara felt pain and her tit was sucked dry. Clara looked at them and her nipples were almost as big and long as her clit. She was trying to sort out what had happened when she heard a loud crash outside the door to their room.

		Judith through her cape over her so they were both covered. As she began to lick Clara's neck there were more sounds from the hall way and Judith stood up. Clara let out a sigh of relief. She thought her neck was the next to be sucked on.

		"Don't worry, that is just our Housekeeper," she said with a big smile. She is the hornist 65 year old woman you have ever known. Let's go meet her."

		Judith was fully dressed and out the door before Clara had her bra on. Clara thought 'Oh well' and put her bra and panties in her pack, pulled up her Levi's, pulled her sweater down and headed out the door.

		She didn't see Judith but could hear voices so she followed the sound. There in another room of the tower was the most beautiful 65 year old woman she had ever seen.

		Long silver braids of hair went well past her waist. Her breasts were bigger than Clara's and barely contained in the top of her gown. The skirt of her gown was split up the front clear to the waste leaving no doubt that this lady shaved her pussy.

		Judith looked at her and said, "Come here and meet Ms. Maude Bishop."

		Clara did and felt she was in for some more very wonderful sex but that will have to be later as Judith had almost done Clara in.

		***

		The small room where they found Ms. Bishop looked to be probably where the guards spent their time when not guarding or whatever guards do. There were several small cots, one large table and 8 or 10 chairs. Ms. Bishop was a beautiful woman with long silver hair dressed in a beautiful gown. The top was a great stage for her big breasts to be displayed on and the skirt was slit up the front clear to the waste which exposed her puffy shaved pussy.

		She was the most beautiful 65 year old woman Clara thought she had ever seen. Clara approached the two of them and was introduced and Ms. Bishop said, " Welcome my dear." as she reached out and pinched Clara's nipple.Judith let out a laugh and told her that that was her usual greeting. If Clara were a guy she would have grabbed his cock. "

		"Judith tells me you enjoy women as partners," Maude said. "That is good because you are about to pay the toll for your tour of Bromley. I really feel the need for some tongue action in my cunt and if you do a good job your dinner will be free."

		Clara had been with some very crass women but this lady took the cake. Not only was she very forward but her language was too. But Maude didn't hesitate, backing over to the table and laying back on it. She put her feet up with knees bent and spread wide.

		In the lip of her pussy was a large stone which Clara was sure was a real diamond. As Clara approached Maude Judith put her hand on her arm and said, "Do you like squirters?"

		"Yes. Yes." she answered.

		"Well if you spend a lot of time with your fingers on the forward wall of her pussy while you are sucking and pulling on her clit Maude will reward you with several hard squirts of love juice."

		"Come on girl, I'm waiting," the housekeeper said so Clara dropped to her knees and began kissing and licking the inside of Maude's thighs from her knees up to her pussy.

		Then with fingers in place she began sucking and fingering and licking and kissing. Maude accepted Clara's efforts by pushing her pelvis against her face and holding her head tightly against it.

		Clara had difficulty breathing but continued her assault for 8 or 10 minutes until finally Maude laid back and a stream of hot wet cum shot out of her cunt and hit Clara directly in the face.

		Clara was so surprised she hadn't moved before shot number two scored another direct hit. Then she wrapped her mouth around her cunt and took several more hits, directly down her throat.

		After Maude had laid back and was regaining her composure Clara tongue cleaned her inner thighs and pussy. Clara was just about to sit back and enjoy coming back to earth when a loud, "Well, hello ladies," echoed from the hall.

		Then the master of the castle appeared in the door. Butler Martin Bishop was attired much like the housekeeper. His pure white hair was long, shoulder length, the cut of his jacket exposed a lot of white hair on his chest and his trousers were cut up the front and exposed a rather nice looking cock.

		"I see we have a visitor," the Butler stated, "Is she staying for dinner?"

		"Yes," replied the housekeeper "and she's already paid her check."

		While this chit chat was going on the Butler had put his arm around Judith and was unashamedly playing with her tits.

		"Well I tell you what," he said, "I think Judith and I will manufacture a little desert that our guest can have before dinner."

		Things were moving so fast Clara was almost in a fog and the only thing she got out of the exchange was that her dinner was paid for because she did such a good job eating Maude's pussy and making her squirt.

		With no fore play or anything, Judith was on her knees taking the 10 inch hard cock of the Butler down her throat. She was a master cocksucker without a doubt. She sucked and licked and stroked the Butler for about 15 minutes when the Butler slapped the table and said, "Up here girl."

		Judith lay back on the table with her pussy out over the floor. The Butler rubbed the wet love nest with the head of his cock and with one thrust pushed his meat all the way up her cunt.

		Not a sound came from Judith until she started breathing really hard and moaning. Here legs were wrapped around the Butler pushing her cunt closer to him as he pounded away.

		Then he told her to turn over which she did, putting her feet on the floor and bending over the table. The Butler entered her pussy from the rear and continued pounding away with long, hard and fast strokes. And then he buried his hard cock all the way into her hot pussy and from his grunts and groans it was very evident he was pumping her full of seed.

		Then he pulled his cock out and smiled at Clara, inviting her to do cleanup on him. Clara loved the combination of tastes, Judith's pure clear love juice and his salty hazy cum. Clara finished with cleanup and looked up at Judith. She was still bent over the table.

		The Butler separated the lips of her pussy and she must have flexed her cunt a bit because his seed came dribbling out.

		"May as well clean up her too," he suggested.

		Clara was only too glad to accommodate him. Clara had wanted to play with this little darling earlier but had been interrupted. Clara quickly pushed her lips and tongue into the valley of her pussy before the cum dripped out. Then she licked and fingered and licked and sucked and suddenly Judith was squirting again in her mouth.

		When Judith was through Clara was also. All she wanted to do was lie with Judith and feel her warm naked body next to hers. Clara was extremely disappointed when Judith turned around and said, "It's almost six; I've got to get back to work. See you all!" and away she went.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Clara didn't even have time to find out where she could meet Judith later. Ms. Bishop and the Butler invited her to stay for dinner and spend the night. Then they would call Judith in the morning and she could return and fetch her.

		It was so different, being with two people that were completely open with their sexual appetites. Both of them squeezed her tits every chance they got and did the same to each other. Clara decided that before the night was over she wanted fucked by the Butler's big beautiful cock.

		As they walked to the dining hall Clara wondered what surprises were still in store for her.

		***

		. Clara looked at her hosts and thought she was probably in for a remarkably interesting night. Butler asked one of the attendants if dinner was ready and was told it was so they headed for the dining hall.

		Clara marveled at the attendants. She had seen probably a dozen while she had been there, all ages and all races. But they all had one thing in common, the ladies were very fair and the men very handsome. And they all dressed like the Butler and the Housekeeper, in clothes that were very beautiful, very revealing and very accessible. They were all touched and nibbled and felt anytime they were within reach of the two. And they all acted somewhat subdued, almost like they were drugged or something.

		They entered the hall and it was a big hall. In one corner was a three sided table with a place set on each side. About two feet in around all sides was a raised and padded area about three feet off the table. Very strange Clara thought.

		Standing behind the chairs at two of the places are two attendants. One a man about 23; probably part Black tall and very well built. His open trousers displayed about 10 inches of semi hard cock.

		Behind another chair is an exceptionally beautiful 18 year old Asian girl. Large boobs and shaved pussy.

		"Oh her dear, they need to get you a server," said Maude. "What flavor do you desire?"

		Clara sort of blurted out, "Both," before she thought.

		"No problem," Maude replied. And talking to someone Clara didn't know who said, "Please have Ciri join us."

		And she did.

		An incredibly beautiful black girl came up to Clara and said, "Her name is Ciri and I will be your servant."

		Maude looked at her with a big smile and said, "Ciri is truly both."

		Behind that very functional cock is a most delicious functional pussy."

		Ciri held her chair and they were seated.

		Their personal servants poured them water or coffee and did other things for their comfort. Clara noticed that both Maude and the Butler Martin were very busy with their hands while their servant was within reach.

		Clara thought that she'd better get with the program or Ciri would think she didn't like her. As she stood at her side with her cock rubbing Clara's bare arm she looked up at her and smiled and took the head in her mouth.

		Both Maude and the Butler applauded her.

		This preliminary activity continued through the soup and salad. When the servants had served the main course, Maude clinked her water glass with a spoon. The three rotated one place and her new server had been with Maude.

		Now she had his big hard cock starring her in the face. Martin the Butler was busily gulping down Ciri's hard cock and Maude had her new attendant bent over and was licking her pussy and rosebud from behind.

		Their meals were getting cold but it didn't seem to bother anyone. The way her server was breathing hard she was sure she was about to be rewarded with a big load of cum.

		The Butler had laid out Ciri on the platform on the table and was licking her pussy to climax and Maude was finger fucking her charge to a similar ending.

		And what a load of cum Clara was rewarded with.

		Very shortly the other's activities also ended and they settled down to dinner. Of course the food was all cold so Maude had new plates delivered.

		They chatted while eating, their servers had disappeared. When they were through eating, Martin the Butler stood up and order after dinner liquor.

		Ciri appeared with three glasses and served each of them. Other servers cleared away their dishes and chairs and brought in a large love seat, easily capable of handling three or four people. Clara was invited to join Maude and the Butler and took a seat between them. Then the lights of the room dimmed, a spot light was focused on the raised platform of the table and three people appeared.

		They bowed to them and then took their place on the platform. Two girls and one guy were there to entertain them and boy did they. It was as if they had a script because they never hesitated to change positions or what they were doing.

		No hole ever was without a tongue, finger or cock in it and the cock was never without a mouth or cunt on it. And there was never a time that Clara didn't have at least two hands or a mouth on her.

		Finally Maude got down on the floor and was giving Clara's cunt such a work over she squirted her juice all over her. And just about then the Butler filled Clara's mouth with his seed.

		The guy on the stage noticed that Maude was the only one that had not been fulfilled so he did his duty, hopped down to join them and fucked Maude until she had a mind boggling climax.

		The actors or whatever you would want to call them retired and the Butler announced that he and Maude were going to do the same thing. The other servers left the area but Ciri stayed by Clara's side.

		Her cock was retired her nipples were firm and inviting. Clara asked Ciri if she knew where she was supposed to sleep and Ciri smiled and took her hand. She led her down the hall to a set of double doors which she opened.

		Inside was a double king size bed, several other chairs and love seats and a sort of strap seat hanging from the wall. When Clara's gaze stayed with it Ciri asked if she wanted her to show her how it worked.

		Clara said, "Sure."

		Ciri picked up the control from the seat and sat back putting her feet in stirrups and spreading her legs wide. Then she motioned her to join her and as Clara approached her Ciri raised her chair until Clara was staring into Ciri's hot wet pussy. Clara moved in and kissed her clit, then gripped it with her teeth.

		Ciri tilted her chair back so Clara's face and Ciri's pussy were exactly aligned. Her beautiful cock began to grow but at that point Clara was only interested in her pussy. Clara thought she had given Ciri a big face full a little earlier but when she started squirting it made Clara's look small.

		Clara loved it and drank as much as she could, then she took the control from Ciri's hand and lowered her back to the floor. Clara grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the bed.

		"Come on lover," she smiled, "I want fucked by that beautiful boy tool of yours. Cunt, ass and mouth in that order. When your cum shoots out of your cock like it did out of your pussy I want it right here." putting her finger in her mouth and sucking it.

		They laid there in the huge bed, cuddling and kissing and playing for about 20 minutes. Finally she pushed her over on her back, straddled her and lowered her cunt down on Ciri's cock.

		It felt sooo gooood she just sat there, with it all the way in her and enjoyed the wonderful feeling. Then she slowly rotated her hips, while not lifting them at all. And then moved them front to back and side to side. Clara rode Ciri's hard meat this way for 5 minutes or so and then started slowly lifting her hips up so Ciri's cock was almost all the way out and then lowered back down again.

		It was sooooo gooood, fucking this young thing. Ciri was moaning as loud as Clara was and then Ciri whispered, "you better get down on it if you want a mouthful cause I'm about to blow."

		***

		Ciri and Clara cuddled on the bed, both completely exhausted from their love making. Then into her mind came the vision that it wasn't Ciri she was laying with it was her beautiful Judith. Clara so wanted to make love and have glorious sex with that beauty.

		Clara asked Ciri if it was alright if she left and she said, "NO, but why would you want to?"

		Clara told her that she had really enjoyed her time with her but now wanted to get back to Judith. Ciri said that as long as it was in service to her Clara could do anything she asked and if she wanted Judith she would go get her.

		Clara kissed Ciri and thanked her and promised she and Ciri would be together again before Clara left England.

		Ciri returned her kiss and smiled.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Ciri dressed, put on a shawl and headed out the door. Clara decided a shower was in order and when she opened the shower room door was met by a young Asian guy, dressed only in a flap that covered his cock.

		Clara made the remark that he was the first guy she had seen since she had been there that had his man tool hidden. He took a hold of the flap and slid it around on his waist so the flap was on his side and about 7 or 8 inches of soft cock was clearly visible.

		"Is that better?" he asked with a smile.

		"Much better," Clara replied as she gripped it with her hand. "Are you going to help me shower?"

		"If that is what the lady desires," he replied.

		"That is what this lady desires," Clara smiled.

		Clara was told his name was Pen and he had been at the castle for about two years. He really liked it here because everyone was into sex and his appetite was satisfied several times a day.

		He helped her out of her cloths and as she stepped into the shower he drop his cock flap and entered the shower as nude as she was. The shower stall would easily accommodate 6 people. There were three shower heads, one on each wall that sprayed warm wonderful jets of water out into the middle.

		Pen started by soaping her back and her arms and then her stomach and up to her boobs. As he gently massaged them and soaped them she pressed his face down on one and encouraged him to nibble.

		He was very good and soon her desire moved from tits to pussy. There was a built in seat that she pushed him down on and then put one foot up so her pussy was right at his face.

		Clara was about to give him a mouth full when she saw movement out in the room and realized Ciri must have returned with Judith. Clara bent over and sucked Pen's tongue a bit and thanked him.

		Then opened the door, grabbed a towel and headed for the bedroom. Sure enough there was the beautiful Judith sitting on the love seat, legs neatly crossed enjoying the warmth of the fireplace.

		Ciri poured them each a glass of wine and asked her permission to retire. Clara thanked her for retrieving her Judith and they were alone. Here not five feet from her was the woman Clara's desire was strong for. Clara had had only the briefest contact with her when they were with the Butler and Maude and was very anxious to be alone with her.

		Clara's eyes undressed this lovely person setting before her. Judith's eyes gazed up and down her as well. Clara sat on the arm of the love seat and brushed Judith's hair away from her neck and kissed around on her neck until her lips touched her ear.

		Clara took in a deep breath and whispered she loved her aroma.

		"What do you mean?" she asked rather curtly.

		"I mean I smell the real you," Clara replied, "a little bit of sweat, a little bit of smoke like you worked a poker game in the back room, a little bit of sex, like you saw someone that made you hot, just a lot of different aromas that add up to one sexy one." she continued kissing and nibbling.

		Judith remained a little cold and Clara thought she must have really offended her. Clara asked her and Judith said yes she intimated that she smelled bad and Clara told her she did not say that.

		"What I said was that you smelled very interesting."

		Clara got up and poured herself another glass of wine and wondered how to correct this error she had made when two hands touched her side and moved over her tits and started squeezing gently.

		Clara placed her hands on Judith's and pushed back against her body. Her firm breasts pushed into her back. Clara turned to face her and she started to apologize. Judith stopped her by pressing her lips against Clara's and pushing her tongue into her mouth.

		They both frantically started undressing the other and in about 30 seconds their bare breasts were nipple to nipple and their bare pussys were meshed. As they kissed Clara led Judith to the bed and soon they were cuddled, kissing in the middle.

		Clara wanted this luscious thing she was kissing so badly but decided to take it slow and sensual. She kissed every inch of Judith's face and then moved down to her neck. Between kisses and licks Clara found herself at her beautiful tits.

		Clara took a nipple between her teeth and pulled. They responded by getting harder and bigger. Clara bit and pulled and then released, letting them plop back down to their normal position.

		Then her eagerness to have her tongue in her pussy took over and the trip from tits to pussy was very short. As she approached her love zone with her kisses Judith started spreading her legs so Clara would have no barrier.

		The aroma of her hot sex met Clara's nose and lured her on. And then her lips met those swollen boundaries of her pussy. Judith's clit protruded from its shroud and beckoned her attention. Clara licked it and kissed it and took it between her lips and then her teeth.

		Her lover squirmed as Clara played with this trigger of sex. Clara did to her lover's pussy everything she had ever done to previous partners and everything she had ever thought of to do to one.

		Judith's love juice escaped to find her face and her fingers. Her tongue was like a piston, first licking all around her pussy and up and down the slit to her rosebud and then pushing in and out of her love nest searching for more of her delicious nectar.

		Judith was hammering the bed with her arms, her body writhing so that she had to hold on at times. Clara wanted this contact to never end. Then Judith's moans became shouts as she grabbed her head and first held her face tightly against her pussy and then pushed her away.

		She changed her position several times until finally as she pushed her away she squirted a strong stream of love juice into her mouth and all over her face. Six or seven squirts filled her mouth and were swallowed to her belly.

		Then Judith lay silent as if she had passed out. Clara moved up to make sure she was okay and was greeted by a very sexy smile on her beautiful face.

		Judith put her arms around her and they lay there on their sides, bodies pressed tightly together. Clara was so content she almost dozed off. Then Judith moved slightly and planted a big kiss squarely in the center of her forehead.

		"Now it's my turn," she whispered.

		Judith took a finger and closed Clara's eyelids and kissed each eye, then her nose and moved down to her mouth. Her tongue explored every inch of Clara's mouth before making contact with her tongue and leading it in a dance of love. Her hands and fingers were already squeezing her tits tweaking her nipples and in short order were tweaking her clit.

		A kiss and a bite on each nipple, a tongue in her naval and then Judith moved directly to Clara's pussy. This girl was on a mission. She bent her knees and spread her legs as wide as possible wanting all of this little girl between. Judith's mouth and lips and tongue covered Clara's cunt with love and extreme feelings began to develop in the zone.

		This girl was like a carnivore, biting her pussy lips and clit, licking every inch, every drop of juice as it began to flow. Clara grabbed her head and fucked her face almost not letting her breathe. For what was probably half an hour but seemed like only minutes her lover covered her cunt with love.

		Then Clara's climax began.

		It started deep in her belly and moved like a freight train down her love canal to her pussy. She pushed Judith's head away and hit her full on the face with a torrent of cum. Clara continued two, three, four squirts, each one as strong as the previous one.

		Judith looked startled at first and then began drinking at her love fountain capturing as much of each squirt as she could. Then Judith placed her mouth over her opening so the last few squirts were completely consumed.

		Her lover then started lapping at Clara's pussy like a little puppy cleaning up the spilled milk. Judith pushed Clara's legs forward so she could lick the juice running down her butt. Clara was so exhausted she drifted off to sleep.

		Clara awoke a minute or an hour later to find her lover pressed against her body and sound asleep. Clara drifted back to dreamland and relived the previous hours in her memory. Clara was completely at peace and cared not for what might happen in the future. She did know that her little mystery tour turned out to be magical.

		END

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		Maintaining Contact

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		My name is Courtney and I'm twenty two years old. Until my eighteenth birthday I had never thought of myself as 'lesbian'. Then I met Lauren.

		Lauren is my roommate a lovely person with shoulder length, auburn hair and shapely legs and an overall beautiful body. When we moved in together, I don't think she ever thought it could be something long term. I know then I didn't. But she totally seduced me into one of my first head over heels relationships. Her sense of adventure and daring drew me to her like a moth to a flame.

		***

		Last night was Saturday night, we were sitting on the sofa unwinding after a night of playing our favorite game of dare, while we shared some cognac. She put her hand on my thigh and we kissed on the sofa, her hands were all over me. Her warm fingers were in my panties so quickly, feeling my warmth and desire.

		I felt her face in my hands and we kissed for what seemed like hours. She placed her soft lips on my nipples, and her fingers removing my saturated panties as we got naked for the real action. I trembled at seeing her ample breasts, her wide erect nipples poised to be suckled.

		Lauren ever the adventuress, introduced me to tribbing and she was so good at rubbing her luscious pussy mound into my clitoris, I could've done it for hours with her. I felt her course pubic hair on my clit as we moved in synch with one another, it was so delicious! She told me her secret was to always 'maintain contact' while tribbing.

		Then she got on top but also encouraged me to take my time and suck her sweet pussy. I was in heaven when she moaned with delight and kept pressing her sex into my face for more.

		We were both insatiable for some reason last night. Lauren fucked me so hard with our favorite strap on, but she took her time and teased my clit with it for what seemed like eternity. Afterward in our shower, I finger fucked her against the shower stall with her whispering in my ear to never stop. Our kisses and caresses went on way into the wee hours of the morning.

		***

		I awoke to the sound of the music blasting on the television and the smell of fresh coffee from the kitchen. It was a nice, hot Sunday morning the kind I loved.

		I wasn't much of an early riser and mixed with what my girlfriend and I had done the night before, I felt more like staying in bed and giving my body a much needed rest. I was never one to back down from a challenge though, and apparently neither was my girlfriend, Lauren.

		We had both been caught up in a back and forth game of X-rated dare for most of the night, a game which neither of us wanted to lose. It started out with little things like getting phone numbers from girls and buying sexy thongs, but every one of our dares would gradually became more dangerous and exciting, hence the X-rating.

		My last challenge for Lauren had been the most daring of any we had attempted but, not willing to back down, she had pulled it off. I had made her wear bikini underwear with a white tank top and actually walk four blocks to the post office to mail a letter of mine. When I found out that she did it, my jaw literally hit the floor knowing that my next turn was going to be even worse.

		I threw off the sheets and reached for my nightie, which rested halfway across the room from the night before. It happened to be the result of another successful dare on my part as well. Lauren had made me ask a hot male clerk at a department store where I could find a yellow nightie with Baby Yoda on it. Consequently, I was livid with shame the entire time and every time I visited the store afterwards that same hot sales clerk would always smirk at me and even offer to help pick out more nighties.

		After slipping on my Yoda nightie, I left the bedroom and made my way to the kitchen to find Lauren sitting at the table with her iPhone in her hands. She looked up at me as I stood next to the counter, giving her my usual 'half asleep' smile.

		"And why, might I ask, are you up so early this morning?" I asked.

		"Planning the move, Courtney, planning the move," she replied. "Hard to think though, after last night."

		I ran my hand through my disheveled hair, reminiscing about the very hot events of the night before and grinning.

		"Oh, I know. I'm just that good," I answered.

		"Maybe in bed, girl, but not when it comes to our little game."

		"You have your dare ready then?" I asked.

		"Still thinking," she stated. "The stakes are getting higher now, Courtney, and I'm looking forward to seeing you choke."

		"Hah, maybe all of that sex did get to your head, Lauren."

		She smiled, reaching for her coffee.

		"We'll see, Courtney. We'll see."

		I poured myself a cup and sat down next to her. Lauren had long red hair, tied back behind her head, and she wore only a long red t-shirt as she sat at the table. She kept her legs crossed as she rested her iPhone on her thighs. I looked down at them, grinning to myself and watching her toe twitch every so often. It hadn't been a few hours and already I felt a little horny again. With that feeling mixed with my coffee, I was fully awake in a matter of minutes.

		After our cinnamon rolls and coffee breakfast Lauren and I each had a shower and sat together in the bedroom, picking out clothes for the day. Neither of us were the extreme skimpy type in terms of dressing, but we both had our fair share of showy garments. Lauren dressed in a pair of black jeans and a halter top I had bought her as a birthday present and proceeded to watch me look through the drawers for something of my own to wear.

		As I reached for a similar pair of jeans Lauren peered down at my legs. "I want you to wear a mini skirt today, Courtney."

		I looked at her, confused.

		"Any particular reason?"

		"I think you'd look nice in one for today is all," she replied.

		I gave her a dirty look for a second then reached for one of my skirts from the dresser drawer. I picked out a mid-thigh length black skirt, the kind I often wore to clubs, and showed it to Lauren. She nodded in approval and I slipped it on over my underwear.

		"Any other clothing recommendations for today?" I asked, standing in the black skirt and my bra.

		She shook her head. "That should be enough for now I think," she answered slyly.

		With that, I opened the closet and picked out an ivory colored blouse, nothing out of the ordinary for my tastes. Lauren watched as I finished getting dressed and let her fingers twist through her hair, playfully, as if to aid her in hatching the evil plan. When we finally left the bedroom and made our way to the door I finally spoke up.

		"This skirt thing wouldn't have anything to do with our little challenge game now, would it?"

		Lauren gave me a devious look and answered, "Maybe. But you're never one to back down from a challenge now, are you Courtney?"

		"Of course not," I replied bravely.

		Lauren then reached inside the closet and pulled out a small carton about the size of a loaf of bread.

		"Good, then you won't mind taking this package with you today when you go to the Galleria."

		"I'm going to the Galleria, am I. And I suppose you're not accompanying me, am I right?"

		"No, I unfortunately have a few errands to run, but we'll still be keeping in touch, of course." She made another devious grin, retrieving my cell phone from a nearby charger. "You're going to call me from your cell on the way there."

		"Am I," I answered, staring down at the carton I had been handed. It didn't take me long to realize what was strange about it.

		"Something wrong?"

		"Wait a minute," I began. "This carton has a mailing address on in and is addressed to us."

		Lauren handed me my cell phone and smiled. "Of course it is, silly. That's part of our little game for today. I'll explain it when you get there."

		"This is just getting better and better," I said, sardonically.

		"Oh this is only the beginning, sweetheart," Lauren answered, pushing me out the door and locking it behind her. She then turned around and reached out her palm. "And now you can give me your key, Courtney."

		"Why?" I asked, tentatively.

		"Just so that you won't be motivated to come home early. And besides, I'll be home before you anyway."

		I reluctantly handed over my key to our place and we made our way downstairs to our cars. From there, Lauren gave me the extra attachments to my cell phone which included ear buds so that I wouldn't have to physically hold the phone up to my ear as I browsed the stores.

		"You're lucky that I wanted to take a trip to the Galleria anyway, Lauren," I said, still a little irritated by her strange demands.

		She gave me a silent wink and we got into our cars. I then put in the ear buds and Lauren made a quick call from her own cell phone just to make sure it worked before we both got on our way.

		As soon as her car was out of sight I peered down at the small carton on the passenger seat, still wondering why it was addressed to our apartment in the first place. I picked it up and shook it with one hand; it felt empty. Then, tossing it back on the seat, I made my way to the destination at a leisurely pace.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Not even five minutes after my arrival, I was startled by a soft ring in my ears as I walked past the first few stores by the door. I reached in my pocket and answered the phone quickly.

		"Courtney?"

		"Lauren," I answered, walking into a store.

		"Are you there yet?" she asked, attentively.

		"Yes."

		"And are you ready to take my little challenge?"

		I smirked.

		"Something tells me that it's not going to be so little, but yes."

		"Mmm, you have good instincts, Courtney. Now... first we're going to take a little turn into one of your favorite stores," she said, playfully.

		"Does it matter which one?" I asked.

		"As long as it has a changing room, sweetheart."

		I already happened to be in one of my favorite stores so I easily picked out a pair of nice jeans as if I were going to try them on and made my way into the fitting room. The one farthest down the small hall was empty. I walked inside and closed the door behind me.

		"Okay," I answered quietly, smiling to myself as I sat down. I was shaking a bit from the excitement but was at the same time still puzzling over what I was about to do.

		"Now," Lauren began, "take the package I gave you and open it up."

		I quickly opened the package and as I suspected nothing was in it.

		"It's empty," I replied, after obeying her orders.

		"Now, Courtney, I want you to slip out of your panties and put them inside the package."

		"What?" I asked, loudly.

		"You heard me, silly, off with the underwear," Lauren giggled over the phone.

		I made a few grousing noises as I quietly reached under my skirt and slid my panties down to my ankles and brought them into my hand. I took a series of long, steady breaths to slow my heart rate before finally answering Lauren again.

		"Okay, they're off," I said, sounding annoyed.

		Lauren giggled even more in excitement.

		"Feeling naughty yet, honey?" she asked slyly.

		"Mmmm... a little," I mused, trying to sound uninterested though my heart was still racing. "What's the package for?"

		"You're going to put it in the mailbox, and when it gets back to our place with your underwear inside I'll know you actually did this and weren't cheating. Just a little insurance, Courtney."

		"I'm crushed, Lauren. You don't trust me?" I asked, playfully.

		"Well if you are cheating you're sure fooling me right now."

		I placed my discarded panties in the package and closed it up again, setting it down.

		"Is this all I have to do?"

		"Mmm... maybe you could start by just playing with yourself a bit, that'll help."

		"You're pushing it, Lauren."

		"You can back out at any time, Courtney, just say the word."

		"Not a chance," I replied, looking down at myself.

		Hesitantly, I brought one of my hands down under my skirt and set my fingers on top of my thigh, rubbing myself just slightly. My breaths came out in shaky waves of air as I let my fingers slide across my pussy lips for a moment. I was hoping not to become wet at all costs.

		"Not backing out I see, or rather hear," Lauren whispered, listening to my deep breaths. "Well then perhaps this will be a little fun."

		I ran my free hand through my hair and peered at the closed door of the stall with narrowed eyes.

		"I'm listening," I uttered, softly.

		"Mmmm... that's my girl. Now, I want you to gently wet one of your fingers with your tongue, and I want to hear it, too."

		As to her demands, I brought my hand from my hair and held it near the phone as best I could as I slowly brought it into my mouth and sucked on it quietly. On the other end of the phone came the sound of more quiet laughing and heavy breathing as Lauren relished every moment of our conversation.

		"Okay," she whispered in a seductive voice. "Now I want you to run that wet finger up your inner thigh until it reaches your lips."

		I felt a rush of heat course through my body as Lauren's whispers flowed through the ear buds. My legs spread further apart as I removed my other hand and brought my wet finger to my warm thigh, sighing loudly. From there I ran it up my trembling leg until it reached the now wet lips of my pussy. I swore to myself under my breath but continued without further reluctance.

		"Is this all you've got, Lauren?" I asked, between breaths.

		"Ohh, so you think this is easy, huh? Well let's step up the pace then," she asserted. "Slowly slide your wet finger inside your pussy for me, Courtney."

		Gently I brought my finger against the lips of my cunt and finally slid it inside, restraining a moan at the same time. Already I felt warm and slick inside as the excitement began to grow more and more pleasurable. Outside my stall I could hear other people browsing about and finding empty change rooms to use. My face was almost completely red with anxiety and embarrassment as I watched my finger slide in and out of my wet pussy. Over the phone Lauren listened to my quiet moans which were gradually becoming louder with each passing moment.

		"Oh god, honey, now you're starting to make me wet," she giggled.

		"Am I done?" I asked between moans.

		"Don't you dare stop yet, I want you to fuck yourself nice and slow, Courtney."

		Her words made me smile to myself as I sunk further into the corner of the stall and let my legs spread farther apart. My juices began to flow almost immediately as I felt a small stream run from my pussy lips and onto the seat. I quickly covered myself with my entire hand, taking a deep breath of fright.

		"What's wrong?" Lauren asked.

		"Lauren, I'm so wet here that my juices are running onto the seat."

		"That's the idea, Courtney. The danger, the anxiety, doesn't it make it all that much more fun?"

		As much as I wanted to say no, I knew she was right. I slid my wet fingers along the lips of my cunt and stared at the door to the stall, hoping that no one would notice. My breathing became increasingly louder and after a few moments I began to feel the perspiration run down my forehead, though I was unsure if it was from excitement or anxiety.

		"Ohhhhh fuck... you don't expect me to... orgasm here, do you?" I asked, between breaths.

		Lauren giggled devilishly on her end.

		"You just keep at it until I think of what to do next, Courtney. And if you cum, all the better."

		"Thanks," I replied, rather sarcastically.

		Finally, letting go of a few more inhibitions, I let my fingers slide across my clit for the first time, causing a jolt to run through my body from my first small orgasm. I clenched my teeth and my free hand, holding back the sound of my voice which wanted to make a small squeal as a gentle flow of my juices poured over my fingers. My knees came together for a moment, holding one hand between my legs tightly while the other covered my mouth. The orgasm rushed through my body quickly. My hand felt warm and drenched between my legs as I stifled the flow as best I could.

		"Did you come yet, Courtney? I'll bet you did," Lauren giggled. She was loving every second of it from the safety of her end of the line. "Mmm... I wish I could be in there with you, with my tongue between your legs to lap up ever last drop of your girl cum."

		After biting my hand for a few seconds the rush of ecstasy finally passed. My voice was full of anger when I answered her.

		"You won't be giggling when I make you..."

		Just as I spoke up, I was startled by a loud knock at the changing room door. I turned completely white.

		"Excuse me, are you finished yet?" the voice said.

		I couldn't manage a reply as I jumped up from my seat and straightened my skirt back out. The door, which I had unknowingly forgotten to lock in my haste was now open and a woman holding a few garments of clothing was standing in front of me, impatiently.

		"Oh, I'm sorry, I was just finishing up and..."

		"How long does it take to try on a pair of jeans?" she asked, glaring at me.

		While I was apologizing, Lauren listened in and was almost head over heels laughing as I blubbered in front of the woman who nearly caught me masturbating. I began to get angry myself.

		"Why don't you mind your own business?" I asked, glaring back.

		I reached onto the bench and retrieved my belongings, noticing the wet fluids still dripping from the seat. I quickly placed the jeans over top of the puddle and wiped it off as best I could before walking past the woman and tossing the jeans onto a pile of clothing next to the changing stalls. Then, without looking back I quickly rushed out of the store and started walking up an escalator just in case.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		When my breath finally slowed Lauren was able to control her giggling.

		"Well, that was a close one now, wasn't it?"

		"That's definitely an understatement," I answered, managing a smile.

		"But did it feel good at least, Courtney?"

		"Mmm... pretty good. Not the kind of thing I'd like to do on a regular basis or anything."

		"That's nice to hear because we're not finished yet, Courtney," Lauren said, sounding sneaky as ever.

		"Oh, and what did you have in mind now?"

		"First, you can go put the package in the mail. Then I'll think of something."

		"You know, I could be lying and take the opportunity to take my panties off now and send them to you," I replied.

		"Maybe," Lauren stated. "But you didn't, of course. I know you can't fake those kind of moans, even when you're quiet, Courtney."

		"I guess you've got me there."

		We both had a quick laugh as I dropped the package containing my underwear into the mailbox. Her plan actually was quite smart when I thought about it; though it's entire premise centered on my honesty. I hadn't disappointed her though, and I definitely still felt wet from my little naughty adventure.

		"So," Lauren began. "What do we do with a young, very wet woman who has no underwear and is strolling around in a public place in a skirt?"

		"Send her home?" I added, in a hopeful manner.

		Lauren giggled. "Nice try, Courtney, but I think we have to try at least one more big thing before we call it quits today. I'm already wet myself and I wouldn't want to disappoint either of us."

		"You haven't been able to scare me away from anything yet, Lauren, and you know what that means."

		"Of course I do, now let's head for the washroom, shall we?"

		"Already thought of what I'm doing next?" I asked.

		"Sort of," she replied.

		I made my way towards the food court, which had a sign for both men and women's restrooms.

		"And what, may I ask, are you doing on your end of the line while I'm doing this?" I inquired, listening to her breath which was slightly louder than usual.

		"Well," Lauren whispered. "Right now I've got my hand between my legs, and I'm rubbing my fingers across my pussy real light and slow..."

		"Are you in your car still?"

		"Yes. It's nice and safe in here, though I can't say the same for your current location."

		"How convenient," I muttered.

		"Don't worry, sweetheart, you'll get your turn. Now, are you in the washroom yet?"

		"Yes," I stated.

		"Is anyone else in there with you?"

		"Mmm hmm," I answered quietly, looking over at the mirrors where someone stood rummaging through her purse.

		"Excellent, now go into one of the stalls, preferably one of the large ADA ones if possible."

		Coolly, I walked past the woman at the mirror to the far end of the washroom and went into one of the only large stalls, locking the door behind me.

		"Okay," I whispered.

		"This time we're going to get really daring, Courtney. I hope you're still up to it," Lauren said, holding back giggles of excitement."

		"I'm ready for anything, Lauren," I whispered, blatantly.

		"Can I trust you to do exactly as I say, Courtney?"

		"Yes, I promise I'll do it, Lauren."

		She finally let out her giggle, as if what she was about to say was beyond sensible risk.

		"Okay, Courtney, now I want you to quietly take your top off and set it aside."

		"What?!" I whispered, almost in shock.

		"Your top, Courtney, it has to come off. And your bra, too."

		"You have got to be kidding me, Lauren. I won't do it."

		"Ohhh, well that's a shame I guess. Backing out so easily..."

		"Okay, wait a minute," I said, hesitantly. "Fine, I'm not backing out. I've already come this far I guess."

		Lauren giggled with more excitement.

		"Then off with the top, honey."

		After moments of more silent debate, I gave in. Slowly, I pulled off my top and placed it on the hanger along with my purse. Then, disregarding all of my sense and reason, I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra, letting it fall down my shoulders and into my hands. I set it with my top and the began holding myself with both hands as the temperature in the restroom became apparent.

		"Okay, it's done," I stated.

		"Really? That was fast."

		"I did it, now what?" I fumed.

		"Patience, sweetheart, we'll begin soon enough," she mused. "What bathroom are you in anyway, I want to picture this scene."

		"The one near the food court."

		"Mmm... and you're sitting there wearing only socks, shoes and a skirt. Oh my god, that is the naughtiest thing I've ever heard. Talk about how to make a girl wet."

		"You may be wet but I'm freezing," I replied.

		"Well let's get you warmed up then... I want you to run your hands from your neck down to your breasts, and then your stomach..."

		As to her words, I placed my hands near my neck and ran my fingers downward until I reached my breasts and my nipples which were beginning to harden.

		"Mmm hmm," I whispered, taking deep breaths.

		"And now I want you to slowly spread your legs once more and reach between them. Feel how wet your pussy is, Courtney. Tell me how wet it is."

		Slowly, I lifted my skirt and ran my fingers across my cunt, cringing for a moment. I gradually began to feel warm as the sensations grew more pleasing with each touch. My fingers bathed in an already present wetness that had derived from my engagements in the changing room.

		"My pussy is so wet," I whispered. "It's warm and soft against my fingers."

		"Ohhhhh Courtney, yes. Now run your fingers across your clit nice and slow..."

		With a deep breath slowly inhaled I let my fingers slide around my clit, brushing up against it from both sides with my ring and index finger for a few moments. And with my other hand I gently supported my breasts and kept my eyes firmly near the base of the stall door just in case. After a few seconds I finally heard the door open and close; I was all alone.

		"She's gone," I uttered softly.

		"Then you don't have to be so quiet anymore, Courtney. Give it a try," she replied, with an overwhelming giddiness in her voice.

		Hesitantly I listened silently for any sounds, hoping that I was indeed free to stop whispering my growing excitement.

		"Hello?" I called out loudly.

		No answer. I imagined a similar, wicked smile coming to both Lauren's face and mine simultaneously.

		"Okay, it's clear already, now let's pick up the volume a little," Lauren stated.

		I took in another deep breath then rested my shoulders, looking down at my exposed pussy and my fingers gently massaging in circles around my clit. Then, after enough waiting I let out my first prominent moan as I let my middle finger gently push against it. A quick rush of ecstasy coursed through my body as I lowered myself even more. I gradually slowed my movements as I attempted to calm my breathing.

		"Ohhhh... fffuck. Okay, okay, I think we're done here," I said quickly.

		"I want to hear you cum, Courtney, you don't want to stop. Just let go."

		I let out a loud whimper as I slid my middle finger back and forth across my wet clit. The rest of my fingers gently caressed my lips and continued to soak in every last drop of my thick fluids as I rustled my feet against the floor in a haze of pleasure. On the other end of my cell phone Lauren continued to voice her own quiet moans as if she were fingering herself at the same time, as I imagined she probably was.

		"Unghhhh... Oh fuck, I wish you were here to... help me with this," I giggled, looking up at the ceiling for a moment.

		"Too bad, honey. You're doing fine by yourself; anyway, now don't you dare stop. I can almost hear the sounds of that beautiful, creamy pussy from here."

		I released my breasts, then I brought my other hand slowly up to my lips, letting my index finger slide inside my mouth. Then, after a few seconds I brought it from my mouth to the lips of my quivering pussy. I gently let it slip inside, biting my lip as I let out an inward heave of a breath. Slowly, I felt the pressure building inside me, just waiting to be released.

		"Lauren! Ohhh god, I'm close... Mmmmmm..." I yelled out loud, no longer minding my volume.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Over the phone Lauren's quick breathing could be heard as she listened silently. I finally built up the courage to close my eyes and almost completely give in to the pleasure as I leaned further back. My entire body felt hot and cold at the same time as my back rested against the freezing wall of the restroom. I spread my legs further apart and began to slide my index finger in and out slowly, making faint sloshing sounds along with my rhythmic moaning. My juices freely flowed from my pulsating cunt onto the back of my skirt and the toilet seat as I held my head high and moaned ravenously. With a quick, hard pass across my clit with my finger I let out a prominent yelp of passion.

		"I'm cumming, Lauren! I'm cumming!! Ohhhhhhhhhhh!!!"

		I locked my knees together as a hot stream of my cum burst forth and soaked my fingers and my inner thighs. My yells came out in two second intervals as my heart pounded against my chest, and my hands flattened against my pussy to force a stop to my gushing fluids. I began to feel light headed as the hot sensations of my body overcame any sense of cold I had left. The thick stream of my girl cum flowed continuously between my fingers as my head drooped forward. I let out increasingly faint moans in a futile attempt to overcome the effects of my climax. Completely lost in the sensations of absolute ecstasy I continued to caress my swollen clit with my fingers as my juices splashed onto the seat and began to gush onto the tiled floor at my feet. A final pass by my drenched cunt with my fingers was enough to send me to the stars a second time.

		"Ohhh fuck... Lauren, I'm... I'm... "

		My second climax jolted my entire body as another small spurt of my juices flowed from my pussy. My sudden motions caused me to slip and fall to the floor with a small thump. I immediately felt the cool sensations travel up my back and all through my wet, nearly exhausted body. With a final contraction, the flow of my thick fluids finally slowed to a stop, though not without ruining what was left of my skirt and drenching part of the floor. I began to laugh, caught up in an almost drunken state of happiness and arousal just as I heard the sound of the door opening.

		A tremor of fear jolted my body and I completely froze, listening and trembling fanatically as the door opened and the sound of footsteps entered the restroom. I lifted my head and peered under the stall door as the pair of legs walked up to the mirror and began to make rummaging sounds through a purse.

		"Just putting on makeup," I thought, in a frenzy of absolute fright. "She's not going to the bathroom, and not coming over here."

		I wished that I could talk to Lauren on the other end of the line, but still only her breathing could be heard. She knew someone was in the bathroom as well and was staying silent to help me, no doubt. Seconds passed by, I began to tremble from the cold floor as I felt my juices soaking into my skirt and ruining almost any chance I had of walking out of the mall without raising suspicion.

		My breathing desperately remained silent, though I was nearly hyperventilating. I pulled my wet skirt back down over my bare pussy and stared back at the legs of the woman. Her rummaging seemingly stopped and I let out a silent breath of relief, hoping that she was about to leave. But, instead of turning to leave the washroom, she turned directly towards me and began walking towards my stall.

		I turned completely white with fear. I tucked in my feet in the hopes that I had not been seen. The legs came closer, closer, and soon she was standing in the stall directly beside mine. I held my breath, not making any sound at all for as long as I could. She continued to stand there, as if staring at the toilet in front of her. I began to sweat profusely. It was too much to bear. I let out my breath in a violent series of coughs which immediately startled the pair of legs into turning directly towards me.

		They left my sight as the woman stepped onto the toilet. I was inches away from passing out.

		"Oh my god! What are you doing?!" the voice asked, shocked as she looked over the wall of the stall.

		I was ready to pass out; It was all over. In a final gesture of my failing strength I peered up at the woman who was most likely about to have me exposed or arrested. I turned from completely white to completely red.

		"Lauren?!"

		"Hiya, babe. Been busy I see."

		The ear bud to her cell phone was still set in her ear as she gave me one of the biggest grins I'd ever seen and reached in her purse. Then, with a camera pointed right at my half naked body covered in sweat and girl cum, she took a quick snap shot and then winked at me.

		"I'm going to kill you," I stated, angrily.

		"Now, now, Courtney. You should be happy. We finally have a winner for our little risk game."

		"Me?" I asked, surprised.

		"Yep," she answered, stepping down from the toilet. "Congratulations, I never thought you'd be up to any of this."

		I managed to sit up and unlock the stall door to let her in.

		"Neither did I," I whimpered, dropping my head back down to the floor with exhaust.

		"Ohhh, we will definitely have to get this picture framed," she giggled.

		"You had this planned all along?" I asked.

		"Well, to be honest... yes."

		"I am definitely going to kill you."

		We both smiled as the first sense of total relief I had felt for the day hit me almost like another climax. Lauren looked down at me, putting her hand on her hip.

		"Mmm, I love the sweet smell of hot Courtney in the morning," she giggled. "Now that's what I call good phone sex."

		"Definitely," I replied. "So what's my prize for winning our little risk game, Lauren?"

		"Oh, I don't know... A nice dinner for two at a fancy restaurant on me, then maybe a second helping later tonight in the bedroom, your rules of course."

		A grin grew on my face as I thought of the idea. Lauren returned my smile and reached out her hand, peering at the soaked floor and the stream of girl cum running from between my legs still.

		"You must have really been going at it, girl. There should be a wet floor sign put here when we leave."

		I finally was able to stand once more, and after I removed the cell phone attachment from my ear I began to sneering at Lauren with a very familiar sly look.

		"Who says we're leaving just yet?"

		Before she could answer, I pulled Lauren into the stall and locked the door once more as she stared at me with wide and bewildered eyes. I stifled her voice with a long and passionate kiss that lasted for what seemed like an eternity. And before either of us had a chance to take in another breath, I already had my hand inside her unbuttoned jeans...

		END

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		The Prey of James the Lesser

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		Dylan could see another airplane near the one she had just landed in. It had a decal on it with an eagle on it. She thought she knew what it was and who rode in that plane. But while contemplating the thought, the mobile stairs for the plane with, decalcomania, was in place and two men in black suits and sunglasses scampered down the gangway.

		One of the men called up to the plane and after a short pause a man in a dark blue suit and blue tie came to the door, looked around and proceeded down the steps. Dylan knew the man, it was....

		"Okay let's move it ladies, go, go, go." A voice commanded from behind.

		Dylan moved through the 747 and by the time she started to deplane, the important guy in the suit was long gone.

		The next hour was so hectic for the young teen, memories of her arrival on the plane faded away.

		***

		Dylan waited anxiously on the floor with the other naked eighteen year olds in a hallway of the temple. Some of the girls were clinging to each other and crying. Others simply tried to unsuccessfully cover their nakedness with their hands and long hair, or stare at the floor, fidgeting nervously.

		Dylan simply stared at her surroundings, observing the grand height of the ceiling, and the vibrant, lavish décor surrounding them. She had never been this far away from home before and was not self-conscious about her nudity in front of the other girls. In a blended family, there is no time or room for modesty when getting dressed or bathing beside her nine older sisters.

		Several guards were nearby, trying not to stare too closely. The guards did make Dylan self-conscious, so she tried to pretend they were not there. Suddenly a door opens in front of them and from it appears an attractive woman that Dylan assumes to be about 10 or 15 years older than her.

		She is dressed in colorful bikini and has a commanding presence unusual in a woman. Though she is older, she has retained her beauty and Dylan observes one of the guards trying to hide that he admires the woman's appearance.

		Dylan thinks to herself that he must not want to live very long. The older woman speaks to one of the guards in a low voice.

		The guard says loudly, "All of you stand up for inspection, now".

		The young women do as they are told, most of them visibly shaking. Alisha stands up at the farthest end, not fearful, but not in a hurry to be "inspected" either.

		The older woman approaches them and her eyes scan them all, one by one. She begins to slowly walk down the line. She passes the first three girls and stops at the fourth in the row.

		"Turn around so I can see your backside, girl."

		The particular girl she speaks to has been clinging to another girl crying and hesitates.

		One of the guards sternly says, "Let go of her, and turn around as you were told."

		The girl sniffles and moves from her friend to turn around, shaking all the while. The older woman looks her up and down from behind, then nods to the guard. The guards take the girl by her arms, leading her away which results in her crying hysterically and her friend to wail loudly in panic.

		***

		They all wait in the hallway as the older woman continues looking at the girls, passing some by, and nodding for another to be taken away. Most of the girls are quieter when taken away but sniffling just the same. Finally, the older woman approaches Dylan. She pauses to tell the guard to lead the girls away that she did not choose.

		The older woman turns to Dylan and starts to look her up and down. Her eyes raise up again and she notices Dylan looking her straight in the eyes.

		"Girl, what is your name?"

		Dylan raises her chin and says, "My name is Dylan."

		The woman stares at her, seeming to contemplate something. Dylan, assuming she should, turns around to be inspected. The older woman looks a bit startled but says nothing. She stares at the younger woman's backside for a long moment.

		"Guard, lead her to my personal chambers. I will continue the inspection myself."

		A knowing look crosses the guard's face briefly, but he recovers and nods.

		"Girl, follow me."

		***

		Alone in the lavish chambers of the older woman, Dylan fidgets nervously, not knowing if she should sit or remain standing. An over-sized bed with deep purple and dark pink silks bedding is the center of the room. She barely gets a chance to look around, when with a whisper of silk the older woman enters the room.

		"Dylan, my name is Christina. You can call me Bibi. I am the First Female of this gynaeceum, something like a 'harem' you might say, and have been with the Owner from the time that we both were younger. He trusts my judgement in selecting new girls for the gynaeceum, but ultimately it his him that decides who stays. Now, I must inspect you to be assured that you are a virgin as the Owner wants no man but himself to touch any of his women before he does. Lay on the bed, with your hind end at the edge, and spread your legs."

		Dylan stared at the woman in confusion.

		"I don't understand. They already confirmed my virginity right after I arrived on the private jet at the market, and again when we first entered the temple."

		Christina crosses her arms, and says in a stern voice, "If you want to have an easier life in the gynaeceum, IF the Owner decides to keep you, it will bode well to do what you are told at all times. Move. Now."

		Dylan walked reluctantly to the bed. The first time she was inspected, was terrifying and invasive. The elderly woman that checked her had spread her legs apart roughly, sticking her nails into her thighs, and laughed when Dylan tried to close her legs. She had gripped her "down there" roughly and pulled the lips apart, pinching them hard.

		Dylan, being proud, had fought off the urge to cry out in pain when the woman jammed her fingers inside her. She was not going to let anyone see her cry or be afraid. At the temple, they were gentler, and the inspection was done by two women closer to her age.

		They had spoken to her soothingly as they spread her lips carefully, only looked at her and did not put any fingers inside her. It was like when her mother would help other her sister clean up after soiling her diaper. They seemed to just perform a duty.

		Now, she didn't know what to expect. Would this woman hurt her too? The woman seemed like no one to defy, but she didn't seem terribly unkind either. Dylan laid down on the side of the bed and scooted her behind down to the edge.

		"Put your hands on your inner thighs, and hold them apart, girl", said Christina.

		Dylan did as she was told, closed her eyes, and braced herself for what was to come. She could see the top of the bikini that Christina was wearing expose her nipples slightly as she settled down between her legs. Dylan felt Christina's breath on her pussy, which slightly tickled it.

		Dylan swallowed nervously, hoping that the woman would not hurt her. She felt her lips being spread again, gently and slowly.

		Christina paused, and after a moment say, "Yes, I can see your virginity is still intact. Your father must be proud to have such a daughter. Have you let anyone play with you down here, girl?"

		"I don't understand what you mean, Christina."

		"Well", said Christina, "has anyone touched you like this?"

		Dylan felt Christina slide a finger up and down slowly between the lips of her pussy.

		Dylan sucked in her breath both in shock and for another reason she could not explain. "Nnnn...no Christina."

		"Hmm. Pity. Well, you will get used to it."

		Christina continues sliding her finger between Dylan's pussy lips, stopping to rub toward the top on the hard nub that Dylan had sometimes accidentally bumped when bathing.

		She had noticed it was sensitive and now it was getting more sensitive with each stroke.

		"You will come to crave it. I can tell that you are a sensual creature. Somewhat defiant too. You remind me of myself when the Owner accepted me. Listen to me, and you will have a great life here."

		Dylan gulps, and is having difficulty listening to the woman's words. She is confused by what the woman is doing to her down there. It doesn't hurt. In fact, it feels...good. She feels like something inside her is building up, and if the woman were to stop what she is doing, she may need to rub it herself to relieve whatever it is that she is lacking. She feels Christina moving the finger between her lips, faster. Dylan feels her pussy getting wet. Christina slides the pussy juice up and down, spreading it over the little nub at the top.

		"This little place here, Dylan, is your clit. It feels good when I rub it, doesn't it?"

		Dylan squeaks out a non-verbal response. Christina laughs softly and kisses Dylan's thigh.

		"Yes, I believe the Owner will be very pleased with you. I am sure he will accept you."

		The woman abruptly pulls her hand away, leaving Dylan still holding her own thighs apart, panting, and still wanting. Wanting what, she can't put words to.

		"Now rise girl, it is time we begin your training."

		Training begins

		Christina led the naked Dylan to a small, bright room that only had floor to ceiling glass window on three of the four side as a light source. Outside she could see the beautiful white sand and the emerald colored water of the ocean. Memories of her arrival flashed into her mind. How beautiful the island was from the air.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		On the floor was a narrow, shallow bench with the shorter ends against the back wall, and towards the door. The bench was covered in teal, purple, and pink satin covered flat cushions.

		The bench was box-like and had several circles cut into the sides, with the exception of one large square cut out on the sides closest to the end away from the door. Christina had Dylan wait outside the door with her until a young woman appeared, that Dylan recognized as one of the girls that had inspected her earlier.

		The girl smiled shyly at Dylan and walked into the room. She paused at the bench, placed her hand at the underside of the bench and opened it like a coffin. Dylan could see a handle was on the inside of the lid. She noticed that on the end closest to the back wall, there was a round circle cut out in the middle of the cushion. The girl stood inside the open bench, laid down on her back and closed the lid from the inside.

		Christina gently took Dylan's hand and led her to the bench and motioned for her to sit on the short end of the bench so that her face was just inches from the back wall. Dylan could see the girl's face through the hole, her eyes blinking at her. The girl gave her another shy smile and nodded, as if to say it was okay to sit down.

		Dylan reluctantly sat down, knowing this means the girl's face is directly beneath her underside, with barely any space between them. She could feel the girl's breath from beneath her as she sat.

		Her mind raced, wondering what they were expecting her to do. She hoped they wouldn't make her do something foul like relieve herself on the girl's face. What kind of people were they?

		Christina moved her hand to the area of the wall right near Dylan's eyes, and grabbed a lever, which slid open a rectangular piece of wood away, leaving a hole. Dylan's eyes only being a few inches from the hole could immediately see that she was looking into a bed chamber, even more lavish than that of Christina's.

		The hole was right above a bed, and a man in a robe was sitting with his back to the hole that she was looking through. She had a bird eye's view of the bed, and the top of the man's head, but could not see his face. Dylan was still wet and quivering from the touches Christina placed on her pussy earlier, and worried that he may drip on the girl's face below her pussy.

		Christina sat behind Dylan on the bench, straddling her legs on each side, and wrapped her arms around Dylan's waist. She gently presses Dylan forward, so she has to look through the hole.

		"Those who listen and watch, learn more than those who talk. Remember that, Dylan."

		Christina rubs Dylan's stomach gently as Dylan notices a door in the room burst open, through which a flood of colorful lingerie spills into the room. More girls than she can count in the confusion, run to the bed giggling, and jumping on it, surrounding the man.

		The man laughs softly, and says, "I guess this means my girls missed me. Come show me how much!"

		The girls pile on and around him, kissing his cheeks, lips and hands. Then they begin to undress him, tearing off and tossing his robe in the air landing to the side of the bed. The man laughs and slaps one of the girls on the ass affectionately, to which she squeals excitedly.

		Dylan jumps when Christina talks, almost forgetting she is behind her on the seat, then realizes Christina has moved her hands to Dylan's breasts.

		"Geoff is a lusty man, but he is a good man. He is a fair, fearless business man, and he never abuses his women. He has much to worry about and our role is to ease his worries, to momentarily forget them. Worship him, make him feel like he is in paradise, and he will worship you as well."

		Soon there is a flurry of bras, panties and thongs flying into the air, as the women all quickly undress, tossing their already scant clothing carelessly off of the bed. One of the women tackles the man, wrapping her arms around his neck, and begins kissing him passionately.

		They fall back onto the bed together, and the other girls begin to laugh and squeal with delight. The man stops kissing the girl, and whispers something into her ear, which makes her giggle and nod. Dylan gasps as she sees the girl straddle the man's face and he grips her thighs.

		The girl looks up to the small hole in the wall that is only big enough to show the observer's eyes, gives Dylan a wink, making her blush. The girl cups her own breasts and begins to move her hips slowly over the man's face and he grips her thighs more firmly.

		It is at this point that Dylan realizes the girl in the box below her has put her own arms through the holes in the side of the box and had grasped, Dylan's thighs. She feels the girl give her pussy a little kiss from below, right on the part where the hair grows in the front.

		Dylan tries to move but the girl keeps her gentle, firm grip on her thighs, and Christina still has her hands on her breasts.

		"Bibi!" Dylan says fearfully.

		The woman behind her says, "Quiet girl, listen, feel, and watch."

		The girl on the man's face is gyrating her hips in a sexy motion that Dylan can't keep her eyes off of. She feels the girl in the box flick her tongue at the slit of her pussy, then slide her tongue over the lips on each side, up and around her slit and back up again.

		Dylan feels a sound escape her mouth that has never come out of it before. Bibi starts to gently squeeze her breasts and places little kisses on her neck.

		On the bed below, the girl is still riding on the man's face. She is gripping the headboard, and throws her head back, moaning. Dylan sees that two of the women are at his hips, kissing each other deeply. One of them is stroking the man's cock in her hand while the other girl is squeezing her nipples between her fingers.

		The girl stroking the man's cock stops kissing the other girl and takes his cock in his mouth! Dylan gasps in shock and at that moment she feels a tongue slide between her pussy lips, making her jump.

		All four hands on her firmly keep her in place, and the girl begins to move her tongue up and down between Dylan's pussy lips. Dylan feels a sound deep in throat and leans her head back on to Bibi's shoulder, as Bibi continues holding her breasts, and rubs Dylan's nipples with her thumbs in slow circles.

		"Move forward girl, before you miss what they are doing."

		Dylan braces herself by placing her hands on her knees and leans forward, still feeling the tongue moving up and down between her pussy lips in a steady rhythm. Looking down on the bed, she can now see the girl that was sucking the man's cock is now sitting on him, gyrating her hips, much like the girl on his face.

		The girl on his face has turned around and is deeply the kissing the girl that is riding on the man's cock. The man has the girl by the ass cheeks, and is spreading them far apart, and putting his tongue inside her ass! Dylan shakes her head in disbelief. Bibi laughs softly and moves one of her hands down Dylan's stomach.

		"Someday, you will beg for the same treatment."

		Dylan sees a girl behind the one on the man's cock, seemingly licking that girl's asshole, spreading her cheeks apart, and another girl has spread her legs behind that girl. She is kneeling at the foot of the bed, with her face at the girl's cunt, probably doing the same thing the girl in the box is doing to Dylan.

		Two other girls are on a pile of silk pillows on the floor with their legs wrapped around each other rubbing their pussies together, kissing each other deeply, and only briefly stopping to watch the people on the bed.

		Dylan is watching all of the activity below her, listening to the moans, bed creaking, under wear rustling, lips sucking, slurping, and squishing, wet noises. She feels the tongue in the box has moved to what she remembers is called her clit and is flicking at it.

		The girl below her closes her lips around her clit and softly sucks on it, making Dylan whimper and press back against Bibi. She feels Bibi making soft licks, and light nibbles at her neck. She still has one hand cupping her breast, rubbing her nipple with her thumb, and Bibi's hand moves from her stomach down to her cleft meeting the tongue with her fingers.

		The girl moves her tongue from Dylan's clit and slowly moves it downwards, until she gets to the opening of Dylan's pussy. She flicks her tongue around in circles, gently presses, and grips Dylan's thighs to get a better hold on her.

		Dylan bites her bottom lip as she feels the tongue plunge up her hole and whimpers, trying to wiggle away. It felt ...too good? Too good? Yes. So much. She could barely concentrate on the activity on the bed.

		The two girls that were entwined on the floor are called to the bed by the man and he reaches out his hands. The girls settle their pussies on his hands and both put one leg on the bed, leaving their legs open. He begins finger fucking them and begins licking the pussy of girl above him. The girl on his cock is moving faster and grinding deep on his hips.

		Dylan is getting deeply tongue fucked when Bibi begins to play with her clit. She continues kissing on her neck and biting it gently, massaging her breast with her other hand. Dylan feels something building again inside her. She wonders where it is going to lead her when she begins to shake.

		She moves her hands from her knees to the wall on either side of the hole she looking out of, watching the many-limbed monster below her on the bed. The colors of the under clothes and bedding float in front of her as she loses focus and feels something hit her like an earthquake from inside.

		The tongue pushes deeper and deeper inside her. The fingers at her clit are merciless and rub her vigorously.

		"Yes, it is alright. Let it out girl."

		Dylan feels a floodgate inside her break through. She slams the palms of her hands on the wall above the bed repeatedly as her first orgasm takes over her control.

		"Woooooooooowoo ...Yeah!!

		Ohhh yeahhh!!

		Yeaaaahhhh!!

		... Unnnnnnnnnh! Ohhhhhhhhhh! ...

		Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeooooooh!"

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		The activity on the bed, suddenly stops, and seven heads all turn to look up at the same time towards the little hole revealing only Dylan's eyes. The women on the man's face and cock suddenly moved off of him as he had moved to get up and look as well. The people on the bed all turn to each other for a few moments then suddenly burst into laughter.

		"I don't think I've ever heard a virgin cum on the first training day", says one of the girls.

		The man stares up at the eyes that are looking at him, curiously. "Okay, Barry's pal is here girls. I have matters to see too."

		The girls all say "aww" at once, grab their bits of clothing and leave just as colorfully as they arrived.

		Above, Dylan feels destroyed. She rests her forehead against the wall, and pants, catching her breath. Her body continues to convulse as the girl below her gives her a gentle kiss on her pussy and releases her thighs.

		Bibi removes her hand from Dylan's clit and hugs her gently around the waist.

		"Yes, you will do."

		***

		Dylan was now in a large bedroom with three of the other girls that were selected with her that morning. The room had a sunken-in floor in the center that looked to serve as a bed that could easily hold 6 people.

		Several cushions that looked to be as large as beds themselves lined the walls. There was still plenty of room to walk in-between all of these services. The room was joined to another room where the girls that Dylan recognized as the ones that were with the man earlier were all standing around talking. The girls suddenly turn and stare when they see Dylan and the other new girls.

		The girl that had been straddling the man's face walks over to them quickly and demands, "Okay, which one of you was it? Who is the screamer?"

		The girls talking in the other room giggle, except for the girl that had been in the box. She is staring at Dylan with a look of reassurance.

		"I SAID, who is the screamer?"

		"That is enough! Everyone to bed, now!" says Bibi as she enters the room.

		Bibi turns to Dylan and the other three new girls.

		"The center bed is for the girls of the gynaeceum, with the exception of two girls that have been fighting. Ginny, you and Jizz will share a cushion tonight, until you are done fighting! You know how your differences are to be resolved."

		Ginny turns away from Bibi, and Dylan catches that she rolls her eyes and sneers at another girl that she assumes to be Jizz .

		"The four of you will sleep on one of the cushions. It does not matter where. Sleep well, there is more training tomorrow." Bibi leaves and closes the door.

		As before, there is a flurry of color as the existing women of the gynaeceum make for the bed in the center of the room. Some of them strip off their scant clothing, some leave it on. Dylan notices them settle in, some of them wrapping their arms around each other and settling into a multi-girl spoon, while a few roll over alone and close their eyes.

		Dylan and the three other new girls stare at each other for a moment, then each walk around to find a cushion to sleep on. Dylan notices the cushions are big enough to hold 2 or 3 people as she lays down on one. It is very comfortable, as she settles in.

		"May I join you, Dylan? says a quiet voice.

		Dylan turns over and sees it is the girl from the box. Dylan blushes remembering what happened. She isn't sure what to say, and when she hesitates the girl lays down with her, putting her arms around Dylan and pulling her to her.

		"It is okay, I will not hurt you. My name is Sarah. I thought you may not want to sleep alone. It can be difficult to sleep in a new strange place."

		Dylan doesn't know what to say and is a little uncomfortable with the girl holding her this way and her face being this close, but she also doesn't want to be alone either.

		"Sarah, how long have you been at the temple?"

		The girl smiles at her, and Dylan notices someone has lowered the lighting in the room. Moonlight is the only light in the room now, so she can barely make out Sarah's face.

		"I have been here for a few years now. My family was poor and my parents sold me at the auction. They needed the money to support my brothers."

		Dylan nods, "That is horrible. I actually was volunteered by my father because he money to finance a film he wanted to make."

		"All we did was struggle, and I wanted to help my family." Sarah said.

		Dylan hears some noises coming from one of the cushions nearby. She hears one of the girls nearby say, "Shut up, bitch. I don't like doing this either. Now spread your legs wider."

		"What is that about?" says Dylan in a whisper.

		"That was Ginny. She and Ghislaine or Jizz are working on getting along." says Sarah.

		Dylan wonders what they are doing to get along, but lets the question go unanswered.

		Sarah moves one of her hands to Dylan's hip and lightly cups it, then leans her face toward Dylan. Dylan moves back a bit.

		"It is okay, I will not hurt you. I just want a kiss."

		Dylan holds still and allows the girl to press her lips to hers. Sarah's lips feel soft and gentle. She moves her lips to Dylan's cheek and says, "Soon they will have you lose your virginity to Geoff the Owner. Are you afraid?"

		"Yes, I am. What is it like? Does it hurt?"

		Sarah moves her lips to Dylan's throat and kisses her there.

		"I will be honest with you, yes it does. Only at first, and then it feels very nice. He was gentle when I lost mine to him."

		Dylan gulps nervously. "What does he ...do? What does it feel like?"

		Sarah smiles in the dark. "I can sort of show you. Relax. It won't hurt, what I do. "

		Dylan hears moaning coming from the cushion nearby.

		"I knew you were a horny slut. I told you to move your legs. How am I supposed to lick your cunt when you keep closing your legs? Fuck, you are pain in the ass Ghislaine !"

		Someone from the center of the room says, "Will you two be quiet already? Some of us are trying to sleep!"

		Another voice says, "Speak for yourself!"

		This is followed by a moan from the center of the room. Then there are a few quiet giggles, followed by soft moans and the sounds of fabric being torn.

		Dylan feels Sarah move her hand from Dylan's hip, to her stomach, to her cleft between her legs. Remembering the box all too well, she feels herself getting inexplicably wet down there again.

		"He will probably touch you with his hands, and his mouth down there, like I did. Then, he will be on top of you and put his cock inside you."

		Dylan says, "But that one girl was on top of him and he put herself on his cock. Why would it be different?"

		Sarah pauses a moment, and in amused voice says, "There are many ways a man can put a cock into your pussy. You will see later. He will be on top the first time. It is easier for you."

		Sarah moves her finger between Dylan's cleft and slides it down between her lips to spread the wetness up and down. She gets up from Dylan's side and moves to the bottom of the cushion.

		Softly she says, "Spread your legs and put them around my waist."

		Dylan does so, feeling very awkward and exposed as she still has not been given any under wear.

		"He will be like this, and his cock will get hard like you saw when you watch him with the girls. He will put it here."

		Dylan feels the tip of Sarah's middle finger at the opening of her pussy.

		"Then he will put it in, slowly, as you are a virgin so you can get used to the feeling. When I do this, it will not hurt, but his cock will hurt as it is much bigger."

		Sarah slides her finger slowly into Dylan's pussy hole, much like her tongue had been in her earlier. Her finger is firm though, so it is a different sensation. It feels intrusive, and alien.

		"Are you alright, Dylan?" she asks.

		Dylan grunts a quiet affirmation but feels afraid.

		"I told you, I will not hurt you, and when he does this with his cock, the pain will not last long. It will be soon forgotten."

		Sarah slides the finger in all the way. Dylan sucks in her breath. "Shh, it is alright. It will feel good. I assure you."

		Sliding her finger in and out slowly, Sarah licks the tips of her fingers on her other hand and caresses Dylan's pussy lips and clit while she slowly makes love to her pussy with her finger.

		Dylan feels herself getting wetter like she had been before. The movement of the finger in and out of her pussy is starting to make wet, lewd noises that make Dylan glad of the dark room.

		She hopes no one could see her blush in the moonlight. She begins to feel the build-up again that she experienced before. She can also hear sighs, whimpers, and moans from the center of the room.

		"He will begin to move faster once it is clear that you are used to him being inside you and by then it will no longer hurt. He will glide inside you, because you will be wet and your maidenhead will no longer be in the way. Then you will feel every part of his cock as he slides in and out of you. It is a wonderful feeling and you will want it more and more."

		Sarah's finger starts to move faster, making slapping noises as she pumps into Dylan's pussy. Dylan clutches at the cushion, trying not to cry out or moan.

		"Sarah, I think I am going to make those noises again!" she whispers.

		Sarah stops and pulls her finger out of Dylan's pussy.

		"No one here would care, but if it embarrasses you, I will stop."

		Dylan's body is quaking. She feels a frustration that she does not understand. Sarah lays down on top of Dylan and kisses her, using her tongue again. She pulls up her own chemise and rubs the front of her pussy against Dylan.

		"Do you want me to stop?"

		Dylan lays there undecided. Sarah's breasts are rubbing on hers, and she feels herself starting to grind her hips against Sarah.

		"No, I didn't think so", says Sarah.

		She slides her finger back into Dylan's cunt, and moves it in and out of her furiously. Sarah clamps her mouth over Dylan's as a moan starts to build inside her.

		"Nice, isn't it? Feels good? I know."

		Dylan writhes beneath Sarah's little, soft body. She grips Sarah's shoulders and feels something inside her give. She shouts out loudly again like she did earlier, her head moving on the pillow frantically.

		"Oh God, Sarah!!"

		From the cushion nearby, comes a voice, "Oh for fucks sake! How can I concentrate when the screamer can't keep her horny mouth shut? Fucking eighteen year olds. Be quiet! I'm trying to eat pussy over here!"

		"Yeah, and I have to take care of someone called 'Uncle Joe' tomorrow." Another voice added.

		END

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		Tickling the Ivory’s

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		High School graduation weeks ago, and college at a few months away, Melody was walking through the Galleria in Birmingham shopping for school clothes. She planned to get some sexy thongs for when she went away. Where her mother would never see her wear them.

		She thought of herself as an organized person and even had a bucket list. Melody's bucket list included joining a sorority, losing her virginity and competing in the Miss Alabama contest this year. Maybe not in that order.

		She could sing like a bird and was perfectly proportioned but she needed an edge since she was quite short. She thought if she learned to accompany herself while singing she might get an edge in the talent part of the competition.

		Melody had starting taking piano lessons from a teacher near her home in Rainbow City, AL. At just 5' 0" she was short for an eighteen year old girl so that she could not reach the foot pedals on a full sized piano. As much as her mother wanted her to learn the classics Melody was drawn to the sound of rock music. When she heard the sound a piano being played in the gallery of an enclose shopping mall and was drawn to the joyous sound. She had never heard the tunes of Ray Charles before so she followed the sound through the court until she found the source of this music.

		In the middle of a food court surrounded by planters filled with green plants and bright flowers sat an upright piano. Seated at the bench was a mature black woman playing with carefree abandon. Melody stood by the corner of the piano absorbed by the sound of the music. She felt every tempo change and was thrilled at the bright and airy sound.

		When the woman finished playing a number she gave the slender girl with blonde hair a warm smile.

		"Do you like the music Sweet Thing?" She asked. "Can you tickle the ivory's"

		Melody said that she loved the music. And the women chuckled with a warm laugh of a happy woman. She asked if Melody played the piano and Melody told her that she was taking lessons.

		The woman asked if she could read music. Melody looked at the sheet music and saw that she could read it and said that she could. The woman scooted her bench back and invited the girl to play.

		Melody stepped between her legs and started tentatively fingering the keys. The woman used her left hand to play the rhythm and set the tempo for Melody to follow. Slowly Melody picked up the tempo but stumbled on some passages.

		When the girl asked where she could learn to play this music the woman gave her a business card. Ella Brown the card announced was a piano teacher followed by a Rainbow City, address and a phone number.

		Melody was thrilled and ran looking for her mother. Of course her mother was not happy about her daughter wanting to learn such crass music. But she did spoil Melody and gave in to the idea of letting her learn the music two days a week. Melody quit her regular piano lessons and relied solely on Ella for her instructions.

		Her mother called Ella and made arrangement that would be satisfactory for both of them. For the first scheduled lesson Melody's mother took her to Ella's home and watched her teach her daughter. She didn't like the sound of the music. She found it grading on her ears. Soon she found it easier to just drop her off and go shopping for a couple of hours before returning to pick Melody up.

		Ella was a very dark black woman with a full figure. Her breasts were a C-cup and her behind matched. When she smiled she showed two rows of perfect white teeth surrounded by lush full lips. The woman truly enjoyed playing the music of Ray Charles.

		She told Melody that his love of boogie woogie music was inspired while visiting Wylie Pitman's Red Wing Cafe. Before he was ten. The look on the child's face told her that she had no idea who Wylie Pitman was or what boogie woogie music was so she took it upon herself to explain to Melody what it was all about and the sexual connotation it expressed.

		This newfound knowledge filled the child with food for thought. When she was home alone she began to think about the physical workings of sex and experimented briefly by touching herself between her legs. In her home you would never conclude that there was such a thing as sex. Her parents slept in separate bedrooms. Her mother never permitted herself to be kissed on the lips for fear it might smudge her lipstick. To her mind her daddy was much too nice a man to ever do the dirty things that Ella told her about.

		***

		Eventually Melody was allowed to take the bus to visit Ella and one day after her piano lesson, Melody got off the bus, and walked home from the stop. When she arrived the house was empty, her mother must have gone out to run an errand or something. It was during that quiet time being alone the memories of what Ella had told her, about sex, and all the variations. It was a fascination to Melody that just kept popping into her mind.

		She felt herself getting turned on as she took her clothes off and put on a red, nearly sheer, bra and a pair of light grey boy shorts. Stuff she had bought at the Galleria in Birmingham. She stood there admiring herself, her blonde locks falling to her shoulders. She turned this way and that. She admired her firm, round ass in the tight shorts.

		She saw her pussy mound stretching the front. Her tits, smallish but firm, and her nipples erect. Melody knew she was hot, damn fucking hot. She was smart, athletic, but short, brunette, green eyes, glasses. She had never been with guys and had dated a few boys.

		She wasn't was by no means a slut but she enjoyed being horny and knew how to take care of that feeling. And now was one of those times. She stood in front of the mirror, her hands roaming her body. The rubbed her round ass, squeezing the cheeks through the cotton of her shorts.

		Her nipples got more erect as she cupped her A-cup breasts. She massaged them through the bra, feeling her nipples. She reached underneath, pulling them, stroking them. She slid the bra straps down, freeing herself. She could see a dark patch forming between her legs, her wetness making the light gray cotton darker.

		Her hands rubbed her body, working their way down, stroking her hard abdomen. She reached down and touched the wetness. She cupped her mound, massaging it through the material. She pulled the material to the side and felt the cool air touch her skin.

		Her lips were puffy and spread. She rubbed herself, getting her fingers wet and sticky. She took them and sucked them, loving the taste of her own juices. She loved tasting herself, she wanted to try it after riding a hard cock and after it explodes inside of her, sucking it, tasting the guys cum and her juices, or kissing a girl who had just made her cum all over the girls face. All fantasies she had pop in her head at once.

		She slid her bra off and then the shorts. Taking the shorts in hand she smelled them then sucked on the stickiness. She rubbed her pussy more then moved her hand between her legs and stuck 2 fingers in her little, tight, brown hole. Her legs went weak.

		She grabbed a pillow and lay down in front of the mirror, raising her legs to her chest. Her ass and pussy exposed, she lay there looking at herself. She ran fingers over her ass hole, loving the sensation, then ran her fingers just inside her pussy lips.

		Slowly she inserted one, then two, then three fingers, working them slowly in and out. She was so wet. She rubbed her wet fingers over her clit, stroking it like she had so many times before. She ran her fingers through the little patch of hair at the top of her slit, soft like the rest of her. She worked her fingers faster inside of her, rubbing that special rough spot just on the inside of her pussy.

		She watched herself fingering her hole, imagining some guy fucking her, or one of her girlfriends eating her out.

		"OH fuck yes!" she screamed as she rammed 2 fingers in and out of her as her other hand played with her clit.

		She arched her back, her fine ass rising off the ground. She writhed and wiggled with pleasure as she furiously worked her pussy. She cupped it and rubbed it with the palm of her hand. She finger fucked her ass, then her pussy, taking turns with each.

		She could feel herself about to explode.

		She rubbed faster, then slowly, faster, slower. She didn't want to stop but it felt to damn good. Her juices began running down her ass until she shuddered as wave after wave of her orgasm swept her. She kept rubbing, not wanting to stop. finally she was spent.

		She lay there, breathing deep and heavy, looking at her drooling pussy in the mirror, glistening. She stuck 2 fingers in then sucked them before licking her whole hand. She then decided to try an experiment on the bed, with her ass in the air, imagining someone watching her as she pulled her thighs close to her body, exposing her tight pink rosebud and began a second round of pleasure.

		***

		. She rode the bus so much that the regular riders all knew her. She carried a practice keyboard with her and as some of the riders were musicians and they would have a little jam session on the back of the bus on her way to Ella's.

		Ella's home was a pleasant mixture of smells. The woman loved to cook. She soaked beans overnight in salt water. She made a habit of getting up at 5 AM every day to start simmering beef or chicken stock for the soup she made every day.

		The list of soups she made included: rice, lentil, Navy bean, split pea, French onion, carrot, minestrone and on hot days a Mexican gazpacho.

		She baked sourdough bread, Irish bread and even braided bread that she gave an egg wash and sprinkled with caraway or sesame seeds on. She made her own pretzels. When she made pies you could tell the filling by the way she use a knife or fork to perforate the crust.

		Melody loved to be invited to eat at Ella's home and found ways to visit her all the time. Then it was back to learning to play the jazz piano.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		After Melody learned the basic styles of boogie woogie, she quickly learned to play many of the Charles' other pieces. Then she was taught the other styles of jazz. The New Orleans style was fun too. She became proficient in Memphis, Chicago, New York and West Coast along with what is considered to be a Big Band style.

		Ella was a very emotional person when Melody learned to play a song with the right tempo Ella would hug and squeeze her to her big soft breasts. Melody found her a joy to be around and she sought out reasons to spend time with Ella She loved it when Ella stood behind her and stroked her shoulders and complementing her on what a natural ear she had for jazz.

		On one of these days as Ella was standing behind Melody; in her excitement at the way she played her ample breasts fell out of the top of her dress. Melody turned around and found that she was looking directly at the large dark chocolate colored areola. For reasons she could not understand she could not resist opening her lips and taking it into her mouth even before Ella could react.

		Ella's first instinct was to stuff her breast back into her dress but when the child claimed her nipple she placed her hand on the back of her head and stroked her golden hair. Melody put her arms around her wide hips and clung to her as she suckled on the nipple. Ella stroked the back of the child and enjoyed the feeling of her warm wet mouth on her skin.

		Ella asked her if she was sure she wanted to do what she was doing? Melody looked up at her with big blue eyes and said she loved her so much. Ella practically smothered Melody as she pulled her tightly against her big breasts. Then she pulled her to her feet and led her to her bedroom.

		As Ella sat on the bed she pulled Melody between her legs and asked her one more time, "Child are you really sure want take this further?"

		Melody nodded her head in the affirmative, "Oh of course. I really do." She clung to Ella in the best bear hug she could manage.

		Ella kissed her on the cheek and slowly ran her hands all over her body. She sat back and unbuttoned her simple cotton dress and pulled it down to her waist. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra and pulled her straps off her shoulders one arm at a time allowing the fleshy mounds of to fall free.

		Melody could not take her eyes off the full smooth breasts. As dark as her skin was her areolas were even darker and the nipples looked as large as sewing thimbles. She could not resist placing both her hands on the two orbs the size of diamond backed grapefruit. They were soft as pillows and as smooth as silk.

		When she leaned forward to take one of her nipples into her mouth Ella gathered her up in her arms and sat Melody on her lap. She positioned the child on her left thigh so she could suck on Ella's right tit. Then she placed her right hand on Melody's right inner thigh below the hemline of the dress and stroked the soft flesh.

		Melody almost wet her pants as the hand worked its way slowly up the leg and touched the moist crotch of the white panties. The material felt slippery to the touch. Much to her delight the woman's fingers slipped under the leg band and sought out her little clam. She stroked the slit gently causing it to become slippery as the girl secreted juices in a newly awakened excitement that she had only done alone, but never with another person. The index finger found the little pea sized clit and gently touched and stroked it. Melody thought she was going to pee which always happened when she played with herself down there and tried desperately to hold it as long as she could.

		When she could withstand the feeling no longer she let it go, she was surprised that a flood of tingling sensations ran through her body and that no pee came out of her. She was short of breath and her body was as limber as a rag doll. She lay on the soft breasts and closed her eyes. She could have fallen asleep if it were not for Ella's need to fulfill her own sexual desire.

		She sat the girl on the bed and then stood before her as she remover the rest of her clothes. Facing the child, Melody so could see everything that was taking place. She used her toes to remove her comfortable shoes. The dress fell to the floor around her feet. All she had on was the panties thin from many years of washings. The crotch was wet from lubricant she had secreted in her sexual desire for this sweet child.

		She had to rest one hand on the side of the bed as she used the other hand to pull her panties down and step out of them. As she bent over her breasts swung like clock pendulums. Melody watched fascinated at the sight of the crotch of the first black woman she had ever seen.

		The hairs were tightly curled. As she stood up with her legs spread Melody saw her labia protruding beyond her crack. The flesh was as pink as that in her own cunny. Melody could not resist reaching out and touching the pubis. The hair felt surprisingly soft. After rubbing the moist flesh she pulled her hand back and smelled her fingers. They were covered with the mixed aroma of her cheap perfume and the smell of her juice. Melody found the smell stimulating and it made her pussy wetter.

		Ella turned around and bent over to pick up her clothes and place them on a chair in front of her dresser. Of course as she did so the child could also see her plump buttocks. The cheeks spread as she bent over and Melody saw the dark skin of her sphincter ringed by sweat and the pink skin of her inner bowel lining. She froze in place when the child reached out touched her asshole.

		The girl stroked the moist valley in an act of childish curiosity and lightly probed the puckered hole before her. When she smelled her fingers afterwards she found the smell not at all unpleasant. Ella gave her all the time she wanted before she stood up and sat down on the bed next to Melody.

		Now it was time for her to undress Melody. She took her shoes off and stuffed her socks in the shoes and placed them by the bed. Then she stood her on her feet as she unbuttoned the back of her dress and pulled it off her shoulders. She held on to Melody as she stepped out of the dress. When she had tossed it onto the chair she pulled the straps of the slip off the shoulders and tossed it onto the chair too.

		She admired the smooth skin of her student. The only marks on it were a few brown moles and a white scar on her knees and elbows where she had fallen while she was learning to roller skate as a young child. Her body looked like a boy's. The only give away that she was female was the lack of a bulge in her panties and the twin bumps on her chest. The material was even stuck between her crack.

		Ella could not resist feeling the girl's body. When her fingers touched the stiff nipples the girl shivered like she was cold.

		Ella used both hands to stretch the waistband of the panties and pull them down. As she leaned forward to drag them down the slender legs her face was close enough to the vagina to smell the fragrance of the girl's pussy and the hint of urine. That was a turn on for Ella. Melody had to place her hand on the woman's strong back as she lifted one leg at a time.

		What an unlikely pair they made. A plump, middle aged, dark skinned black woman and a skinny, pale skinned Caucasian teen. The contrast was striking but to them it seemed to make no difference what so ever.

		When the girl was naked she followed Ella's directions and knelt between the large thighs. Then she placed her hands on them and moved then aside until her face was close enough to feel the heat. She parted the labia and used her finger to play with the large pink clit she found there. What a curious looking nub it was it was semi hidden under its hood of pink flesh. With the labia parted this way she saw for the first time the urethra of a female, and the cavity of a woman's vagina. She wanted to find out how deep the hole was and she stuck the index finger of her free hand into it.

		To her surprise and delight the hole seemed bottomless. Then she was inspired to see how many fingers she could stuff into the opening. With Ella's blessing she found out that she could fit her entire hand into the canal without much trouble. She felt the lining of the warm cunt on her wrist and thought it felt like a slippery corrugated hose. An extremely excited Ella took the girl by her forearm and showed her how to fist fuck her cunt.

		Her ample body quivered and shook with delight and she wrapped her legs around Melody's body and squeezed the breath out of her as she climaxed.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Sometime later, Ella started to get up to switch of the light but Melody pleaded with her to leave them on.

		"No .... I just want to be able to see you .... see your face .... see what is .... well everything,"

		"Okay by me but I'm used to working in the dark," she said with a chuckle before she turned on a small bedside lamp.

		Melody sprawled backwards on the bed and Ella followed, lying beside her as her leg went over Melody's and their mouths met again kissing and sucking at each other's lips and tongues. She began kissing down the younger girl's body, licking with her wet tongue as she moved from place to place. From breast to breast, down her chest and abdomen to her navel where she stuck her tongue tip in and swirled it around.

		Ella slid her hand between Melody's legs, cupping her sopping pussy in her palm, pressing against her lips. Then she kissed and licked down her legs to her feet. She held a foot, kissed each toe then did the same to the other foot. She then licked, using the flat of her tongue, from heel to toe along the bottom of each foot.

		Then she held her feet together and sucked each toe for several seconds, in turn until all ten had been serviced before she started kissing back up Melody's lovely legs.

		Nibbling the insides of her thighs as she went along made Melody moan loudly and squirm around. Ella smiled inwardly. She continued up to that tender flesh between each leg and the adjacent pussy lip, where she licked and nibbled while her cheek pressed against Melody's wet pussy.

		Then she kissed all around the outside of her pussy before landing in the middle and kissing there as well. Melody was getting rather loud with her moans and almost screams. Her hips were gyrating and her juices were flowing.

		A finger was inserted into her and she gasped as Ella began sliding it in and out. Then she added the second finger and moved up to lick around her clit area. Pressing harder with her fingers and her tongue pushed Melody over the edge and she wailed as her orgasm roared through her body and she humped at Ella's hand and face.

		Not wanting her to come down too quickly, Ella pulled her fingers out and covered the clit area with her mouth. Sucking hard at the flesh as she worked her tongue along the slit, she kept Melody's orgasm going for at least another minute before she backed off and let her begin to recover.

		She crawled back up beside the spent but still quivering body of Melody, she kissed her ear and whispered, "Would you like another lesson sweet Melody?"

		Melody tried to laugh, tried to talk and could do neither for lack of oxygen. She was still in recovery as Ella planted light kisses all over her face, neck and breasts. Finally Melody gathered enough strength to pull Ella in for a kiss, not thinking that she was going to be tasting her own fluids.

		At first she was shocked that she would show Ella such a depraved thing but didn't let it deter her at all. After a few seconds she decided that she had always loved the taste and glad Ella had done it, she now expected that their kissing would take off in a new direction as she became the aggressor and rammed her tongue into Ella's mouth and essentially fucked her mouth with her tongue.

		"Wow .... have you ever kissed anyone like that before,"

		"I never felt like this before .... my god Ella .... I thought I was going to pass out .... I saw stars and .... like blackness .... then stars again .... I never dreamed it would be like that .... so good...with another woman."

		"Hmmmm, sounds as if you liked what I did," Ella smirked.

		"It was awesome .... so much different than what happened when I kissed on my first date with a boy."

		"Don't even try to make a comparison .... it can't be done .... "

		Melody nodded her head in affirmation.

		"Aren't you glad you let me give you lessons?" Ella asked in a mocking tone.

		"YES, yes yes yes yes, I cannot describe how I feel .... so relaxed, spent, washed out physically .... but yet it feels so wonderful at the same time,"

		"I know .... the orgasmic high .... always good,"

		They snuggled, hugged, kissed and just enjoyed having their bodies pressed together. Ella moved partially over Melody as she pushed her own leg in between Melody's.

		"I'm going to show you something else that you will hopefully like .... it's called tribbing," she said as she continued to position herself and then lower her pussy down to press against Melody's blonde mound.

		"Oooooohhh, mmmmm, that feels good too," as she wiggled her hips and thighs a little.

		Ella began by just slowly sliding herself up and down against Melody with very light pressure. Resting her weight on her elbows. But as they got into it, the pressure increased and Melody raised up and put her arms around Ella and they began humping faster and harder. Their breathing quickly became labored as they worked against each other. The grunts and moans were loud and continuous over the next couple of minutes.

		"Oh god .... oh oh oh .... oh god .... hmmmmpf .... cum .... gonna cum ....," Melody moaned, "oh yes .... arrrgh .... cumming .... uhhhhh .... "; then she just fell back against the pillows and Ella, though she didn't cum felt extremely satisfied too.

		After a minute or two of recovery Melody had to have another kiss. When she pulled back, she smiled and gently ran her fingers over Ella's cheek and lips.

		"Ella?"

		"What?"

		"I want to .... you know .... do all those kinds of things for you .... but I'm not sure I can .... I don't know how, but I am more than willing to learn,"

		"Not something you learn from reading a book or watching a video .... on the job training is the only way," she replied with a snicker.

		"Don't make fun of me"

		"Oh no.... never .... I wasn't doing that .... I just wanted to say that you have to learn from doing,"

		"Okay, I understand that .... I think I can handle tribbing .... but how will I learn the other stuff if I can't make myself actually do it?"

		"Hopefully you will soon get over that fear .... but don't feel bad or feel that you have let me down if you can't,"

		"But I really want to .... I want to make you feel good,"

		"You did .... when you had that wild orgasm .... I was so happy for you that I actually cried a little,"

		"Bull,"

		"No, it's true .... and I would do it all again .... even if I knew you wouldn't respond in a like manner,"

		Melody raised up, leaned over and kissed her, softly and tenderly only using her tongue to touch Ella's full lips.

		"I want to try,"

		"Whenever you feel ready .... even if it's next week,"

		"No I mean now,"

		"Fire when ready," Ella said, knowing that her own body was ready for it.

		Melody tried to remember and emulate the things Ella had done to her but her mind was confused and she wasn't sure exactly what those things were but she decided to forge ahead anyway.

		She kissed Ella and massaged her breast with one hand then moved down to suck and lick both breasts. Then she remembered something and began to lick all over, between her breasts, down to her navel and back up again. Her actions were definitely beginner style but Ella was enjoying her efforts.

		At first she was over anxious but then settled down and was more in control as she worked over Ella's body and moved down to her legs but skipped servicing her feet. She was on her knees between Ella's legs and leaned forward to lick at her nipples again and then to kiss her when she realized their mounds were pressing together.

		That excited her a bit and she started working her way back down to the juicy junction between her thighs. She got close and then shied away to lick and kiss her inner thighs. Ella's thighs closed on her head and her fleshy hips pumped up and down a few times hoping to encourage Melody. But it didn't work.

		"You know you don't have to do this Melody," She felt fingers pulling her outer labia apart and a fingertip gently rubbed along the exposed wet flesh.

		The pressure increased and the finger separated the inner folds where there was more moisture and she massaged the engorged deep pink area. Her other hand went to the top of the slit and rubbed in a circle around her clit.

		Even though her ministrations were amateurish, they were taking their toll on Ella. Her hips were moving as were her legs and her breathing was becoming more rapid and shallow as the heat rose inside her.

		Melody finally pushed her finger inside and then followed it with a second one. Hearing Ella moan spurred her on and she put her mouth on Ella's slit and poked her tongue out to touch and taste the wet, heated morsel before her. After that initial contact, her mouth opened and she began to lick and suck at the top of Ella's slit which brought stronger responses from her. When Melody began to slow down, Ella kept up her own body motions to encourage her to keep going.

		"Doing great Baby.... don't stop .... I'm almost there ...." she managed to grunt out.

		Melody heard and kept going, licking faster and sucking harder as she slid her fingers in and out of Ella's slippery canal. She was soon rewarded with guttural sounds from Ella's throat, furious humping of her hips and a muffled scream.

		She could hear the older woman gasping for air and then all of a sudden she just went stiff for several seconds before she went limp and rested her body back against the bed. Melody slowed her movements as well and then pulled her fingers out and went to lay beside Ella.

		Ella turned her head and smiled at Melody and Melody leaned over to kiss her. The kiss was short as was Ella's air supply.

		After a couple of minutes, she said to Melody, "Melody, you're doing great for your first time .... I had a good, strong orgasm and you were a big part of it,"

		When she recovered she gathered the girl into her arms and laid her on the bed so that she could continue making love to her. She started kissing Melody's body all over and telling her how much she enjoyed what Melody had just done to her. Melody was a little shocked when Ella moved between her legs and started sucking on her pussy and tongue fucking her little clit.

		She spread her legs as wide as possible and thrusted her eager cunt on the older woman's talented tongue. Her young body trembled and squirmed as that special feeling built inside her.

		This orgasm was not as big a shock to her but it certainly took her breath away. She lovingly stroked Ella's black hair and professed her love for her as she came down from her sexual high.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Melody continued her piano and sexual lessons from Ella for several months. Ella even introduced her to another of her students. She was black teenager that was eighteen. Here name was Gail.

		This girl was a light cream and coffee colored skinned girl. Her hair was slightly bleached so that her brown hair had some copper colored highlights. She loved to spend hours-doing kinky things with Melody. The three of them found more ways to have a three-way than Melody thought possible. The older Ella loved to watch the younger girls in there erotic games. She would stand naked watching them and rub herself until she had and orgasm. Melody thought back a few weeks ago...

		***

		"We are going to try something you haven't done before. You do need to help me perform this or you won't get the full benefit. You know you want to try it so do as I say."

		Standing her up Gail grabbed Melody's head and plunge into a deep firm kiss. Her other hand wandered down and felt her already warm crotch. Lifting her dress above her head and pulling it off; Gail revealed her small supple breasts and cute blonde pussy.

		Taking Melody's hand she led her into the tub and sat her naked body on the dry floor of the tub. Gail climbed in and stood above her looking at this beautiful white girl.

		"I am going to pee on you now, I want you to offer your face to me and let me pee on it. Keep your eyes open but mouth closed. Look at me as I pee on you. Feel the warmth and let it excite you. If you move I will yank your head back into place." Gail instructed the confused Melody.

		Melody sat very still and willing. She offered her face up and Gail let her stream of urine flow onto it. It trickled over her soft lips down her neck, onto her pert breasts and dripped off her nipples slowly falling.

		Surprisingly, Melody even smiled as Gail peed on her body. She held her urine and moved closer to her head, grabbing her hair she let her urine flow again this time into her hair soaking it with Gail's aroma. Happy at how good she was being Gail let the white girl stand and she turned on the warm water.

		"Stand and wash me, then wash yourself. You have been a good student, very eager today."

		***

		September rolled around way too quickly and Melody was off to Auburn University to complete her bucket list. She thought a lot about her piano lessons from Ella, but decided she couldn't do both, music and college so she had to stop.

		Melody never saw Ella or Gail ever again.

		END

		

	
		CHAPTER SIX

		X-Y and Ziva

		Originally released as X-Y and Eve

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		"Strip for me, nice and slowly" she said.

		She wanted a little show. I had done this little dance for my ex-husband once but now I was getting to do it with a woman. I slowly lifted my blouse and unzipped the back of my skirt. I let the skirt drop and took my blouse off.

		I walked over to her and straddled her. I unclasped my bra. I let the straps fall but I held the bra with my breasts covered for a second and let it drop on her. I then began undressing her; I unzipped the back of her dress and lifted it off.

		She was wearing pantie hose so I just took the hose and her panties off at the same time. I unhooked her bra and stood up and pulled my panties off so my neatly trimmed pussy was near her face.

		Without her bra and pantie hose her tits sagged a bit and the hose covered a bit of a stomach but not terrible and I had been horny so just having a naked woman in bed was getting me moist. She began kissing me, putting her hands on my tits. I did the same to her.

		"Any preference?" I said playing the part.

		"I want to eat you" she said.

		She began rubbing the outside of my pussy and brought her mouth down. She parted my lips and was not doing a half bad job. Her tongue moved around and she put a finger in me, then a second.

		She fucked me with her fingers and she licked my clit. My breathing got heavy I began moaning, I could feel it building inside I was so fucking horny I got off pretty quickly. Even though I am in a relationship it had over seven months since the last time I had real sex with a woman so I was really enjoying it.

		She got on top of me.

		"I like to get the girls off first. I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to eat me" she said.

		Well, I had no problem; I loved when a woman does that. I love licking upward. She held onto the bedpost and lowered herself down. I grabbed her ass and began licking her pussy.

		"Fuck that is good" she said.

		I like to think even though I don't get much practice I'm pretty good, I brought my hands down to part her lips, stuck my tongue up. She was a young wet, nice that someone her age could get that wet.

		I ate her pussy, fucked her with my fingers. She began fidgeting, moaned and after a few minutes she let out a scream as she came. She came down in a 69 position on me and we got each other off that way.

		"I'm running out of time; can I buy another hour?" she asked.

		I looked at the clock.

		"You can have another 1/2 hour for $150." I said feeling bold.

		"Okay" she said as she kissed me.

		She parted my legs and began grinding against me. She then put a leg over my thigh and pulled herself towards me. We were both getting off. A few minutes and she came, and then I came.

		I looked at her clock.

		"Times up "I said.

		She handed me $350 as I got dressed.

		"So you do direct calls or only through the bar?" she asked." I'd like your number."

		I didn't want to give her my number. I took hers and said I would call her with my new number.

		I cleaned up and left, I got into my car and laughed. I had good sex with a younger woman and she paid me! I can chalk that down as a new one. This hands on research for my new erotic novel about lesbian prostitutes, had some great benefits.

		***

		As I said, I have been in a relationship with a woman good deal younger than me for the past three months. I happen to be a dedicated lesbian, while Julie claimed to be bisexual.

		My name is Melissa, but everyone calls me Misty. I'm thirty five-years old and have an average figure with a young more fat, than I care to discuss, and dirty blonde hair and blue-green eyes.

		Joyce goes by Julie, and she is eighteen-years-old. She is attractive enough to get away with flirting with just about anyone she pleases. And I give her a lot more latitude than I really should. That doesn't mean that she is overly promiscuous at all. When we became lovers, she told me all about how she became a lesbian. I was obvious to me she was still terribly naïve on the subject

		Her first introduction to lesbian sex at the hands of an older woman she had known for a while named Bethany. She had always had a crush on her, and after social visits with Bethany she would go home and masturbate while thinking about her.

		One afternoon during one of her visits Bethany told her that she was a lesbian and had a lover. She also told Julie that she was a nudist in private and asked if that would bother her?

		Julie almost stuttered when she assured Bethany that she didn't mind. Bethany noticed that she was getting aroused and suggested that she might like to get on her bed.

		(It was at this stage that I wished Julie would tell me to go down on her 'I will be able to talk more freely about it.' Needless to say, that offer never came.)

		Julie said she was inexperienced and just groped at Bethany's full sized tits with erect nipples. It excited her to the point that Julie shuddered and had an orgasm. Bethany spread Julie's legs and for the first time a female's tongue was licking Julie's pussy. It all seemed like a dream: her nipples were in Julie's mouth and hers were in Bethany's.

		Julie had no idea a pussy could be so wet and so open. It was everything She had ever hoped sex would be. Julie went into a frenzied quaking orgasm leaving her in awe.

		They showered and even enjoyed a post orgasm cup of coffee. Bethany even invited Julie to meet her lover, but Julie was sure she would be jealous of the other woman. (At that stage, I was dreaming of my tongue lapping Julie's asshole.)

		Bethany was 42-years-old, and Julie realized what a large aroused cunt could look like as her face was bathed in female spunk. Julie continued to see Bethany for weeks, even though she started seeing other females.

		(I had to leave Julie for a moment to get a cold drink and thought about my own part in our life. That girl got me so hot and had no clue.)

		We had met at a party and clicked. After a few dates, Julie came to my place, because we knew the moment was right. Julie saw my studied interest in her lacey underwear, and I told her that looking at underwear was my fetish, without actually going all the way.

		She laughed and threw her panties at me, "Try these on for size."

		When Julie moved into the same apartment complex as mine, she gave me full access to her apartment.

		Julie went on to tell me about the few lesbian affairs she had. Her latest dalliance she told me about the other evening. ( I dreamed she was lying on top of me and finger fucking me.)

		She was however, resting her chin on my knew as she told me about " Margo"

		We were introduced to a vivacious nursing student about Julie's age at a social event at the home of a common friend. There was an immediate spark between them. I noticed their response to each other right away. When the party was coming to an end there was a full kiss between them upon our parting.

		I knew she wanted to get in her panties and resigned myself to the fact that she was going to date her very soon. On the ride home we talked about the party until she mentioned how much she had enjoyed meeting Margo. I wonder if Margo was luckier with Julie than I was.

		I have to admit that Margo was a very attractive girl. She was a brunette with blue-gray eyes, and an infectious laugh. Her figure was trim and fit and was very seductive. While talking to Margo we discovered that she had been the mistress of a senior nurse before her lover was promoted and transferred to the central hospital. She let us know that she was between lovers at the moment. It was obvious that she was flirting with Julie.

		I suggested to Julie that we should invite Margo to our place. Julie smiled like I had just given her a ticket, for an all-expense paid trip to Hawaii.

		We no more than got home than the phone rang, of course it was Margo. She invited Julie to her home for a visit.

		I knew better that to object, so Julie made a date to visit Margo the next evening after work. Margo explained that she was between shifts and had a couple of days free. When Julie got home from the date she was too tired to stay up and tell me about the date.

		The next evening when we got home from work she began the tale of her date

		Julie started telling me that Margo had a small but expensive apartment, and how it was furnished.

		(Not that I cared about the description of the way the apartment was furnished. I wanted to hear about the sex!)

		Julie teased me with the statement that she wanted to wait until bedtime. I suffered with anticipation until bedtime. We both used the bathroom together, taking turns using the tub and sink. I took great care in making sure I was clean and smelled of her favorite cologne.

		I have a queen-sized bed. When Julie sleeps over, she prefers to sleep on her left side, so I allow her to sleep on the left side of the bed. That way I can cuddle up behind her. I love to spoon her and let her rest her head on my left arm while I reach around her body and feel her tits, but I'm still waiting for permission play with her pussy.

		(Honestly, I understand women that shave all of their pubic hair off. That can make them look younger.) Julie rarely looks at mine

		Julie proceeded to tell me that Margo had been taught the full Sapphic arts by her boss, the nursing supervisor. Now, Margo is a favorite of other nurses. When she had met Julie at the party she couldn't sleep until she called her.

		Julie told me all about the fully abandoned sex that took place over several hours. Margo had produced a generous sized strap-on dildo, and asked Julie if she could fuck her with the dildo.

		Julie said that she laughed before saying "That's alright, because it is no bigger than Dee's dildo. I kind of lied there I know Misty."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		Her story went on into the early morning hours. We didn't get much sleep before we had to get ready for work. When we got home that evening she told me all about her date with Margo. How Margo had exhausted her by fucking her pussy and asshole more time than she remembers.

		After telling her story she took off the panties she had been wearing for the past two days and handed them to me. I held them to my nose and smelled the pungent odor of her cum filled crotch of her panties. It was enough to make my head spin. .

		I knew that I had to tolerate her affaires with other women, because if I showed her that I was jealous I wouldn't get to enjoy listening to her telling me about her adventures with them, while we are in bed masturbating each other. That evening she suggested that we invite Margo over, and I agreed of course. I could imagine a threesome, as frustrated as I was, a threesome to me is using both hands to masturbate.

		When Margo accepted the offer to come over I hoped to get to experience first- hand what it was liked to be fucked and buggered by her strap-on dildo, right in front of Julie. I personally don't care for anal sex, but Margo was an expert at it. When it was over I fully hoped I learn to enjoy analingus with both of their sweet butts.

		***

		"It was the best of times; it was the worst of times."

		I sit back and read what I've typed. I'm in my living room at my computer, writing a story. I erase it, because who am I to plagiarize the great Charles Dickens?

		I've written many stories, all short erotic fiction about young girls and their introduction to lesbian sex. My current story about a young woman walking the streets as a lesbian hook provides me with a little action here and there due to the research.

		Yes, dear reader, I'm utterly gay, no interest in men at all. Dickens I am not and I'm having trouble with the plot; I don't have writer's block exactly, but after all the stuff I've written and published on the internet, it's not easy to think of new scenarios.

		I'm dressed in a short silk robe under which is a pair of sheer white nylon panties and you can see my cunt through them. I take a break and as I go into the kitchen to take a can of pale ale from the fridge, I hear a tap on the window. Today Julie and Margo were going to come over. I hoped to get to dabble in all sorts of debauchery with the two hot teens.

		My heart leaps; it's Julie, her apartment is next door. She's climbed over my backyard fence, quicker and easier than going round the front. I open my back door and look at her as the bright sunlight shines through her flimsy yellow cotton dress, making her pale blue panties visible. They have white trim round the legs.

		Let me digress for a moment to tell you about how I feel towards her, indeed to all young girls. She's utterly adorable and I've fallen head over heels in love with her. The thing is, I'm terrified that if I reveal how I feel about her, she might think I want her exclusively won't come to my house anymore, so it's a case of "take it when you can".

		Yes, it's painful, but isn't love always so? Since I moved into this apartment, I've lost interest in adult women, however gay and sexy they might be. In my thirty five years, I've loved lots of women, but none of them stole my heart the way this young darling has captured mine.

		She's only eighteen. Yes, I know, I'm a freak, almost a pedophile, though, I hasten to add, not a child molester. I wouldn't dream of doing anything to a girl without her consent; I'd need her eager and willing co-operation before I'd so much as touch her.

		Not that I haven't had sexual encounters with young girls, but that was when I was a young girl myself. When I grew into my teen years, I had crushes on older women and morphed into a full blown lesbian, hungry to eat pussy, suck nipples, insert sex toys and . . . well, I don't have to tell you, do I?

		I opened the back door.

		"Come on in," I say, "Coke or ice cream?"

		"I've just had lunch, so just a Coke, please."

		She steps into the kitchen and I pop open a can for her.

		"What are you doing?" she asks.

		"I'm still writing that story," I say, leading her into my living room.

		"What about again?"

		"It's about a young girl growing up and discovering that she has sexual feelings and gravitates toward a sordid lifestyle," I tell her.

		I'm taking a bit of a risk here; I don't ever tell people whom I know about my literary pretensions.

		"She's walking her dog in the woods and she meets another girl her own age and they kinda click."

		"How old is she?"

		"I haven't decided yet."

		Fucking liar, Misty, she's eighteen and in my mind, the image of Julie herself.

		"Wanna help me write it?"

		"You know I'm not much of a writer. My English grades in high school were not so good."

		"You don't have to be. Just tell me what happens and I'll handle the grammar and stuff."

		I sit at my computer and open the story file. She stands beside me, her hip pressing against my shoulder. For a second, I fantasize about putting my hand on her inner thigh and sliding it up to the crotch of her lovely blue panties, but I push the thought out of my mind. I'll never get this story written.

		"So they meet in the woods and then what?" she asks.

		"Let's see. They chat for a while and then they kiss."

		"Just like that? No, there has to be something that leads them to it. They wouldn't just kiss out of the blue. Anyway, what are their names?"

		"I'll decide that later; right now they're girl X and girl Y. X is walking her dog. No, scratch that, she's looking for mushrooms to take home to her Mom."

		"I thought mushrooms grew in fields," she points out. "The stuff you find in woods might be poisonous."

		"Okay, she's in a meadow at the edge of a wood. Girl Y comes out of the wood and they meet. She's been bird watching. They have to converse for a bit. I'll work in some dialogue later but at some point, X tells Y she's pretty and Y returns the compliment, then they stand close, gazing into each other's eyes and eventually kiss."

		"If this is gonna get interesting, they should go into the wood where no one can see them."

		"Good idea. In the woods, they lean against a tree and kiss again. I'll put in some stuff about thrills running though their young bodies."

		"Young? So they're just kids?"

		"I suppose so. But they are eighteen." I decide to take a risk. "Your age okay, young enough to be innocent, but old enough to have sexual feelings. I had feelings long before I was your age."

		"Feelings for girls?"

		"Yes. I might as well come right out and say it. I'm gay."

		She smiles. "I'd kinda guessed it; I don't have a problem with gay girls. There are lots at college."

		"So, eighteen years old then, both of them." I type it in.

		Her phone rings and she pulls it from the pocket of her dress.

		"Hello . . . oh, awesome! I'll be right there." She hangs up. ""My Margo's arrived and she's gonna stay with me for the whole of the school holiday. I gotta run. `Bye, Misty."

		Fuck! It was just getting interesting. I finished my beer and went into the kitchen for another. The sink is full of dishes, so I wash them, giving me time to think out my plot, no, not the story, silly, my plot to seduce my darling Julie.

		I hope Margo is a good sport and not spoil my plans. My mind wanders as I think about what I'd like to do with Julie and her friend Margo. Then I see both of them come past my window and I open the back door.

		"You remember Margo," Julie says.

		Wow, she's just as beautiful as I remembered, just as pretty as the object of my desires. She wears a white sun dress, cut straight across the top, held up by spaghetti straps.

		"This is Misty."

		"You're beautiful," I breathe, "just as adorable as Julie ."

		Her blush sets my heart racing. I offer her a Coke.

		"Misty's writing a story and I'm helping her with it," Julie says proudly.

		"What about?" asks Margo.

		"Two young girls who fall in love," says Julie.

		"With whom?"

		I notice the correctness of her grammar. Perhaps she can help with my writing.

		"Each other," I explain.

		"Oh, an erotic story, then?"

		"Yeah," says Julie, "two girls our age who . . . show her, Misty."

		I lead them into the living room and sit at my computer as they flank me, standing close. I read out what I've written.

		"So they're leaning against the tree, kissing and getting all excited," I finish. "That's as far as we've got. Where do we go from here?"

		"It's obvious," says Margo. "They climb the tree. Young girls always climb trees so they can . . ."

		". . . show off their panties!" Julie cries, laughing.

		"Now we're getting somewhere," I say. "They haven't revealed it yet but they're both exhibitionists."

		"And voyeurs," adds Margo. "They like to look."

		"Misty likes to look," Julie says.

		Huh?

		"Be honest, Misty, when you first met, you would try to look up my skirt every chance you got."

		She's crossed a line, but I don't mind. I've been wanting to communicate my gayness ever since I first met her and now we're getting somewhere.

		"So you're a pornographer, then?" Margo asks.

		"True," I confess. "Is that a problem?"

		"Why would it be?"

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Oh, this is perfect! I've come out to both of them and everything's progressing beautifully. They step away and sit on my couch. I'm hoping for an upskirt flash, but no luck. I turn back to the computer.

		"So they climb the tree, girl X first, followed by Y who gets a magnificent view of X's panties," I say, reading aloud as I type.

		"What color?" asks Julie.

		"White," says Margo, emphatically. "All underwear should be white, like these."

		She spreads her thighs, deliberately showing me her panties. My delight must show on my face because Julie parts her own thighs, perhaps even wider than her friend, showing her own underpants.

		"Mine are blue, I'm afraid."

		"That's okay," Margo says, "we'll let you off this time, but next time . . ."

		I interrupt. "Next time I'm gonna have to put you across my knees, lift your dress, pull your blue panties down and spank your bare butt."

		Margo laughs and Julie smiles, thinking I'm joking.

		"What color are you wearing, Misty. You dirty lesbo?"

		I swivel my chair round to face them, stand and pull the belt of my robe open, spreading it wide. To any experienced lesbian, I must look stunning, but how will these two will react? I needn't have worried. Their faces light up. I pause for a beat, letting them look at me, feeling young waves of lust course through me.

		"Oh my God!" Julie gasps. "We can see your . . ."

		She's not quite sure what to call it.

		". . . cunt," says Margo, a smug smile on her face.

		"That's such a dirty word," Julie says. "I was going to say vagina."

		"I'm a dirty girl," Margo counters.

		We all laugh, but I thrill at the sound of a young girl using smutty language. I leave my robe open, sit down and turn back to the computer.

		"So there they are, up a tree, showing off their panties."

		"How about this?" Margo offers. "The girls are standing on different branches, Y below X, holding on to the trunk and X squats, spreading her feet and bringing her panties right in front of Y's face."

		I type furiously.

		"And Y kisses her panties!" Julie cries, grinning.

		"Right on the crotch, right where her cunt is," says Margo.

		My fingers fly over the keys.

		"Now we're getting somewhere," Julie says. "You like kissing girl's panties, Misty. Don't you?"

		I hesitate, then confess, "Lots of girls, especially when I was your age but when I got older, I'd just rip `em off and kiss her right on the . . ." Should I use the "C" word?

		". . . cunt!" Margo repeats.

		"It's what we lesbians do," I say.

		"I know," says Margo. "Can I have another Coke, please?"

		I stand, my robe still open and they look at my small, firm tits as I walk past them to the kitchen, returning to hand the can to her. Squatting down in front of them, I feel brazen enough to stare directly at their lewdly displayed panties, my excitement building. I 'was' a dirty lesbo.

		"I could look at you both all day long," I tell them.

		"We're happy to let you look, aren't we, Julie? My Mom's always used to bitch about me sitting with my legs open, but I didn't give a fuck. If I wanna show off my panties, then I will."

		"Me too," Julie adds, not wishing to be left out of this rather odd conversation.

		Margo seems to be more experienced with lesbianism than her Julie, perhaps even bolder than I was at their age. I look up at Julie's face which bears a dazzling smile, but even her angelic beauty can't distract me from her panties for very long, and l look back down again.

		All this while, they've not been shy about staring at my own transparent panties.

		"Your cunt is different from ours," Margo says. "You have big lips."

		"And a big clit," Julie notes.

		From my squatting position, I fall back on to my butt, propping myself up with my arms, my legs spread wide.

		"Take a good look, girls. The longer and harder you look at my cunt, the happier I am. You can see more of my cunt because I shave it."

		This seems to trigger Margo's next words. "Wanna see mine?"

		She hooks her fingers into the crotch of her panties and pulls it to one side, revealing her prominent mound with its vertical slit lightly covered with a sprinkling of pubic hair.

		"Oh, it's adorable!" I gasp.

		"Look at mine, too," Julie cries, pulling her own panties aside.

		"Both of you are so fucking sexy!" I can talk dirty, too.

		"We like your tits, Misty," Margo says.

		"I hate big, floppy ones." Julie agrees.

		"Can I see yours?" I ask.

		"Ours aren't as big as yours," Julie moans.

		"Nevertheless . . ."

		"Of course you can," Margo offers, letting go of the crotch of her panties.

		I know from experience that if your legs are spread wide enough when you pull your crotch aside, it'll stay there when you let it go, and so it proves, as both girls lift their dresses up to display their chests.

		Julie is wrong, Margo does have nice titties that have me beat in that department and her nipples are bigger than Julie's. I'm guessing she must be closer to nineteen. I can feel my cunt getting wet as I drink in this amazingly erotic sight, more thrilling than anything I've been imagining all week long.

		"Don't move girls," I cry, jumping to my feet.

		My robe falls off, but I don't care. I find my phone, aim at them and take a picture then show it to them.

		"Now that's naughty!" Julie says.

		"Naughty is good," Margo adds.

		"Can we take pictures of you, Misty?"

		I nod my head and they take their phones from the pockets of their dresses. Posing, I stand with my feet spread, my fingers laced behind my head, my hips lewdly thrust forward.

		Their flashes go off and they show me the results. I have to admit I do look fucking sexy.

		"Take your dresses and bras off so we're all in just our panties," I suggest and they immediately comply.

		My heart is pounding as I gaze at their scantily clad slender bodies, two exotic young nymphets showing themselves off for me.

		"Let's get back to the story," Julie suggests.

		That's fine by me. It'll give me some time to work out where to go from here. I sit back on my office chair and they stand either side of me, re-adjusting their panties. I connect my phone to my computer, download my picture, then do the same with theirs. We all look a lot sexier on the big screen.

		Back to work.

		"So there they are, up the tree and girl Y is kissing X's panties. What next? Do they swap places?"

		"No," says Julie. "That would be awkward. I think Y should put her hand on X's crotch."

		"And pull them aside, like we did, to look at X's cunt," says Margo.

		"How about this," I suggest. "One of the girls says she needs to pee, so they climb down and she lifts her dress up, spreads her feet and pees through her panties."

		Julie laughs.

		I begin to type.

		"I did that once," Julie tells us, "a while back, but I wasn't in the woods."

		"Did anyone see you?" Margo asks.

		"I was with another girl, in her backyard. She's a year older than me and I had a bit of a crush on her. Even though she liked my little show, nothing ever came of it."

		I typed away, the words flowing freely, reading aloud as I go.

		"Which girl pees?" Julie asks.

		"Both of them," Margo suggests. "They pee, staring at each other's wet panties, their dresses hoisted high up on their chests."

		"Showing off their tits," Julie says.

		"Their perky teen titties," I correct her. "Remember they're only eighteen. Now they're not gonna stand around in wet panties, are they?"

		"So they take `em off!" Margo cries, delighted. "They pull each other's panties off and gaze at their cunts."

		My fingers blur as the screen fills with words.

		"You know what?" Margo announces, "All this talk of pee makes me wanna go. Where's your bathroom, Misty?"

		Ah-ha, bold action is called for.

		"Who needs a bathroom? I have a nice, secluded backyard where no one can see in, so why don't we go outside and let life reflect art."

		"And pee through our panties!" Julie cries, her face alight.

		"Awesome!" Margo agrees, grinning.

		"Go ahead, I'm gonna change mine," I tell them.

		"Why?"

		"'Because cotton is better than nylon to pee through. Believe me, I know. It soaks up more pee and looks a lot sexier."

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		I duck into my bedroom, rip my nylon panties off and replace them with a pair of pink cotton briefs edged with white, grab my phone and run out to the backyard where the girls stand, looking about.

		"See, no one can see us."

		My backyard is surrounded by a hedge which is a little thin in places, so the possibility exists for some peeper (or peepette) to spy on us and though I doubt that such a person exists, the faint chance that we're being watched adds excitement to our adventure.

		"Who wants to go first?"

		"You go, Margo," Julie says.

		We stand in a little circle, a triangle really, and stare at Margo as the crotch of her panties becomes wet. My phone flashes every few seconds. When they're soaked, her pee falls down in a heavy stream on to the grass.

		Before she finishes, I tell her to stop. "Save the rest. I've had a naughty thought."

		Her pee shuts off.

		"My turn!" Julie calls, letting her own flow begin.

		Once again I call a halt before she's finished. I hand my phone to Margo who aims it at me.

		"Now look, girls." I spread my feet and let it go.

		The pink cotton darkens as they soak up the initial offering, and my stream drips, then gushes from my crotch. The girl's eyes are popping out of their heads. When Margo's taken several shots, I shut off my flow.

		We pause, gazing at each other, drinking in the sight of near naked bodies and wet panties.

		"We're gonna have to wash them," I point out, pulling mine off.

		The girls follow suit, dropping them on to the grass. Again we pause to admire each other's body's, naked except for our sandals.

		"Oh, my God, you're both so fucking sexy!" I cry, hardly able to keep my hands off them.

		"We need clean panties," Julie points out.

		"We can't go home without any."

		"Not a problem. I've got tons of panties you can borrow. Let's go inside."

		They go into my bedroom while I nip into the bathroom for a towel so they we can wipe ourselves then, back in my room I empty my panty drawer out on to the bed and let them select whatever they want.

		I'm a slim girl (five foot four if you're interested) so they're all going to fit. Julie selects a bright turquoise pair and Margo opts for white of course and I find a pair of silk tap pants, that have very loose legs, so that if I sit carelessly, one might be able to see my cunt.

		"Back to the story," I say and we gather round my computer again.

		After I download all the pictures from our phones, I lean back and say, "Where were we?"

		"They'd just peed through their panties and taken them off. They're looking at each other's cunts," says Julie.

		"We've got to get to where they kiss their cunts," Margo says.

		"Hey, wait a minute -- how about this. We've been taking photos all the time so why don't we use them to illustrate the story. We can be girls X and Y." Julie's face lights up.

		"Brilliant!" I declare, "but the site where I publish my stories doesn't accept pictures, just text and anyway, our pictures are actually porn, so I'll have to go to the dark net to publish them."

		They look puzzled.

		"I'll explain later, but yes, this is a great idea. We can use the big tree in the corner of the backyard. Get dressed, girls."

		As they don their dresses, I put on a white cotton singlet, pause briefly in front of the mirror to see how sexy I look (very) and run out to my garage to find a step ladder. Back in the backyard I set it beside the tree. This will get them up to the lowest branches.

		"Who's X and who's Y?" I ask.

		"You can be X," Margo says, "because I wanna kiss your panties."

		Oh, yes she's definitely in the spirit of things. Julie climbs the step ladder and swings herself on to the lowest branch and climbs a bit higher. She looks around.

		"Can you be seen?" I ask, anxiously.

		"No, not really. The trees are mostly blocking the view from my house."

		Mostly?

		There's still the faint chance of a peeper to spice things up. Margo climbs up and stands on the lowest branch. I get my phone ready, standing right below them, looking up both their dresses. I take the first picture.

		"Now, squat, Julie."

		Which she does, her panties exactly in line with Margo's face. She tilts her head back and presses her lips to Julie's treasure. My flash goes off every second or so.

		"How was that?" Margo asks, lifting her head away.

		"Fucking perfect," I assure her and to my excitement, she pulls Julie's panties aside and kisses her directly on her cunt.

		"Oh, my God!" Julie gasps. "This feels so fucking amazing. Push your tongue, in, Luce. Lick my clit."

		"Spoken like a true lesbian," I mutter to myself, then add, "Let's get back to writing the story."

		They climb down from the tree and we look at the pictures I've taken.

		"You've left the ladder there, Misty," Julie points out. "There wouldn't be a stepladder conveniently left in a woods. We'll have to take the pictures again."

		"This time, I'll be girl X," Margo says, running up the ladder, "then you can kiss my cunt, Julie."

		When they're both appropriately posed, I take the ladder away and start shooting again. Margo goes into the squat and Julie presses her face into her crotch as they both hang on to the trunk with one hand.

		To my delight, she doesn't hesitate to pull Margo's white panties aside and kiss her bare cunt. I move about, shooting from different angles. I'll select the best pictures later.

		"I'm getting cramp in my thighs," Margo complains.

		I put the ladder back in place and they both climb down, smoothing their rumpled dresses over their thighs.

		"These are awesome!" I say as we scroll through what has now become quite an album.

		"Okay, let's go back indoors and get on with the story."

		I collect the wet panties and in the kitchen I toss them in the sink, for later rinsing. Back at the computer, I ask, "Where were we?"

		"They've just finished peeing and they're standing, looking at each other's cunts."

		"We need to get them out of the woods and into a bedroom where they can have proper sex," Margo says, which is exactly what I want to do for real with these two darlings.

		"What about their wet panties. What do they do with them?"

		"Wring them out and put them on, silly," Margo says.

		"They'll smell."

		"But they won't care. There's no one there to smell them. It's a hot summer's day with lots of fresh air and they'll dry out really quick."

		I type some exposition into the computer.

		"Girl X should invite Y to her house," Julie suggests. "She has to take the mushrooms home to her neighbor and - "X"- neighbor's gay, too!" Margo cries.

		"We can take more pictures and you can be the neighbor, Misty. Oh this is perfect!"

		I'm inclined to agree. I type away, taking X and Y home to X's house where X introduces Y to her neighbor.

		"So how are we gonna get the neighbor into the action?" Julie asks.

		"How about this?" Margo offers. "The neighbor detects the aroma of dry pee and questions them and they confess to peeing through their panties, but the neighbor isn't shocked. She finds it funny."

		"And a bit thrilling," Julie adds.

		That's my girl, I think, she's really into the swing of things.

		"I never finished peeing," Margo interrupts. "I gotta go."

		"Me, too," says Julie.

		"And me but wait a second. I want us all to get naked and we can pee together in the tub." They go upstairs to my bathroom while I run into the kitchen collect all the wet panties and put them in the dryer, turning the heat up to full. Back upstairs, before the girls can take their dresses off, I tell them I want to take pictures as they undress each other.

		They each lift the dress off the other and turn to look at me as I take more pictures.

		"You, too, neighbor" says Margo.

		I really should have a name, instead of calling me "Neighbor".

		"Ziva. That's your name. You're part of the story now."

		I stand there, my heart pounding as she takes my dress off.

		"Oh, those tap pants are so retro" she comments.

		"I like `em," Julie says. "But they've got to come off, Misty."

		I let her kneel and pull my tap pants down, then I continue recording the thrilling scene as they kneel as one at a time they take each other's panties off. When they're naked, I step into the tub and sit on my butt.

		"Come on in and stand as close to me as you can."

		Margo immediately understands where I'm going. X huge grin spreads across her face.

		"You want us to pee on you!" she crows.

		"You're into golden showers! Fucking awesome!"

		"Golden showers?" asks Julie, clearly not so well informed as her friend.

		"Yeah, it's what lesbians do," Margo explains.

		"Ugh!"

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		"No, it's thrilling for them," Margo explains. "I like it. It's supposed to be the most intimate thing two girls can do, even more than kissing cunts."

		"It's okay, Julie," I say. "I know it's a bit weird, but it's as though I'm saying you can do anything you want to me and I'll submit to it. Go ahead. Pee all over me!"

		Margo steps behind me, leaving Julie to stand in front. They both push their hips forward, lean back and spread their cunt lips open with their fingers. Two pee streams hit me, one on the back of my head and my shoulders, the other on my up-turned face, running down over my tits and tummy.

		If I were with older girls, I'd be happy to drink it, but that might be a bit extreme for the girls. Julie is soon empty and she stands back, allowing Margo to move in front of me and pee on my tits. I lean back, my knees spread and she gets the hint and pees directly on my cunt.

		The sharp aroma adds to my excitement. Margo finishes and steps back. I look up at them, reveling in my "humiliation".

		"That was fucking awesome!" I tell them.

		Getting back up on my feet, I turn the water on, standing under the stream, rinsing my body. I hand a bottle of body-wash to Julie and they squirt it on each other and, giggling like the young college girls that they are and soap each other's bodies.

		Julie immediately goes for Margo's tits, tweaking her nipples and spreading suds all over them as Margo's puts her hand down between her friend's legs, soaping her sweet young cunt, as I sit on the edge of the tub, drinking it all in. My guts are churning with excitement, as all their inhibitions seem to have flown out of the window.

		To them, it seems like fun, but to me, it's the most arousing thing I've ever seen. Yesterday, I never could have dreamed that I'd find myself part of such an erotic scene, but here I am, my wildest fantasies coming true. I want to take pictures, but my hands are wet and anyway, I'm too immersed in the action to bother about pictures. Never mind, there'll be other opportunities.

		"Your turn, Misty," Julie says and I step under the hot water.

		Margo is behind me, soaping my shoulders, then her hands come round my body until her palms are on my tits which to be honest, are not much bigger than hers. Julie puts her hand between my legs, rubbing her palm on my pubis.

		"Why did you say you shave, Misty?" she asks.

		"Sometimes I look at myself, naked in the mirror and think I look like a young girl."

		"And you pretend to be our age?" Margo asks.

		How perceptive she is!

		"Yes. Teen girls are so sexy. I get off on myself."

		They giggle.

		"It's time you shaved again," Julie comments. "You're a bit stubbly."

		Margo abandons my tits and slides her hands down my tummy, pushing Julie's hand away. I feel two fingers push into my cunt and my knees go weak. Julie stands back and gazes down at the action, her eyes huge.

		The combination of her gaze and Margo's fingers immediately make me cum, my orgasm exploding through my body and my knees buckle. Margo holds me by the waist to prevent me from falling.

		"Are you okay?" she asks, anxiously.

		"You just made me cum!" I croak, then straighten up, stepping away from them and sitting back down on the edge of the tub to try to get my breath back.

		"My God, I've never cum that fast in my life. You guys are driving me fucking crazy!"

		"You had an orgasm?" Julie asks, incredulous.

		"What's it like to come that fast?"

		"Indescribably wonderful, but you'll just have to wait and see for yourself."

		They look at each other, eyes filled with wonder.

		"I've never had an orgasm that quickly," Julie admits. "What about you?"

		Margo answers, "When I touch myself in bed at night, I get these tiny waves of excitement down there and go pretty quickly. I call it `making my cunt happy'." Julie giggles.

		"It's called masturbation," I tell them. "All us girls do it, even if we tell you we don't. I do it, every night, and sometimes during the day. I pull up pictures of naked girls and lesbian couples from the internet and finger my cunt until I cum."

		Wow, I've surprised myself! I never imagined I'd ever tell two teens that I frig off to internet porn. I wonder if Julie is going to confess to masturbating (at eighteen I'd been doing it for a long time), but she stays silent.

		We climb out of the tub and towel each other off, our hands lingering in naughty places.

		"Are we gonna finish the story?" Margo asks.

		"Maybe later. Let's go into my bedroom."

		They follow me, happily. I lie down on my back on my bed, my legs parted invitingly.

		"There's an electric razor in the drawer of the bedside table. You can shave me."

		"Let me!" Julie demands.

		"No, me!"

		"You can take turns. You go first, Julie."

		She runs the razor all over my mound, covering my lips and clit with her other hand and her touch is making me wet.

		"My turn," Margo says, grabbing the razor from her friend.

		When I'm completely smooth, they run their hands over my mound.

		"Like a baby's butt," Julie comments.

		The feel of their fingers on my cunt is driving me to new heights of ecstasy. They sit back and look at me, lying there, utterly vulnerable, available and totally aroused.

		"Jesus," I mutter, "I LOVE showing off my cunt to you girls. You're making me the happiest woman in the world. Yes, just keep looking at me like that."

		They are truly fascinated by the sight of my floppy cunt lips and my swelling clit.

		"Is this how the story is gonna go?" Margo asks. "Are the two girls gonna have sex with girl X's neighbor, Ziva?"

		"Older ladies don't have sex with younger girls," says Margo, "not even gay ones."

		"On the contrary, I get lots of emails from readers of my stories and a surprisingly large number of them profess to at least lusting after younger girls, and many of them confess that, yes, they've taught them to enjoy full blown sex."

		Julie looks astonished, but Margo smiles. "I've seen older/younger action on the internet.

		"So, how do we get our girls from meeting Ziva to . . . whatever?" Julie asks.

		"Art is imitating life," I tell her. "We'll just write what happened with us in the bathroom."

		"And also write what's about to happen now," Julie says, archly.

		"Which is?" Margo asks.

		"This."

		Julie lies face down on the bed, her head between my thighs and presses her lips to my cunt. I almost explode right there and then. Until now, Margo has been the most forward of the two, but now Julie seems to have surpassed her.

		Margo looks on, an expression of pure lust on her face.

		"Oh, I wanted to be the first to lick you cunt today, Misty, but it's okay, Margo, you go ahead and drive Misty out of her mind."

		Margo is doing a pretty good job of it. I float on a sea of lust, letting her tongue bring me close to cumming, then push her away.

		"Margo's turn, now."

		Julie's mouth is quickly replaced by her friend's, who shows surprising expertise at eating pussy. She must've picked up ideas from the internet. Two minutes later, I cum again, letting out a huge whoosh of air and I pull Margo's head hard against my crotch, squeezing it between my thighs.

		Julie's face is a picture of excitement. I relax, still on my back, letting them both run their hands all over my body, from shoulders to knees, feather like touches that speak of their love for me. I drift off to sleep.

		When I wake, they're gone so I go downstairs, calling their names.

		"We're in here, Misty."

		Margo is sitting at the computer, typing.

		"I'm updating the story," she explains.

		Julie looks over her shoulder. "I think that Ziva should, at some point, take their panties down and spank their bums," she says.

		"I'll figure out a way to work it into the story," Margo replies. "And she should definitely lick their cunts and we never gave girls X and Y names," she points out.

		I pause.

		"How about girl X is called Julie and girl Y is called Margo?" I suggest.

		They laugh.

		"Perfect!" Margo exclaims.

		"And their neighbor is called Ziva we already know," Julie adds.

		Margo types as fast as she can with two fingers until Julie's phone rings. She answers, then hangs up.

		"It's my Mom. She and Dad are picking me up and taking us out to dinner tonight." How the time has flown! "We gotta go," she adds.

		My heart sinks, but then there's always tomorrow. They dress in their own panties, hot from the dryer, don their dresses, kiss me on the lips and reluctantly leave. I sit at the computer and look at what she's written. It's a bit clunky and badly misspelled, so I erase it.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		Tomorrow we can let art imitate life again in any way we want. I start typing. We're going to need some art for our lives to imitate. The words stream on to the screen.

		"Ziva asked Margo to lie across her knees and told Julie to lift up her dress and pull her the girl's panties down. She gazed at her young neighbor's bare buttocks and ran her hand over the cheeks, letting her fingers slip between her friend's thighs, her fingertips caressing that sweet young slit that is the center of a girl's world. Margo shivered with delight.

		Then Ziva delivered eight gentle spanks while the girl moaned in pretense. She leaned forward and placed a kiss on the pink flesh of her cheeks. Margo rolled, her back arched as her body drooped on either side of Ziva's thighs. They both gazed at her cunt, displayed so shamelessly for them.

		`My turn now,' Julie demanded.

		Ziva's mind was in a whirl as she contemplated molesting her young neighbor, willing though she obviously was. Could she do it, she wondered? To be honest, she simply couldn't help herself. Margo slid to the floor, her panties round her knees, her legs spread wide, her moist cunt in full view for them.

		`Spank me, Ziva!' Julie demanded, lying face down across her thighs.

		Misty slid Julie's dress up high above her waist and dragged her panties down to her knees. Running her hand over those lovely soft globes, she felt her heart bursting with love.

		She delivered the slaps softly and lovingly and Julie sighed with happiness. Just as she had with her friend, she caressed Julie's cheeks but this time, her hand lingered between the girl's legs and she pressed a finger deep into her.

		Julie sighed with, well, joy. Margo sat up, staring at this thrilling, erotic, utterly depraved expression of love."

		I didn't see either Julie or Margo for the next several weeks. I got the impression Margo move in with Julie. Then one morning out of the blue, over the backyard fence climbed Julie. She skipped up to my back door and I let her in.

		"I see Margo is taking up a lot of your time lately. Have you learned anything new hanging with her." I asked sardonically

		"Hi to yo too, Misty. Yeah as a matter of fact I have. I thought you might like to know about it." Julie said evenly.

		She then told me a story that had me flabbergasted. Not only was Margo far more worldly than Julie, she was also quite a kink. Once she moved in with Julie she introduced her to the world of BD/SM. Especially dominant versus submissive catfighting.

		Say what?

		***

		Julie told me that the rules of catfighting were simple and that Margo was an expert - two girls wrestle, one wins, and the loser tongues the winner to orgasm. Of course, she really was naive; I knew exactly what catfighting was and was pretty good at it.

		What she didn't know was that I played by a little different set of rules, and that I was extremely well-versed in Margo's brand of catfighting.

		Julie was about to find out just how much of a 'dirty lesbo' I really was. I told her that, like her battles with Margo, this was a mistress-slave battle, and the Mistress makes the rules.

		The strap holding her right arm immobile against her body was applied, she could now only use her left hand and arm, and she had to fight blindfolded, gagged, and in stilettos, which I provided for her as I slid some fishnet stocking up her sexy legs. Also, the fight was over when I said it was - and I decided who won.

		She told me that Margo never made her fight blindfolded, but she was familiar with the rest - except what I told her as I stuffed the gag in her mouth. I told her that, if she won, I'd be her personal assistant, I'd dress in a g-string and heels, and she could do as she pleased with me. Both of us knew she wasn't going to win.

		However, in addition to making her eat my pussy after I beat her, I was expecting my name to be tattooed on her other ass cheek, and I reminded her that there was plenty of room for it. It bears lots of repeating just how sweet her ass really is, and I absolutely love it. I didn't say anything about my plans for her after this little set to, but after this, she was definitely going to be right under my thumb.

		I planned to teach this sweet, naive blonde that she lived to serve.

		I finished up her spanking...grudgingly, of course; her ass was like heaven, and I could slap it around and watch it bounce all day. I loved the way her sexy g-string, Margo bought her, split her sweet ass cheeks and how I knew that was really all she needed to feel dressed.

		Her perky tits took care of themselves, and she didn't mind showing off her pencil eraser sized nipple. I was a little curious about how she was able to afford her apartment on her income, but I assumed Margo was rich.

		I changed quickly into my catfighting outfit – black leather g-string thong, and a leather cat mask. I love dressing in leather; it makes me look and feel so intimidating. Julie didn't know this, but I was undefeated in my catfighting circle, even humiliating other Mistresses, and the rule about taking down a Mistress is a good one - you get the Mistress and her slave.

		I told Julie that the fight was on, and I started out by slapping her hard across the face. She didn't respond and tried to break the restraints - in mistress/slave fights, the slave is restrained with something they can try to get out of, but they almost never succeed, and when they do, they are usually so battered and bruised that they end up losing anyway, and the restraint just goes back on for the Mistress to claim her prize.

		She was failing miserably at trying to free herself, and I was slapping her tits and her face in attempts to knock her down. I was amazed that she took it as well as she did; clearly, she was used to being roughed up by Margo, and she didn't fall over like a young bitch.

		I grabbed her nipples, and she squealed through the gag but took it; clearly her tits were used to being tortured, and I loved that. She was inexperienced, submissive, and loved pain.

		I pinned her against the wall and slapped her tits around. She wasn't going down yet and watching her fight to stay standing was so wonderful. She tried to escape her bonds to no avail; I tied the strap really well and had never had a girl come close to escaping. I've seen inexperienced Mistresses do a sloppy job of tying a slave's hands; in rare cases, the slave can overpower her Mistress, and then the Mistress becomes the slave.

		That wasn't happening here. She was continuing to try to escape; meanwhile, I was punishing her more and more. I threw her back over chair and punished her ass some more.

		As much as I enjoyed playing with her perky tits, I'm an ass woman until I die. And she had a sweet one - so firm, so plump, and so spankable. I didn't need a paddle. I lived for feeling my hand cracking across her massive ass cheeks, especially right in the spot where my name would soon be tattooed.

		Her ass was bright red after the spanking I gave her, and I licked my lips as I admired her punished ass, which matched her lacy g-string in color. I forced her to her knees and slapped her some more. Then I looked down at her as she began to try to defy me. In her latest attempt to escape...

		...I couldn't help but notice that the slave had pissed in her panties. They were soaked with her slave piss, and clearly they needed to come off. I pulled them off and laid them with her other discarded clothes; I loved the fact that she would now have to walk out of the office naked.

		I smiled as I told her, 'You like that, don't you, sweetie? Open wide,' I said as I removed the gag from her mouth and stripped off my leather thong.

		Instinctively, she licked my pussy, but this wasn't what I had in mind for her. I let loose a hot stream of piss into her waiting slut mouth. I got some on her lips, but most of it directly went in. I filled her mouth as I let loose with the piss that I had been holding for her since before I brought her in for her review, knowing it was going straight into her mouth.

		Julie swallowed every drop like a good young piss bitch; she had to be experienced at sucking piss down, and she had to know she would be getting more experience from me. I decided from this moment onward; if I needed to piss; I would be using her.

		She dried off her mouth with her tongue and lapped up the last bit of piss from between my sexy legs; without being told, she began to eat my pussy. I clenched my legs together and all but forced my kneeling slave to lick faster. I sat down in my leather chair and continued to let her pleasure me, which she seemed to love more than anything; I hadn't even ended the catfight, and she already decided she had lost. This was the mark of a true slave.

		She loved the verbal abuse I heaped on her as I called her all kinds of names, like 'piss-drinking slut' and 'cheating slave bitch.' She wasn't really cheating, since I started everything, but she wasn't stopping me, and she absolutely loved it.

		I began to climax, but I showed extraordinarily little emotion; I didn't moan or scream because I was calling her a bitch. I wanted a strong, powerful climax from the nasty, piss-drenched slave, and I wasn't settling for less.

		I squeezed the slut's head between my legs as she licked like she had never licked before. I avoided melting into the orgasm my bitch was giving me and that I would no doubt deny her; I had to maintain my status as the one who owned her. It wasn't hard, of course; she willingly took all the punishment I dished out.

		As I was finished with her, I picked her up and threw her against the wall again, making her expect more abuse and more rough treatment, especially for her tits. I took off my leather g-string and stepped over to where she was pinned against the wall. I slapped her face one last time... ...and then I kissed her.

		This time, I decided to let myself melt; she was an incredible kisser. I knew she was incredible at lots of things, including pleasing women, but I momentarily didn't care as I enjoyed her tongue touching mine. I broke character for a moment and told her she was a great kisser. She smiled and told me the same as we continued to tongue-wrestle.

		She broke the kiss and explained that she had to be at her job at seven. She explained that she was a dancer at a club in town and made more money there than any other job she ever had.

		It seems, she supported Margo, who dominated her financially as well as physically, mentally, and sexually; Margo stayed home all day, watched lesbian porn, had other girls over, and enjoyed life, and she and Julie loved it that way.

		She put on her skirt and left with me; her top was broken and her g-string was soaked in piss, so she left them. I dropped her at her job, with a promise that I would be back for her to get her that tattoo I wanted her to have...and for another round of catfighting.

		Oh hell yeah, I was going to take out all my sexual frustrations out on my sweet naive Julie with the perfect ass.

		END..
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