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BEWARE GREEKS BARING [sic] GIFTS

Vav Garnek

Ancient Greece had fascinated Helen Marshall for as long as she could remember. So when she got a decent Christmas bonus and decided to book her summer holiday there was only ever going to be one destination.

She managed to find what looked to be a halfway decent hotel at a very reasonable price at Glyfada on the outskirts of Athens for a week at the end of May, together with an EasyJet flight from Stansted airport.

The journey was completely uneventful except that she couldn’t help but notice the exceptionally good-looking “trolley dolly” who squeezed past her in the aisle on one occasion. She was taller than Helen, around five foot ten, dark but with piercing blue eyes and definitely “have-some” in an intriguingly Mediterranean way. Helen guessed she was about her own age, twenty-six or twenty-seven, and wondered, idly, what she might be like in the sack and if she’d be up for a little holiday romance if the opportunity presented itself. Helen was currently between “squeezes”, in fact it was nearly nine months since anyone had even opened the sack . . . except herself . . . and part of the reason for choosing Greece was the possibility of some sea, sun . . . and sex.

Athens airport was hot, crowded, noisy and dirty . . . as usual. A coach eventually appeared and about thirty people from Helen’s flight got on. To her surprise this included the trolley dolly and she found the young woman sat in the seat across from her own. They exchanged pleasantries: moaned about the heat and the age of the coach as it rattled its way to Glyfada and, during the course of the journey, they discovered they would be sharing the same hotel. The young woman told Helen that her name was Zoe – short for something completely unpronounceable in Greek. She was first-generation English, born in London to Greek parents, but also loved her native land: for its historic past rather than its touristy present. Zoe explained that she had a long weekend stopover before her return flight to England. She said that she knew her way around Athens fairly well and that she was intending to explore some of the more off-the-beaten-track – and therefore less commercial – temples. Helen was rather charmed when Zoe suggested, almost shyly, that she wouldn’t mind some company: “but only if that’s all right by you”.

After they had checked in at the hotel, Helen didn’t see Zoe for the rest of that day – and to be honest she was blissfully happy doing her own thing – but caught up with her after breakfast the following morning as she was unwinding by the hotel pool.

“What’s that you’re reading?” she asked.

Zoe explained that it was a Greek book on ancient temples in the area: “There’s a particularly good one dedicated to Aphrodite. It’s about an hour’s drive from here and I’m planning to hire a car later and go and have a look at it this afternoon.”

Remembering Zoe’s earlier offer, Helen asked, “Would you really mind if I tag along? I promise I won’t get in the way and I’ll go halves with you on the car.”

Zoe laughed and agreed, but Helen had still been more than half surprised when Zoe had appeared in the lobby, on time, just after lunch, dangling the key almost suggestively from one finger. Helen also couldn’t help noticing that Zoe looked “hot”, dressed in crisp white linen shorts – sheer enough to suggest the outline of a ludicrously small white thong – a tight neon-yellow top and sparkly gladiator sandals.

The drive was long and hot and took nearer two hours than one. The temple was well away from modern civilization, reached by a rutted track and at the end of a narrow ravine. It was in surprisingly good condition, with most of the roof intact, and cool and dim inside, out of the heat of the sun. With a little shiver Helen realized she could almost feel – rather than hear – the faintest of hums as you sometimes can in ancient buildings in hot climates.

Zoe said she was going outside to take some pictures and Helen walked to the back of the temple, where the domestic quarters began. Noticing a large stone slab, shaped almost like a throne, she sat for a minute enjoying the solitude . . . and let her eyelids close.

“My lady! My lady! Wake up, please, it’s time for the trial.”

Someone was shaking her by the shoulder. Helen opened her eyes and found herself staring at a young Greek woman dressed in ancient costume.

Helen stood and realized she too was now wearing a simple shift-dress of diaphanous white silk, held together with a golden belt. With a jolt she realized she wasn’t wearing anything else. She also appeared to be slightly taller than her usual five foot three, definitely more . . . well . . . voluptuous, her long light-brown hair seemed thicker, more lustrous and was piled up in some sort of chignon.

The woman led her back through to the main temple. It was miraculously restored to its former glory and lit by flaming torches. Standing in a rough semicircle were perhaps thirty women, all dressed as her companion and softly chanting: “Hail, Aphrodite. Hail, Aphrodite.” Within the semicircle stood two young women. The first seemed to be aged about nineteen and was disheveled, scratched and crying. The second was Zoe. She looked a veritable giantess amongst the other acolytes, taller even than her five foot ten and leaner. She was clad in a dirty sackcloth shift with a heavy iron collar locked around her slender neck. But Helen would have recognized those blue eyes – strikingly set in that swarthy face – anyway, even if they contained not a flicker of recognition.

“Daphne, a vestal virgin of the Temple of Aphrodite, alleges that Zoe – a common slave girl – forced herself upon her in the temple gardens,” intoned the priestess.

“And what say you?” asked Aphrodite/Helen, her voice soft but icy.

“I never laid a finger on the wench,” said Zoe defiantly.

“I will have the truth of this. Take her to my chamber and I will know by cock-crow.”

Once inside and alone, Zoe explained that she had been making her way back to her owner’s home when she came across Daphne and a man making love on the ground: “When they saw me, the girl screamed and the man ran off. When your priestesses arrived, the girl swore it was me who was trying to take pleasure of her and kill her.”

“And how do I know if this is true?”

“Because I say so.”

“Careful, slave, you speak to a goddess.”

“Your gods are not my gods,” she muttered under her breath but still too loud.

“How dare you!” screamed Aphrodite, her eyes blazing as she seemed to physically grow before Zoe.

Aphrodite pointed and then shook outstretched arms in Zoe’s direction. Chains coiled either side of Zoe, rising into the air like twin cobras. And like a serpent’s strike, they wrapped themselves around her wrists before snapping back to cinch around stone pillars on either side of her, stretching her painfully tight. Speechless and clearly terrified, Zoe could only watch as Aphrodite came toward her and, taking a dagger from the table, cut her shift from her body with two swift slashes, leaving her naked.

Aphrodite then raised her arms high above her head, put her hands together palm against palm, and began to sway hypnotically in front of Zoe. And as she did so, there came the pagan, erotic swirl of pan pipes, but soft as if heard from a great distance. Aphrodite seemed to become more snakelike before Zoe’s astonished eyes. She could see the tantalizing outline of her body shifting beneath her robe. Sinuously, she coiled around her, under one outstretched arm, behind her back and then in front of her again. Suddenly, Zoe became aware of an unfamiliar pulling feeling deep within her womb and a spreading wetness between her legs. She was becoming highly aroused; although the terrified young woman could not have said for the very life of her what “it” was, as Aphrodite suddenly sank to her knees before her. A tongue, that Zoe could have sworn was forked, flickered out and caressed the very end of her nubbin and she came instantly with a wordless scream of passion and anguish.

Aphrodite recoiled as if it was she who had been bitten by a snake. “How dare you, wench! How dare you!” she thundered. “I gave you no permission.”

And taking a whip made from braided leather, she began to lash Zoe across her breasts, chest and belly, each stroke raising an almost instant thin red weal.

Zoe bore her punishment bravely and in silence but eventually gasped: “My lady, Goddess, I am truly sorry. I’m just a poor slave girl and I have never yet lain with man nor woman.”

“You are a truly a virgin?” Aphrodite echoed in wonderment. “Then you could not have despoiled poor Daphne.”

A wave of Aphrodite’s hand and the chains fell away from Zoe’s wrists. Aphrodite led her over to a bed: a wooden pallet strewn with animal pelts and fleeces and soft cushions. She bound a silken scarf around Zoe’s eyes and warned her: “It is forbidden for a mortal to look upon a goddess naked. If you remove the blindfold then you will die.”

She lay Zoe gently down upon her back and slipped off her robe with practiced ease. Naked now, Aphrodite took a jar containing Greek yoghurt, honey, herbs and spices and oh-so-gently began applying it to the marks of the lash. At first Zoe shivered and writhed beneath her, soft little moans escaping from her lips. But gradually as the soothing lotion began its work, Aphrodite could feel Zoe relax, her beautiful young body becoming limp and compliant. Aphrodite continued applying the lotion, with hands skilled with eons of practice, until the front of Zoe’s torso was covered with a slick film from neck to groin. Then she knelt astride the girl, crotch to crotch, and kissed and licked and sucked the cream from her body until Zoe began to writhe and moan again . . . but this time in pleasure not pain.

“Lie still, girl, and I will pleasure you. But swear to me once again that you are a virgin. If you lie I will know, and to lie to a goddess is to die,” she warned.

“I swear, my lady, by all the gods of Greece and by my own gods, I swear.” Aphrodite went to a chest and returned carrying a marble phallus so huge that if Zoe had not been blindfolded and could have seen it she surely would have screamed. Aphrodite carefully applied the last of the cream to the phallus, making sure it was coated along its whole length.

“Relax, girl,” she instructed as she slipped just the first inch inside Zoe’s quim. “There may be some pain to start with. But what you feel is the ‘Horn of Zeus’. Legend has it that it has magical properties and that once a woman has ridden it she will never want another from any man.”

Aphrodite took it slowly feeding the mighty cock of rock in inch by inch. Initially, Zoe did cry out in pain as she felt it was just too large and she must be split in two. But in time the whole length of the thing was sheathed inside her and once again pain and pleasure sweetly fused together. Gently at first but then faster and harder, Aphrodite worked the cock in and out and Zoe’s body began to move in counterpoint, meeting thrust with thrust.

Suddenly reality shifted and Zoe screamed out in terror: “Goddess, the thing, it is alive. It moves with me!” And at that instant the great cock “came” and it felt like a volcano erupting deep within her loins. Zoe came too, transported to the heights of Olympus . . . never had she known such ecstasy and such sweet agony or that they were even possible.

Goddess of Love, Aphrodite held her in the throes of passion, forcing her to climax time after time, with fingers and with that forked tongue and with the Horn of Zeus again until Zoe could bear it no longer and passed out . . .

“Helen. Helen. Wake up. Are you OK?” Someone was shaking her none too gently by the shoulder.

Helen opened her eyes and found herself staring into the blue of Zoe’s. “Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” Helen answered a little groggily. “I think I must have just dozed off for an instant. Time to be getting back, I suppose.”

An awkward silence grew between the two of them during the drive back. They went into the hotel bar and each had a cold beer.

“Come up to my room,” said Helen and was surprised to find it was a command and not an offer.

She led the way and, once inside, still without a word, she stripped and lay naked on the bed, legs parted in invitation. “Make love to me. Worship my cunt,” she ordered. And as Zoe peeled off her yellow top, half turned toward her, Helen noticed the delicate pink tracery of old scars, terribly old scars across her breasts . . .


STRAWBERRY SHORTCAKE

Olivia London

My last relationship was like this, Fiona thought, as she skirted her thumb over an obscenely ripe avocado. Mush. Approaching what she assumed to be a three-foot display of fruit, she picked up a navel orange only to leave a hole announcing its cardboard backdrop. The sunny spheres had been cleverly arranged to make you think you had entered the Garden of Eden, not a harried grocer’s lack of surplus.

Yes, Hannah with her mediagenic countenance had promised Fiona the world and things just hadn’t gone as planned. Seems the ambitious actress had never gotten over her ex, after all. Perhaps it wasn’t fair to compare her former lover to cardboard, though. Hannah and Fiona had been good together. Hannah had never lied or cheated and, these days, that was something to brag about.

“You shouldn’t have pressured her to move in with you,” Fiona’s mother would say while handing her daughter a mixing bowl and a potato peeler. Her mother believed idle hands led to the devil’s gain whereas Fiona believed the best way to keep hands busy was to position them deftly into the moistened envelope sealing her creamy thighs together.

She had to smile now, thinking of her mother preparing dinner while Frank Sinatra crooned from a portable CD-player. How many times had her father waltzed his wife around the modern kitchen while singing along to the old-fashioned tunes? They were an odd couple, her parents. Her mom was an Italian with a Vesuvian temper, constantly talking even when there was no one in the room. Her father was a taciturn sort from Anglo-Irish stock. The poor man had never tasted a decent marinara before meeting his Sofia.

“And yet my folks stayed married for decades,” Fiona told her friend Becky over drinks après Hannah. “Well, I’m going home to Pinky, my vibrator. Unless, ahem, you want to come over and keep me company?” Fiona reached over to run a palm down the length of her friend’s long, silky blonde tresses. She loved how a lock could curl and hover just an inch or two shy of her friend’s ample breasts. In real life, the two women hadn’t gone beyond hugging each other goodnight. Enter one of Fiona’s fantasies however, and you may find a certain china-boned redhead perched on the mound of her luscious blonde crush.

“We’ve been through this, Fi. You know I’m not bi. And I won’t let you turn our night out into a Lesbian Reform Party. Look, those guys at the bar have been staring at us. Check it out.”

“They look like frat boys. I’ll bet you another drink they’re only gawking because my hand came dangerously close to cupping your breast just now.”

Becky took a deep breath and straightened her carriage, a maddening gesture as it made the thin material of her sweater stretch across her tantalizing bosom.

“I’ll say it again, Fi: you know I’m not bi.”

Fiona had her comeback faster than a shot of tequila. “You’ll never know unless you try!”

Becky squirmed in her seat, ducking her head to hide a genuine smile. “I don’t get it, Fi. You’re smart and sexy. This is San Francisco. You should be getting laid every night.”

“I’ve been holding out for you.” Until Fiona had uttered the words, she assumed she had merely hit upon a dry spell, a vug in the quarry of lesbian love. Now, she knew. Her heart cried out for Becky Malone.

The lovely blonde took a sip of her margarita and focused on a freckle directly below her friend’s lower lip.

“Um, dare I ask why you named your vibrator Pinky?”

Because it makes me think of how impossibly pink and pretty the corolla of your pussy must be, Fiona thought. Makes me think of you in my bed writhing and moaning as your entire being succumbs to orgasm after orgasm. I could alternate tapping your clit gently with the head of my toy while caressing and kissing your inner thighs. I’ll treat your vulva like a sacred vessel that should be filled to the brim with pleasure. My love will so inhabit your loins you will surrender to no one else and sup on the flavors of ecstasy only I can provide.

“I gave my vibrator its name because it’s pink.”

“Well,” Becky smirked, “you best go home and use it.”

And use it Fiona did. Her apartment was dark save for a beam of amber light emitting from a corner street lamp. She dropped her purse on the floor and kicked off her shoes. Her sweater and bra went the way of the handbag. She peeled off her jeans but kept her panties on, liking the friction of wet woman lust against a cotton crotch panel. Fiona let her fingers glide under the elastic waistband until they found a trimmed tuft of pubic hair, a red bush to match the mane she didn’t bother much with, preferring to pull it back into a ponytail.

Fiona went to her bedroom and lit a cinnamon-scented candle; she loved how this prop cast all but her immediate need in shadow and cradled the aroma of love. She tumbled into bed braless, panties already in a dither and began what was fast becoming the de rigueur element of her sex life.

She kneaded her groin while prodding her clit with an index finger. When she was with another person, Fiona didn’t have to rely on imagination. When alone, however, she went all out, imagining things she wouldn’t dare tell anyone, lest they think this frustrated minx was turning into a royal perv.

But there in her mind’s eye was Becky begging to be spanked. She wanted to be punished for teasing her poor pussy-hungry friend. She wanted Fiona to swat her tender bottom and trembling loins then don a strap-on to fuck her like a man, only harder.

And then, oh yes, as she was pulling Becky’s hair by the determined fistful, just enough to make the scalp tingle, and as she staked a claim to the vagina she was in as if it were own, then she could roll over and cry out in ecstasy, as the orgasms were so intense they made her knees buckle, and curl into a fetal position, shuddering and shaken to her core.

She drifted into a deep sleep where she met with a blonde nurse taking her temperature. Fiona had a fever. The kind woman in uniform lifted her patient’s head and adjusted some pillows. She brought a cup of liquid to Fiona’s lips and made her drink. She leaned over to kiss Fiona on the cheek and let her breasts graze the patient’s neck and chest. Then the nurse left the room and closed the door behind her.

Heavenly nurse must have returned though, for Fiona heard a persistent knocking. She woke to the sound of her own voice chanting, “Come in! Come in!” until she realized there was someone pounding on her front door.

She dressed quickly and ran to the peephole, desperately hoping not to find Janice, a needy neighbor who already owed Fiona for a favor too many.

Fiona gasped with delight as she opened the door.

Not waiting for an invitation, Becky let herself in, immediately noting the bra on the floor.

“Why, Fiona. Do you always answer the door braless?”

“Do you always knock on friends’ doors in the middle of the night?”

“Only the fuckable ones.”

Fiona didn’t have a shot-glass-ready answer for that. Becky reeled her in for a long, deep kiss, one hand cradling the back of her head while the other circled the small of her back. The blonde fantasy turned flesh kissed Fi like she had never been kissed before.

Fiona reluctantly released her friend and took a step back.

“Look, I don’t want to question my good fortune, but you’ve always been so adamant about your preferences and I don’t want to be some experiment.” Better to masturbate than be someone’s quaint experience.

“No, I had my experiments in college. I’ve wanted you for so long. I was just afraid of ruining our friendship. Sex has a way of, I don’t know, a way of . . .”

“Making people fluid-bonded?”

Becky laughed. “I bet that doesn’t mean we drink out of the same glass or order the same cocktail from now on.”

“It means two people sleeping together in a monogamous relationship. A lot of times when you tell people you’re bi, they assume your life is a roulette wheel of sexual positions.”

“Well, I still hope screwing like mad doesn’t ruin our friendship. I can’t promise I’ll never want to be with a guy again.”

“Just let me know if you meet someone new. Male, female, alien or mineral.”

Fiona let her hands roam down Becky’s back until they rested naturally at hip level. Becky took those hands and guided them a little lower.

“Squeeze my ass.” Becky’s face presented the naughty smile of a temptress used to getting what she wanted, and wasn’t about to be denied.

“Such a tantalizing tush.”

“Would you laugh if I asked you to spank me?”

Fiona slipped her palms down Becky’s unzipped jeans, already commandeering the cool flesh of that coveted womanly bum. “No, darling. I think a spanking is your due, after dragging me to that wretched straight bar. Come. My bedroom abhors a vacuum. Let’s fill it.”

Fiona had a queen-sized bed, which was the perfect trampoline for female fun. The blonde and the redhead adjusted to each other’s curves and kissed with lengthy abandon.

Fi reached between Becky’s legs and was instantly ensorceled.

“Becky, baby. You’re so wet.”

The blonde cupped Fiona’s breasts and asked in all seriousness, “Do you want to make me wetter?”

A rhetorical question. Without waiting for a response, Becky draped her lovely torso over the strength of Fiona’s lap, lifting her rump in an obvious act of obeisance.

Fiona was instantly aroused. A bare bum was like an unset table; what ensued could result in a fine repast or send both diners away hungry.

Fi’s palms kneaded each luscious lobe of B’s womanly flesh until one cheek then the other appeared to be blushing. With a smooth behind as white as talcum powder, it wouldn’t take long to trace the imprints of Fiona’s swats.

A loud swoosh! reverberated in the room as Fiona’s splayed hand met its mark. After a half-dozen claps, B’s thighs parted and Fi smiled at a strawberry-shaped birthmark just below her new lover’s crissum. She would make for a delicious strawberry shortcake, Fi thought.

But first, she wanted to hear her lover squeal, hear Becky call out her name, either begging for a reprieve or crying out for more.

Fi could feel heat everywhere, traveling up her forearms and between the spaces of her fingers as the buffets rained down with thrilling increments of intensity.

Becky shifted sideways in Fiona’s lap. Fi, assuming her lover had had enough, started to get up.

“Just a little more!” Becky begged.

Fi’s nipples stood sentinel while her pussy wanted to float. She had never had such a submissive lover before and the naked roundel at her disposal was intoxicating.

Her hands seemed to be moving now of their own accord on a running track of desire, each swat springing away with brio to heed the call of the next. When she paused to catch her breath, B shunted her dorsal in a most demanding fashion, making Fi want to spank her all the more.

“Oh, you impertinent girl, you really turn me on.”

Finally, when the percussion of swats sounded to Fiona’s ears more din than music, she turned her lover round in a supine position. Becky’s face was as flushed as her derrière and a spatter of tears daubed her temples like pressed clover.

“That made me so happy. I can’t explain it.”

“We don’t have to explain or make excuses. Let’s just be good to each other.”

That sly grin again. “It would sure make me feel good if you fucked me with your fingers.”

“Oh, Becky.”

A dream come true! How often had she fantasized about this? How often had Fiona’s friends shaken their heads over Fi’s penchant for straight-girl crushes, always referring to the eager redhead as a reckless dreamer?

The proof was in the pudding of her hands. Fi need only ride the slippery slope that was her lover’s want.

“That spanking really turned you on. Now I have to fuck you.”

Fiona found that strawberry birthmark and licked it as if she could extract the very pith of the fruit. She let her glossa glide to her lover’s mound and licked there too, as Becky moaned and writhed in spasms of approval.

While lavishing her lover’s labia with deft lingual whorls, Fiona thrust one then two digits into warm, throbbing quim. Becky’s cunt was slick with desire and lust but it was also tighter than a button-down shirt. When Fi pushed a third finger inside, B arched her back and groaned in ecstasy, murmuring hushed, unintelligible words.

When Fi fastened her lips to her lover’s clit, while pumping away with a triad of fingers, it was almost more than Becky could bear. A freshet of fluid streamed forth, creating a rivulet down B’s plush inner thigh.

“Don’t stop! Please, make me come.”

Becky’s wish was Fiona’s volition, setting tongue and fingers aflame. When Becky came with raucous waves of pleasure, she cried out her lover’s name over and over again.

This was what it meant to be loved, Fiona thought, as she burrowed into Becky’s post-coital embrace. Having your name passed to you like an imprimatur from your woman’s lips. Like hearing the voice of an angel.

As the night crested toward dawn, Fiona and B surrendered to a few moments of slumber. Fiona woke with a start, though, wondering if she had been dreaming of strawberry birthmarks and long golden tresses. No, this was her dream made flesh, a vision in cool, crisp sheets entwined in Fiona’s grateful arms.

There was just enough street light to cast Becky in silhouette and Fiona gave thanks yet again for the gift of a city that never stops glowing . . . ever refulgent with the brightness of soft, womanly love.

Fiona smoothed a curl away from Becky’s forehead and lightly caressed her cheek. She was so lovely, this femme who may or may not have been experimenting with lesbian love. Who knew what the future would bring? For the moment, Fiona was happy and her joy was like the benison of a new day, until the dark with its inevitable temptations came to pass.


MEN!

Dominique James

Maxine sighed as yet another man misunderstood her.

The party was interesting enough, but every party she went to these days seemed to have some boorish man or other who – fueled by too much alcohol – was ready to give his take on lesbians. She’d heard it all before and had all the answers off pat by now. It just frustrated her having to keep giving them every time.

Someone had obviously, and probably maliciously, pointed her out.

“So you’re our resident rug-muncher, eh?”

How she hated that expression.

“No, I’m a lesbian,” she retorted with as much bad grace as she could muster.

“What you need is a good hard cock and a man who knows how to use it. That’d cure you.”

That old one.

“Why, do you know any?” she countered. “What I need is for you to get the fuck out of my face!”

He didn’t move; he just grinned inanely back at her.

“And what you need is . . .” A knee in the groin reinforced her message. Time to go before he recovered and got violent. That type often did.

She wanted to go anyway. Michele would be home by now. Waiting. Soft, yielding, pliant and compliant.

She managed to hail a cab within seconds. Stunning good looks and a shimmering evening gown covering a figure most men could only fantasize about – yet could never have – saw to that. Thankfully the cabbie didn’t want to talk. Good for him. Maxine wanted to think.

Why did men assume lesbianism is an illness, and can be cured? Worse still, why does every one think he is that cure?

“I don’t need a bloody cock!” she exclaimed aloud.

“Sorry, love?” the cabbie asked.

“Nothing. Thinking aloud.”

She gave him a good tip, more for not wanting to talk than anything else. And for not making any assumptions or accusations. A rare gentleman.

The curtains on their house were drawn, soft light evident through the fabric.

“Max?” Michele called as she came out from the lounge.

“You were expecting someone else?” she answered wearily. Then she apologized. “Sorry, darling. Bad day. And that reception . . . Men!”

“Sounds like you need a drink,” Michele suggested.

“Fuck the drink,” Maxine told her. “I need this.” Pulling Michele toward her, Maxine’s lips descended on her lover, not brutally but urgently, savoring her clean, sweet taste and femininity. Eventually they broke.

“I had a shower,” Michele told her, explaining the bathrobe she wore. “Mine wasn’t the best of days either.”

“Sorry. Here’s me bitching and I never asked you how it went.”

“I got the order. And the obligatory grope.” A pause. “As you say . . . Men!”

Another kiss, more breathless this time. An antidote.

“You look gorgeous,” Michele told her. “I could eat you.”

“Great idea,” Maxine laughed. “Come here.”

As Michele stood before her, Maxine slipped the knot on the robe, which fell away to reveal the body she adored, naked and goosebumped after the shower. She slipped the robe off Michele’s shoulders and let it fall to the floor, keeping hold of the belt as it went.

“Turn around.”

When Michele had her back toward her, Maxine wrapped the belt around her wrists, not too tightly, but very firmly – just as they both liked. Michele purred.

“Now I’m all naked and you’re all dressed,” Michele complained.

“So undress me too. Use your teeth.”

They’d played this game before, and they both loved it. They swapped roles equally; it didn’t matter who did the undressing, who did the tying. It just didn’t matter.

Michele moved round back, nuzzling her way through Maxine’s hair until her teeth found the zipper. The dress was tight enough that it stayed in place as she pulled, lower and lower until she had to sink to her knees to reach the bottom. Rising up again, she kissed her way up Maxine’s spine, using little butterfly pecks that made her lover shiver as she traveled. She kissed rather than pulled the dress down Maxine’s shoulders until it slipped to her waist, then spent more time kissing her neck and ears as Maxine’s hands came up to stroke her hair and keep the contact.

“No bra?” Michele noted. “No wonder the bloke was after you. I would be. Hell, I am!”

Then it was round the front, where Maxine’s pert, beautiful naked breasts awaited her, begging to be kissed and sucked, making Maxine shiver and shake at the pleasure of it all. Back up, tilting Maxine’s head backwards with her own as she gently attacked her throat, finally reaching her mouth as they locked together in a deep, meaningful and very satisfying kiss.

“Get on with it.” Maxine grinned at last.

It was an easy job for Michele to tug at the waistband of the gown, slipping it round Maxine’s hips until it fell gratefully to the floor, where she stepped out of it.

Less easy was the tiny scrap of a white thong that formed Maxine’s only remaining covering. But neither woman was in any hurry. Michele slipped to her knees again. She could feel the belt loosening from her wrists, but she didn’t want to be free just yet. She faced the thong. The easy way would have been to drag the side strings down on each side a little at a time. Too easy. Instead she kissed down its front, pressing her mouth into the warm V between Maxine’s thighs, inhaling the fresh, feminine scents there.

More impatient by the second, she pulled the waistband at the front down a little until she could tug gently at the hairs the action had revealed. Then round the back, her tongue following the natural valley formed by Maxine’s buttocks.

That was when the belt fell off.

Maxine hadn’t noticed at first, so Michele was able to pick it up and wrap it round Maxine’s wrists. There was no fight, no resistance, just a slight giggle when Maxine realized the tables had been turned. Michele’s knot was better. This would not fall off.

Impatiently she tugged down the tiny white thong so both were naked.

“Tell me about the man,” Michele said as she stood and pulled her lover to the settee.

“I don’t want to talk about him. He was a pig.”

“Tell me,” she urged. “I want to know.”

“Same old story. What I need is his cock to cure me. Apparently.”

“I’ll cure you,” Michele said with a grin.

“I’m not ill,” Maxine protested.

“I can cure you of men,” Michele insisted.

“I don’t need curing of them.” Maxine laughed. “But it’s a good idea. Carry on.”

Michele sat astride Maxine’s legs, leaning forward so they could kiss each other and using her hands to fondle the other’s breasts and keep the nipples pert.

“Why do they always assume we need a cock inside us? They’re transfixed by the idea that we need penetration.”

“He probably didn’t have enough to fill a thimble anyway,” Michele suggested. “But maybe we do need some penetration . . .”

The way she said it made Maxine shiver. “What could you mean?” she asked.

But Michele was already slipping to the floor. “Open your legs,” she said.

Amused, Maxine did just that. Michele dipped her head forward, putting out her tongue and pressing it between Maxine’s labia before moving up until she had lashed it over her clitoris. It was a firm and smooth movement, one with feeling and determination, making Maxine anticipate its progress and destination and hold her breath as it traveled.

“Oh God!” was her only comment.

“Penetration, we said . . .” Maxine smiled up at her.

Already her fingers had replaced her tongue, gently separating the labia and slipping first one, then two, inside. No checks on lubrication were asked for or needed. Their mutuality supplied lubrication aplenty. Nevertheless Michele rose, telling Maxine to stay exactly where she was, returning minutes later with a lubricant dispenser they kept in the bedroom, used as much to massage as to lubricate. She took her place on the floor between Maxine’s legs again, pressing the button on the dispenser to issue a spurt of the gel over her pubis.

Maxine swore and laughed at the cold.

Michele smoothed the gel all around. And inside. Maxine felt as fluid as the gel, her skin tingling from the liquid and Michele’s massaging hands. Michele dipped forward again, pressing her face into Maxine’s vagina, grateful they’d bought an edible lubricant. The two women slithered together, Maxine pushing her hips up now, sliding against Michele’s face.

But Michele had more in store.

After applying more gel to Maxine, she pressed out a great dollop onto her own right hand, spreading it around with her left until her whole hand shone. Suddenly Maxine realized her plan.

“Michele, you can’t,” she protested. “I can’t.”

“Shhh,” Michele soothed. “I’ll stop if you say. I promise. Trust me.”

Maxine always trusted her. She looked down, all too aware of her hands tied behind her, and waited. Michele smiled up at her as she put the two fingers back to her entrance and slipped easily inside. The women usually satisfied each other by clitoral stimulation and occasionally G-spots, but this would be so much more. If it proved possible at all.

Michele pulled out slightly and added a third finger to the bunch, pushing them together so as to make them as narrow as possible. It was still easy; the oily consistency of the gel made it so.

Time for a fourth. That proved easy too, but the next would be the difficult bit. It was simple enough for Michele to wrap her thumb into the hollow made by her fingers, and the result was no wider, but now they had her knuckles to worry about. Michele spurted more gel over her fingers and smoothed it in with her other hand. Gently she pushed. Maxine tensed.

“Relax,” Michele urged. “It’ll be easy if you relax.” To distract Maxine she renewed the oral contact, flicking her tongue rapidly over the other woman’s clitoris until she was jerking and gasping. She pressed forward gently.

“I’ll stop if you want me to,” she said, but they both knew neither wanted to stop.

It had become a challenge now. Failure meant mutual disappointment. Success meant unknown bliss.

“Don’t you dare stop,” Maxine gasped, trying hard not to tense her muscles. “Untie me, please.”

Michele didn’t want to back off at all, not now she was so close, but she used her left hand and, with Maxine’s help leaning over, the belt was gone.

Maxine settled back in the seat, her hands moving to Michele’s wrist that almost protruded from within her. Using her hands, she could stop this if she needed to.

Or she could help.

Holding Michele’s wrist tight, Maxine slid further forward in the seat, opening her legs and pulsing her pelvic floor muscles to urge the intruder further in. They were at the edge now, the thickest part of Michele’s hand butting against the tightness of Maxine’s vagina. They held their breath as Maxine bore down on the hand. Time seemed to stop as the edge was there and – miraculously – passed. Once the knuckle was breached, Maxine’s vagina seemed to suck the rest of Michele’s hand inside. It was almost a relief now. Her wrist was much narrower than her knuckle and the interior of Maxine’s vagina much more flexible than its opening.

They were able to relax and celebrate their achievement. Maxine looked down and saw that now Michele’s wrist was buried right up inside her. Michele marveled at how her hand had disappeared.

But they both felt it: the fullness of the wrist inside Maxine; the tightness of the muscles gripping Michele. Harmony.

Michele tried flexing her fingers. Maxine exploded. Michele, sensing her climax, dipped her head and reinforced it with her tongue. It was over in moments yet still lurked. The fingers again, feeling like they were trapped by some warm, living, surrounding membrane. Every twitch was shared. Michele had the power now. Maxine still held her wrist tight, but she wasn’t trying to pull it out. Michele, meanwhile, knew she could tease like the worst kind of tickling. The slightest movement had her lover convulsing.

“Now I know how a glove puppet feels,” Maxine laughed, her laughter immediately silenced by a flick of Michele’s index finger. “Oh God!” Maxine repeated.

“Now, are we sure we don’t need penetration?” Michele teased.

“Smartarse bitch!” Maxine laughed.

“I’m a what?” Michele grinned back, making the smallest of movements with her fingers.

“You’re a smart . . . Aagh!” Maxine uttered, cut short by a twisted thumb. “And I love you.”

“Power.” Michele smiled. “Absolute power.”

“Be careful, darling. It will be your turn next,” Maxine countered.

“Says who?”

“Says both of us. Now you’ve done it to me, we both know we’re going to do it to you, don’t we?”

Michele opened her hand slightly again, making Maxine convulse once more. “I’ll consider it. Meanwhile . . .”

Michele pushed her face back down again, holding her hand rigid inside Maxine and moving it slowly backward and forward, as she licked at her lover incessantly, both of them knowing it was time for Maxine to come. Maxine screamed and spluttered, tensed and jerked, until she reached her peak, seconds after Michele had started her oral work. Her first climax seemed to roll straight into another as, involuntarily, she clamped her thighs together and rolled to the side of the settee. Michele, completely locked inside now, had no choice but to roll with her, trying as hard as she could to avoid a sprained wrist and to keep the oral contact going.

Gradually the couple subsided. Every movement where they were joined was a blissful agony for both. Maxine lay back, the arm still protruding from her, and started to laugh. Not because anything was funny, just because life was good.

Breaking apart was not so easy. But they managed it, together. A little give here, a little take there. The first thing both women noticed was the coolness, both from the remnants of the gel and Maxine’s own fluids but also from the absence of what had filled one and surrounded the other.

“Did you enjoy it?” Michele asked, as she rested her cheek on Maxine’s belly as they tried to recover.

“What do you think?” Maxine laughed. “You were right; you are an antidote to men.”

“Glad to be able to help,” Michele replied. “Bedtime now?”

“If I can find the strength to walk upstairs.”

“Then crawl, bitch!” Michele joked. “Bitch” was a term they only ever used in private fun.

“Be nice to me.” Maxine pouted at her.

“I’ve already been nice to you,” came the reply. “Isn’t that enough?”

“We’ll see,” Maxine told her, reaching very obviously for the bottle of gel. “Now get up those stairs . . . Now!”


INSTRUCTION

Courtney James

Natalie took the job at Holwood Hall because it offered a challenge, the pay was better than she received in her dead-end job with the local leisure centre and it would get her away, she hoped, from men. Or, rather, one man in particular. She’d finally decided Phil was no good for her. Though he was charming, drop-dead gorgeous and incredibly sexy, Natalie wasn’t the only woman who thought so – and he was currently dating at least two of those who shared her opinion, to her knowledge. So when the chance came to teach aerobics to the guests of South Yorkshire’s premier health hydro, she jumped at it.

Phil, as she’d expected, was not unduly heartbroken she was leaving him, though he was somewhat taken aback that Natalie refused his offer of a farewell fuck for old time’s sake. Tempted as she was, Natalie knew if she let him in between her legs again, she’d find it almost impossible to make the break her self-esteem and sanity needed so badly.

Holwood Hall stood in splendid isolation on the edge of the Pennines, surrounded by the almost indecent beauty of the moorland landscape. Until the early seventies, it had belonged to a wealthy family who’d made their money from the Sheffield steel trade but, as that trade had declined, so had their own fortunes failed. Eventually the house had been sold to an astute American property developer who’d been in on the start of the fitness craze in the States and realized money was to be made from people who were looking for somewhere to tone their bodies and relax their minds. The hydro had gained a reputation for high standards at reasonable prices, but what attracted Natalie to the job most of all was the fact the guests were 90 per cent female. The fewer masculine temptations she came across, the better – and short of joining a nunnery, she reckoned this was her best bet.

Staff accommodation was offered in a village a couple of miles down the road from Holwood, which saved her the bother of having to look for somewhere to live. Guy Burton, a brash young New Yorker who was in overall charge of the fitness staff, explained that her duties would involve not only taking four exercise classes a day, ranging from a gentle early-morning walk around the grounds to a highly demanding boxercise class, but also supervising the swimming pool for the odd half-hour. Natalie was so relieved to be away from Phil, her lousy job and her damp-ridden flat she would have performed a nightly striptease in the dining room if it had been a necessary part of her contract.

The first morning she walked into the light, airy exercise studio, dressed in her staff-issue pink-and-black leotard, and announced, “Hi, my name’s Natalie, I’m taking you for half an hour of gentle aerobics,” she was nervous as a kitten. She was being supervised by Jade Peterson, one of the other instructors, but she was still terrified she’d fall flat on her backside while trying to demonstrate the grapevine, or press the wrong button on the portable sound system and deafen everyone with a blast of feedback. Fortunately, she had no such problems. Jade was at the back of the class, going through the routine with everyone else and giving her the odd thumbs-up when Natalie glanced over anxiously at her, and by the time they’d gone through the cooling-down stretches and Natalie asked everyone to raise their right hand, then their left, and give themselves a clap, she was feeling considerably more confident.

Natalie was on probation for the first couple of weeks, but by the end of that time she’d managed not to lose anyone on the morning walk, or to drown anyone in the afternoon aqua-aerobics session, and her old life seemed a million miles away.

She was also starting to become good friends with the other instructors. Guy and Nigel, as the two male members of the fitness staff, tended to team up with each other in the evenings, occasionally venturing over to Sheffield to sample the nightclubs or take in a concert at the purpose-built arena, and she found herself spending a lot of time with Jade. A couple of years older than Natalie, her colleague had curly shoulder-length dark hair and a voluptuous figure toned to healthy perfection by constant exercise. All the instructors gained their share of admiring and envious glances from the guests, many of whom were elderly and knew they were carrying far more weight than was good for them, but most of them reserved special praise for Jade.

One Friday afternoon, Natalie bumped into Jade walking through the hushed beauty area, where the guests were waiting to be taken off and pummeled into relaxed submission by a masseuse, painted with aromatic clay and wrapped in a thermal blanket in an attempt to rid themselves of cellulite, or have their feet buffed and smoothed by a pedicure specialist. Jade was carrying an armful of files and looking slightly harassed. Natalie had just finished a grueling spin class, which for most of the guests was the equivalent of going three rounds with a heavyweight champion, and was heading for a well-earned glass of fruit juice in the staffroom.

“Hi, Jade, how’s it going?” Natalie asked.

“Oh, I’m running late as usual. Bloody Nigel borrowed my iPod, and I had to go get it back so I’ve got music for my crystal relaxation class. By the way, Natalie, have you got anything planned for tonight?”

Natalie shook her head. The schedules gave the staff one weekend off in four, and she’d been down to visit her parents the previous week, so she’d accepted this weekend was going to involve a lot of hard work.

“Tell you what,” Jade said. “Let’s get a bottle of wine, a couple of DVDs and just slob out at my place. How does that sound?”

“Brilliant,” Natalie admitted.

“OK. When’s your next class?”

“I’ve got cardio-splash at five, and then I’m looking after the pool until six.”

“Right. I’ll see you in the car park at six thirty.”

By seven o’clock that evening, Natalie had her feet up on Jade’s chintz-patterned sofa, a glass of chilled white wine in her hand, feeling thoroughly mellow. Jade had popped into the superstore on the ring road and treated herself to the latest slushy Richard Gere blockbuster. While the opening credits rolled, she opened a packet of Kettle Chips and poured it into a glass serving dish, then placed it within convenient distance of both women.

“Just think,” she said, settling down in an easy chair and taking a huge handful of chips. “If the guests at the Hall could see us now, they’d go mad.”

“Yeah, hardly practicing what we preach, are we?” Natalie took a sip of her wine. “Empty calories, alcohol and severe couch-potato-dom . . . And it’s wonderful!”

“Well, I think we deserve it,” Jade said. “You especially.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” Natalie’s interest was piqued but the film had started and Jade shushed her.

An hour and a half later, having drained the wine, scoffed all the nibbles and done serious damage to a box of tissues at the film’s tear-jerking ending, Jade got up to make coffee. Natalie took the chance to return to the conversation they’d started earlier.

“What did you mean when you said I deserve – this?” She gestured slightly drunkenly to the scene around them.

Jade measured coffee into the cafetière. “Well, if you’re honest, you’re a bit hard on yourself, aren’t you? I mean, if I had to describe you in one word, it would be ‘driven’. Like you’re trying to get away from something.”

For the first time in ages, Natalie thought of Phil. True, working at Holwood Hall had pushed him out of her mind, but she had to admit she hadn’t really relaxed in all that time. Was she exercising to exorcise him? she wondered, wincing inwardly at the excruciating pun.

Aware she’d never really talked to anyone about Phil, something about the concern in Jade’s dark eyes encouraged her to confess. “You’re right, I did come here to get away from something. Well, someone, really. There was this bloke. He was absolutely gorgeous, but he just couldn’t be faithful, and I put up with it for ages because I thought if I didn’t, then I’d lose him.” Her voice quavered and she fell silent. Not only had she not talked about Phil, she hadn’t cried over him. If she did, she was afraid she wouldn’t stop.

Jade took Natalie in a consoling hug. “If you ask me, you’re better off without men like that.”

“True. So what about you, Jade? How do you cope with man troubles?”

“To be honest, love, I never have them.” Looking Natalie straight in the eye, she said, “If you hadn’t already noticed, I’m not into men. I prefer petite blondes.”

“What?” Natalie was slightly taken aback. Everyone has their stereotype image of a lesbian, she supposed, and hers certainly wasn’t Jade. The last sentence burned into her mind. She was all too aware she was a good six inches shorter than Jade, with hair the colour of ripening corn.

“Don’t worry, Natalie, I didn’t have an ulterior motive in bringing you here,” she said. “I just thought you needed an evening’s fun.”

This was the moment when Natalie ought to thank her friend for a nice evening and ask for the phone number of the nearest cab firm, but she didn’t. Perhaps the alcohol had fuddled her brain. Perhaps she just wanted to see what Jade would do next.

What she did was brush Jade’s lips with her own, with gossamer lightness.

“So tell me,” Jade whispered teasingly, “how do you feel about other women?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I’ve never consciously fancied one, but . . .”

“But?” Now Jade’s lips came down on Natalie’s, and this time they stayed there, drawing a response from Natalie. Jade’s mouth was soft, gentler than Phil’s, with no dragging sensation of stubble against the skin, and Natalie began to relax. The kettle whistled as it boiled, but neither woman noticed.

“Come on,” Jade said, when they finally broke the kiss. “Let’s go back to the sofa and get comfortable.”

She led Natalie by one hand back to her living room, and pulled her down on the sofa, smoothing her hair away from her face and planting kisses on her neck, cheeks and mouth. Almost by instinct, Natalie returned the gesture.

Jade’s hands moved down, toying with the neck of Natalie’s sweat top. Natalie was putty in her grip, completely inexperienced in the ways of pleasing a woman. Still, she’d been inexperienced with men, once, and she’d learned, but tonight she was content to let her friend take the lead.

Jade burrowed under the top and then pulled it off. Natalie’s breasts were small enough that she never felt she needed to wear a sports bra under her leotard, and all she had on was a skimpy camisole top. Jade stroked her through the fine material, then lowered her head to kiss Natalie’s chest, gradually moving closer and closer to the rapidly stiffening points of her nipples. The mysterious tracery of nerves that connect nipples to womb worked their magic, and Natalie felt a tiny, yet delicious spasm, realizing she was beginning to get juicy, ready for whatever might happen next.

Jade shed her own top, her generous breasts barely contained by a glamorously lacy bra. Natalie reached out a nervous hand to touch them.

“It’s OK, I won’t break.”

Jade’s amused reaction gave Natalie the courage to caress her more firmly, pushing her boobs together. Reaching behind, Jade unfastened the clasp, and suddenly Natalie was holding two handfuls of warm flesh. She remembered Phil once saying, “If men had tits, they’d never stop playing with them.” Now she knew what he meant.

Jade turned her attention to Natalie’s tracksuit bottoms, pulling them off her unresisting legs. With rapid movements, she stripped off her own leggings, so they sat, her bare breasts pressed against Natalie’s barely covered ones. Natalie was aware of a furnace of heat between her legs and, as if she’d read her mind, Jade reached down to touch her aching pussy.

“I think you wanted this more than you realized,” she murmured. Natalie could only nod her agreement as Jade worked a finger under the edge of her panties to stroke the moist flesh.

She moaned. The sensations as Jade touched the hard little nub of her clit were exquisite. Her lover seemed to know exactly how hard to press, and where. Just as Natalie was beginning to feel the faintest whisper of an orgasm building up, Jade pulled away. Natalie gave a disappointed little mew, but she wasn’t disappointed for long. The next thing she felt was Jade’s mouth on her sex, her hot breath huffing through the lace of her panties as she licked and lapped. Eventually, when Natalie was almost squealing with pleasure, Jade yanked off the sodden garment and gave her full attention to her bare flesh. Worked up to a point beyond reason, Natalie spasmed in orgasm the moment Jade dabbled her tongue-tip in the entrance of her pussy, then played it over her clit. Natalie clutched at Jade’s hair to keep her head in place until the ecstasy subsided.

Jade smiled up at her lasciviously. “OK, it’s your turn now. Let’s see what you’ve learned.”

They exchanged places on the sofa, and Jade parted her legs so her pussy was open to Natalie’s gaze. Natalie stared at her in apprehension. She’d loved to go down on Phil almost as much as she’d loved him going down on her, but this was something new. Bending her head, she gave Jade’s cunt a tentative lick. The taste and smell were not what she’d been expecting, fresher and less musky than a man. Encouraged, she licked harder, trying to remember what had been done to her, and what she’d enjoyed.

Jade had no compunction about guiding Natalie to the exact spot that pleased her most. Natalie followed her instruction, a most willing pupil. Spreading her legs wider, Jade worked with Natalie to bring on her own climax. Taking fistfuls of Natalie’s hair, Jade pulled her face closer to her fluttering pussy. At last, her thighs tightened around Natalie’s temples, and she ground herself against her nose and mouth in a surprisingly violent orgasm.

When Jade kissed her again, Natalie realized she was finally, delightfully, cured of Phil.

As Natalie was sorting out her timetable for the day in the schedules office the next morning, she overheard one of the guests saying, “Well, I do hope I’ve got Jade for that class. She’s such a good teacher.”

Natalie smiled to herself. Jade had certainly taught her something, and she had the feeling it wouldn’t be too long before they scheduled their next lesson.


GOING SOLO

Alex Severn

Abbi was used to looking at girl-on-girl porn, she had been viewing it for a long time. And yes, she had got a few ideas from seeing the things they did to, with and for each other that she had put into practice with her own lovers but the thought of watching one woman touching herself, playing with her pussy or using a vibe until she came didn’t really appeal to her.

She could make herself come that way any day she liked and she did.

But Rhonda was so insistent, so excited about this solo site that tonight Abbi decided to give it a go. She was bored and at a loose end, Rhonda was out, maybe not back for ages and the evening stretched out emptily in front of her.

So what was the harm, she told herself as she logged on to the site her lover had recommended so keenly.

At the first click on the picture, a dark-eyed brunette in matching burgundy-coloured bra and knickers was perched on a bench-type seat in what looked like a conservatory. She swiveled around for the camera and wiggled her cute little ass, letting the viewers see the way the thong lay across her crack. She put her fingers in her mouth, sucking and licking, and then, almost savagely, she ripped the thong off exposing two beautifully round cheeks and the swell of her pussy lips, which were already moist.

Dark-eyes plunged first one then two, three fingers between her freshly shaven lips. Abbi loved to see her work her hole as she rubbed the soft wet flesh inside her pussy, the sound was up enough for her to hear the woman’s soft whimpers and increasing groans. Abbi was breathing harder now as her own arousal started to build and she felt a familiar dampness spreading into her knickers.

Then with a primeval shriek the brunette half-turned so the camera showed her sideways on and Abbi gasped at the sight of the performer’s cunt pumping out juice all over the seat, a waterfall of come cascading onto her fingers and the fabric of the bench.

Click – the screen contracted.

But Abbi knew she had more choices, more scenes if she chose them – and she chose them all right.

But first she delved into her handbag and pulled out her silver torpedo, her favorite toy; she had a feeling she may need it as her clit hardened in anticipation.

Click – a blonde on a bed, wearing only very brief panties. Abbi was transfixed by the sight of those large breasts with achingly temped nipples. As if on cue, the blonde eased her tits upward and squeezed them together then licked downward at them with her tongue. She sucked and licked for several seconds, using her nipples like a dog’s chew toy and Abbi was practically slavering by then.

She always loved watching a woman lick nipples, whether their own, somebody else’s or hers. Her first lover had taught her so carefully the joy of another woman exploring her breasts totally and whilst nothing was better than having her clit and her pussy enjoyed, stimulating her breasts was a close second for her.

The blonde sneaked one hand down into her briefs as the other began to coax and tweak her nipples in turn and Abbi knew she was giving her wet cunt a real fingering. As blondie pulled off her only garment to reveal a thick thatch of blonde hair, framing a delicious set of labia, already open and very wet, Abbi couldn’t hold back any longer. She slid her skirt down and eased off her own knickers, silently wishing this was a two-way cam show. She wanted the other woman to see her pleasure as much as she could see hers.

The porn star slipped down the bed and got much closer to the camera lens. Abbi was suddenly desperate to know who was filming. Was it another woman as excited as she was or maybe a guy getting his cock rock hard in his jeans at the view he was getting? All part of a day’s work? Lucky bastard, lucky bitch, what a job to have!

But all other thoughts in her head were blown away by the close-up view of the prettiest pussy Abbi had ever seen.

Blondie’s legs were spread so wide and her pelvis and thighs pushed obediently up to the lens. She was flawless. Soft pink-purple velvet lips, the nub of her clit as hard as a little cock, it was gleaming with honey juices, an Aladdin’s cave of treasures waiting to be plundered and cherished. It was crying out to be touched and then the vibe appeared in her hands.

God it was huge, long and thick, ribbed and artificially veined. Both watcher and performer switched on their battery-powered friend.

Abbi held it against the raised nub of her clit as she usually did, but she knew the other woman would have some ideas for her to ponder.

Oh God she did . . .

She slid it down against those puckered molten hot lips, stroking the juice against and down her clit. She moaned softly as she explored every fold, every crevice, and spread her juice all over herself. Abbi was trying to mirror every single thrust and twist but suddenly felt an overpowering desire to play with her own nipples. Realizing she was only naked from the waist down, she summoned up the willpower to pause the video. As she stood up and pulled off her blouse and bra, she caught sight of her own body in the mirror by her living room door and she enjoyed the way she looked. Naked and sweating, nipples fully erect, cunt lips inflamed and sticky with come, Abbi knew she needed to make every second of this special.

In and out, around and angled, both women went on their own voyage of self-discovery, breathing for each other, spirits bounding, bodies joined however many miles they were apart. They fucked each other’s sweet pussies long and hard, abandoning every other thought but orgasm and Abbi constantly fondled and twisted at her own chocolate-brown buds.

Blondie had this trick of half-turning and then turning back again, teasing and wiggling first her arse and then grinding her pelvis forward to display just how soaked and aroused she was.

Abbi thought, If I had you on my bed, woman, I would show you what I can do to you. I would slap that big arse a few times and then bury my head between those long legs and really taste your honey. She could feel the other’s legs locked around her neck pressing her eager tongue deeper onto her cunt. An image of pulling away as her partner squirted all over her face swept through her and she knew she then wanted to enjoy her arse. Right on cue, the woman on the screen had dipped her fingers into a jelly substance and was massaging it into her anus, steadily greasing and widening her entrance. Wildly casting her eyes around the room, Abbi knew she would have to get the moisturizer from her bedroom and cursed at having to pause the video again but as she flew upstairs she knew she had to have it.

After grabbing the pot from her bedside, Abbi was back in a flash and clicked the mouse so her soulmate could carry on greasing. Yes, Carry on Greasing would make a very good title for a porn film. It had a good ring to it and, giggling like a schoolgirl, Abbi wondered who would play the lead – maybe the two of them could share a dressing room!

Opening her legs as wide as she could and sitting back, Abbi tilted her own arse upward and worked the cold fresh cream inside her hole, enjoying the feel of her own fingers but wishing so much she could be fingered by her screen partner. Her eyes widened as the video close-up showed just how open and wide the other woman’s entrance was. God she must be fucked with a strap-on every day with an opening as big as that. She must persuade Rhonda to get one and take her like that! Again the actress was able to maneuver so that one minute you saw her finger her arse and the other you were treated to seeing just how deep she had plunged the vibe into her sweet cunt.

Then she was convulsing with sheer pleasure and Abbi yelled out loud as the woman squirted all over the bed, a river of come pouring out of her beautiful body. Abbi stepped up her own thrusts – she had never gone so deep into her body before – and, as the silver missile plunged further and her fingers probed her other hole, Abbi felt the vibe through the soft membrane of her arse and the joy at this feeling was beyond words. Both her holes being penetrated together drove her into a frenzy although, even as it did, she knew that what she wanted to get her to paradise was for this woman to leap out of the screen and take her for her own slave. Her orgasms powered through every fiber of her body. She kicked, she swore, she spasmed, as her own juice oozed all over her sofa, and she felt the moisturizer drip out of her now slack wide hole.

Over now, Abbi couldn’t even think of trying to watch another video; she was exhausted and sated with pure undiluted lust.

Gasping steadily, gulping in air, she thought maybe she should take a shower, so she made her way upstairs on still-shaky legs.

What was that? Sounded like somebody moving around in another room. She listened again, she must be having sexual hallucinations. Perhaps blondie had arrived to really give her a night to remember, ha-ha.

She went into the bedroom first to get her bathrobe and, as she bent to put the tub of moisturizer back, she heard the click of the door and she swiveled round in a panic to see Rhonda stood there, smiling angelically, dressed only in bra and knickers.

“What the fuck are you doing here, you frightened me to death. When you get in?”

“Actually, I never went out, Abbi. I knew you would log on to the site tonight, I just knew. I’ve dropped enough hints haven’t I, lover? Pity I had to stay out of the way up here but I heard how much you enjoyed it.”

“You bitch, you were spying on me all the time?”

“Well, not really. I did think about setting up a spy camera but that seemed to be going a bit too far. Mad with me are you? Well, maybe I can make it up to you.”

Stooping down, Rhonda produced a huge strap-on dildo attached to a harness and grinned as Abbi’s eyes widened at the sight of it.

“Since I’ve been such a bad girl I’m going to eat your lovely pussy first – as long as you like. Then we can take it in turns to really explore each other with our new little toy, yes?”

Well how could Abbi not forgive her now?


COMING IN THREES

R. Mary Esade

Margaret kept her long red nails in as pristine shape as the rest of her tight body. She was exactly my five foot seven in height, usually dressed in modest skirts and matching bolero jackets; her impossibly long legs and big tits revealed just enough to tease. Though I knew her to be near fifty, the lady with the strawberry-blonde hair and tight French accent looked closer to my thirty-one years. I was almost sure she was flirting; her laughter low and quick, her soft blue eyes staring too long, her tips always generous. But I couldn’t really return too much attention as I am the owner of my shop and must keep a constant precise propriety.

But when Margaret entered my shop that day with her friend Michele I could barely contain myself. Now not only had I Margaret to secretly drool over, here was a carbon copy, just twenty years younger. It was all I could do not to slide out of my seat during the introductions.

“This is my good friend, Michele,” Margaret said and the young woman who stood before me extended her hand.

Michele sported deep-blue eyes to Margaret’s sky-blue, a light-cream complexion and athletic body.

“She doesn’t speak much English,” Margaret explained.

Through the next half-hour the fetching women spoke French as Margaret translated for me. Michele stared at me as deep and long as Margaret always did and I knew if I let my imagination go I could think of hundreds of nasty possibilities where the pair was concerned.

“She is very beautiful, yes?” Margaret asked, as I was finishing with Michele’s nails.

“Very,” I answered; Margaret translated and Michele answered back.

“Ah, yes . . .” Margaret sighed, changing the subject. “She needs some waxing.”

I stood with the two women, nodded to my assistant Joan and led the pair out of the salon’s main room. Jesus, I hoped Michele wanted bikini waxing done.

“My Michele finds you beautiful as well,” Margaret whispered and I nearly swooned, following Michele’s little high backside to the pastel-blue waxing room.

“My Michele” – I wondered what exactly that meant?

I closed the door as Michele sat down on the table and Margaret took the only chair behind me. It was odd Margaret was staying; she wouldn’t really have to translate for her friend here, would she? Of course I could feel the heat circling us, the intimate pull of this moment. Did I dare dream?

I turned to the rolling metal supply table and out of the corner of my eye caught Michele removing her sweater.

“I’m not re—” I tried, turning back to the young girl.

Michele was out of her bra in a flash, topless, smiling at me.

“Do you want her?” Margaret asked, from behind me.

It wasn’t a question that begged an answer.

I turned, Michele reached up, draped a hand around my neck and I bent to kiss her full red lips. It was no real secret in my little suburban town that I was a gay woman, and it had to be obvious to Margaret that I was always returning her flirting. I guess I had given off enough vibes that I was available and willing; Margaret had just taken the step to realize I’d be attracted to “her Michele” and want this. I wasn’t so sure about any of this, especially seeing as we were in the back room of my salon, but I really never got this lucky so I decided to go with it – at least for the time being – and not question the serendipity of the moment.

“Kiss her breasts,” Margaret softly ordered and, as I leaned to do so, I heard the unmistakable sound of the older woman unzipping her skirt. I gently licked Michele’s hard brown nipples.

“Remove your smock,” Margaret continued and I straightened to comply.

Shit, I guess I really was going with it.

She spoke a few words in French and Michele reached up and under my shirt with both hands, cupping my heavy breasts through my bra. A few more words passed between them and then Michele deftly opened the buttons on my work shirt, helped me discard it and then sat back smiling as I unhooked my bra and let it fall.

“Take down your jeans,” Margaret continued and I stepped back from Michele, unsnapped my pants and slowly slid them down my long legs.

I stepped out of my jeans and stood before Michele (in front of me) and Margaret (behind me) topless in my pink thong.

“You have a wonderfully tight bottom,” Margaret said and I could feel her long nail just slightly tickle my ass. I began to turn to her.

“No, no,” she hissed. “Keep your eyes on Michele.”

I did as asked, but had caught just the slightest glimpse of the older woman’s long tan legs, widely spread on the metal chair behind me.

A few more unrecognizable words between them and then Michele knelt in front of me and peeled my thong down and off me with one fluid movement. I sighed as the cold air and the realization that I was now nude here in my shop for these two women hit me.

“Now turn around,” Margaret said, “but keep your eyes closed.”

I turned, realizing Margaret didn’t want me seeing her. She was offering her wonderfully sexy friend, and no doubt enjoying looking at me, but she didn’t want me to see her. Maybe she felt she was no match for Michele? Was this the closest I would get to the older so-sexy lady?

I stood there a good minute, affording an opposite view to the ladies, my pussy flooding so deep I was almost embarrassed.

“Turn back to Michele,” Margaret said and I did so, now opening my eyes.

Yet another French phrase and then Michele scooted off the table, crouched on the cool tile floor and placed her mouth deep into my cunt.

“From the moment I saw you I wanted you,” Margaret started as her friend softly spread my thick lips with her tongue. “Your professionalism, your skill,” she listed as Michele traced her hands up my legs, opened me wider. It was all I could do not to fall over.

“You watch, you allow,” Margaret continued, her words coming slower now, her breathing quicker.

“Such a woman,” Margaret gasped as Michele traced her hands up the backs of my thighs and across my ass.

Margaret was mostly seeing my little ass clench and unclench but I assumed it was enough for her. I was rolling forward, then, arching my back, pulled tight into Michele’s face, her tongue inching open my velvet opening, teasing my wet hole.

“Oh Toni,” Margaret quietly added, my name barely forcing its way through her low moans.

I started to moan with Margaret as Michele placed just the tip of her tongue in my hole, flicked and then retreated. Her hands grabbed my ass hard as I looked down to see her perfect shoulders, muscled and tight. Her youth had not hindered the girl from being experienced in eating pussy.

“I want to see you like this always,” I heard Margaret sigh.

Her voice was far off and breathy, deep and thick like the flood between my legs. Michele continued to tease with her strong tongue and I tried to pull free from the torture but only managed to stay where I was with her strong hands clutching my ass. Finally, finally, after what I knew was only seconds but seemed to have been hours, the young girl pushed her tongue deep into me, all the way, fucking me with it, her face pushed deep into my triangle of dark bush. As I began to shake, I heard Margaret cry out in what I assumed was her own orgasm.

Margaret’s dominant role during my “meeting” with Michele, having her calmly suggest positions and action, delighted me almost as much as Michele eating me. To be able to lose myself in a situation where I didn’t have to be the boss was so thrilling I found I thought of nothing else for the four days between Margaret and Michele’s first appointment to their next.

When the front door opened at five to five I literally felt Michele and Margaret’s energy enter my small shop. Having your own shop does have advantages; keeping it open late for special customers you want to work on in private was one I would enjoy this night.

“Hello,” Margaret said as Michele simply beamed down at me.

Both women wore tight pastel-colored skirts with matching jackets over light silk blouses.

“You both look perfect,” I said as they sat down across from me.

The late afternoon sunlight broke through my half-drawn blinds, setting both women’s hair ablaze.

“Like twins, huh?” Margaret asked.

“Like twins,” I agreed.

“Can you close the shop?” Margaret asked, indicating the blinds.

“Of course,” I said and rose to attend to our privacy.

As I walked across the empty shop it suddenly occurred to me I was no longer in control again, and the wetness between my legs increased.

“I was thinking about you two all week,” I said to the window.

“And we you,” Margaret said. “Michele and I have yet to find another woman with your ‘qualities’.”

“Do you often share lovers?” I asked, turning to them.

“In Paris we did, sometimes,” Margaret started. “When I divorced, my Michele and I were quite the talk of the town.”

“No doubt.”

“But Michele so wanted to see America.”

The two suddenly stood and walked across the floor to me, Michele to my right and Margaret to my left.

“Close your eyes?” Margaret asked and I did.

“Reach out, but don’t touch too high,” she instructed as my legs began to quiver slightly with the idea of these two women circling me. “I don’t want you to know whom you touch.”

I suddenly understood why they were dressed the same.

“But first,” Margaret continued and I felt a kiss, one to each cheek. “Strip.”

Keeping my eyes closed, I quickly did so. I was out of my oversized sweatshirt and jeans quickly. I hadn’t worn a bra or panties in hopeful anticipation of just such a moment, all day wet and waiting for these two. Jesus, I really couldn’t be getting this lucky another time, could I?

“Now touch,” Margaret said.

I reached out as the two women circled me. I was kissed on the lips, the ear, big hands I knew to be Margaret’s cupped my heavy breasts while a tight mouth I knew to be Michele’s kissed down my belly. All the time I fumbled, folding open a jacket here, or stroking a tight thigh there. I’d be convinced I had Margaret in my grasp, her larger breasts pulling tightly against my grasping hand, but then the woman’s hand met mine and I knew this was Michele. The game was maddening and I was growing wetter when the circle suddenly stopped and I sensed one of them leave the immediate area. I kept my eyes closed as I felt two strong arms around me.

“You are so very beautiful,” Margaret said, as I nearly fell realizing it was she who now hugged me.

“As are you,” I said, opening my eyes.

“Do you really think?” she asked.

“Very much,” I said and Margaret took me from her embrace and said something to Michele standing behind her.

Michele stepped to Margaret and slowly peeled the older woman’s jacket from her shoulders. Margaret stared at me the entire time Michele undressed her; I simply watched the perfect long figure of Margaret emerge from silk and cotton folds. It was so erotic to me how easy these women were with each other, how they could strip, masturbate, fondle, tickle, talk, under one another’s watchful eye. Their sexual confidence didn’t scare me or challenge me, in fact it empowered me, making me want to be in their orbit as long and as much as I could.

When she had her older friend stripped to a light-blue teddy and heels, Michele cheated back and Margaret stepped forward. Lifting one three-inch heel then the other, she kicked her fallen clothes to the side.

“The rest is for you to remove . . . if you wish,” she offered.

I placed an easy hand on each of her creamy shoulders. “I wish,” I said.

I kissed Margaret’s lips, then her chin, then her freckled throat, as I ran my hands across the teddy’s tight straps, letting them fall. I followed the material’s descent with my mouth, stopping briefly to kiss each of Margaret’s ample breasts as they were bared. The teddy stopped at her waist and I pulled it down with my teeth as I knelt to the older woman’s belly and then down to her light red patch of pubic hair. I was about to take the teddy off but Michele knelt from behind her, leaving me the pleasure of burying my face in Margaret’s powdery pussy while Michele peeled the teddy down and off.

Margaret was moaning immediately. She ran her long nails (nails I had so often worked on) through my thick curls, whispering in French as I kissed my way up into her tight rindy pussy, found her knotty clitoris. When I felt her begin her ride, I gave her clit one last long lick then sat back and looked up, over her tight belly, to her hands on her big breasts.

“You are ravishing,” I said, as Margaret looked down with a wide smile.

Diving into her wet red patch again, I nibbled into her. As I ran my hands up her legs, Margaret’s thighs strained against my strong hands and she began to growl. She was very wet, soaking actually, and the delicious smell of her drove me to really battle my tongue across her full jumping clit.

“I . . . I . . .” Margaret said as I heard a low mewing sound escape her lips. Her whole body was shaking as I pressed her clit with my tongue. She whimpered once, loudly, and then bucked and came in my mouth.

I continued to lick a full two minutes after her wave, then leaned back on my naked haunches to regard the standing woman over me. Margaret tried to drape her long arms over her body but I reached up and separated them.

“I want to look at you,” I said, tasting her, loving it.

“You really like what you see?” she innocently asked.

“Very much,” I said and did.

Margaret’s body was as I had guessed, and hoped, it to be. Her breasts were plump and quite a bit bigger than I had first guessed, bigger then my own. Her belly was tight without being unnaturally muscled and her long legs were flared evenly to present the trim triangle of pubic hair that faced me.

I must have sat staring for a good three minutes when Margaret looked over her shoulder and spoke to Michele. The younger girl came around, squatted to kiss me on the cheek, smiled and then struggled to whisper in my ear: “You make her very ’appy,” she managed in one quick breath, then stood up and left my shop.

I stood as Margaret turned back to me. A flash of understanding flared in my dim brain; Michele had been her friend’s “beard”.

“You didn’t need to do that,” I explained. “I wanted you so much as it was.”

“As did I you,” she said. “But how could I be sure? Michele is my best friend, but to have a woman like you . . .”

“Are you sure now?” I asked.

“Yes,” she agreed.

I could have thanked her for the brief, yet enchanting time with Michele. I could have thanked her for her flattering me so much she was so cautious approaching me. I could have thanked Margaret for so many things, but as she began kissing my neck, I felt her long nail (a nail I had worked on only this week) trace its way down my body between us to my aching white-hot pussy.


ELEVATOR ECSTASY

Julia Jones

Our eyes met across a crowded elevator; it was so romantic.

That might make a good opening for a slushy sentimental novel but real life it isn’t. It’s not true at all. For a start the elevator was perfectly empty when I stepped into it. Not surprising as it was quite late, about 11.30 p.m. I had developed a sudden craving for something sweet; the nearby all-night Korean minimart sold candy bars and I needed one – hell, I needed two or three – now! My apartment is on the twenty-second floor so it’s rare to get an uninterrupted ride down or up. I wasn’t too surprised when the car creaked to a halt after a few seconds and the doors opened. And in stepped this dame.

Now, listen. Excuse the sub-Raymond Chandler dialog but this dame was a capital “D” Dame. She was the busty beauty bursting out of any Philip Marlowe or Mike Hammer fantasy that you ever read. Her hair was red, wild red, fiery red, like someone just poured a half-ton of molten passion from a blast furnace of lust. Her lips were carmine, a bloodsucker’s aftertaste. Her breasts were large, perfectly rounded and swung gently side to side. I could see the suspension straps of an expensive brassiere under the thin matter of her white blouse. Her skirt was black, black as the sinful minds of those who desired to mount her Venus outlined by the tight material or knead her pneumatic buttocks revealed in all their tantalizing glory as she turned to press the elevator “close doors” button.

And her legs; long, long legs embraced by sexy synthetic (yes, I know it’s corny but that summed it up) stockings or pantyhose, I knew not. But sheer perfection in sheer nylon, that was for sure.

Her shoes were needle-point stilettos, artfully designed to jack up her rear end like those hot rods the ’Ricans build: big, bold and brassy, ready to salsa, sway and jive the sidewalks giving every horny soul a bad case of confession the next Sunday.

She turned back from the control panel to see who she was going to share the next fifteen seconds of her life with and saw . . . me. Me, with my eyes wide open, my mouth agape and the sweat starting from my forehead. A tremble in my hands and a shake starting in my knees – or, anyway, that’s what I felt like.

She smiled. Her eyes met mine and I was transfixed. I couldn’t even smile back!

She said, “Have we met before?”

I shook my head, dumbly. Her voice was cool and soft, very feminine but not all breathy like Marilyn Monroe, more adult, more assured. It sounded like a musical instrument to me.

“You live here?” Oh, I heard a symphony in that!

I nodded, gulped, “Twenty-second floor.” Then, with a burst of common sense, “You?”

“No, just visiting.” She smiled and a wicked tongue slipped out and licked those red lips. I wondered – you know how thoughts cross the mind unbidden – what her other lips were like and if they had been licked by a lover or two.

I blushed.

Just then there was a shudder, the car jolted and stopped and the lights went out. After a second or two, an emergency bulb came on and I could hear the faint ringing of an alarm bell hundreds of feet away, straight down on the ground floor.

The jolt threw us both off balance and the dame fell against me. By instinct, I held her tight; by desire, I didn’t let her go again. I felt her tremble.

“Oh, I’m so nervous in these things. I just hate it when they go wrong. Are you OK?”

I nodded. Truth is, I’m not a bit scared of elevators so that gave me some sort of advantage. Her hair came to just under my nose and I inhaled its perfume, her face was pressed against my mouth and chin and my hands met round her back. I could feel the clasp on that naughty brassiere she wore; I fought the urge to undo it. Her thighs pressed against mine; I could feel her shake and that started a tingle in my groin that surged up to my belly.

I held her tighter; she didn’t seem to mind. She began to moan slightly under her breath like a hot wind foretelling a tropical storm coming soon. If it was fear or passion or a bit of both, I didn’t know.

There was another sudden lurch, she cried out, but the elevator lights came back on full and the car moved down a few feet and stopped. The doors opened and there was the lobby area of a strange floor with its discreet lighting and a couch or two to give an air of casual luxury. She pulled me after her as she almost jumped out of the doors.

“Oh, that’s better. Where are we?”

A small sign showed we were on the fifteenth floor, still a long way from our destination but she didn’t care. After her elevator fright, I guessed she would be taking the stairs down from here.

There was no one around and it was very quiet, even for late at night. I wondered if these apartments had yet to be let; money’s tight these days and they weren’t cheap.

“Sit and relax a minute,” I said. “Get your breath back.”

She nodded and slid onto a faux-leather couch.

I slid down next to her and put my arm around her. “Feeling OK now?”

“Yes, thank you so much. I would have freaked out alone in there.”

She leaned toward me and kissed me full on the lips. My heart rate went up to about a hundred sixty. Was this a dream or what! I pulled her in tighter and kissed her back, my tongue sliding into her mouth. It was as sinful as I had imagined.

Next thing, her hands were on me and her lips were all over my face, kissing my eyes, my cheeks, my chin and neck. She was as hot as a trash can lid in an Alabama summer. She pulled back for some air.

“I just felt this connection, you know, before this happened. Do you think there really is love at first sight?”

I nodded. “I thought you were just beautiful but I didn’t know how to say it.”

She laughed. She said, “Let’s explore!”

We kissed again then, slower and deeper. Her hand crept to my shirtfront and undid my buttons. Encountering my bare chest, she gave a little mew of surprise and began to caress me there. My own hands slid seemingly of their own volition under that sinful black skirt and along her smooth thigh, confirming that her choice was stockings, not pantyhose, and they were of the gartered variety. The bare flesh after led to her mound, surprisingly curly haired and untrimmed in a seventies way.

Her fingers moved meanwhile to my legs; I was wearing jeans and she had no problem in undoing the belt buckle and the zip one-handed. There was no doubt she could feel how wet I was even through my underwear. Her other hand was back around my neck pulling my lips tightly against hers. She was a fast lady!

I began to squeeze and stroke her slit through her cotton briefs. As she got wetter, she became more urgent, her back arching as she pressed her mound against my hand, bearing down to push my fingers deeper within her. Her briefs became an obstacle that could no longer be allowed to get in the way; a firm tug at their crotch and there was a satisfyingly erotic ripping sound and her slit was clear for as much lovemaking as she could take.

We pleasured one another, thrust and stroke matching until we were both panting hard. Her lipstick was mussed from our passionate kisses, her fiery red hair as tumbled as she was, and we writhed and thrust on the slippery leather couch, just fractions of an inch from sliding ignominiously to the floor.

She gasped again, louder, and then cried out. I felt her pelvic muscles spasm and contract hard around my impertinent fingers and then she lay back, spent for now. I was still as randy as hell and, being polite, laid off my attentions to her quim and turned to her blouse, not bothering with the task of undoing all the little buttons but just tugging it open from neck to waistline. She gave out a sigh then lay back, quite still.

Underneath the tattered material was the white bra, which quickly unclipped. Her breasts, which not surprisingly with her fiery red hair were a creamy white, fell into my hands, their brown nipples already erect and needful of a lover’s tongue. Her breasts were as full as I had imagined, ripe and fleshy like tropical fruit, soul food for a lover starved for too long of passion.

I began to suckle her, my own excitement still rising. As I licked and tongue-caressed her beautiful glands, my fingers were busy with rubbing her ear lobes and smooching inside that luscious mouth. She moaned and writhed, as I tenderly adored her gums and small pearly teeth with gentle strokes. Not all oral sex needs a penis for pleasure!

“You’re a lover’s delight,” I managed to gasp. “So, so sexy.”

And then I came – all the more explosively for waiting. I felt that volcanic surge of hot lava in the depths of my sex, sensed it building and building, until the passion got too much and it erupted up and into my belly and from there to my chest, inflaming my heartbeat and oxygenating my lungs. I cried out, felt fluids gush from my secret place and finally sagged back down by my own wonderful sexy vixen.

We lay there clasped together for I don’t know how long. Maybe galaxies were born and died in the far reaches of the universe but our solar system contained just two conjoined planets and a star of burning passion.

As she eased herself gently away from me and stood, I reached up to peel away the tatters of her ripped blouse. She laughed and crossed her arms teasingly across her chest. That sexy black skirt was still there but a quick flick of the waistband catch and an easing down of the zip and it fell to the floor. She stepped out of it and bent over me, kissing me hard on the lips.

“Easy, lover, how’s a girl to get home naked?”

“Oh, you can’t want to go yet, surely?”

I reached up and pulled her down onto her belly and across my lap, those pneumatic buttocks uppermost: they were cute, full-figured and curvaceous. I gave them both a few loving swats and kissed those cheeks which now glowed a warm pink. She gave a little moan of pleasure at that and snuggled down close against me. As I gave her the comfort she needed, my hands again within her slit, I felt her hands gently push herself up. As I suddenly became conscious of the air-conditioned cool of the lobby flowing around my overheated skin, I found my thighs being gently parted and smooth lipsticked flesh pressed inside them. What could I do but wriggle round on the squeaky protesting seat and give her the same treatment: a soixante-neuf of pure erotica. My breathing grew faster again and I could feel that fantastic tension begin to rise inside me from the pit of my belly that I could no longer hold back, and I erupted again as I had seldom done before with any lover.

I felt my vixen’s curvy, sensuous body twist and buck beside me as similar emotions raced through her – or, at least, so I hoped! She gave a moan and then a shrill scream, arched up and fell back, spent. We both lay panting until I felt her fingers caress my face and I saw her beautiful, tear-stained eyes staring lovingly into mine. We stretched and eased off the couch, now slick with our juices and sweat. The air conditioning suddenly felt shiveringly cold so late at night.

“We need somewhere more comfortable,” I said, “but you won’t want to get in the elevator to go back to my place, I guess?”

We wandered round the corner of the lobby and there was our answer, a door proudly marked SALES OFFICE – SHOW APARTMENT and, better still, the door was unlocked! Not believing our luck, we entered cautiously and found a furnished apartment complete with fully made-up bed and the desk, chair and filing cabinet of a typical sales set-up. There was even a minibar, stocked with juices and sodas only but, still, very welcome.

My beautiful redhead shucked off the remaining clothes she was just wearing and so did I. We turned down the bedclothes and dove in together then huddled up in starched white luxury – after that couch! I think we had both gotten a second wind and needed some more loving. We kissed gently, lips to lips, tongue to tongue, our fingers entwined, then slowly letting go and softly stroking each other’s skin from neck to derrière. Pressed together, pubic hair entangled, our enquiring fingers completed our commitment to one another, that, and the oral sex that followed as we slid up and down one another’s body exploring anew.

My lips once again worshiping my lover’s labia, I marveled that the red of her bush could be even more fiery than that of her head. I felt intoxicated by her scent there, that most erotic of smells, too sensually musky by far ever to be marketed whatever the perfume people claim.

She was busy, too, rediscovering what we had found earlier that night. The sky through the window seemed to be getting lighter and there was an added haste to our love-making: tasting, sampling, taking, giving, holding, stroking and downright fucking all took on a poignant urgency. I think we simultaneously felt that surge of power which electrifies the senses as a tidal rip climax swept through us. We were left cast up on the sands of time, abandoned now by the sea of love that had left us here.

My lover raised her head from the pillow, her eyes puffy with requited passion. “Thank you,” was all she said and all she needed to say. She gathered her clothes, such as they were by then and dressed as best she could. “I must go,” she said with a giggle. “No—” as I put out a hand to stop her “—I really must.”

“Well, at least tell me your name.”

“Amanda, but my friends call me Randy!” Then she walked away. When she got to the door, she turned. “What’s your name?”

“Julia.”

“Goodnight, Julia. Sleep tight.”

And then she was gone.


POMEGRANTS

Olivia london

Kitty and Doris had been together too long. At least that’s the way Doris felt when she noticed her lover’s leather-bound diary left spread out on the coffee table one rainy morning when she was sorely tempted to call in sick at work. She loved staying home on rainy days, kicking back with a good novel, padding back and forth from living room to kitchen.

Doris had a bad feeling churning in her gut when she saw the article in question. Her lover had always sequestered meticulous hiding places for her journal. Had it been left out intentionally? Doris snuck a peek at the familiar packed-to-the margins handwriting.

What am I doing in this relationship! De has no ambition whatsoever! She calls in sick so she can stay home and read mysteries and soggy romances – where did that ever get anyone? I want OUT!!!!

Doris collapsed on the sofa. Always one to extract a positive from a situation, she thought, Well, at least Kit referred to me as De. Only Doris’s mother, boss and co-workers referred to her as Doris. De sat motionless for a while, watching the spring rain pelt the apartment’s only bay window. She forced herself to pack a lunch and head to her admin job at Kale and Malloy, a downtown law firm on Market Street.

She sighed in disgust when she saw the pile of work left in her in-box, half of it shunted to her by a goldbricking office manager with a drinking problem. De had frequently smelled booze on Vera’s breath but the manager had been a fixture in the firm for at least half a century so De had no choice but to capitulate.

De’s only solace was a new girl in the building named Lina. Lina was a graphic designer working down the hall from K & M. She began flirting with De on the elevator until she realized the two of them shared the same floor plan.

“We have to stop meeting like this,” Lina cooed to her new acquaintance.

“Why?” De asked. “Meeting you is the best part of my day.” That made Lina burst into giggles.

De was what Kit teasingly called a “femme”, partly because she enjoyed the more passive role in their lovemaking, proffering her derrière like a peace pipe; a sound spanking more often than not eased the tension in their relationship.

De had no relatives within a 2,000-mile radius. She relied heavily on friends and lovers for understanding the impact of choosing a “lifestyle” and developing stratagems to dodge inimical powers in the workforce. And she thoroughly resented the term “co-dependant”. Sure, she depended on Kit for love, companionship and great sex. What was wrong with needing someone to love?

And there was no denying De would have loved to have had Kit’s enchanted upbringing. Kitty’s parents were very wealthy and believed their daughter deserved the best of everything, including ponies and horses. De’s mother worked like a mule to put food on the table while her husband kept bartenders happily employed. Kitty swore the differences in their backgrounds didn’t matter but of course they did.

The lexicon of the rich doesn’t easily juxtapose over a poor girl’s argot. Kitty and De had a favorite restaurant they frequented on Friday nights. After one such repast, with fingers interlocked and arms swinging, enjoying a stroll down Castro Street, Kit told De how much she appreciated having a lover who actually enjoyed sex.

“After all, sex should last longer than a chukker,” Kit mused.

“What’s a chukker?”

“Oh. That’s a period of play in a polo match. It lasts seven and a half minutes.” Looking embarrassed, Kit quickly changed the subject suggesting they get ice-cream cones for dessert.

Later at home they fought about something insubstantial, the way De always left used dental floss stranded like sea wrack over the rim of the bath tub.

“And you never change the coffee filters,” Kit complained. “You always expect me to do everything. You’re so passive.”

They kept quibbling on through the night until De reminded her lover of the old maxim: Never go to bed angry.

“I’m not angry,” Kit assured her lover. “Just frustrated. I’m always cleaning up after you even though you’re home more often. You know I have to travel a lot for work.”

“I know. Give me a spanking; it’ll help me remember.”

Kit arched her tawny brow. She had a thick bowl of brownish hair that only moved when she walked in a huff. “Are you sure?” she asked, her voice going husky.

“Oh, yeah. Roll up the sleeves on that oxford shirt, baby.”

Kitty laughed but she did indeed roll up her sleeves, took a seat on the couch and smoothed a path on her thigh.

De wiggled out of her jeans and panties. She was already wet, her thighs cleaving together with anticipation.

Kit shifted so that De’s calves hung over the sofa. There were some hopeful buffets then the flutter of fingers caressing flesh, the featherlike movements creating wavelets of sensation and a desire for more. A few swift claps landed near the hollow between buttock and upper thigh then the room swirled to accommodate the whirligig of palms in motion, the air around the couple vacuumed until nothing could be said and nothing could be heard above the raucous slip-slap of the moment. Once transcended, the moment yielded to a reverie of thwacks, Kit deftly employing one hand to wheel her lover’s torso while the other hand hardened to a paddle. De could picture her buttocks turning crimson and the image alone made her cream her partner’s lap. It was the only image she could hold in her head as she began to concentrate on taking more, not crying out for, if she did, she knew her lover would stop. She held fast to the armrest and sealed her eyes shut.

The thwick-thwacks started higher, narrowing around the waist. De’s biform bounty now sported radial variations of color from the coral pink of her first conch shell necklace to the stubborn ruby red that only appears on mannequins. Still, De would not cry out.

Well, she did, but only to say, “Get my legs, too!”

De felt her haunches separate as Kit pushed one to the apex of her knee, holding another leg against her groin in a firm grasp. Steadily, Kit stamped her lover’s legs, turning De sideways to give the full measure of her handle, up and down and all around, until De thought her pussy would explode with the want of Kit’s fingers plunging the depths of her desire.

As if intuiting her lover’s needs, Kit tore off her shirt and plumbed the sweet cushion of De’s vulva with as much verve as she brought to the spanking. De loved everything Kit did to her and she arched her back now to be fucked by her lover’s fingers. Each digit penetrated De’s pussy with vim as Kit used her thumb to lean on her lover’s clit like a bell push. Having made De come this way, Kit mounted her lover and pushed steadily into all that warm pomade until they were locked together in a lovers’ rollicking embrace. Kitty knew just how to glide her pussy over De’s vulva, snicking her own clit shut over her lover’s pip until the two of them were just about faradized by the intensity of their pleasures, one lobe pliant and trembling for the heedless friction of another.

Afterward, they lay spent and exhausted in each other’s arms finally having made their way to the bedroom. In the morning, Kit asked De what they had fought about the night before, claiming she couldn’t remember. De laughed, saying she couldn’t remember either, though she knew a chasm had been breached and hoped in the future there would be still more pleasurable ways to mend it.

But Kitty was gone now, away on one of her business trips to some awful “flyover” town where a woman couldn’t even find a decent cup of coffee let alone action on the side. De never worried about Kit straying but now there was that journal entry to consider.

And maybe Doris would be the one to stray after all. Erotic daydreams became the paperweights holding her workaday world in place. Once, when she was supposed to be transcribing tapes from a meeting of Mr Kale’s, she pressed the “pause” button and drifted into a deep luscious mirage. She closed her eyes and saw two young women, one a lithe, barely clad female with shoulder-length swags of glossy black hair, the other a curvy blonde. They were taking a lesbian cruise to some tropical locale. The blonde was untying the spaghetti straps of her lover’s bikini top, the bottoms ebbing away of their own accord. The dark-haired beauty turned around revealing mamelles of graceful proportion and a truncated bush, a simple but elegant garnish for her pussy. A pussy the blonde proceeded to play like a minstrel with a psaltery.

De opened her eyes to a tapping sound and saw Lina standing before her wearing a form-fitting dress with a complementing challis scarf. Lina’s glossy black hair was pulled back into a chignon and she would have looked impossibly sophisticated were it not for her pendant power fist earrings and glinty green eyeshadow. De blushed, realizing she had been daydreaming about this very visage. She felt muzzy, as if she had just stepped off the cruise ship, her eyes still squinting from the midday sun.

“Are you OK?” Lina asked.

“Um, sure! I just need to step out of the office for a minute. Want to grab a coffee with me?”

“Absolutely.”

The two women had such a great chat, Lina asked De to join her for dinner later at her apartment in North Beach. Lina enjoyed cooking, especially Italian food, and said it wasn’t much fun preparing meals for one gourmand.

De was more than a little tempted. She saw the two of them drinking Chianti until it felt safe to burrow into one another, two strangers starting something new. She wondered what her pussy was like. Was it a siren’s call that would tether her ship to its carnal shore, the spume of that call destined to be her new ambrosia? Or was it a candy dish with sweetmeats to wreck her appetite for any other woman?

Lina’s lips listed toward a mischievous smile as she said, “C’mon. It’ll be fun.”

De knew it would be fun but she wasn’t ready to give up on Kitty. “I can’t. I have a partner.”

Lina just shrugged and waved farewell with her bejeweled fingers. The next day however, Lina invited her quarry to an office party, reeling De in with the name of the catering company.

“Oh, they have great food,” De agreed. She didn’t see what harm it would do, going to a little artsy gathering. The talk would be over her head but her hands would be busy pirouetting from one overloaded salver to the next.

She left work at five sharp and hustled down the hall to nosh first, gab later. The place was packed and she moved forward on propulsive links of black knitwear and coordinates until she met with the first wave of hors d’oeuvre standards: spanakopita, red potatoes round as Christmas bulbs tarted up with sour cream and caviar, chicken satay and the quick-to-vanish crab cakes with fading smiles of aioli. She filled a plate and went looking for Lina.

They enjoyed the party and afterward Lina talked De into having a nightcap – just one! – at a downtown bistro.

They both got a little tipsy. Lina called a cab and extended another invitation to her home in North Beach. Doris demurred but then Lina was pulling her in for an embrace and she felt caught in the net of the designer’s bosom and perfume. De delighted in the sweet crush of Lina’s mouth, lips and tongue pressing forward until the cab arrived and there it was again, a fork of two beginnings, or perhaps an ending on one tine and a short-lived affair on the other. Either way, she had to make a decision.

She chose Kitty. Lina shrugged her shoulders again, bounding into the cab without looking back.

When she returned to the apartment she and Kitty had been renting for the past year and a half, De was surprised to see her lover sitting cross-legged on the sofa. Writing in her journal.

Kitty jumped up and gave De a hug and a kiss, then pulled away crinkling her nose.

“That’s not my perfume you’re wearing. I know it’s not my perfume because I don’t wear perfume.”

“Oh, Kitty. I just went to an office party. What are you writing about now? How badly you want out of this relationship? You’re not the only girl in town, you know.”

“Whoa, hold on there! First of all, no, I don’t want out. And number two: remember that time I said if I ever caught you reading my journal I’d have to give you a spanking? You eagerly agreed to the bargain, as I recall.”

De sputtered. “But, but what about that stuff about my not having ambition? And you wanting O-U-T out?”

“I had to write something to get your nose in there. And it slammed shut on your neb like I knew it would. Now, other than directly contravening my request about the journal, what other naughty things have you done while I was away?”

De was honest. “I coveted another woman’s pussy.”

“You what!”

De met Kit’s eyes then looked away. “I thought you were over me. You can’t blame me for thinking about someone else.”

“I can’t blame you but I can punish you.” Kit reached for De’s hand. “If that’s what you want.”

De sat in her lover’s lap, circling her arms around Kitty’s neck. “I want you, Kitty. My greatest ambition is to be loved. Is that so bad?”

“No, sweetheart. Leaving the cap off the toothpaste is bad. And eating the last of my favorite cereal without buying more was a no-no.”

“Oops.”

“Why don’t you bend over my knee and we’ll resolve whatever tensions you had to deal with in my absence. And we’ll have no more coveting thy neighbor’s pussy, either.”

“Never again.”

Letting her skirt and panties pool on the moquette, De hopped in Kit’s lap, presenting her bare bottom for the ministrations only a perfect partner can provide.

Kit’s palm poised over the cleft of De’s derrière while the headlights from a speeding car shot maypoles of bright light into the darkness of their abode.

Kit caressed the contours of her lover’s hips and ass. The first few slaps landed like whumps, but soon Kit found her rhythm and De’s dorsal bounty stretched like tympani begging to be played all night. De bucked and thrashed happily in the tailspin.

Finally, when the percussion of smacks reached an ecstatic crescendo and De’s bottom began to resemble edible fruit, her pomegranate cheeks plump and satisfyingly aflame, Kit turned and delightfully surprised her lover’s quim.

“Oh!” was all De could say as she tried to register the adjustment from oar paddle strength to lily-soft tongue, Kit’s glossa moving at an agonizingly slow pace before alighting on De’s clit. Once Kit’s languet found purchase with De’s most sensitive spot she was right there, a homesteader staking claim, leaning in, buzzing and intent.

De came then Kit finger-fucked her and she came again. The separation had made Kit mad with desire; again and again she prodded her lover’s thighs apart to burnish De’s clit with her tongue and have her fill of ambrosia.

“You have to call in sick tomorrow,” Kit said, as she made a dash to the kitchen.

“Here, darling,” she said upon return. “Fortify yourself. There are more orgasms in your future.”

De took the glass of water, grateful it wasn’t wine. “Why am I calling in sick tomorrow?”

Kit pulled De toward the bedroom and said, “You’re calling in sick to read a mystery or a soggy romance. And to recuperate from a night of arrant bliss.”

De smiled. She had her Kit back.


MISS LAWRENCE

Alex Severn

When you have known each other for as long as they have, so much just happens, I suppose. Words were not always necessary for them.

Kate and Toni had met at their slightly posh, quite exclusive girls’ school and now, in their mid-twenties, had been living as a couple for five years.

They effortlessly proved the old adage about opposites attracting, not just physically but in terms of their natures too.

Kate was the bubbly busty blue-eyed blonde, the extrovert, the wild flirt. She was the “one who dared” at school, risking punishment, taking a gamble.

Toni was a slender dark-eyed brunette, her features hinting at a Mediterranean ancestry she had never been able to find.

When did they know? What day was it that they both knew men would hold no sexual appeal for them, that it was the touch, the feel, the love of a woman they needed? Maybe that is too simplistic, yes, they had gone through the round of dating boys from the school at the other end of town, played the game for a while but soon enough there were no more games to play.

Or rather there were lots more – but of a very different nature.

Typically it was Kate who had made the first move, taken the first step into the bondage arena. She had coaxed Toni into viewing the right sites, buying the videos and then, step by step, overcoming her lover’s reticence and barriers by teasing, playing with her. Tying her up with silk scarves, oh-so-gently at first. The ropes came next, then the chains.

The nipple clamps were a breakthrough, the first real pain they had shared together. Kate had made sure Toni had had enough glasses of wine the night she spanked her thoroughly, made her beg for more. She had to make Toni see that it was the things that Kate, as her Mistress, made her do that she wouldn’t have wanted to do, that were the key to their relationship. For example, Toni loved to lick Kate’s wet pussy until she came so although she let her do it she was made to grovel first, made to see it as a treat if she was a good slave. But Toni had always recoiled at the thought of exploring Kate’s arse crack with her tongue so Kate ordered her to do it regularly. Similarly, Toni was made to lick the come from her blonde tormentor’s fingers as she watched her finger herself raw.

Power and control. That was what it was all about. Slaves had to know their place.

Old school days occasionally got an airing in the evenings, and that night Miss Lawrence seemed to keep cropping up.

Had she been gay, was she the cruel Domme as the schoolgirl rumours insisted? Certainly she had been severe and over-the-top strict, not one to spare the cane. But she was just old-fashioned surely, or did she get her kicks out of caning young bottoms and forcing semi-naked nymphs to run around the playing field and take cold showers?

It was out of the blue when Toni asked Kate to close her eyes as she brought a present in for her. Not her birthday, not an anniversary they shared, just something she wanted to do for Kate.

As Kate opened her eyes, her gaze met a sort of triangular platform with what looked like oval-shaped indentations on the base and a thin pole projecting away from it with a crossbar type of structure. Attached to the bar were two padded pouches with what looked like metal fasteners binding them in place.

“Er, lovely thank you, darling, but . . . what exactly is it?”

“Well, it’s a sort of exerciser really, based on that alpine-walking thing we watched the other week on Sky. Get you fitter and stronger, Mistress.”

The mock-shy cute look on Toni’s face excited Kate. She knew Toni wanted to rev up her slavery.

“Oh, nice then. Shall I try it?”

“There’s an instruction book. Let’s see you in your undies first though, ’cos you’ll sweat a lot and it turns me on to see you like that – you know it does, love.”

Kate quickly slipped off her blouse and skirt revealing light-blue bra and briefs.

Toni thought for the millionth time how good Kate looked, but the dampness between her legs and the hardening of her nipples was even more satisfying because she knew what was about to happen.

“OK, let me guide you in.” Taking Kate gently by the elbows, she eased both feet into the saucer-like panels and stepped back from the other woman quickly.

“Hey, I’m stuck! These things have swallowed up my feet!”

Toni smiled angelically. “That’s the plan, honey. It will make you push harder with your legs and strengthen your gorgeous thighs and calves.”

Her heart was beating quickly and her mouth was dry but Toni knew she had to be decisive.

She grabbed the blonde’s left wrist and held it to the bar, deftly snapping the metal fastener across it. Kate was left-handed so that wrist was her stronger one, the right would be easier she knew.

“What the fuck is this, Toni? This is an exercise machine—” She was too late to react as the other woman roughly grabbed at her right wrist and it was trapped immediately.

Standing in front of her captive, Toni relaxed and grinned at her. “Well, it is a sort of exercise machine, Kate, but much more fun than walking, trust me.”

“Listen! I am your Mistress not the other way round, you silly bitch. Get me out of this now and I won’t beat you too hard. You will beg for mercy though when I strip you, girl, believe me.”

“Oh dear, I hope you aren’t going to be difficult when our guest arrives, she will be cross with you.”

“What are you talking about . . . if you’ve told any of our friends about our games you must be crazy, do you want them to judge us – to think we’re weird?”

Ignoring this completely, Toni moved toward the front door, intending to open it and see if there was any sign of their guest yet, but before she could do so her mobile buzzed.

“I’m here. Let me in immediately.”

Her heart beating quickly, Toni did as she had been ordered.

She and the visitor went through the door almost together. Toni wanted to see the look on Kate’s face properly. She was not disappointed.

Shock, fascination, disbelief, bewilderment were all there.

Words followed.

“Christ is it really . . . you’ve hardly changed, it’s been ten years, more – Miss Lawrence, it can’t be. Where did you find her for God’s sake?”

Toni grinned broadly. “It wasn’t that hard. I had a hunch our instincts were right: she is a real Domme, a proper mistress. OK, she can’t use her real name but my only fear was that she had moved miles away. But the net is a wonderful thing. Kate – say hello to Madam Morgana.”

“Get me out of this fucking contraption and tell this silly old cow to piss off. I am the dominant one. God, when I get hold of you, sweetheart, you will learn what slavery really means. I’ll take you with that strap-on. I’ve warned you it would happen.”

Madam Morgana was dressed demurely in a gray skirt and off-white blouse; her shoes were patent leather. Every inch the old-fashioned prim and proper schoolmistress, she took off her glasses and glared at the captive blonde.

“You were right to call me, young lady. I well remember how unruly and rebellious this girl was in class but really I am shocked and disgusted at how she has grown into this lewd foul-mouthed slut. Well, she needs to be taught a very harsh lesson and I am most capable of delivering it.”

Reaching into her canvas bag, the woman produced a short black whip with a leather handle. Turning to Toni she barked at her, “Get me a pair of sharp scissors, now.” Seeing the look on her face, she almost smiled. “Don’t be stupid I’m not going to cut her, just do as you’re told.”

Frantically writhing as she tried to free herself, Kate shouted wildly at the older woman.

“Keep your filthy hands off me, bitch. We aren’t at school now, when I get free I’ll—”

“You’ll do as I want and you are a long way from freedom, you little whore. One more word, ONE MORE WORD and you’ll get a lot worse treatment, God help you.”

The look on her face was enough to quieten Kate. There was a strength and a menace about her that made her seem very powerful.

Taking the scissors from the by now shaken Toni, Madam leaned forward and deftly cut through Kate’s bra straps. She reached out and twisted both nipples fiercely, enjoying how her captive winced. Stooping, she expertly and efficiently sliced through the fabric of the blonde girl’s knickers until she was completely naked.

“Well, well, you really are a total whore, aren’t you, girl? Trapped, helpless, stripped in front of your superior and you’re not ashamed – you’re aroused! Look how hard your nipples are, how wet your pussy is already. Disgusting.” She slid her long fingers between Kate’s legs and inserted one, two then three fingers inside her gaping wet hole, chuckling softly at how the girl twisted and turned but only got herself wetter and hotter as the sweat poured from her and juices flowed from her freshly shaven pussy lips.

Bringing her fingers out briefly, she held them up in front of Toni and invited her to taste Kate. She greedily did so, making Morgana grin even wider.

“So, we all can see how much you enjoy being fingered and what a wanton tart you really are but I think it’s time you were brought to heel.”

She was an expert, of course. How many women had felt the lash of that whip, how long had she been perfecting her technique?

“Each time I whip you, whore, you will say ‘Thank you, Mistress’ for me. If you don’t you will be very sorry for a very long time I promise you.”

But Kate was proud and stubborn and the first three strokes on her back and her arse were met with a silence as she set her lips together and grimaced, determined to tough it out.

Madam Morgana’s face was a mask of fury. “I warned you, didn’t I?”

“Fuck you, bitch.” Kate felt she was winning the war, but the feeling didn’t last long.

Changing her angle of attack, the mistress crashed the whip down between Kate’s outspread legs, flaying her still moist vulnerable labia. The wetness that had begun before made the whip sting and bite into her labia and crack against her engorged clit. Mewling, whimpering, almost crying, Kate knew she had to submit.

“Thank you, Mistress. Please, Mistress, thank you for doing this.”

A gloating sneering look was her tormentor’s reward.

“You even like your cunt thrashed don’t you, bitch? You’re so wet and open, a shame not to satisfy your lust isn’t it, darling?”

Her canvas bag was needed again and she produced a huge black dildo. “This should help you, but I think you will enjoy it more if your little playmate helps us out.”

Snapping her fingers, she motioned Toni forward and, thrusting the instrument into her hands she barked at her, “Ram it up her cunt, in and out, and if I think you’re being gentle you will be punished next. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Toni answered almost in a trance.

Forcing the dildo deep into Kate’s invitingly soft velvet tunnel, she was amazed at just how good it felt to be doing it, to be “forced” to pleasure her lover this way, whilst another woman watched them.

Her pleasure only increased at the sensation of long probing fingers exploring the inside of her wet knickers as Madam toyed with her rock hard clit and fingered her soft folds and crevices. She still had a free hand, of course, and so she was able to go back to thrashing Kate’s bare arse, reveling in seeing red stripes appearing even as the first waves of orgasm swept through her body.

Slipping a bony finger up her crack was a bonus, of course.

Pain and pleasure (which was which?) surged through Kate and she cried out as she squirted come all over the dildo, over Toni’s hands as it was withdrawn, sticky honey juice sliding down her thighs too.

“And what have you to say, you slut?”

Deep breath. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“You are learning, I see. But I want you to tell me you are just my slave, you will submit to me as I choose. Say it, now.”

As she spoke the mistress had moved closer to Kate and pinched her left nipple savagely between her fingers. Kate guessed there was practically nothing she wouldn’t do to beat her into submission so she spoke softly but clearly.

“Yes, Mistress, I am your slave whenever and however you want me, please.”

“Very good, girl. I will be going soon but there is one more thing I want to do for you both. I have enjoyed breaking your spirit, Kate. Your pussy has been whipped and soaked and you will bear the marks on your body for a while yet, but you have a dirty mouth and I want to sweeten it a little. Toni, get your skirt and knickers off. Bring that chair over here and stand on it, quickly, girl.”

Toni stripped off instantly, glowing as she saw how Madam Morgana enjoyed her unshaven bush of hair framing her own pussy. She was soaking herself by now and had been desperate to get some relief for a while but had not dared to.

She knew what Miss Lawrence wanted and God so did she. Toni stepped onto the chair and eased her lower half a little further down until her pussy was level with Kate’s mouth, and then thrust her glistening hungry hole right into the captive’s mouth.

The girls knew what they had to do and Kate began to devour her lover’s sweet wet cunt. Licking at her clit, playing with her folds, teasing, licking and sucking, fucking her with an eager tongue, they were both aware of the other woman’s panting breath and that her hands were buried deep inside her own knickers. Toni finally broke away with her come covering Kate’s mouth, face and neck.

Madam Morgana studied them for a few moments: Kate still trapped in the machine, her body bruised and sore, come drying on her legs below her soggy pussy lips, her face and her neck slick with Toni’s juices; Toni, naked from the waist down, panting and flushed as her own pussy was practically melting hot and dripping onto the floor.

She smiled sweetly. “I’m going now. I don’t think you need me anymore – just for the moment, that is. Continue to explore together and I will look forward to quashing that rebellious streak of yours for good, Kate.”


THE FULL GYM EXPERIENCE

Lynn Lake

Teresa Connors tentatively pushed the gym door open. It was ripped out of her hand by the woman pulling on the other side.

“Hi!” the woman said, grinning. “Welcome to Figures! I’m Wendy, the owner.”

Teresa shyly smiled back, replied, “Hi.”

“You’re new here, right?”

Teresa nodded, her jet-black pigtails bobbing. She’d just come from work, was wearing a white blouse and dark-blue skirt, black pumps. She was a small, slim, pale woman, with large violet eyes and plush red lips, a pretty, oval face.

Wendy was tall and bronzed and blonde, Amazonian, her body lithe and toned, clear blue eyes set wide apart in a high-cheekboned face. She said, “Thought so. I know everyone here. I make it my business to get to know everyone here. The personal touch is what you’ll get at my gym. Here, let me show you around.”

She gripped Teresa’s arm and escorted her into the weight area, showed her the exercise machines, pulled her past the two mirrored aerobic rooms and the small swimming pool and whirlpool, into the locker room.

“It’s a lot bigger than I thought,” Teresa commented, setting her gym bag down on a wooden bench in the locker room.

“Bigger and better!” Wendy boasted. “With four washrooms – all women’s.” She grinned. “No waiting.”

“It is a women’s-only facility, right?”

“Right. Why don’t you get into your gym gear and I’ll put you through the paces, see where you stack up fitnesswise, what you have to work on? That way I can customize a program for you.”

Teresa nodded and zipped open her bag, pulled out a stretchy, aquamarine crop top and a pair of black half-leggings. “I’d like to get stronger,” she said, beginning to unbutton her blouse.

Wendy smiled, hands on her hips, feet planted firmly apart on the green indoor-outdoor carpeting, watching Teresa. The woman’s nipples were clearly visible, poking almost right through the green tube-top she was wearing, her long, caramel legs flowing smooth and strong out of a pair of almost thong-like black shorts.

“Uh, can I use this locker right here?” Teresa asked, pointing at a locker where the lock hung unlocked. Wondering why Wendy wasn’t leaving her alone to change. She felt more than a little body self-conscious in the presence of the buffed beauty.

“You bet! I’ll give you the key later on.”

Teresa unfastened a couple more buttons on her blouse. Wendy stood there grinning and watching.

This was personal service, Teresa thought. Her workmate had said that they really pay attention to you at Figures, when she’d recommended the gym to Teresa.

Teresa blinked her eyes, her bra showing as she went one button lower. Wendy didn’t move, didn’t look away. Teresa smiled nervously and glanced around at nothing. Then, finally, she took a deep breath and rapidly unfastened the remaining buttons on her blouse, pulled the garment off, grabbed up her gym top and tried to squirm it on.

“I’d take off the bra, Teresa,” Wendy remarked. “It’ll be easier to exercise and evaluate that way until we find you the right program.” She moved in behind Teresa, who was helpless with her top stretched up in her arms. Wendy expertly popped Teresa’s bra open at the back and pulled it away.

Teresa’s small breasts stood out, creamy white and conical, tipped by kitten-pink nipples that swelled and sniffed at the air-conditioned air. The woman dove up into her top, yanking it down over her breasts. Her nipples stiffened even further as the spandex tightened over top of them.

Teresa looked over at Wendy and smiled weakly. The gym owner had returned to her previous position, watching. Teresa unhooked her skirt and let it drop, jumped into her gym leggings almost before the business attire had hit the floor. She breathed a sigh of relief when Wendy made no mention of removing her white cotton panties.

But then Teresa gasped when she felt Wendy’s hands on her bare shoulders. “Looks like you could use some strength work, all right. Build some more muscle,” the gym owner commented, running her strong hands down Teresa’s shoulders and onto the woman’s bare arms, squeezing firmly as she did so.

“That – that’s what I was looking to do,” Teresa spluttered, feeling the woman’s warm, smooth palms and long fingers glide over her skin, leaving a trail of flared goosebumps behind. “But I, uh, don’t want to get too bulky or anything.”

“Don’t want to become a butch, huh?” Wendy said, suddenly squatting down and running her hands up and down Teresa’s legs, skin on skin below the knees.

Teresa jumped when the woman curved her hands up over Teresa’s butt cheeks, around her bare waist and stomach. “You’re fairly tight, but you could definitely do with some more muscle mass,” Wendy stated. She stood up, her hands gliding up and over Teresa’s breasts.

Teresa shivered, Wendy’s fingers sliding up along her nipples, squeezing slightly before popping off. And then she jumped again when Wendy smacked her on the bum.

“OK, let’s hit the weights! See what you can do.”

The effervescent gym owner put Teresa through her paces, plopping her down at a lat machine and getting her to flap out ten reps at various tension levels. Then she pulled Teresa off that machine and stretched her out on a bench, had her pump a barbell off her chest with various weight loads. Teresa barely had time to catch her breath, gulp some water, before she was hauled off to the next exercise machine, had dumbbells or a barbell thrust into her hands or onto her shoulders.

And at each stage of the feeling-out workout, Wendy felt out Teresa. The woman’s hands were all over the huffing and puffing exerciser, pointing out muscle groups, rubbing soft and sore spots, showing off development and lack thereof, touching and stroking and slapping, hands-on instruction.

Teresa didn’t just get a workout, she got worked up.

By the end of the heated session, her body and face were sheened with sweat, both burning, her pussy almost as wet and hot. She couldn’t tell for sure if Wendy was stroking and stoking her for purely exercise purposes, or for more erotic reasons.

And when Wendy suggested a rubdown after all the strenuous, sensuous activity, Teresa got even more confused, and aroused.

“We’ve got two of them,” the gym owner bragged, ushering Teresa into a small room with a padded table in the middle. “Nice and private. Nice and soothing after a tough workout.” She shut the door firmly behind her.

Teresa swallowed, staring at the table, all alone in the room with the buff bundle of energy. Her legs shook with more than just exhaustion.

“Strip down and prepare to get rubbed down!” Wendy enthused.

“T-take off . . . all my clothes?”

“No need to be shy. It’s just you and me, girl.”

Teresa slowly peeled off her top. Her breasts popped out, slick and slightly reddened from all the exertion, nipples hard. She was slowly pushing down her shorts, when Wendy suddenly shoved her face down onto the massage table, dug her fingers into the waistband of Teresa’s shorts and skinned them and Teresa’s panties right off her legs. Teresa’s pink sneakers and white ankle socks quickly followed.

Warm baby oil splashed down on Teresa’s back. Warm hands rubbed it into her tingling skin, massaging the knots and tension out of her neck and shoulders, loosening up her upper and lower back. When Wendy’s hands slid down into the small of Teresa’s back and then glided up onto her buttocks, Teresa blew out her cheeks through the face hole in the table.

Wendy plied Teresa’s butt cheeks, kneading the thick, soft flesh, smearing oil all over and in between. Teresa quivered as she felt Wendy’s fingers slide down her inner cheeks and into her crack, brush along her sensitive bum cleavage. And then she flat-out shuddered, when Wendy’s fingertips stroked down over her pussy.

“Getting good and loose now, huh?” the sensuous masseuse cracked, grabbing on to the back of Teresa’s thighs and oiling her hands down.

She rubbed and stretched Teresa’s thighs, unbunched clenched calf muscles, encircled ankles and lifted feet and smoothed over curved arches and soles. Teresa’s foot-bottoms crinkled with pleasure, Wendy’s fingers wrapping and rubbing around them.

A sharp smack on the ass blew Teresa up out of her bliss.

“OK, flip ’er over! You get full frontal with me.”

Teresa lifted her dizzy head and looked around. She opened her mouth to say something, but never got it out, as her very personal trainer rolled her right over on the table. She found herself staring up at the ceiling, her breasts and pussy on full display.

Wendy’s face loomed up in front of her, as the woman gripped Teresa’s shoulders and rubbed. The grin was there, along with a twinkle in the sparkling blue eyes.

Teresa’s own eyes shone, her body flooding with heat, breasts and nipples with feeling, as Wendy’s slippery hands smoothed down her chest and caught up her tits, squeezed and kneaded the intimate flesh.

“Oooh!” Teresa breathed, body gone as rigid as her nipples, eyes unblinking.

Her entire being tingled with the sensual sensation of Wendy’s hands grasping and working her breasts, fingers slipping up and pulling on her nipples. Then the woman’s hands were off Teresa’s tits, leaving them buzzing, sliding down Teresa’s sides, over her stomach, onto her thighs.

Teresa shivered, Wendy’s fingers brushing her pubes, her slit itself, as the woman kneaded her thigh muscles, massaged the inner flesh up close to her pussy. Teresa welled up with emotion, ready to explode. But then the hands were down her thighs just in the nick of time and onto her shins, grasping and rubbing her feet again.

“How was that?” Wendy asked, sliding her hands over Teresa’s heels and up along the woman’s soles, fingers squeezing them tight. Then popping off her toes for the final time.

“Terrific!” Teresa gushed, electrified.

“Let’s hit the showers, then, get you all cleaned up. I’m feeling kind of dirty myself.”

Teresa popped her head up. Wendy grabbed her arm and yanked her off the table, towed her out of the massage room and through the locker room and onto the green tiles of the communal shower room. The gym owner was naked in an instant, twisting the dials in front of Teresa, needles of steaming hot water bursting out of the showerhead and streaming over both women’s nude bodies.

Teresa stared at Wendy through the rising mist. The woman’s breasts were firm and high, bronzed as the rest of her lean body, capped by tan nipples that jutted out an amazing half-inch or so. Her pussy was shaved completely bare, except for a razor-crafted blonde barbell at the top of her slit.

Wendy scooped soap out of a wire container attached to the wall and applied the pink cake to Teresa’s chest, sudsing up the woman’s breasts. “This is how we wash ourselves,” she remarked.

Teresa blinked her eyes, looked up into Wendy’s. Then she reached out and gripped the other woman’s shoulders, pushed her head forward and planted her wet lips on Wendy’s mouth.

Wendy shoved her back, looking shocked. “Hey, what do you think you’re doing? I’m here to help you get in shape, not to get you off.”

Teresa’s mouth fell all the way open, a stunned expression on her face. “But . . . but all the rubbing and touching and feeling and . . .” Her mouth snapped shut, her face blazing red in the steam.

Wendy grinned. “Just kidding, girl! My gym is full service. You get the full woman-on-woman treatment here – if you want it?”

“I want it,” Teresa breathed.

And before the “it” was even out, Wendy took the dripping woman in her arms and mashed her mouth against Teresa’s mouth.

The pair excitedly kissed, wrapped up in each other’s arms, hot, slick bodies pressing together, tits squishing, water streaming over their naked, entwined forms. Wendy’s tongue surged into Teresa’s mouth and up against Teresa’s tongue. The two slippery mouth-organs swirled together, urgently, passionately. Wendy dove her hands down Teresa’s curved back and onto the woman’s buttocks, clutched the plush pair, squeezed them, erotically – not therapeutically – plying them with her strong fingers now.

Teresa moaned along the length of Wendy’s twisting tongue, thrusting her butt out into the other woman’s groping hands. And then she bit into Wendy’s long, pink tongue, sucked on the budded appendage, putting her own hands to equal good use by wedging them in between their bodies and onto Wendy’s breasts, squeezing. It was Wendy’s turn to moan.

Teresa took one long last pull on Wendy’s tongue and then dipped her head down, pushed Wendy’s tits up. She twirled her tongue around one of the woman’s stiffened nipples, the other nipple, delighting in the rubbery feel and taste, the pebbled texture of Wendy’s areolae.

Water splashed off Wendy’s chest and into Teresa’s face. The lust-stoked woman poured her red lips over Wendy’s left nipple and sucked on it, tugged on it. Then bobbed her head over and did the same to Wendy’s flared right nipple, capturing it in her mouth and suckling, clutching the woman’s breasts.

Wendy threw back her head and groaned, her damp, blonde hair streaming down her back, fingernails digging into Teresa’s buttocks. Then she snapped her head back up, as Teresa bit into one of her nipples. She grasped Teresa’s dark, wet hair and jerked her mouth up to hers, hungrily kissed, before sliding down Teresa’s gleaming body and dropping to her knees on the water-run tiles. She gripped Teresa’s thighs and pressed her lips against the other woman’s pussy.

“Ohmigod!” Teresa squealed, full-body shuddering.

Wendy bobbed her head in between Teresa’s legs, dragging her tongue up and down Teresa’s dripping slit, lapping the woman’s pussy. Teresa grabbed up her quivering breasts and squeezed them, pinched and pulled on her nipples, watching, feeling Wendy lick and lick and lick her brimming pussy. Until her clit swelled with imminent joy, ready to go off.

Wendy sensed it, knowing women’s bodies as well as she did. She sprang back up to her feet and grabbed Teresa’s right hand and planted it on her own drenched cunt, got the woman to rubbing as she slid her other hand over Teresa’s pussy, cupping the mound, scrubbing it with her fingers.

The two women stared at one another through the heated fog, rubbing each other’s pussy, stroking each other’s clit. They kissed, Frenched, fondled tits, rubbing and rubbing soaking wet cunts.

Until Teresa shot up on her toes wailing, Wendy’s buffing fingers on her button triggering wicked orgasm that tidal-waved through her trembling body. Just as Wendy screamed and shuddered violently, repeatedly, her bronze body flooding with molten ecstasy thanks to Teresa’s erotically polishing fingers.

“So, you think you’ll become a member?” Wendy asked afterwards.

“Lifetime,” Teresa murmured, undulating her shimmering body against her beautiful personal trainer. “Workouts never ended so wonderful.”


THE INNER CIRCLE

Lucy Felthouse

Adele peered out of her front window. Yes, there they were again. Donna and Josie, linking arms and chatting away. Just a few short weeks earlier, Adele would have been part of that conversation. But now, inexplicably, it seemed she was no longer in the inner circle. The two women had scaled back their invites for afternoon tea, their book club meetings weren’t so frequent and Adele felt as though she was being deliberately excluded. And she had no idea why. There had been no falling out, no cross words, nothing.

Adele decided she wasn’t going to take it any more. If she was going to be ignored and left out, she at least wanted to know why. Watching the pair head into Josie’s house across the street without so much as a glance in her direction, Adele drew away from the window.

Hurrying, so as to not lose her nerve, Adele slipped on her sandals, left the house and pulled the front door shut behind her. She walked across the quiet street. It was a cul-de-sac, so there was no through traffic, and, it being the middle of the day, most people were at work, including the husbands of herself and the other two women. The lack of other company during the day was what had originally brought the three women together, but now it seemed Adele was surplus to requirements. Blinking back angry tears, Adele stomped across to Josie’s house, ready for a confrontation.

Once she got closer, however, she noticed something amiss. Despite the time of day, the living-room blinds were closed. The sun wasn’t even at this side of the house yet, so that wasn’t the reason. Intrigued, Adele crept closer. Lots of wild thoughts began to run through her head. They were obviously up to something they wanted to keep secret. But what? Extramarital activity? Criminal activity? Or worse?

Determined to get answers, Adele walked right up to the window. The ladies obviously hadn’t been too careful when they’d drawn the blinds. One of the slats had caught on something on the windowsill and it wasn’t quite flush to the others, creating a gap. A gap perfect for peering through. Begging to be peered through.

Never one to pass up an opportunity, Adele gingerly peeked through the hole, half expecting one of the girls to be looking back, glaring angrily at the intrusion. She needn’t have worried. There was nobody there. Not right by the window, anyway. As her eyes adjusted to the darkness of the room, Adele could make out shapes moving in the room, over by the sofa.

On the sofa, she realized, as her brain caught up with what her eyes were seeing. There were two people on the couch, and they were . . .

Adele stumbled back from the window, horrified. She’d only been joking with herself when she’d considered the fact that Donna and Josie might have been sneaking men into their houses for some extramarital nookie. She didn’t seriously think either of the women would cheat on their husbands. But the eyes don’t lie, and what Adele had seen through that window could definitely be classed as nookie. Or getting that way, at least.

What she couldn’t work out was who was sleeping with whom. There were no extra cars on their drives, no unusual vehicles on the street. Just who were these mystery men? Or man. Perhaps they were sharing?

Desperate now for the full story, Adele pressed her face back to the window, seeking out the culprits. Her little thinking sojourn had obviously given the couple on the sofa time to hot things up, as they were now both wearing considerably less than the last time she’d looked. Adele could see that Donna was on the sofa, writhing on top of her conquest. She couldn’t see where Josie was.

As Adele watched, transfixed by the scene before her, a movement from the sofa exposed a revelation that shocked her to her very core. Donna’s lover had breasts. More shifting and wriggling around revealed the face of Donna’s mystery lover. Adele almost fell over backwards as she recognized Josie’s blissed-out looking face.

Adele’s brain struggled to catch up. How had this happened? A few short weeks ago they’d simply been three women who lived in the same neighborhood and enjoyed each other’s company. Now Donna and Josie clearly enjoyed much more than just each other’s company. She wondered how it had come about. How had they gone from being happily married women to having a hot lesbian affair?

And it was certainly hot. Peering back through the window, Adele could see that the pair had swapped positions on the sofa. Josie was now straddling Donna, and peeling down her panties. She flung them across the room. Then, grabbing Donna’s ankles, Josie parted her lover’s legs and put them over her shoulders, giving her access to her pussy. Stroking and caressing Donna’s most intimate place until she was writhing madly on the sofa, Josie then stopped and slid down, replacing her fingers with her face. Despite the double-glazed windows, Adele could hear the moans and squeals emanating from Donna’s parted lips. From this angle, she couldn’t see in any great detail, but the way Josie’s head was bobbing up and down and from side to side, she was clearly tonguing the other woman for all she was worth.

Adele couldn’t believe her eyes. Given the eagerness and passion with which the two women were interacting, this obviously wasn’t some first-time spur-of-the-moment thing. This discovery explained a great deal. It also made her feel a little peculiar. She felt warm and tingly between her legs and had a strong urge to touch herself there.

Zeroing back in on the action Adele watched, open-mouthed, as Josie coaxed Donna’s pussy into submission. She couldn’t quite see what she was doing, but judging from Donna’s facial expression, she was doing it right! Bucking and twisting beneath her lover, Donna was heading for orgasm. But Josie wouldn’t let up, holding Donna’s hips in place as she bobbed up and down between her thighs.

Working faster now, Josie’s actions were tipping Donna over the edge, as was obvious from the way her body thrashed about, then suddenly went stiff. This movement was coupled with the scrunching up of her face, then sudden relaxation as her orgasm hit, resulting in a deep moan which Adele heard through the glass.

Josie sat up slightly to watch her lover’s face contort in orgasm. Her face in profile, Adele saw a broad grin light up Josie’s face. Josie crawled up Donna’s body and planted a soft kiss on her lips then slumped down beside her, lazily stroking her stomach.

As nothing was happening any more, Adele was about to slip away and go home to process what she’d seen. But before she moved, Donna suddenly grabbed the wrist belonging to Josie’s stroking hand, and shoved it down between her legs. It would seem that Donna was ready for round two. Josie immediately plunged two fingers into Donna’s pussy. Her legs lolled open and Adele had a perfect view of her friend’s cunt and the digits delving into its depths.

Soon, Donna reached out to grab Josie’s wrist once more. This time though, she drew her lover’s hand away from her sex and brought it to her mouth. Slipping an index finger into her mouth, Donna sucked her pussy juices from Josie’s skin. Popping the finger out and replacing it with the next one, she mimicked fellatio as she drank in her own arousal.

Smiling around Josie’s finger, Donna then removed it and spoke. Whatever she said clearly had an effect on her lover, as she quickly disentangled herself and allowed Donna to get up off the sofa. She then lay on her back, her feet pointing toward the window. When Donna then turned and flung her leg over Josie’s head, Adele couldn’t quite work out what was going on. It wasn’t until the girls rearranged themselves that the penny dropped.

Donna had straddled Josie’s face and was lowering herself down. Once in position, she then bent her own head between her lover’s parted thighs. Adele felt another jolt between her own thighs. They were going to lick each other’s pussy at the same time!

This time, though, Adele could see everything. Josie was slightly angled with her right foot on the floor, giving Donna full access to her plump outer labia and the swollen clitoris peeking from within. Donna wasted no time. Bracing herself on one hand, she used the other to part Josie’s sticky-looking cunt lips and stick her tongue in.

By now, Adele was so aroused that she was embarrassed. She wanted to go home and bring herself off, but she couldn’t tear herself away from the erotic scene before her. Never mind that anyone could see her peering through the house’s front window and mistake her for someone up to no good.

Sudden paranoia made her glance around. She needn’t have worried. The street was still deserted. She lined her eyes back up with the gap in the blinds and continued watching the peep show.

Naturally, she couldn’t see what Josie was doing from here, so she stood transfixed on what Donna was doing. She currently had Josie’s clit between her lips and was sucking and tugging at it. It had grown to an impressive size and Adele could see even from this distance how wet her friend’s pussy was. She was going to have to give that sofa a good clean if she wasn’t careful. Sliding a finger into Josie’s core, Donna pumped it in and out as she sucked at the sensitive nub of flesh in her mouth.

From the awkward angle of her arm, it looked as though Donna was trying to manipulate her lover’s G-spot. When she saw Josie’s hand slip up and around Donna’s hip, dig her fingers into the flesh of her bottom and pull her closer, it was clear that whatever Donna’s fingers were doing was driving her to distraction. In response, the other woman began finger-fucking her in earnest. The thrashing around on the sofa and the moaning audible through the glass of the window gave the impression that the two women were in some kind of race to make the other come first.

Whether because her arm was tired, or whether she was so close to orgasm, Adele would never know, but Donna stopped what she was doing and sat up. Adele could just about make out that Josie was still busily lapping and sucking away at Donna’s cunt. Her lover’s eyes were closed and she’d moved her hands to her own luscious breasts, lifting and caressing them. Then she slid her fingers to her elongated nipples and began pulling and pinching at them roughly.

Her eyes flickered open and Adele flinched, convinced that Donna would look over at the window and see her standing there, spying like some dirty little pervert. She had no such worry. The other woman simply flung her head back in abandon and cried out as her orgasm hit. Her fingers closed tightly around her breasts, and Adele could imagine the marks her fingernails would be making in that soft flesh. Looking down and seeing Josie’s chin bobbing, she guessed that was the least of her worries. Josie’s face was wet, pussy juices dribbling down onto her chest and neck. Still she worked at Donna’s sex.

Soon, it appeared Donna had ridden her orgasm through to its finale and she slowly, shakily, pushed herself off the other woman’s face and stood up. Shifting over, Josie made room for Donna to sit beside her as they recovered from their session.

Adele decided now was the time to retreat, before the girls’ senses returned and they noticed the peeping Tom watching them through the chink in the blinds.

As she slunk back across the street, however, little did she know that Donna and Josie were hurriedly pulling on their clothes in order to follow her back to her house. They’d known all along that their friend was watching. Their affair had been going on for some time and they’d decided it was time to find out if Adele was also into Sapphic delights. The fact she’d stood and watched them until the very end before slinking off told them all they needed to know. She was definitely ready to be initiated into their inner circle.


DRAGON

Lucinda Coombes

She looked good I’ll give her that. Chinese. Around five eight with a fit, toned body, tanned skin, held herself well and walked proud like no one could touch her. I’d heard about her before – her reputation preceded her – how she was just so mean, how she took this blonde and made her into some slave, how she had these fantastic tattoos on her legs and back: dragons in reds and blues and on her back a huge coiled snake.

“It’s her Kundalini energy,” Little Lucy said to me as we sat in the cell twiddling our thumbs and trying not to lay into each other already.

“What you talking about?” I grunted. Little Lucy bored me with her tittle-tattle tit. She was a bottom feeder grazing on the leftovers and the gossip of prison life. Little Lucy knew everyone and everything. It was her job as a former dealer and fraudster. She was an oracle.

“It’s some life force, some energy she connects with. It rises up through her back and into the top of her head. She does yoga to get supple and keep the energy flowing.”

She could move all right. I would give her that. I’d once seen her in action down at the open prison. Some bull dyke was giving her attitude and made the bad mistake of challenging her. The thing was the Dragon Lady took her time over teaching this fool a lesson. She took her out with some quick kicks to the chest and head and followed it up with an uppercut. The dyke had enough pretty soon and wanted to quit. The Dragon Lady made quite a spectacle of it though. Paraded the dyke on all fours, pulled her round the storage room by her hair. The crowd loved it, begged for more and when the dragon made her lick her out she sent them to heaven.

She was generous like that.

I’d seen her walking down the corridor, two young blonde things on either side of her. She liked them blonde and she liked them young. I heard she liked to train them up just as she liked. Teach ’em the tricks of the trade as it were – how to please her, how to bow and curtsey, anticipate her every need. Even the warders loved her and it was common knowledge that she was fucking the head warden with an eightinch purple strap-on.

“You don’t wanna mess with her!” Little Lucy said, filing her nails and gazing at me with her baby blue eyes.

“Yeah?” I said. Bored with her now.

“She’s a martial arts expert!” Little Lucy dribbled and pouted.

I looked at her and she came over all demure and looked down at the prison floor like she was in some God-awful nineteenth-century bodice-ripping period drama.

The thing was I wasn’t any slouch at fighting myself. I was into boxing, wrestling and ju-jitsu. I knew if I was to make anything of myself at this prison I would have to take her out.

Little Lucy looked up at me again. I stood over her and watched her.

“But you got height on your side,” she whispered and reached up and felt my arm. “And strength.”

It turned me on to see Little Lucy like that. I felt a hot rush in my cunt.

I was tall and I was black and I was proud.

I brushed Little Lucy’s hand away and stared at her. She looked up at me and then got down to business pulling down my prison-issue pants and licking at me like she hadn’t had any cunt for years.

“You enjoying yourself?” I said as I looked down.

She grunted something as she made a meal of me, sticking her tongue into me and then playing with my clit with the tip of her tongue. She was deft, I’d give her that, and pleasingly submissive.

I sat on her face and queened it over her and she flicked herself off. She made some desperate little scream as she came and I watched her legs kick out to the side as the force of it shot through her. I imagined the Dragon Lady in her position and that got me really nice and wet. Just the thought of that proud brown face eating me out!

I came on Little Lucy’s face then waited while she licked me dry. When she finished I slapped her white ass and watched as the flesh wobbled and moved.

Little Lucy tried to hold me then but I pushed her away. If I was to take the Dragon I’d have to be hard, focused and without mercy.

The next day I saw the Dragon in the corridor. She looked me up from top to bottom and smiled at me with that look of hers: a mixture of self-satisfaction and contempt. I smiled back. The two blondes scowled at me and the assistant warder wrote something in her book.

I was back in my cell for fifteen minutes when there was a knock on the door. One of the blondes stepped into the cell. She was tall. She had legs that just didn’t quit and I liked the way her large breasts pushed out against the prison-issue uniform. She had the kind of cleavage a woman could lose herself in and never be found again.

“What do you want?” I said.

She smiled at me with that kitty-got-the-cream smile. “They say you’re good in a clinch.”

“I’m not bad,” I said, giving her the full non-blinking stare.

She threw her head back toward the cell door. “She wants it tomorrow. Nine fifteen, in the room behind the laundry. It’s been arranged.”

I stood up and walked up next to her. She didn’t look so full of herself now.

“Tell her it’ll be my pleasure,” I said, snaking my hands between those tits and popping her top apart. I could feel her breath on my cheek. I could see the white lace bra and the pink nipples. “Tell her I’ll look forward to seeing her eat me out.”

I watched her white upper teeth clamp down on her tongue. She bent toward me. I turned away from her incoming kiss and caught her look of fury.

“Tell her she’s my bitch now.”

The door slammed behind her as I smiled to myself and watched to see if my hands were trembling. They were but it wasn’t anything I couldn’t handle.

I did push-ups until my biceps ached and pumped iron in the gym until I thought my head would explode. I got a few admiring looks but I wasn’t interested. I had my eyes on the big boss lady. Everything else was peanuts.

That night I had Little Lucy massage me down and shave my pussy so it was silky smooth. She wanted to lick me out but I wouldn’t let her. I wanted the meanness. I cherished it like you would a fine pedigree hunting dog.

In the morning I was ready. I swept along the corridors and into the big empty room behind the laundry. Little Lucy was there to carry my bags and provide the refreshment. The Dragon was there already. Cool as you like. One foot against the wall. The two blondes on either side and a gaggle of excited women to watch and flick each other off once the dust had settled.

The brunette warden was working as the ref. She came over and looked at my hands, smiled and waved me forward. The Dragon Lady looked at me and smiled. The busty blonde scowled at me while the other looked like a bulldog chewing a wasp.

“Strip!” the warden shouted and I stared into the eyes of the Dragon as Lucy pulled down my prison sweats.

She looked good naked that was for sure. Once the blondes stopped fussing over her I could see the tattoos, the long muscular legs and toned arms. She had good tits and that look about her that excited me to the pit of my stomach. Win or lose this was gonna be something special.

The warden rang the bell and we circled each other looking for an opening. I could hear the excited buzz of the crowd. Suddenly, she lunged at me. I tried to duck but she got behind me and pulled my arms up behind my neck. I couldn’t believe it; she had me in an armlock already. I tried to break her hold but she was strong. I felt her panting on my neck and felt her breasts nudge up against my back.

I couldn’t break her hold but I managed to lift her off the floor and slam her down. She went down heavy but so did I. I misjudged the angle and came falling down on top of her. Without wasting an instant, she managed to lock my legs apart with hers. From armlock to leg lock. This girl was good. I felt her tongue in my ear. This was all part of the ritual humiliation. Get the girl to want you. Show her who the boss is. I struggled but she had me fast. Her arms held mine. I couldn’t move.

“Think you’re so hot now?” she whispered in my ear. Lifting one hand up to her mouth, she licked one finger and held it aloft so the crowd could get their fill. The blondes watched with rapt attention. Now was the moment they had been waiting for as the Dragon stuck one finger into my cunt. Yeah, I was wet too as she rubbed her finger over my clit and back into my waiting eager cunt. She pulled the finger out with a soft but audible smack then and licked her finger to rapturous applause.

This wasn’t the way it was supposed to go. I caught Little Lucy’s eyes. She looked bashful still. I looked away. The warden ordered the Dragon to break and I managed to breathe in big lungful of oxygen. Little Lucy sponged me down.

The Dragon looked over at me and smiled. She was beautiful all right. From her blue-black hair to the way she moved, like a panther bouncing on its paws. When the bell rang she was at me straight away. She kicked me over and stuck her knee in my back. She got one of my arms and started pulling it back over my head. I managed to throw her over but she was on me again. This time she sat astride me. Her pussy over my mouth. I could smell her cunt and would have loved to have licked her but not yet. Not so early. She was wet too. I could taste it almost. But still I wouldn’t submit. She stuck a finger in my cunt and corkscrewed it around. I was feeling weak. She was making me hers and there was nothing I could do about it. She stood up and flipped me over and then slammed down on top of me. The crowd sighed and oohed and I caught Little Lucy hiding her face. I looked up and saw the Dragon right next to me laughing.

“You know it’s not gonna be so bad once you submit,” she whispered in my ear giving me a delicate little kiss of the victor.

I was sweating now and my heart was pounding in my chest. She had me in a headlock with her legs around my throat. She started tweaking my nipples, gently at first and then harder, clockwise and then anti-clockwise.

I submitted.

The crowd let rip a big cheer and the warden held the Dragon’s right arm aloft. She did a victory circle before coming back to me in the middle of the floor. I was too ashamed to lift my head off the ground so she yanked me up by the back of my hair and made me crawl round the floor on my hands and knees. I saw the blondes cheering and the warden kissing some redhead from G block. She threw me to one side then and stuck one of her feet in my mouth. I nearly gagged but managed to lick her toes. She kicked me away again then and I looked up to see her strapping on the most enormous purple dildo I’d ever seen.

The Dragon yanked me up again by the hair and stuck the dildo into my mouth. It was huge. I could barely breathe. She stuck it in and pulled it out all wet and glistening then she pulled me back onto all fours. The crowd cheered as she pushed the dildo into my cunt. I gasped as I felt its length go in. The Dragon pulled herself up, pushed her hand into my mouth and started fucking me. She fucked me hard and long. She slapped my ass.

“Who’s the boss now?” she shouted.

“You are,” I said.

“Louder!” she snapped.

“You’re the boss!” I shouted as the crowd whooped it up.

“You’re damn right I am,” she said as she pulled the dildo out of my cunt and stuck it slowly into my ass.

“Who’s the bitch?” she demanded, her face right up against my ear.

“I’m the bitch!” I said and then louder I added, “I’m your bitch!”

“You wanna come now, bitch?” she snarled as her cock ground into my asshole.

“Yeah,” I said.

She pulled her dick out of my ass. “Yes what?” she demanded, kicking me down again onto the floor. The warden unbuckled her and threw the dildo to one side.

“Yes please,” I said

“Good bitch,” she said and yanked my face up her cunt. I started licking straight away. Long licks right into her and little kitty licks on her pink clit. She liked it; I could tell by how wet she was. When she came she held me up against her until I thought I would suffocate.

As she pushed me away again I caught myself in that present moment. That feeling of release of no longer having to pretend, feeling myself alive and unencumbered. Free, like some animal in the forest. I would do whatever she wanted me to.


BOTTOM PERFORMER

Lynn Lake

“You worried about your performance evaluation?” Brenda asked, her mouth full of chocolate bar.

Chloe leaned back in her chair and stretched her arms out over her head, kicked her legs up and crossed them on top of her desk. “Do I look worried?” she purred, lacing her fingers in behind her blonde head.

“You’re the bottom performer in terms of sales,” Brenda helpfully pointed out. She, like the rest of the staff at the real estate firm, was more than a little put off by Chloe’s glib complacency.

“And what a bottom it is,” the twenty-two year old responded, wriggling in her chair and grinning at her colleague. “All I need is a couple of hot male prospects and I’ll be shaking my booty into big, big commissions in no time. You’ll see.”

“See what?”

The girls jumped. Marilyn Baines, the “bane of their existence,” had caught them unawares, again. Sound-absorbent carpet and rubber-soled shoes were a lethal combination for company loafers.

Brenda dropped her chocolate and snatched up her phone, began furiously pounding buttons like she’d just remembered a hot cold-call lead. Chloe stretched her arms and legs straight out like a cat and let out a yawn, giving the stern-faced office manager a good, wet view of her pink tongue and mouth.

“Seashore,” she said, looking up at Marilyn. “We were discussing some seashore subdivisions.” She grinned. “Try saying that three times.”

Marilyn looked at her watch. “Your performance evaluation was scheduled for three o’clock,” she stated tersely. “But since you seem to be otherwise unoccupied, we’ll do it now.” She spun around and stalked away from the cubicles, down the hall to her office.

Chloe watched the woman’s tight buttocks clench beneath her knee-length gray skirt, thinking how appropriate those cheeks were to the forty-four year old’s personality. “You know,” she remarked to Brenda, “Marilyn wouldn’t be a bad-looking dame if she broke open that bun of hers and let her red hair hang loose. And broke up that monochromatic wardrobe of hers with a little colour, and cleavage.”

Chloe was dressed provocatively, as usual, in a red satin blouse open three buttons and a black leather skirt, riding thigh on her black-stockinged legs. Slim of limb and taut of breast and bum, she liked to flaunt her body like her indifference.

Brenda hung up on the voice repeating the time and temperature. “I hadn’t noticed,” she said, staring at Chloe’s lithe body with obvious envy. “Aren’t you going for your evaluation? She’s waiting for you.”

Chloe let out another yawn. Then, finally, got up off her backside and put it in motion. “Let the flogging begin,” she quipped, strolling slowly away down the hall.

“Yeah, good luck!” Brenda called after her. Then, when the girl was out of earshot, “And good riddance.”

Chloe walked into Marilyn’s office and took a seat across from the woman’s desk. She perched eagerly on the edge of the chair, crossing her legs and folding her hands in her lap, pasting an inane customer-care smile on her pouty red lips. “Shall we talk bonuses first?”

Marilyn clenched her hands tighter together atop her desk, her pursed lips burning almost as white as her knuckles. “Your sales figures this past quarter were terrible,” she stated coldly. “You’re the bottom performer in your—”

“Bottom’s up, I say,” Chloe interrupted, sliding off the chair and to her feet, already bored. This was her fourth career in three years, made possible by an overindulgent father who’d garnered a small fortune in the garment industry; he was the genius behind paw-print leather patches stitched onto the rear-end of women’s jeans.

Chloe strolled around Marilyn’s desk, looked out of the floor-to-ceiling window that provided a spectacular view of the city below. “I could get used to this,” she said.

“Why, you—”

“Careful, Marilyn,” Chloe cautioned, placing her hands on the rising hem of her skirt and bending over slightly to fully appreciate the forty-storey drop to the busy street below. Her cheeky bottom stuck out almost into her boss’s face where she’d spun around in her chair. “My daddy has bought and sold bigger and better companies than this one. Not to mention—”

The girl was jolted in mid-back talk by a crashing hand to her bum. Her startled face squished up against the pane of glass with the force of the unexpected blow.

“You impudent bitch!”

Chloe looked back. Marilyn was standing in behind her, the woman’s hand raised and poised for another blow to the bottom. The ice queen had melted, with rage.

“Hey, what do you—”

Smack! Marilyn struck Chloe’s leather-clad butt with the flat of her hand a second time, jolting the girl back into the glass. Only the high-grade pressurized glass kept Chloe from bursting right through and going into freefall.

“This is what I think of your work – and your attitude!” the older woman rasped, her face as warm as Chloe’s bum beneath her skirt. She struck again, the window and the girl rattling, the crack of impact echoing in the small business office.

Chloe splayed her hands out on the glass, her back arching, bum sticking out higher and rounder – to meet the blows; a seemingly instinctual reaction that shocked the girl as much as the impromptu spanking itself. She surged with heat from the cheeks on up, shimmering with a strange mixture of pain and pleasure. “Please, Marilyn—”

Another whack to the backside, even harder than the ones before. Chloe yelped, gulped.

And now when she gasped, “Please, Marilyn!” she wasn’t imploring the infuriated woman to stop, but rather to continue.

“Your rich daddy should have done this to you years ago!” Marilyn gritted, fire in her grey eyes. She raised her bladed hand up over her head and then whistled it down, smashing Chloe’s bum.

The girl’s butt and body and brain exploded with raw emotion, her bottom a burning mass of exposed nerves, Marilyn’s hand flaming inferno through her. She knew she was a bad girl, and deserved punishment. And now that she was getting it, she knew she could be badder still.

Pulling her damp hands off the smeared glass, she anxiously reached back and hiked up her skirt, exposing her brazen bum to her tormentor. A black thong split her rounded, reddened butt cheeks, her pretty little pampered behind glowing now for more of a beating.

Marilyn stared at the girl’s smooth, shapely mounds, the blush she’d already raised out of the pair. Her eyes shone maliciously, mouth set in a grim line. Stray hair hung loose about her face, and she pulled hairpins out and flung them aside, releasing an avalanche of lustrous red tresses. Then she smashed her bare hand against Chloe’s bared buttocks, shivering glutei and girl.

“Oh, God!” Chloe gasped, the crack of flesh against flesh splitting her ears and shattering the last of her resistance. She wanted this, wanted more of this, another woman brutally spanking her. She pulled her top open and her bra down, popping her breasts out, clutching them. As Marilyn whaled her bottom.

Chloe’s pink nipples were so achingly hard she had to pinch them with her red-painted fingernails to elicit any sensation at all, the thrashing her arse was taking stealing all of the sexual thunder. Having never been spanked before, she’d never realized how wickedly erotic it could be, how savagely exciting. Blow after blow rained down on her proffered bottom, shaking her to the sexual core.

Marilyn blazed away with her hand, blasting Chloe’s cheeks. For her, it was the culmination of months of suffering arrogance and insubordination, frustration and fury directed at the haughty blonde finally come to fiery fruition. She’d pictured doing exactly this to the beautiful girl many times before, in the privacy of her own bed and bathtub. Though she’d never believed she’d ever actually act on her enraged, repressed impulses.

But against her better business judgment, in the heat of the moment, she’d struck out like a woman scorned and sneered at. And now she was reaping the whirlwind. A sadist by nature and training, she could really and truly dish it out.

Staring at Chloe’s overheated bottom, her own hand burning with repeated skinpact, Marilyn tore the buttons of her grey blouse open, unlatched her white bra, flung the garments away. Her red hair cascaded over her pale shoulders, her hanging breasts tingling with wicked sensation right to their pointed cherry-red tips. She grabbed up a tit and squeezed, smacking Chloe’s arse with her other hand.

Chloe rocked on her high heels in rhythm to the spanking. But she could barely feel the blows anymore, her virgin bottom already battered to a searing numbness. “Hit me harder!” she wailed into the fogged-up windowpane.

Marilyn knew what the problem was, and quickly rectified it. She tore one of the long, cloth blinds off the window frame and folded the flexible material over and over, fashioning a two-foot long, three-inch wide, one-inch deep whipping device. “Don’t worry,” she hissed at Chloe, “you’ve got plenty of hurt left!”

She swung the improvised strap down in a vicious arc, slashing the girl’s behind.

Chloe almost went through the window again, her buttocks exploding with feeling. She’d never felt anything like it before. Her bum was on fire, her pussy dripping.

She steadied herself, one hand on the glass, the other groping her tits. So that when Marilyn landed another lash, she fully absorbed it, reveling in the brutal impact. “Yes! Spank me! Whip me! Thrash me! Harder!” she screamed, her body trembling out of control, mind blown.

Marilyn didn’t have to be told, didn’t like to be told. She flogged the girl relentlessly, with all the skill and stamina of a seasoned practitioner of the inflaming art. She watched with grim satisfaction Chloe’s butt flesh shiver, shudder, darken ominously; lose its elasticity under her onslaught, ridges forming up white-hard where she flailed it. Perspiration poured down Marilyn’s face, shone on her swaying tits and twisting torso. This girl before her deserved no mercy, and she was giving none.

Chloe’s bum burned brick red and brick hard, battered to almost senselessness. She bit her lip and rolled her nipples between her shaking fingers, absorbing blow after blow, and begging for more. The beating went on and on, swelling her bum, her clit. She could hardly feel, yet she was ready to explode, knowing it would take only one flick of her stunningly engorged clit to trigger a cataclysmic orgasm.

And, eventually, she just couldn’t take it anymore, the strap lashing her butt raw. She dropped her hand down off her chest, onto her . . .

“No you don’t!” Marilyn yelled, grabbing Chloe’s wrist. She jerked the girl’s arm back, pinned it just above Chloe’s blistered buttocks. Then she unhooked her own skirt and pushed it down, stepped out of it.

She moved closer to the panting blonde, her white cotton panties as sodden as Chloe’s thong. Marilyn pulled Chloe’s hand back and plunged it into her panties, over the top of her pussy. “Yes!” she breathed, thrilling at the touch of Chloe’s fingers on her slit. “I give the pain, you give the pleasure!”

Chloe desperately rubbed her boss’s pussy. Marilyn dropped the folded-up window covering and lightly smacked one of the girl’s cheeks with the intimate flat of her hand again, Chloe’s other cheek. Then she rubbed and caressed the flesh she’d inflicted so much damage upon.

Chloe could feel Marilyn’s loving hands on her ravaged buttocks, all this tenderness after all the torture making her head spin and her body brim with delight. She rubbed the woman’s damp fur and slickened, puffy pussy lips even faster, palming Marilyn’s needful cunt.

Marilyn urgently pressed her pussy against Chloe’s moving hand, gasping when the girl’s fingertips stroked her clit. She shook like Chloe, massaging the scorched flesh of the blonde’s derrière. Then, finally, almost regretfully, she slid her fingers down in between Chloe’s butt cheeks and touched the bottom of the girl’s soaking pussy.

“Oh!” Chloe yelped.

She pulled her hand up in Marilyn’s panties and pressed her fingertips down onto the woman’s swollen clit. At the same time, Marilyn glided her own finger edges down along the length of Chloe’s cunt and up against her button.

“Yes!” Chloe cried, exploding with orgasm.

She gushed against Marilyn’s hand, electrified with ecstasy, even her destroyed rear end suffusing with erotic sensation. Marilyn moaned and shuddered; Chloe’s fingers, the stunning sight of the bum-beaten girl throbbing with joy, setting her off as well.

The pair of women came over and over, wave after wave of white-hot orgasm washing through and between them.

Brenda stopped her idle chocolate bar chewing and looked up at Chloe. Her blonde colleague was leaning against the outside wall of her cubicle, a strange expression on her remarkably pale face. “Well, how’d it go?” Brenda asked cheerfully. “Did the old battleaxe really lay into you?”

“Y-yes,” Chloe whispered, her voice as raw as her bum.

“Tore a strip off you, huh? Got a bad performance rating?”

“B-bad,” Chloe mouthed.

“Oh, well, don’t—”

“B-but,” Chloe interrupted, her green eyes shining, “I get to give a rebuttal.”


LADIES WHO LUNCH

Catherine Lundoff

Jayne Peters walked past me like I wasn’t there on her way to the podium at the Women in Business Club’s monthly luncheon, just like she did every month. I, on the other hand, not very subtly drooled over her, just like I did every month. But this time she stumbled, one stiletto heel caught in the carpet, and I grabbed her elbow to hold her upright. This time Jayne looked up and our eyes met like a spark igniting.

Or maybe it was just igniting for me, sending everything below my waist into freefall. I noticed that her eyes were a little bloodshot around their normally gold-brown pupils, as if she hadn’t been sleeping much. Her lipstick was still perfect though, and I wanted to smudge it with a white-hot kiss.

“Thanks.” She pulled free of my grasp and gave me a disconnected smile as she turned away.

“Disconnected” was not a word that described Jayne under normal circumstances. I wondered what was up. She seemed as if she had the perfect straight lady life: adorable kids, profitable business and presumably a doting husband. And a best friend who made any self-respecting dyke’s mouth water. That thought made me look around for the beautiful Gabriela. Normally, she would have been doing all the elbow catching and I wouldn’t have gotten this close to Jayne.

But Gabriela was nowhere in sight. Weird. I couldn’t remember when she’d last missed a lunch. Interesting. I looked back at Jayne and watched her stumble through an introduction to this month’s speaker, there to exhort us not to give up on real-estate investments. She turned the mike over and was off the stage in record time. Something was definitely wrong. Jayne was the center of her own universe. She didn’t just yield a mike to anyone.

I watched her slip quietly along the back wall, pausing to exchange a few words with some of the group’s power players, but clearly making a beeline for the door. I decided it was time for a little quiet skulking. Though if I had had a Gabriela of my own around, I couldn’t have told her why I was so interested. Jayne was hot, but Jayne was straight. We all knew that wasn’t likely to end well.

But my clit was doing my thinking for me today and Jayne had legs that went on forever and cleavage that promised lovely things and I was going to get close enough to fantasize about her later, at least. I trailed after her, moving as unobtrusively as I could in the direction of the ladies’ room. It turned out to be more complicated than I expected and I got stopped a time or two myself as I walked past the packed tables.

When I looked back up from my last whispered conversation, Jayne was nowhere in sight. But I kept moving. Maybe circumstances would prevent me from making a fool of myself and I would just use the ladies’ then pop back for lunch. There was dessert to look forward to, after all.

I walked through the lobby and nodded at the club staff as I made my way to the bathroom. They were used to me now, finally. My short hair no longer caused elderly women to run shrieking from the bathrooms in dismay, though the monthly luncheons were a hard place to look even slightly butch. I kept it toned down, even wearing a bit of make-up and chinos, though I drew the line at a dress and heels.

When I opened the door to the bathroom, someone’s breath caught anyway. I sighed. I had thought we were over all this. Except this time it wasn’t some blue-haired matron.

Jayne was leaning over the sink and watching me in the mirror. Her mascara had run and she was scrubbing at it, clearly trying to hide the fact that she’d been crying. My lustful curiosity ebbed away.

I tried to behave like a decent human being. “Hi, Jayne. You OK?”

She shook her head and looked away so I couldn’t see her expression in the mirror. I stepped closer, thinking I might gently touch her shoulder.

She jerked away then froze, shuddering. When she looked up and met my eyes in the mirror, her eyes looked like they were all pupil and she gasped for air, dry-sobbing. I held my hands out in front of me, palms up to indicate that I wasn’t going to try to touch her again and I didn’t mean any harm.

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed. “I’m fine. Just fine.”

I went cold at her tone. My landscaping business wouldn’t survive an accusation of unwanted attentions directed at the completely het president of the local Women in Business chapter. I was an idiot and I needed to get out of this as quickly as possible. “I’m very sorry to have intruded.” I turned away and headed for the door.

“Wait.” It was a command and I stopped like I was on a leash. There was a hesitant click of high heels on the tiled floor as she stepped closer. From the corner of my eye, I watched her walk up behind me in the mirror. She was chewing her red lower lip as if she wasn’t sure what to do next. One perfectly manicured hand reached up toward my hair, then jerked away. I could hear her breathe just a bit faster and my own breath caught. What the hell was she doing?

I didn’t know what the rules were for this kind of thing. Should I turn around? Pretend nothing was going on and keep walking out? Jayne laid her hand on my back, just below my right shoulder. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, almost too quietly to be heard. “I didn’t mean to yell at you. I was just . . . startled.”

I turned around carefully and her hand traveled around my shoulder to land on my collarbone above my breast. I thought my heart was going to beat its way out of my body. She chewed her lower lip again and looked up at me like she was seeing me for the first time. Maybe she was. “Do you . . . Do you want to touch me?” She was staring at her hand on my chest now, like she couldn’t bring herself to look up and meet my eyes.

What the hell could I say? If I said yes and she freaked, there would be no living it down. Then again, would I regret it if I said no? I studied her face for clues on what to do next but I was getting absolutely nothing.

She dropped her hand, sliding it down toward my own cleavage, such as it was. I could feel my nipples harden. There was no way she could miss my reaction since she was staring at my boobs from inches away. Her hand moved over, very slowly, long red nails raking across my oxford button-down. It appeared to be heading for the rock-hard nipple on my left breast. I wondered if I should stop her. I wondered why I would want to.

Jayne’s hand dropped lower, the tips of her nails grazing my nipple through the layer of cotton shirt and bra. I groaned, a tiny bitten-off sound that turned into a gasp. Jayne smiled, red lips curving up like a vampire’s and I shuddered. Her nails closed, pinching my flesh between them and an “Oh!” escaped my lips.

I was in serious trouble now. I wondered if she had known all along that I wanted her. Then Jayne Peters looked up at me and whispered the words I knew she would never say to me, the words I knew I had to be making up. “Take me. Now.”

I froze and stared at her. This couldn’t be happening. She grabbed my arm and turned away. Then she started walking, pulling me toward the last stall and I stumbled after her like I was sleepwalking. A moment later, we were inside and she had latched the door behind us.

Then she studied me, looking for something, some reaction from me.

I suspected I just looked confused. Very confused. And maybe desperate. This kind of thing didn’t happen to me. Or to any dyke I knew, outside of a porn movie.

Jayne grabbed my hand and shoved it up under her skirt. My fingers grazed her stockinged thighs on their way up to her crotch. Her very damp crotch, barely covered by her lace undies.

I decided to stop worrying so much. I tilted her face up to kiss her, but she turned away, letting my lips slide down her neck. She moaned a little as I applied my tongue and teeth to her flesh, nibbling and licking my way down to the collar of her blouse. My hand cupped one of her full breasts and she twisted her face down to my ear. “Harder,” she breathed.

A small growl emerged from my lips and I grabbed her hands and raised them above her head, pushing her back against the tiles of the bathroom wall. My heart was pounding as I leaned down and bit her nipple through the silk of her blouse. Jane whimpered and closed her eyes.

I shoved my hand up against her, stuffing the thin lace into her slit until it felt like a thong. Jayne gasped and rocked her hips against my hand. I bit down on her other nipple and wedged my fingers inside her, working them in around the lace. I fumbled, trying to shove the lace up against her clit, not sure if I was succeeding.

My fingers got slick from her wetness and I lost my grip, nearly shoving my hand between her legs and into the wall. It made me look up and meet her eyes. They were nearly shut but she was watching me through the slits, like a cat. Her face was slack and relaxed, lips parted in a gentle pant. It was a sight that sent a warm shock through me and I slipped my fingers back inside her.

She moaned, louder than before. I kissed her hard, as much because I wanted to, as to remind us of where we were. I was pretty sure that this could get us kicked out of the club, even if she was the president.

She bit my tongue and her hips ground against mine until I was the one making involuntary noises. That was when she pulled her hands free, grabbed my head and broke up the kiss. I could feel her pushing me downward and I went with it, dropping to my knees in front of her on the cold tiles. I glanced up. Jayne’s head was tilted back, her eyes closed. She looked exactly the way I imagined she would if I ever got her in this position. I toyed with the idea of taking a picture with my phone for a memento.

But only for an instant. I was dragged firmly toward her crotch. I yanked up her skirt and pulled off her sodden lace panties. Jayne moaned, a sexy sound that seemed to begin in her pussy and work its way up to her lips and I drove into her, months of subverted lust taking over any thoughts I still had left.

She was so wet, it was like showering in her juices. I drove my hand into her and located her clit with my tongue. Once I found it, I licked it as hard as I could, finesse thrown out the window. There’d be time for that next time. She was riding my fingers as hard as she could and I knew she was close. I stopped licking and sucked at her flesh until she came on my tongue with a soft yowl, thighs quivering around my ears.

That, almost inevitably, was when the bathroom door opened. And the same moment that I noticed that tears were pouring down Jayne’s cheeks and that the word she was murmuring was not my name, but “Gabriela.”

I pulled back just as someone poked her nose over the stall next door. I looked up into Gabriela Vasquez’s very, very pissed-off face. “What the hell are you doing?” she shouted.

“What am I doing? You’re the one doing a married straight woman. When I’m not,” I sputtered.

“You dumped me,” Jayne hissed, like the world’s biggest cobra. “You said we were through unless I left Todd.”

“All things considered, maybe you should give that some thought,” I volunteered as I wiped off my face and fingers.

“Shut up,” they both said in unison. Jayne was glaring back at Gabriela, her panties still down around her ankles and her skirt still rucked up around her waist. It was as if I was invisible and Jayne’s sudden interest in me was made pretty clear. I can’t say that felt very good.

That was also the moment that Jayne chose to fill her ex in on what was going on. “I was just using her to get back at you!”

My phone was out of my pocket and in my hands in an instant. I’d like to say I hesitated before I opened the camera, but that just wouldn’t be true. Jayne and Gabriela were arguing so much they didn’t even hear the shutter click. I put the phone back in my pocket and got to my feet. Then I held up a hand and cleared my throat to cut them off. It took two or three tries but eventually they remembered there was someone else in the bathroom.

“I suggest that you finish what I started,” I said to Gabriela, with what dignity I could muster. “I’ve always got my memories—” I let my eyes travel over Jayne’s rumpled form and patted my pocket “—and a few other things. I take it that it’s safe to assume that all your rich friends will be using my landscaping company for future projects?”

There was an eruption of denials and I held up my hand again. “It’s that or Facebook.”

Jayne stared at me in horror. “There are pictures!” she squeaked.

“There are indeed, sweet lips. And while I’d like to keep them to myself, a gal’s got to do what she’s got to do. I’ll leave you to consider my proposal, among other things.” Then, I couldn’t help myself. I leaned in and kissed Jayne while slipping a hand between her legs and dipping my fingers into her wetness. She kissed me back and I could feel her hips rock against my fingers.

I broke off the kiss and stuck my fingers in my mouth, licking them off slowly as I unlocked the stall and walked away, Jayne’s uneven breathing music to my ears.


THE LEGACY OF LEG WARMERS

R. Mary Esade

I love teasing my past: tricking my memory, hiding evidence, masturbating over pictures and video. When I saw those damn leg warmers at the Capezio outlet, my past came back to bite me on the ass . . . and I loved it! I paid for a pair and snuck them in with my niece Stephanie’s socks, knowing they’d spark Jackie’s memory as well.

Steph and her friends could never imagine, but way back when I was seventeen, girls who weren’t dancers wore leg warmers for fashion as much as for warmth. Being a gay girl back in seventies suburbia, attempting to deal with a whole host of contradictory sensations and stimulations God knew we were all – straight girls and lezes (what we called one another then) – a lot less sexually aware than teenage girls today; my niece and her friends wear their jeans so low it’s never any mystery what color thong they are wearing. Wearing leg warmers was our weak attempt at dressing “naughty”, wearing something that would hug your legs and make your ass all that much noticeable.

Four days later the leg warmers and I were out of the house to meet Jackie. Fate had dropped my first-ever girlfriend and I at exactly the same place . . . albeit twenty-five years later; both single (Jackie had actually done the hetero marriage bit, keeping her secret and her real need submerged a good ten years until her ex Joe couldn’t stand her silences anymore) still attractive and attracted to one another and living close enough we could manage these rendezvous, as we had now done three times. The pretty redhead with the Bonnie Raitt gray slice answered her condo door – pretty as ever in loose sweater and jeans, the perfect picture of the high-cheekboned slightly older, but still the quintessential girl next door.

“I have a little surprise for you,” I said and ran right up past her, taking the ten stairs to where I knew Jackie’s bedroom to be (but never having seen).

“I’ll call you when I’m ready,” I called down to Jackie as I made her top stair.

The soft-spoken lady and I had fallen back into familiar patterns pretty quick, superimposing our likes, needs and wants over the feelings we had had for each other way back when. What would come of all this traipsing over old ground while living in the new, who knew, but Jackie had to have assumed we’d get beyond the recent necking we had been doing on her couch.

I found the light switch in her well-appointed and super-neat brown and beige room, threw my bag on her bed and began stripping completely. The last time Jackie had seen me naked we had both been in our twenties and though I was nervous I was ready to have her see me now . . . though on my terms, for the first time in over two decades.

I was pretty damn near flooding by the time I plucked my thong out of my ass.

Opening my purse I pulled out the leg warmers and a pair of the highest heels I owned. As I sat on Jackie’s bed to roll the first leg warmer up my right leg, I came so close to pressing the heel of my palm down on my pussy as the action of smoothing that blue meshy cotton up my lotioned bare thighs got to me once again.

Slowly, I rolled the first leg warmer over my tiny right foot, then worked it up my elongated calf and finally, finally smoothed it up my round thigh, stretching it all the way out and up. The tight blue material felt so good, a tactile sensation of warmth encasing my thick leg; I must have lain on Jackie’s high four-poster for a good minute, one leg warmer on, the other at my side, just trying to settle my breathing so my big tits didn’t bounce so much in all the muted excitement.

I could only imagine what Jackie must have been thinking I was up to.

Easing into the other leg warmer a minute later, smoothing it up my left leg, sighing as I did so, keeping my hands from between my legs (God only knows how), I finally sat up to wiggle myself to the edge of the bed. I squeezed my feet into the open-toed black patent leather pumps on the floor and stood as best I could.

There was a full-length mirror attached to the inside of Jackie’s closet door, so I simply opened it fully to get a good look. Although I had posed just like this in the privacy of my home all this past week, these unfamiliar surroundings and the unfamiliar feeling of having Jackie about to see me naked, was making me swoon. I spread my long thighs wide, creating a rock-hard, blue inverted “V”.

The truth was I was pretty much femme and I loved how these leg warmers “clothed” me (that’s really the only word for it) all the way up my thighs; how at the top of that high blue run up my long legs there was maybe two inches of bare thigh flesh; how your eye (I hoped Jackie’s would) ran right up to my single landing-strip trimmed pussy; how the heels pushed my calf muscles up just right, tightened my thighs and how when I held my stomach in just a bit, gazed up to my big tits – swooping nice and natural if I do say so myself – I really did cut an attractive naked picture.

Then I spun, giving myself a quick glance over my shoulder. Although a little bit wider than when Jackie had last seen it, my bottom was still very round and still quite high . . . but the fucking leg warmers accentuated it so much when I click-a’clicked my heels across her wooden bedroom floor. I turned myself in the doorway and stuck my ass out to her hall and I was more than ready.

“Jackie,” I sang down, trying to force a confidence in my voice I certainly did not feel.

I suddenly realized Jackie could have refused to come up right then, teasing me like I was hoping to tease her. I nearly swooned at the idea that the clever girl (and Jackie was definitely clever) might just do that, but then I heard her start up the stairs. Lifting my hands and spreading my legs, I framed the door frame, poised and stretched, pushing my ankles to the wall and reaching as high as I could with my hands, like a big sexy “X” in the doorway.

“So?” I asked, after I heard my girlfriend round the wall and come up short in the hall.

I didn’t dare look over my shoulder.

“Shit,” Jackie exclaimed and I heard her step up close to my behind.

“Surprised?”

“I didn’t even know they made those anymore,” Jackie said and I sensed her take another step.

This only caused my already flooding pussy to ache deeper as I repositioned my heels to stop from arching my ass back to her. As much as I was willing her to touch me, get the first-time-which-wasn’t-really-a-first-time anticipation over with, I loved every blessed second of waiting for Jackie to do so.

“Step forward a smidgen,” she whispered.

I had thought Jackie would have touched me by now, but all I felt was her hot breath on my back as she moved into the doorway. I teased her by doing just as she asked, just as she came up close enough to brush my back with her pointy tits. Free of the door frame, I lowered my arms, but kept my legs spread and my head straight.

“A little more,” she teased, stepping up to me again.

We’d have to stop all this shucking and teasing sooner than later though, her room wasn’t really all that big and I was already standing in the center of it.

“You are really something, Lynn,” she said and before I even had the time to move, I felt Jackie’s sweet thin lips on my . . . ass!

“Can you spread your legs a little more?” she mumbled below me, as I felt her kneel under me. Placing a hand to the inside of each of my thighs, she rubbed the material of the leg warmers into the creases of my ass to “help” me open my legs wider.

My knees began to shake. “Jack—” I managed as the woman under me continued to knead the back insides of my thighs, pushing both the leg warmers and my flesh so I had to get gently up on my toes.

“Mmm,” Jackie said, kissing the bottom of my ass, still rubbing the leg warmers. “Wider, Lynn, spread wider.”

She was nuzzling right under me, kissing and licking, her strong little hands wrapped around the back of my upper thighs as I spread my legs even wider. Just as I felt I couldn’t take much more, too close to my pussy as she was, I realized what she was after.

Jackie was sitting fully under me, getting all the way under and through my legs . . . and turning.

As she came through my legs, I looked down between my tits at the first girl I had ever loved sitting at my feet, grinning up at my crotch.

“You are really . . .” Jackie began. She leaned in and kissed me right on my thin strip of hair. “Really—” kiss “—really—” This time she leaned her chin back, sat down as hard as she could and dove in deep.

“Fuuck,” I spat as the girl below me spread my pussy open, flicked the tip of her tongue between my silky lips then retreated.

“Really something,” she finished leaning out of my crotch. She rolled up to me even closer, cupped a hand around the front of each leg warmer, pushed a thumb into the inside of each of my thighs and pulled me to her.

“Fuck,” I repeated, trying to adjust my “squirt heels” as my ex, new, whatever-have-you girlfriend began to really lap me.

“Yes, yessssss,” I growled as Jackie found her way between my gloppy lips and touched the tip of her tongue to my suffering pink clit, retreated, teased me again by licking slightly then retreating. I wasn’t sure if I was shaking more to her tongue flattening out across the inside of my warmth or to her strong thumbs working furrows into the inside of my thighs at the top of the leg warmers.

“Eat me, eat me,” I screamed as I all but lay atop the woman’s raven-haired head.

Jackie kept her hands on my legs, caressing the soft material, massaging my thick skin pushing over the top. My heavy tits were shaking, my little nipples rock-hard diamond points as I rubbed my pussy deep into her face and arched my back.

“Mmmm,” I growled as Jackie retreated once again to look up at me.

“Great view,” she announced, looking up from under my big tits, still rubbing my legs.

“It’s been a long long time, Lynn,” she added, smiling up at me with my juice glistening on her little mouth. From what I remembered of our past, Jackie had never really gotten into eating pussy, but there again we were so young back then. As I was coming to learn in my reacquaintance with her, there is a chasm of difference between the all-about-friction “lovemaking” a twenty-year old girl can offer and the slow building consistency a forty-four-year-old woman has come to learn.

“More, honey, more,” I said, as I reached forward and grabbed the back of Jackie’s head.

She let me push her back into my suffering wet pussy and I stood up tall to receive all of her skilled mouth on me. Jackie grabbed the front of my thighs again, stabbing her fingers into the thick leg warmers, flattening her tongue. Now was the time, I knew, I’d never get so perfect a chance again; I sighed, clutched my ass cheeks and lifted my right leg. Placing the hollow cup of the back of my knee right on her shoulder, I gingerly pushed down so I could balance. I knew Jackie would have no problem with holding me, still it was hot as all hell putting my weight on her, easing my pussy even further forward into her mouth and making Jackie support my thick right leg on her shoulder.

“Jackieeeeeeeeeeee,” I yelped and then I finally, finally looked down.

My thick skin was pushed up over the top of the single blue stocking, nice and taut, not bulging over. The fact that my leg looked so fucking good, not a hint of cellulite, excited me maybe as much as Jackie’s face flattened into my crotch, her tongue just as flattened against my clit.

“Jackie,” I wailed, grabbing down into her long locks. And although I knew it would be the end for me, I lifted my calf and watched my heel come into view just as Jackie inserted her tongue up into my hole.

“Jackie!”

I came, balancing there on my ex/new girlfriend, my high-heeled shoe shaking off my foot as I did so.

A full minute after my last shudder, I slowly extricated myself from my position. Lifting my leg off her shoulder, Jackie stood. She took a couple of steps back to look me up and down.

“You look good,” she remarked, that grin still plastered on her glistening face. I felt more vulnerable now with Jackie looking me up and down than I had with her face in my crotch.

“What do we do now?” I asked, leaning in to kiss her wet lips. I had a whole bunch of answers to that particular question.

“Join me on the bed?” she asked and I smiled, lifting my leg to flip the other heel off.

“I was kinda hoping you’d put them back on,” she remarked.

I stopped, smiled and moved an inch to retrieve the heel that had fallen. With both heels on, I pulled the leg warmers up my thighs and turned with the woman to her bed.


SWEET DISCIPLINE

Jay Lawrence

Helena sat in the small corrugated-iron hut that sheltered those waiting for the train to the city. She was the only passenger at the tiny near-deserted station. It was a miracle it hadn’t been closed and certainly felt abandoned. Graffiti scrawled across the sides of the shelter and the railway track stretched away into the distance, its parallel lines converging at the gray horizon. Helena listened for the train. It was a still cold February day and she was sure she’d hear it coming long before it pulled into the neglected stop.

There was method in her choice of station and train. She knew that there was little chance of another passenger sharing the freezing cold metal seat in the shelter and that the train would pull up to the platform in such a way that she was almost certain to be level with an empty compartment. These considerations were part of her plan.

A train horn sounded in the distance and Helena rose. If there had been another passenger they would have been rather surprised, even shocked by the young woman’s choice of footwear. Beneath her long coat she wore a pair of black leather thigh boots with six-inch stiletto heels. In one hand she carried a riding crop.

The train pulled into the station. As always, an empty compartment was level with the shelter. Helena opened the door and stepped inside, her high narrow heels making a satisfying clicking sound on the hard floor. She sat down in one corner and crossed her legs, letting her coat fall open to reveal the tiny miniskirt she wore, the expanse of smooth stocking-clad thigh above the top of the boots. Already, her nipples were hard with anticipation, her pussy slick with the thought of an assignation.

The train moved off, slowly gathering speed. Helena traced the contours of her boots with the tip of the riding crop. The boots were beautifully constructed of fine supple leather. Like all her fetish footwear, they were custom made by an old Italian cobbler in the city. Her panties were soaked with arousal as she stroked her sensitive inner thighs with the crop. Behind her, the door to the next compartment opened, as she knew it would. Her heart began to beat fast and she lowered the crop, let it drop to the floor.

“Good morning, Miss von Buren.”

“Good morning.” She never used her acquaintance’s name, preferring her to be an anonymous lover.

“What beautiful boots. My, how high the heels are. How spiked.”

“Yes.”

Helena’s voice trailed away to a whisper as the woman pushed her gloved fingers through Helena’s thick black hair.

“Stand up, Miss von Buren.”

She did as instructed, swaying gently with the rocking motion of the train. Her eyes were slightly vacant, as if drowsy. The woman looked at her with cool appraisal, taking in her tight sweater and miniskirt, her long slender thighs, the incredible boots.

“You will do.”

“Yes.” This time Helena’s voice was barely audible, like a falling leaf.

“The crop, Miss von Buren.”

Helena crouched to retrieve it and, as she rose, the woman pushed her forward so she knelt on the seat. With one harsh movement, she flipped up her coat and revealed her hips.

“Pull up your skirt and take down your panties.”

She obeyed, exposing firm white buttocks to the woman. Her eyes were tightly closed as she felt the tip of the crop trace the contours of her bottom.

“Have you been behaving yourself this week?”

“No, madam.”

“Indeed? Been fornicating with the post girl?”

“No, madam.”

“Licking the pussy of the slut next door?”

“No, madam.”

“I see. Well, such neglect is wicked indeed.”

Helena leaned forward, pushing her naked bottom toward the woman. She longed to feel the sting of the crop as it snapped across her smooth creamy flesh. As always, the woman made her wait, savouring the way she squirmed and physically begged for discipline. Teasingly, she ran the leather loop at the crop’s tip up and down the cleft of Helena’s bottom and she shuddered, a fine crop of gooseflesh ruffling her skin.

“You do want this so badly, Miss von Buren. It does please me.”

There was a pause during which Helena almost held her breath then the crop cracked down upon her tender buttocks. As always, she moaned softly at the pleasurable pain. Discipline was like a drug. She craved it through the week until it was time to take the train again . . . Again and again the crop snapped against her bottom and she leaped like a fish out of water, wriggling with the intense discomfort that was compellingly arousing. Her cunt was slick, her pussy lips swollen. Again, again, again . . . Scarlet welts appeared on her ivory skin, a neat criss-cross pattern of punishment that she treasured until they faded away.

“That’s better, isn’t it? Now you can meet your little friend with soaking panties and a nice red-hot behind.”

“Thank you, madam.”

Reluctantly, Helena pulled up her panties and made herself presentable. She wanted more. More of the stinging, biting crop, faster and harder. It was a drug. Once you tasted it you had to have more. She sat down again, feeling the intense warmth of her chastised buttocks. She crossed her legs, almost painfully aware of her wet panties.

“Until next week, Miss von Buren.”

The woman briefly reached down, slid one hand inside Helena’s sweater and pinched her nipple. Then she left, exiting the compartment through the same door she had entered. The liaison was timed to perfection and the train began to slow down as they left the empty fields behind for the city suburbs.

As always, Anya was waiting to meet Helena’s train. Anya was a student, a few years younger, a pretty girl with dark-auburn hair. The friends kissed then walked briskly to Anya’s apartment. Once inside, they kissed again, a very different kiss to the chaste one they had exchanged in the railway station. Hungrily, Helena pushed Anya up against the wall, her tongue exploring the other girl’s mouth. Taking a dominant role that was in sharp contrast to her submission on the train, she thrust her hand under Anya’s short skirt and caressed her soaking crotch. Anya cried out in pleasure and threw her head back, arching her spine and grinding her pussy over Helena’s fingers.

“Please!” she moaned. “Please fuck me!”

Helena removed her hand and traced Anya’s parted lips with musk-scented fingers. “Go to the bedroom and put on your boots.”

She watched Anya’s neat little bottom wriggling in the tight black skirt. They wore similar outfits except Anya’s top exposed her shoulders. In a minute or two Anya’s excited voice issued from the bedroom. “I’m ready.” Helena picked up her riding crop and walked purposefully down the hallway, enjoying the emphatic click of her stiletto heels on the hardwood floor. She could submit and she could dominate. They were two sides of the same coin. Throwing her coat onto a chair, she approached the bed. Anya crouched on all fours like an animal, her eyes closed, straight auburn hair half-concealing her face. She was grinding her hips, pushing her bottom upwards, inviting punishment just as Helena herself had done. Anya’s boots were very like Helena’s – thigh high, supple black leather with spiky heels. The heels were not quite as extreme. Helena watched the girl intently. She could smell the delicate perfume of Anya’s arousal, sweet musk issuing from a pussy that was wet and swollen with desire. She thought of licking that delicious cunt, sliding her tongue inside its juiciness, lapping Anya until the girl screamed for mercy. But first, the crop.

Slowly, Helena traced the contours of Anya’s body with the tip of the crop, making the other girl shudder with anticipation. She remembered how she’d felt on the train, the delicious taboo quality of total submission to a near stranger. She knew how badly Anya wanted to feel the stinging bite of the little whip against her tender buttocks. Each moment of delay was an eternity of torment that made the coming whipping all the sweeter.

“You look beautiful in your boots.”

Helena caressed Anya’s thigh boots with the crop tip, using it as if it were an extra finger. The buttery texture of the luxurious leather transmitted itself up the shaft of the whip. Helena could feel the sensuality of the boots as if she were stroking them with her hands. A warm scent of fine leather, pussy musk and Anya’s light floral perfume drifted up from the bed. Helena realized she was very wet between her legs. She put down the crop and eased herself out of her soaking panties. A stronger, spicier musk blended with Anya’s and created a heady, sexual atmosphere in the small bedroom.

“Please, Helena!”

Helena picked up the crop again but, instead of applying it to Anya’s quivering bottom, she squatted slightly and slid it between her own pussy lips. The long narrow rod felt cool and smooth as it passed over her wet velvety flesh.

“Lick it.”

Shivering with arousal, she knelt on the bed and placed the juice-anointed crop against Anya’s parted lips. A pink tongue crept out to trace the length of the whip. Helena’s clitoris throbbed softly as she watched intently. She wanted Anya’s clever little mouth on her pussy lips, licking and sucking, tasting and nibbling. But first, discipline.

Reluctantly, she removed the crop from Anya’s mouth and then instructed the girl to pull down her panties. Anya’s bottom was beautiful, tight and round. Her buttocks squirmed in anticipation and Helena could see the damp stain on the crotch of her fine lacy panties. Helena placed the crop against the back of Anya’s thighs and the girl cried out: “Whip me!”

Helena raised the crop and brought it down sharply against Anya’s wriggling behind. The girl flinched and moaned. Again and again, hard and fast, Helena snapped the whip across Anya’s buttocks, watching them turn from white to pink to an angry scarlet. Anya’s short skirt had ridden up around her waist revealing a broad expanse of bottom and thigh. She ground her hips and growled and sobbed, her hair falling over her face as she thrust herself up toward the punishing crop. Helena’s orgasm was building. She could feel her bursting clit, swollen and softly pulsing. A tiny dribble of pussy juice ran down the inside of her thigh and disappeared beneath the top of her boot. Anya’s bottom was ravaged, welted, crimson. It was enough. Helena laid down the crop and crawled onto the bed.

“Is that better, my darling?”

Anya was sobbing softly in gratitude and relief. Helena traced the painful welts on the girl’s buttocks, making her groan.

“Yes. Thank you, mistress.”

“Now lick me.”

Helena lay down on the bed and spread her thighs wide, exposing her dripping cunt. Obediently, Anya crawled between her legs and dipped her face to Helena’s pussy. Helena could feel the girl’s hot moist breath on her throbbing clit and it was almost enough to take her over the edge. She moaned and arched her spine, pushing her hips up to meet Anya’s mouth.

“Lick me! Suck my clit!”

Slowly, teasingly, Anya kissed Helena’s pussy lips, deliberately avoiding the clitoris. Helena squirmed and ran her fingers through Anya’s hair.

“You little bitch. You’re tormenting me.”

Anya’s lips caressed Helena’s pussy with the delicacy of a butterfly tasting sugar. Helena’s orgasm swirled in her vulva like a whirlpool of pleasure, deeper than the clit alone. She fucked Anya’s face, coating the girl’s lips and chin with her potent juice. Anya nibbled on Helena’s pussy lips, like a fish on coral.

“Suck my clit!”

Wickedly, Anya paused and looked up at Helena who tried to push her lover’s face back down upon her pulsing cunt.

Anya smiled mischievously. “Want to come?”

Helena groaned. Her forehead glistened faintly with perspiration. She wanted to slap Anya. “You know I do!”

Anya put out her tongue until the very tip of it touched Helena’s bursting clit. Helena shuddered and thrust her hips upward.

“Did that feel good?”

Anya paused again, gazing up at her mistress, gauging the effect of the brief lick. Helena’s eyes were closed, her cheeks were flushed with arousal and emotion. Her pussy was a slick pink cleft, swollen, juicy and headily fragrant. Anya longed to suck on the fat hard clit but she concentrated on stroking the silky inner planes of Helena’s thighs with her fingertips. She knew Helena’s orgasm would be amazing when it finally came, intensified by the game of torment.

“It felt good, Anya. Make me come, damn you.”

Anya crouched on all fours, raising her well-whipped bottom in the air, enjoying the sense of exposure and the cool air of the room rushing over her hot, disciplined buttocks. She was almost as wet as Helena. Daintily, she imprinted tiny kisses all around Helena’s clit. The scent of pussy musk was intoxicating. She coated her lips with juice then leaned forward to kiss Helena on the mouth.

“Taste yourself,” she breathed into the other girl’s ear. “Taste how turned on you are. Taste how much you want me.”

Helena moaned, incoherent with pleasure. Again, Anya slid down to her lover’s pussy. It was fun to prolong an orgasm, to make it build and build, but there was a limit to her sadistic streak. She would let Helena have her climax. Hungrily, she went in for the kill, enveloping Helena’s hard, softly pulsing clit with her mouth, massaging the bud with the flat of her tongue, hard and fast. Sweet juice coated her lips and chin as Helena squirmed and frantically thrust her hips against Anya’s face.

“I’m coming! Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!”

Intense waves of pleasure rippled through Helena’s body and she jolted wildly as if electrified. She had needed to come so badly after her whipping on the train. Anya’s lips imprinted gentle kisses on her neck and she pulled the girl to her, held her close.

“I’ll make us some coffee in a minute.”

She watched Anya rise and cross the room to the window. The winter sunlight brought out the rich auburn tint of the girl’s hair and glanced off the shiny leather of her thigh boots. Outside, down in the square, people were busy going about their everyday lives. Anya sat on the broad window ledge, stretching out her long, slender, booted legs like a beautiful doll in a toyshop. The heels were spiky, glinting like little daggers. Helena licked her lips. She knew Anya would want more. She knew she wanted more. More fetish boots, more hot sharp whippings with the riding crop, more sweet kisses, more luscious pussy licking. Maybe soon she would ask the woman on the train to visit Anya’s apartment, to discipline them both. Anya turned and smiled at her, as if she knew what wicked plans were germinating in her lover’s mind.


ROLE-PLAY REVERSAL

Chris Westlake

The final curtain had been drawn an hour ago. The actors and actresses had left the stage, removed both make-up and pretences, and reluctantly returned to their real lives. She only came back because she had forgotten something. The door to the changing room was pushed open. She stopped dead in her tracks, stunned motionless by what she saw. Naked buttocks pressed against the dressing table. Long ebony thighs were spread wide. Greedy hands pushed and directed towards a waiting lap. The girl looked up, pouted her lips; released a husky laugh. Emily turned on her heels. A second laugh could be heard from the room she had just left. She had no idea who had been between those beautifully parted thighs, only that the laugh was most definitely female.

Emily Johnson joined the amateur dramatics two years before, shortly after her fortieth birthday. At first the roles were small and undemanding. This was her biggest to date. The production was set in rural England during the fifties. She played a rich, spoilt housewife, pampered by her hardworking, loyal black maid.

It felt strange playing such a pompous, demanding bitch. Emily was usually the one who wouldn’t say boo to a goose. She would have joined the amateur dramatics years ago if her husband hadn’t insisted that she stay at home and cater for his every need. And here she was, bullying a sweet naive maid who would not dare to disobey her. It was strange, but exciting.

Deana played the maid. Once the curtains were drawn, she could not have been more different from her character. The long plain dress and flat black shoes were replaced by six-inch high heels and skirts which showed off her long legs. The quiet, demure persona was replaced by a loud, sassy girl with seemingly no inhibitions. Deana was definitely full of fun and mischief.

And never more so since Emily had caught her on the dressing table with her panties down, those long legs spread wide.

The following evening, Emily prepared for the next show. She stared at her reflection in the mirror as the make-up girl, Natasha, brushed her long brown hair into place. She could hear but not see Deana. Then she came into view, strutting unashamedly in just high heels and a black skirt that barely covered the curve of her ample ass. Emily was struck by the full, upturned breasts and the astonishing darkness of her nipples. There was a silver ring in her right bud, which just seemed to demand attention. Emily felt unexpected heat stirring through her loins. It had been a long time. Deana caught her staring.

“Coming out with us girls tonight, Emily?” she asked.

Emily felt her face flush. She had never been asked out with the girls before. “I can’t tonight. My husband is expecting me home. But thank you for asking.”

Deana continued undressing, pulling off her little skirt, revealing a pair of silk black knickers underneath. She looked at Emily in the mirror and winked. “I’m going to get you out one of these days, Ms Johnson, even if it’s just ‘out of the closet’!”

Natasha sensed Emily’s embarrassment. “Don’t worry about her,” she said, tying Emily’s hair into a bun. “She is such a tease.”

It felt stranger than usual on stage that night. Deana stared at her with sweet innocent eyes as she obeyed her every command. Emily recalled the lust that had filled the same eyes only the night before. They had not looked so innocent when she was getting licked out on the dressing-room table.

The scene arrived where Deana tucked Emily into bed. She sat on the edge of the bed and listened patiently as Emily ranted about the unfairness of her life. Only tonight, Deana seemed that little bit closer. Emily could feel the warmth of her leg pressing against her midriff. The cut of her dress was pulled to one side, so that Emily could glimpse the frilly stockings hidden underneath. And then, there was the stray hand . . .

Deana had her back to the audience who were innocently watching the play. With her right hand, Deana tenderly stroked Emily’s forehead, just as she did every night. Tonight, however, her left hand slipped under the bed sheets, explored Emily’s body. Emily could not protest even if she had wanted to. She could sense the audience watching, listening as her voice became higher pitched and less controlled. Oblivious to the wonderful stray hand that stroked between her trembling inner thighs, teased the fabric of her dampening panties, slipped underneath her bra, firmly groped her round excited breasts . . .

Emily was her quiet self after the show. Deana was going out with all the girls, while Emily had to return to the coldness of her husband.

“I thought Emily really got into the show tonight,” Deana exclaimed. The girls nodded their heads. Emily wondered which of them she had heard with Deana the night before. Maybe it was Tracey, who looked particularly raunchy in her tight hot pants. “Yeah,” Deana continued, discreetly sucking a finger into her mouth, “I could sure feel her heat tonight, ladies.”

The next night Emily had never felt such raw energy up on stage. She longed for Deana to slip her hand underneath the bed sheets, right there in front of the unsuspecting audience. Her creamy, sensual loins craved to be caressed. She even arched her buttocks up off the bed, encouraging advances. And yet Deana appeared completely oblivious, playing her role with absolute professionalism. Emily frustratingly wondered whether she had lost interest.

The changing room was subdued. There was no talk of a night out. Deana was not excitedly driving activities. Unusually, Emily was the last to leave. She was just getting out of her chair when the door swung open. It was Deana, theatrically swinging her hips. Her high heels clicked against the tiled floor.

“I reckon it turns you on ordering me around on that stage, Emily,” she accused.

“N-no,” Emily stammered.

Deana pulled her hands from behind her back and revealed a pair of metallic handcuffs. She leaned so close that Emily was sure she could sense the heat emitting from her body. Deana dangled the handcuffs seductively, just inches from Emily’s eyes.

“Well,” Deana continued, “let’s see what it’s like to really be the boss.”

Emily timidly snatched at the handcuffs. She heard them click. “I think you’re getting the wrong idea here,” Deana growled. She took Emily’s other hand and handcuffed both hands to the back of the chair. Emily was now left in no doubt what her intentions were.

Deana pressed her finger against Emily’s trembling lower lip, pushed it into her mouth. “Now, Emily, just as I do everything you tell me to up on stage, tonight you are going to do everything I tell you to off stage. Understand?”

Emily could only nod her head. She watched as Deana unbuttoned her blouse, pulled her upturned breasts out of the bra. The nipples looked even darker than she remembered. The ring through the right bud teased and aroused her in equal measure.

“Now, I know that you have seen these before,” Deana drawled, cupping her breasts. “I caught you fucking ogling them.”

Emily felt the heat flowing down her cheeks, all the way to her chest. She knew that her own breasts were flushed with excitement.

“The good news is that they do need some attention. When I give you the go-ahead, I want you to take them into your mouth and suck on them as hard as you fucking can.”

Deana moved closer, nestled her breasts just inches from Emily’s face. Emily strained to move closer. She wanted the nipples in her mouth, wanted to savour the taste. Only, Deana remained just an inch or so from her eager lips. Deana laughed, but it was a cruel, wicked laugh. “Not until I give you the order, you horny little bitch.” She pulled on the back of Emily’s hair and whispered, “Now.”

Emily sucked the right nipple into her mouth and rolled the bud with her tongue, massaging it against the ring. She felt the grip on her hair tighten, the nipple in her mouth stiffen. Hot saliva trickled down the breast. “Harder!” Deana demanded. Emily grazed the nipple with her teeth and then bit into it, pressing down hard. She felt Deana flinch. “That’s better,” Deana whispered in her ear. “Does your husband know that you are into girls, Emily?” she asked, mockingly. “I’m sure that you don’t suck his cock as good as you suck my tits!”

Emily was still lost for words. She knew that protesting would be futile. Besides, she could feel her own sticky juices trickling down her inner thigh, probably staining the chair. Deana was already removing her skirt, then her black panties. Her full dark mound glistened. Emily had never seen such a beautiful sight as Deana naked.

“I think the only real test, though, is how much a girl likes to lick pussy,” Deana snarled. “And fortunately for you,” she said, pointing her finger at Emily, “my pussy is crying out to be licked right now.”

Deana knew exactly what she wanted and how she was going to get it. She swivelled the chair around, sat down on the edge of the dressing table and then raised her legs so that they gripped tightly around Emily’s shoulders. She took a fistful of Emily’s hair, pushed her face forcefully down towards her pussy. “I order you to lick me out, and don’t stop until I am screaming this fucking room down!”

Emily had never licked a lady before, never in her wildest dreams imagined that she would ever even do so. Deana gave an urgent sigh of approval as Emily slowly ran the tip of her tongue down her sex, all the way to the warm inviting buttocks. The grip on her hair tightened as the tongue prodded inside. Emily could hear Deana growling, completely out of control. She teasingly massaged the clit. Deana responded with a frantic “Oh fuck, yes, lick me there!” Emily continued with a controlled circular motion until she could feel Deana’s legs on her shoulders shaking in spasms. Deana was already screaming the room down, but Emily did not stop there. She continued teasing Deana’s clit until she felt that Deana would just not be able to take any more pleasure.

It took some time for Deana to regain some composure. She unlocked the handcuffs and gave Emily a peck on the temple, then hurriedly dressed. Emily was eager to regain her attention. She still had a throbbing ache between her thighs that she desperately longed to be satisfied. She knew that Deana was fully aware of her need. “That’s all you’re getting tonight,” Deana said with a wink. “If you are as hot as I think you are, there’s something hidden away in my top drawer that might help you out. Never been used; it’s for emergencies only.” With that, Deana was gone.

Emily did not need to think twice. This was most definitely an emergency. She searched frantically in the drawer, pulled out a dildo. She leaned back in her chair, rested her heels on the edge of the table. The result was instantaneous. Emily bit into her hand hard as the toy entered deep inside her.

The following night, Emily was again full of nervous energy. Her body longed for Deana. Again Deana showed her no attention during the show. She was the perfect meek maid following orders. It was only when she was changing that Deana discreetly whispered in her ear, “Be out on stage in ten minutes and under the bed sheets. Don’t make any moves in bed until I say that you can.”

The hall was deserted. There was no light and no sound. Emily pulled the sheets over her body and closed her eyes. She was anxious. What if Deana did not come? Finally, she sensed some muffled movements at the other end of the bed. A hand brushed between her thighs, raised her dress high over her hips, pulled her panties to one side. The tension had been building in her body all day. Emily knew that she was already soaking wet. A tongue licked and teased and toyed with her clit. Her hands gripped the sheets. She longed to reach out and press the tongue down harder against her ripe little bud, but she knew only too well what her instructions were. Instead, her teeth bit into the covers as she attempted to restrain her uncontrollable cries of passion.

The lights clicked on. She heard stilettos on the stage. “I guess you now know why I couldn’t resist having her tongue between my legs the other night.” Emily frantically twisted her neck sideways. It was Deana walking towards her. So who on earth was under the bed sheets? Emily pulled at the covers.

She gasped with surprise. The flowing red hair and wide smile were instantly recognizable. It was Natasha, the makeup girl. The same Natasha everyone thought was so very sweet and innocent. Emily sat open-mouthed in shock for just a moment. Then she laughed, realizing that everybody probably thought exactly the same way about her.

Deana joined the two of them in bed, under the hot spotlight of the stage. The lovemaking was sensual and divine. Emily mused, as she lay on her back recovering from a glorious orgasm, that, yes, this was most definitely her biggest role so far.


HOLY MATRIMONY

Chloe Ramsay

Is there anything softer than a woman’s kiss?

I don’t mean a quick peck on the cheek or what they call an air kiss – they’re just social graces and fairly pretentious at that. Mind you, they do have a place.

Without a hello kiss I wouldn’t be with Heather now.

How vivid that first touch was. The wedding of a friend’s son. Neil getting married to Claire – a straight (in the way of innocence, though I have little doubt their sex life is equally straight) couple whom everyone views as “nice”. Claire looks like the kind of girl whose knickers drawer is all white and for whom the most wicked thing she’s ever done is say shit when her casserole burns.

But maybe I’m doing her a disservice. Maybe she and Neil are at it like rabbits day and night. I don’t care one way or the other. Not my thing, see?

Jenny, Neil’s mother, a fussy martyr of a woman who likes the sound of her own voice more than anyone else does, invited me, thanks to Zumba classes we both go to. Quite why she should invite me when I don’t know the happy couple defeats me. But I’m glad she did.

I was a bit nervous when I walked into the reception hall. The church was OK because it was all quiet and choreographed and I didn’t need to say hello and how are you and all the social ice-breaking words. But the reception was a different matter: probably eighty people and only one I’d ever met before. We had the usual receiving line as we went in, with the bride and groom and their parents shaking hands with relatives and friends and the likes of me – someone they’d never seen before and would probably never see again. Air-kiss city or what? Mwah, mwah noises filled the air.

They also had the bridesmaid. Heather. Right at the end of the line. I spotted her as I was drawing near, right next to Neil’s dad. She spotted me, too, I could tell. I wonder if her pulse quickened at the sight? I know mine did.

Mwah, mwah – Neil’s mother. Mwah, mwah – Claire’s father. Mwah, mwah – Claire’s mother. Mwah, mwah – Neil’s father.

And then – Heather. Mwah – God, she’s sexy. Mwah – I want, gimme. Her hands taking mine. Soft, feminine hands, holding gently and with no intention of letting go. Her perfume, one I recognized yet couldn’t name. Her hair, soft on my cheek, a strand refusing to leave my lips as I slowly pulled away. Her neck, inched from my eyes, begging me to bite it, kiss it and make her scream with lust.

“Hello, Chloe, how are you?” Like long-lost friends. She had obviously listened when I was introduced to the others. Neil’s dad asking if we knew each other, Heather saying we were friends from way back and she hadn’t seen me for ages and we simply had to catch up on each other’s news. Me, nodding lamely, captivated by her.

Mwah a third time – her on me. An excuse to whisper in my ear, “I want you.”

No doubts. No “are you gay?” stuff here. Confidence. Beauty. Need.

Mutual need.

From that moment we were on a collision course and we both knew it. Me, sitting on a circular table with five strangers. Her, sitting at the top table, making strangers out of her friends by being totally preoccupied by making eyes at me. Me, my palms damp, knickers too. My nipples hard, anticipating her lips. Every so often that look, unspoken shapes made by her lips when all attention was on speeches and food and wine and wedding cakes.

“I’m going to fuck you,” the unspoken words said. “Tonight.”

“And I’m going to let you,” the shapes of my mouth sent back.

Come on, everyone, eat up. I need to touch and need to speak and all of you are in my way.

Speeches; interminable speeches. Laughter, polite rather than sincere.

Then, blissfully, the end. People leaving tables. Heather weaving through the crowd, passing my way. A slip of table napkin pressed in my hand as she passed. Then she was gone.

I looked at the slip of paper under cover of the crowd.

“218”. A room number.

Time to join the chase. But the first barrier, Jenny, fussing as ever. Me, polite, thinking, Get out of my way, you stupid, inconsequential woman. Me excusing myself. Needing to freshen up; at least that’s my story.

Glancing back from the doorway to make sure nobody’s following, though why should they?

A small crowd waited for the lift. No time, so up the stairs I went, floor two. The signs on the wall directing me left, more signs on doors saying 202, 204 . . . and eventually, 218.

The same as any other door. On the outside.

Tap, tap, tap. Would she be there?

A noise from within, the door opening, arms reaching for me, pulling me in, crashing me against the wall as her foot kicked the door shut.

Lips devouring mine, almost painful in their gentle insistence. Sweet agony. A need to be closer together than was physically possible. Lips, tongues and hands sought places they’d never been before.

She pushed me backwards, my eyes closed and danger of falling over. But I didn’t care. The bed halted my legs’ progress but the rest of me carried on, landing heavily on the bed with her on top, following, scrabbling, wanting me. My arms round her neck, pulling her in. I will never let you escape, Heather. This kiss must last forever. Eating and drinking and talking are unimportant compared to this kiss.

Her perfume invaded me, filling me with her beautiful feminine scents. Her breathing, or was it mine? Maybe it was both of us, but was there no other sound in the world anywhere?

We rested a brief second, staring into each other’s eyes and smiling because . . . who knows why? Who cares why? Because life, in this microcosm, was ideal, was perfect.

The pause was short-lived, as if to give us time to take aim. Then we descended on each other again, rolling, laughing and most of all kissing. Her hands were on my boobs and mine on hers. This was silly. It was brutal. It was clumsy. It was man-like.

We stood; we faced each other. She reached for me and turned me round. She lifted up my hair from my neck as she pulled the zip of my dress from far north to deep south, then attacked my neck with long, shiver-making kisses and bites. My dress ended up round my waist and I watched in the mirror as her hands came round to cup my braless breasts, her thumbs flicking across the nipples that were already too sensitive to touch.

But I wanted a go. I turned to face her, reaching round to unfasten the long zip of her claret-coloured bridesmaid’s dress as she devoured my breasts with her eyes. As soon as I got the zip down she followed with her mouth. I feared I would explode and embarrass myself. But I believed then, and have proved it since, that she could easily make me climax just from the way she sucks my breasts.

Her dress fell away to reveal a white, boned corset, its cantilever bra offering her breasts to me like a last supper. The dress fell further, revealing man-fantasy white nylons and suspenders and the tiniest of silk thongs, wickedly black in contrast to the bridal white of the rest.

I didn’t have time to drink in the vision as she pushed again and I fell on my back. She was at my dress immediately, pulling it off and discovering my thong was every bit as brief, every bit as black and every bit as wicked as hers. Almost identical, in fact. Maybe we connected before the wedding. Maybe we were soul mates.

And, in my case, that’s all I was wearing.

I watched, transfixed, as her fingers pushed into the waist-band, making a delightfully obscene bulge in the front. But no way could I watch for long. Her second finger saw to that, sliding between me and sending me sensations I’d only ever thought I could produce in myself.

Soul mates, yes.

Much like most women, I guess (or so the self-appointed experts tell us) I get more out of external caresses than from any kind of penetration. Rubbing (gently, please) my clitoris is fantastic until I get too sensitive, and I’d never had much success with the elusive G-spot.

Until that day.

Her eyes locked on mine as she deliberately and visually turned her hand over so her palm was uppermost, moments before sliding deep inside me in what can only be described as a hooking motion. Her fingernails almost scratched along my front vaginal wall, slowly and with purpose. Slowly, in . . . and in . . . and in . . . and—Oh my God!

She found it, or if not it, she found something. I nearly jerked to the ceiling as she touched it and held me down with the knuckle.

Then again, painfully slowly until I had no ability to breathe. I grabbed hopelessly at her hand, grasping her wrist but having no strength to actually do anything.

I am hers, possessed, owned, defeated.

And she moved lower, sliding across the bedcover, sinking to her knees on the thick hotel-room carpet.

I knew where she was going but I would surely die if she got there.

I should be considerate. I should be giving something in return.

But I couldn’t.

All the world existed in her fingers. All the world quickly transfered to her tongue as it stabbed me right on the tip of my clitoris. She moved, not only in contact with me in two places: the tip of her tongue vibrating my most sensitive part and the fingernailed tip of her finger unrelenting on that amazing new territory that she had discovered and that was now hers for as long as she wanted it.

I don’t remember my climax. Odd, because I’m fairly sure it was the best one I’d ever had up to that point. Not since because she can do it again whenever she wants. And she has, and continues to do so.

She let me rest after that. I had to; all my energy had gone. It gave me time to look at her. Man-fantasy gear or not, she looked very edible.

“That’s a wicked look,” she said to me with a smile.

“I want you,” I said back. “But I’m exhausted. Your fault.”

“In that case, I shall do the work,” she countered.

She stood, swaying slightly to some imagined music we could both hear. It took her five minutes to lose the thong. And not a second wasted. It was a dance, sure, and just about the sexiest dance I’d ever seen. She gyrated, pulled it down, pulled it up, pulled it tight, pushed her own fingers down the front just as she had with me, letting me hear a wet, disgracefully sexy squelch to prove to me she was just as turned on as I was. She removed her fingers, put them to her lips but stopped a millimetre away, moving them instead to my greedy lips, where I devoured this second-hand taste of her.

It just made me want more. But she wouldn’t be hurried. She gyrated inches from my face then. (OK, I admit it, I sat up to be closer.) I could smell that perfume again, irrevocably linked forever with the scent of her femininity, clean, fresh and intoxicating. I leaned forwards quickly, lips and tongue at the ready, but she was far too fast for me, darting out of the way and teasing us both.

“Lie back,” she said. “I want to do it.”

Do what? I wondered. But I complied.

I watched her pull the thong down and off, and I could see tiny droplets of moisture as she climbed aboard. She pushed me back, forcing me to lie down, straddling me, cutting off the light, descending on me as if I had no choice.

Maybe I didn’t have any choice.

Maybe I didn’t want choices.

She tasted as good and fresh as she smelled as I licked at her, far too keen to do any real good.

“Slow down,” she told me. “Let me do it.”

She held my hands, taking them above my head and holding them there. I’ve never really tried bondage, but I will. Whenever Heather decides.

Her hips were moving slowly backwards and forwards, painting my mouth with the wetness of her secret self. My tongue couldn’t hope to keep track – I was too blessed out for coordination – but I tried, and now and again her bitter-sweetness hotted my taste buds. I strained to peer sideways, seeing us in the mirror, a writhing, gyrating Heather atop a completely submissive Chloe. As one. A Heather-Chloe.

She pulled my hands up, urgently pulling off the shoulder straps of the corset and yanking it down so she could maul her own breasts using my hands. They were hard and beautiful and I wanted them. I wanted all of her.

But at the moment I had what she cared to give me – nothing more, nothing less.

She shouted obscenities at me, but not in a bad way. It meant she was going to come, and the constantly leaking fluids coating my face and mouth were evidence of it. When it hit her, she pulled my hands tight into her chest and squashed me with the rest of her. At that moment, her climax was so powerful (she told me afterwards so I know it’s true) that whether I could breathe or not didn’t concern her. Frankly, neither did I.

We spent the night together, annoyed that we had to return to the wedding for the couple’s sake, despite the fact the delay was such sweet agony.

We’ve been together since. We laugh about that day.

As darling, beautiful Heather says, “Did you take this woman?”


WOMEN’S TOP FANTASIES

Dominique James

Anyone know what women’s favourite fantasies are? My work as a psychologist gives me access to all kinds of medial papers, most of which are so boring they’re little more than a good cure for insomnia. But when I received notification about a survey of women’s favourite fantasies – buried amongst all that highbrow stuff . . . Well, who can blame a girl for taking a peek? In reverse order, they are:

10. Casual sex with a stranger

9. Group sex

8. Female domination

7. Having sex with an audience

6. Sexual surrender

5. Lesbianism – usually when your man watches

4. Being a prostitute or lap dancer (being paid for sex)

3. Being had by two men at once

2. Gender swap

1. Rape

Now I’ve always been one to enjoy sex to its fullness. My husband Philip can testify to that. My personal list of favourite fantasies is not so far from the official version, but reading it set me thinking. And that’s never a good idea. I started to formulate plans of how I could combine several of these fantasies together, for my own amusement and Philip’s.

And I wasn’t going to leave them as fantasies.

Going down the list with a red pen I tried to combine as many as possible. First, I discounted a few. Female domination: yes, I could go for that, but it also mentioned using a strap-on dildo on your man, which I have no real desire to do, especially knowing that it would freak Philip out after he’d had a rigid sigmoidoscopy a couple of years back. If you don’t know what that is, let me tell you it involves a device called a rigid sigmoidoscope being inserted into the patient’s rectum. It’s not a huge device and, considering Philip thinks nothing of persuading me to take his cock inside my rectum (and without flattering you, darling, your cock is bigger), the yelling and screaming when he had it done made the whole idea unthinkable. So that bit goes off the list (though the female domination bit stays firmly on it).

Philip is, to say the least, a jealous man. If another man comes on to me at a party or a conference, Philip’s hackles start to rise and he gets all caveman, which is just fine by me (you brute!), though I wish he realized I am more than capable of getting rid of unwanted male advances. So being had by two men at once also got crossed off the list. To be honest, it doesn’t do a lot for me anyway, since I know the male version of that fantasy is a lot less gentle than the female version.

But the rest . . . why not? I’ll describe for you what happened when I managed to carry out my plan. It involved a day carefully chosen to have no distractions and interruptions, a good supply of red wine, locking all the doors in the house and switching off all the phones.

And my best friend Debbie, who’s every bit as wicked as I am, recently divorced and stunningly gorgeous. So gorgeous I can fully understand why every man who sets eyes on her wants her. So gorgeous that, if I’m going for it, I want her.

Philip, having no idea what I’d planned, was grateful for a day off work (he’s a civil engineer) but was still unaware why I’d asked him to arrange it. In bed in the morning, he imagined I was on the menu – well, I was, but not till the evening – and was mildly annoyed when I resisted his clumsy attempts to keep me in bed. Instead I was up, in a bathrobe and into the shower.

All clean, I told him – truthfully – I’d bought some new clothes and wanted his opinion. He sighed patiently (I’m always buying clothes) but sat in the chair ready for my fashion show.

In the adjacent room I put on my new black bikini – if I valued it by pounds (sterling) per square inch, this was a very expensive bikini, but Philip didn’t seem to mind. OK, I admit it, I posed a lot. I bent forwards facing him, so my boobs looked as if they’d tumble out, and facing away from him, giving him a good view of my (very shapely, thank you) bottom and legs.

Back in the other room, I slipped into a lingerie set bought for the occasion – his favourite all black and in the style of burlesque, though a lot briefer and more see-through. I danced into the room humming “The Stripper” and he nearly cricked his neck watching me. Remember he was still naked at this point and this outfit certainly perked up his interest, if you get my meaning. Being a lap dancer – check!

Hardly surprising, then, that he made a grab.

I had to tell him off; I didn’t want my new silk stockings to get laddered so soon. He promised to behave but I made out I didn’t trust him, an excuse to bring the next fantasy into play. Sounding like a schoolteacher I’d guess, I used some of his ties to fasten his wrists behind the chair and his ankles to it. He wasn’t bothered – it was all part of the game and he’s usually up for games. Once he couldn’t grab me, I really went to town, doing my best lap-dancing impression, which had me nearly losing control when I rubbed my bits in his face.

I was delaying this bit to reach the next cue – a ring at the doorbell.

“Who could that be?” I asked in my best amateur dramatics voice.

By this time I’d removed my bra and, when I made to leave the room to answer the door, he suggested I cover up, but I teased him by suggesting it was probably the postman and he wouldn’t mind. His face when I left the room was a picture!

I already knew who was at the door, but I covered myself up with my arm just in case as I opened it.

“Very nice,” said Debbie with a grin, as she stepped inside and I relocked the door.

I’d not really told her what I’d planned for the day; in any case I only had the basic ideas and was quite happy to see where the day would go. But she knew it was going to be sexy and I whispered to her that Philip was tied naked in our bedroom before having a loud conversation (about nothing, really) from the hallway – I wanted Philip to know she was there and that he couldn’t do anything to get himself dressed. Then I beckoned her upstairs, letting our conversation get louder as we got closer, imagining how red-faced Philip was going to be. Female domination – check!

“Debbie’s here,” I announced as we entered the bedroom.

“D, get me out of here,” he hissed, trying to keep his legs closed. I did notice his erection had vanished.

“It’s all right, darling,” I told him. “Debbie used to be a nurse; she’s seen more than you have to offer.”

Then I told Debbie I was just trying on some new outfits and invited her to try some too. I left her with a very red-faced Philip and skipped next door to bring some clothes in. Debbie’s about my size, though my boobs are bigger, so this would be fun. Philip’s mouth was agog as she casually stripped down to her underwear – wicked red bra, thong and black fishnet hold-up stockings – before trying on a sexy red cocktail dress I’d bought for our holidays.

But still his erection wasn’t playing. That was OK, though. What I had planned didn’t need an erection.

Or a man.

He was still complaining, just like a man, which suited me just fine. I handed Debbie a pair of black French knickers and asked her to try them, which involved her taking off her thong, under cover of the dress.

That led on to my berating Philip for complaining and the excuse to bunch up Debbie’s warm (and damp) thong.

Philip was ahead of me. “You wouldn’t dare,” he started.

“Open up,” I told him, and when he stayed clenched I mentioned as innocently as I could that he had a choice. Debbie and I were there, I said, and he could either accept the gag and be able to watch, or he could be fitted with a blindfold.

He hates it when I get one over on him, but he opened up. I knew he would. Debbie’s thong in place, fixed there by a few strips of surgical tape – we have it in the bedside table because he loves to gag me. Then I turned my attention to Debbie.

But I didn’t really know how to start.

She helped – I must ask her if she’s done this kind of thing before – by grabbing me and snogging me, full on the lips.

Wow.

I love kissing anyway, but what had I been missing? She kisses so well, so gently yet so completely, that it was a natural reaction to kiss her in return. We spent ages doing it, mingling tongues and breathing into each other. At times I almost forgot we had our audience. Oh, er . . . Having sex with an audience – check!

And her hands were everywhere: my neck, my back and shoulders, but mostly my boobs. How gently and lovingly she treated them; so different from Philip’s usual mauling. She kind of weighed them, as if they were different from her own, which I suppose they are. Maybe, I thought, I should check.

She made no protest when I pulled off the dress. The French knickers and the bra didn’t match, of course, but I unfastened her bra.

Actually, I’d seen her breasts before, and she mine, because we go to aerobics classes together and have showers afterwards, but this was a bit different. Kind of. I realized in that moment I’d actually always been interested in them, but I’d never had an excuse to do anything about it before. This time, though, with her still paying homage to mine, it was only fair that I return the compliment. They felt a bit different from mine – firmer, maybe, with smoother, tougher skin.

And still we kissed, Philip all but forgotten. I knew she went on holidays to the Mediterranean and was used to sunbathing topless – she’d shown me some photos once – but she was showing no shyness in front of my husband and I had no idea what he would be thinking. I just hoped he didn’t have a heart attack.

I heard her say “at last” at one point and I stopped to ask her what she meant. She explained that she’d flaunted herself in front of me in the gym changing room and all but forced me to see her topless pictures, but I’d never taken the hint.

“What hint?” I asked dumbly.

“I fancy you. I’m a lesbian, D, didn’t you know?”

 “Lesbian?” No, I didn’t know. “But you were married.”

“A marriage of convenience,” she explained. “But it was never going to last and it didn’t. Carl is gay.”

Now you could have knocked me over with a feather. Or could you. It’s amazing how once somebody’s told you something it all becomes obvious. The signs had always been there but I’d never read them, about Debbie or her ex.

She renewed the kissing. And the breastwork. She was more insistent now, reaching down to my knickers and trying to push the waistband down. It felt fantastic! Until I remembered.

“No,” I protested loudly, pushing her away.

She looked at me like a slapped puppy. “But I thought . . .”

“My list of fantasies,” I reminded her, having shared the list – if not my plan – via email. “Top of the list,” I insisted.

She thought for a moment, then it clicked. “Rape?” she asked.

“Rape.” I smiled.

“But how . . .?”

“Some of Philip’s ties. Pretend you drugged me. I’ll wake up in five minutes so you’d better be quick.”

I didn’t help her, either. I fell like a dead weight on the floor while she went to his wardrobe, already open from when I’d got the ties to do Philip. Then she dragged me by my arms to the bed and humped me onto it. I almost giggled but managed to control it.

When I was on the bed it was easier. I’d been tied up before – Philip likes doing it, but never got as much as this from it. She had me stretched between the four corners of the bed really tightly, pulling off my thong before she tied my feet.

Then I magically awoke and protested how I was there against my will and she should please let me go. The bitch just ignored me. She knew I was stuck there and she just prodded me all over with her fingers – well, not all over actually – you know what I mean.

When I’d been playing asleep, I’d heard some weird noises, but hadn’t opened my eyes because of the pretence. Now I realized what they were – Philip was trying, slowly, to turn the chair round to see us and the noise was the chair legs scraping on the panelled floor.

“Help me,” I called to him, keeping up the pretence of an unwilling victim.

“He can’t help you,” Debbie laughed. “In fact . . .”

She went to the linen closet and found a pillowslip, then dragged it over Philip’s head so he couldn’t see, despite his moaned complaints. She secured it there with another tie and turned her attention back to me.

There wasn’t much she didn’t do to me as she held me captive. Her fingers and hands went all over me, not just my sexual parts. Her mouth, too, unhurriedly kissing up my arms and legs, on my breasts and belly and neck, never forgetting my mouth, which she explored inside and out.

I struggled and protested, more because I thought I should than because I wanted to.

What I wanted, in fact, was for that maddening, teasing mouth to go down on me and to drink of my nectar, which I could feel cooling between my thighs. But she knew that; she was in control. Instead, she stood and stripped off, telling me (unnecessarily because I could see) and Philip (who couldn’t) that she was taking off her knickers. Then, as I suspected she was going to and was powerless to stop, she mounted the bed, facing my feet, and straddled my face, lowering herself onto my mouth. I’d never seen a vagina in close-up before (despite university anatomy lessons) but I watched this one until her bottom cut out all light. Then I didn’t need to see; it was there, wetly sucking at my mouth and daring me to plunge my tongue in. I never could refuse a dare.

I wanted her to do me more than anything I’d ever wanted. Philip goes down on me, more because I like it than because he does, but I just knew Debs would like it and be good at it, if only she’d give in and do it. Now!

“Please, Debs,” I moaned into her flesh, but I doubt I could make intelligible noises.

Whatever, because all she did was ride my face, getting more and more energetic until she was doing all the work and I was trying to keep up. She made herself come more than I made her, but that was OK. Then she turned round and sat down on my face again, this time facing the top of the bed so she could watch me licking her and I could look up at her pubes and her boobs and her staring face.

This time it was me who made her come.

When she’d finished, and I was certain I was due my turn, she just climbed off and left the bed. For a horrible moment I thought she was going to fuck Philip – I couldn’t have stopped her – but she just left the room and went downstairs, leaving both Philip and me all trussed up with nowhere to go.

She was just playing a game, of course; a few minutes later she was back, gloriously naked, carrying a cup of coffee for herself. She sat and drank it before coming to me again.

Her tongue was still hot from the coffee when she attacked my pussy with it. I imagined I’d climax immediately but she was too good for that. She licked then left, kissed then drank, fingered me then fingered herself, keeping me simmering but letting me know who was boss.

“D’you want to come?” she asked at last, looking down at me with a totally obscene trail of my juice on her lips.

I nodded like an idiot.

“OK, but there are conditions. First, you have to agree I can do this again whenever I want.”

I nodded like an idiot again.

“Secondly, I spend the night here in bed with you. Philip stays tied to the chair either way, but you can choose whether it’s in here or in another room.”

Poor Philip. I considered, briefly, what he’d choose. Apart from to be set free so he could fuck my brains out. I decided two things: one, he’d probably prefer to be there and at least hear what we were up to and two, Philip was not in any way my priority.

“In here,” I gasped.

She didn’t wait a moment, descending on me like a wild thing and licking along the lines of my labia (and directly across my clit) rapidly and hard. Her previous gentleness had apparently deserted her. All she wanted was to make me come, which I did. And then again, which I did, struggling at my bonds. Then again, until I lost count. Rape? Check!


SERVING SARA

Angel Propps

Laughter sounded from corners, cigarette smoke clung to the ceiling in blue-grey veils and mingled with colognes and perfumes. The hum of conversations ran like an electrical current through the crowded rooms of the penthouse apartment. The elegantly clad guests stood about drinking from thinly stemmed glasses and stuffing themselves from the ever-present trays of food.

Walking among the guests was Sara Dahl: an employee of the caterer who had been hired for the evening. To alleviate her boredom, Sara amused herself by practising subtle little tortures like moving the trays she held just far enough away so the person reaching would really have to stretch to be able to take the tidbit they wanted. Earlier in the evening, she had slathered an unholy combination of peanut butter and crab-meat on wheat crackers then topped the creations with sprigs of mint. She had found the way the guests had looked askance at the morsels, but had eaten them anyway while praising the caterer’s genius, hysterically funny.

At that moment she was feeling fairly prankish and wondering what she could do about it. She had plans to go out to the local dungeon after the party was over and was considering going to the room where they had been allowed to stow their belongings, grabbing a tube of the flavoured lube she kept in her toy bag and using it to garnish a few of the foods being served. That thought was instantly forgotten when the door opened again to admit a late arriving guest. The talk died down, and then sped up as the ones who had fallen silent realized it. The woman who had caused the furore stood quietly in the doorway, an amused smile on her face and Sara could not help but stare. It was not just that she was beautiful, although she was; she simply exuded sex like some women put forth the scent of the food they ate. The newcomer had honey-coloured hair that hung to her waist, framing an oval face that featured green eyes which tilted at the outer edges, a straight nose and full pink lips. She had the long attenuated body of a model, shown to its best advantage in a skinny black sheath that clung just a bit too tightly and was held up by one thin strap crossing her right shoulder. Her glowing golden skin made Sara wonder where her tan line ended, and if it even did.

The woman came deeper into the room and small groups parted in hesitant, hopeful patterns but she ignored the smiles and small waves and nods. Her eyes locked on to Sara’s and Sara refused to drop hers first. She stood stock-still, the tray balanced on one hand and watched as the woman moved towards her with a low-slung, nearly vicious walk. A come-on-and-fuck-me stroll that left no doubt that she was a woman who got what she wanted, Sara thought, and a cruel grin crossed her sensually cut lips. She had no doubt that the woman approaching her knew damn well that her walk gave her away . . . and could not have cared less.

“I don’t suppose you have whiskey in those glasses.” The voice was a smoky and nasty contralto with a gritty undertone. It made Sara think of dark molasses pooling slowly over jagged rocks.

“No. Champagne.” Sara extended the tray slightly but not quite far enough. The pale bubbles swished and hissed inside the delicate glass and the woman gave Sara a long assessing look that was filled with recognition.

“I would love something—” the voice got lower, the kohl-surrounded eyes went to a sleepy half-mast position and those lean hips tilted out slightly, too slightly to be noticed by the rest of the room but enough to light Sara’s nerves on fire with lust “—a hell of a lot harder and stronger.”

“I can give you that.” Cool confidence oozed from Sara’s words.

“I bet you could.” There was cool consideration in the words. “I’m Jamie. I have to say I have never fucked the help before but you look like fun. There’s a bathroom down at the far end of the back hallway; do you know where it is?” Sara nodded. It lay a few feet from the room the caterer’s employees had been given. “If you go past it and turn right at the end there’s a little room on the left. It used to be the nanny’s room years ago but nobody uses it. I could meet you there in five minutes.”

“Don’t be late, Jamie. I won’t wait.”

Sara did not wait around to see if her order would be obeyed. She knew it would be. She went past the guests, half-heartedly offering the flutes of champagne and, once in the massive kitchen, tossed the tray into the sink and ducked back out again, heading for the room and grabbing her toy bag on the way.

She slipped through the door of the old nanny’s room in a cloud of expensive perfume and sexual heat and Sara forgot everything but the white-hot lust beating a pulse at the top of her pussy.

“Take your dress off,” Sara said and there was a brief silence. Then the dress slid to the floor with a small noise that sounded remarkably like a sigh. Sara let her eyes wander from the toned shoulders and bird-light collarbone to the stacked ribs and the concave stomach. The nearly flat hips led to slim thighs and well-toned calves, trim ankles and long narrow feet, all of which were shown off to perfect advantage in nothing more than a pair of sky-high black stilettos. There was already a smear of clear fluid staining the thin blonde curls from behind which a glimpse of coral could be seen.

The fact that she could be caught and fired only heightened Sara’s excitement as she pulled off her own clothes. The neatly starched white blouse and the crisp black slacks were tossed to one side and she saw the admiring gaze her companion levelled on her large dark nipples. The skin covering her pussy was soft and clean shaven. Her clit protruded from between her fat lips as she put her harness on. She heard an indrawn breath and looked up in time to see a look of utter longing on the blonde’s face as she gaped at the thick, long cock that jutted out from Sara’s womanly curves in a dizzyingly sexy juxtaposition.

There was no slow slide into sex. Jamie went to her knees with a greedy whimper. Her mouth opened, the cock slid past pearly teeth and an artful triangle of tongue came out and swiped at the head playfully before the belly of it disappeared down the arch of her throat. Sara dug her fingernails into scalp, relishing the soft sounds coming from her partner. The cock slid deeper and came back out glistening. The sight of it fucking that pretty face made Sara’s senses light up and she found herself pushing harder and faster, hips bucking and jerking helplessly as sensation slammed into her clit and spread through her cunt.

“Make me come, pretty,” she said hoarsely. “Suck my cock until I come in your mouth.”

Jamie nodded obediently and Sara bit her lips together to suppress her cries while wave after wave of orgasm rushed through her. Come dripped from her pussy and slid into the leather of her harness, her fingers tightened their grip and she pulled that face closer, fucking it faster. There were wet slurping sounds that made her spurt again. She had to pull out and back away in order to regain control, which she did quickly.

The room was essentially bare but for a high twin bed with an old-fashioned iron foot and headboard and a long dresser. Sara got her playmate to her feet, and then guided her over to the bed. She pulled rope from her bag, a powerful vibrator and a roll of silvery duct tape before looking questioningly at her prey.

“Are you up for this?”

“Give it to me.” The answer was reckless, spoken in a breathless rush and Sara grinned as endorphins began to flood her system. She bent Jamie over the side of the bed, threaded the nylon rope around her wrists in long loops then hog-tied her hands behind her back. She forced her legs to open wide then made loops around each ankle, caressing the slinky straps of the stilettos as she removed them. With them on, the blonde was simply too tall. With loops finished, she tied the free ends of the rope to the feet of the bed. The rope was not to keep her in place, the extra lengths of it between her ankles would allow her to move, but it was the sensation of being in bondage that Sara wanted to impart. She stepped back and surveyed the bound woman with a pleased look on her face; the position made the other woman’s ass lift and her pussy was clearly visible. Her legs were already trembling with strain and effort. Her pubic curls were soaked and juice slipped down the insides of her thighs. Sara duct-taped her mouth and instructed her to hold up two fingers if she needed to stop. Then she began.

She lightly slapped the exposed ass cheeks, her hands barely striking the skin. As the flesh began to warm and redden, she hit harder, enjoying the moans coming from behind the duct tape and the way the blonde arched up higher to get her spanking. Sara smacked her left cheek then slid a finger along the juicy pocket of pussy. It opened beneath her probing; the scent of arousal teased at her nostrils and slick warm oil coated her finger. She caressed and stroked, sliding her finger in and out in a slow and gentle motion and then she got on her knees and put her face into hot pussy.

Jamie jerked and gasped as Sara’s tongue flicked across her lips, then higher. Sara used her fingers to stretch the tender labia open and used her tongue to massage the hard clit, working it under the hood and sucking gently at the beaded pearls of pussy juice and come. The blonde rocked helplessly against her face, grinding and humping at her mouth in a nearly frenzied motion.

“You come when I say and not before,” Sara said and pulled away.

Jamie whined out her dismay but Sara ignored it. She stood and positioned herself so that the head of the cock lay against the opening of Jamie’s pussy and then she slid inside her in one long hard movement. The cock was swallowed by the pink flesh and the blonde’s one visible eye rolled back in her head. To up the ante Sara leaned back a bit and gave her four more smacks on her ass then reached around the taut waist and used her fingers to rub the clit.

“You want to come, don’t you?” she taunted and Jamie sobbed out a yes. “Be a good girl and take my dick and I will let you come, but if you come before I say, I will have to make you pay for it. You don’t want that, do you?”

“No . . . Yes . . . please . . .”

Sara waited until she knew the blonde was on the outer edges of an orgasm before speaking again. “Come,” she ordered.

Come puddled and oozed from around the cock. Sara thrust faster, her hips slamming against the blonde’s ass cheeks. The bed shook and Jamie’s tiny tits bounced while her fingers made grabs at the empty air. A red flush lit her cheeks and forehead and her thighs quivered, all undeniable signs of her pleasure. But Sara was not done with her yet.

She reached for the vibrator, turned it on and placed it against the shuddering clit. Her cock teased the puckered seam of the other woman’s asshole and her eyes went wide. Her body jerked forwards and her cries became frantic.

“Yes?” Sara asked.

Jamie nodded furiously, her hair falling across her gagged face. Sara pulled her hair away so the half of her face not pressed into the mattress could be seen, then moved into her ass slowly, inch by inch, savouring the duelling expressions of pleasure and pain on her face. Her own pussy ached with the need to come and she deliberately slowed down, prolonging her pleasure. The vibrator hummed and tears leaked down the blonde’s cheeks. Sara moved faster, her own needs taking precedence for a moment and she growled out, “I want you to come again. You come right now dammit while I am in your ass.”

They both came, Sara biting at her lips to keep from screaming while her cunt clenched and opened, clenched and opened, with Jamie crying and begging behind her gag.

Satiated, Sara pulled out and collapsed in a heap beside her victim, waiting for her breathing to return to normal. When it did, she untied her then removed the tape carefully, gathered her close and held her for a long few minutes. Her face pressed into the hollow of the creamy throat. She could smell perfume and cigarettes, feel the silken skin just beneath the skin of her own cheek.

“I am so fired,” Sara said and began to laugh.

“Don’t worry, if anyone says something about you being gone, I’ll just tell them I needed your help because I spilled a drink on my dress or something.”

“My boss is a bitch. She wouldn’t care what the excuse was.” Sara stretched and yawned and then added, “It’s not really a great gig anyway.”

“Are you saying I am worth getting fired?” There was a laugh in that voice and Sara shrugged, unwilling to concede the point. But in her head she yelled a loud hell yes. “Well, your boss won’t fire you. My parents use her all the time and if I say I needed you nobody would question it.”

“Your parents?” Sara turned her head to look at the blonde. “This is your home?”

“I grew up here but I live in London now. I was just visiting and I’m leaving again in the morning. I wasn’t going to be at the party tonight because I had to meet some old friends but we ended things early and now I’m glad we did.”

“It’s too bad you have to leave so soon,” Sara said. “There are any number of things I would like to do to you.”

Jamie slipped from the bed and began to pull her dress back on. Sara felt a pang of regret at the sight of it covering that luscious body. “Ah well, maybe we’ll meet again.”

Sara climbed out of the bed and began to hunt for her panties. “Maybe so.”

They took turns leaving, each of them stopping by the bathroom and Sara making an extra stop to toss her bag back into the employees’ room. The party had died down; only those too drunk or foolish to know they had overstayed their welcome were left. Stale smoke made Sara’s eyes itch and she began the task of removing glasses that had been left carelessly on one small side table. If her absence had been noticed, nobody mentioned it. Jamie disappeared into a corner with her parents and then vanished altogether. A final guest, a man who walked far too carefully and kept asking if the cab had arrived yet despite being told repeatedly that it had, went through the doors of the elevator that opened into the living room. The doors gave a pneumatic wheeze behind him and Sara picked up a lipstick-printed champagne flute and a long gauzy scarf that someone had left behind.

“I was thinking of heading out for a drink when we get done here,” Linda, the cute little redhead who had started her first day on the job that afternoon, said as she cleared crumpled napkins off a low coffee table. “You want to come?”

Sara started to say no and then she changed her mind. She had had some fun but it was early and there were a lot of things a girl could do on a long night. Especially if she was in the company of a beautiful redhead.

“Sure,” Sara said. “I just have to grab my bag.”


SHY GIRL

Kannan Feng

When Tanya got the message to come straight home after work, her heart beat faster and a warm fire licked between her legs. As she hurried to put away her papers, she thought back to the words that had started it all.

You’re a shy girl, aren’t you?

Tanya hadn’t thought it was fair; anyone would be shy around Valentine. Valentine was tall and lean with a mane of curly black hair that fell to her waist and bright white teeth that flashed sharply when she smiled.

They had been together for two years, and Tanya hadn’t changed. She was still shy, and she knew that it wouldn’t make any difference at all to Valentine.

Tanya sat straight as a yardstick on the high stool, her neat bare feet tucked into the rungs and her blindfolded face held high and proud. She felt too aware of her full breasts and their bare weight on her body and of the way the tips of her blonde hair swept her shoulders. Her hands were clasped to the small of her back, gripping each other nervously. Dressed only in a long cotton skirt, she could feel the warm summer breeze from the window. Somewhere below, she could hear the crowds laughing and shouting. It was another Friday night downtown, but up in their apartment, it might as well have been another country.

She strained her ears to hear where Valentine might be in the room, but the other woman was as light-footed as cat. She thought about Valentine’s clever hands reaching into the innocent wooden chest by the bed and she shuddered in both dread and anticipation.

“Pretty girl’s hot for it tonight, isn’t she?” came Valentine’s soft, sly voice. “You wet for it too?”

Tanya knew better than to lie. She nodded and then she whimpered when Valentine tapped her lips with a hard finger. She had been standing right in front of the blindfolded woman, and Tanya resisted the urge to reach out to touch her.

“Speak up, I can’t hear you, love.”

“Yes . . . yes, ma’am, I’m wet for it.” The words struggled out of her throat, but she said them.

“Show me.”

Keeping her hands to her back, Tanya spread her knees apart. She knew the stool was heavy enough not to tip, but without her hands to balance or a back to lean against, she felt as if she was always on the verge of tipping.

Tanya felt her skirt lift up, and that playful summer breeze teased the skin of her inner thighs and the tender flesh of her newly shaved cunt for just a moment before Valentine’s fingers found her slit. First the other woman only ran the pad of her finger along the lips of Tanya’s cunt and then they pressed in more firmly.

Tanya’s breath caught as Valentine’s fingers found her clit, circling once and then twice before drawing away. Tanya heard a light smacking sound and she realized that Valentine was tasting her, licking Tanya’s juices from her fingers like spilled wine.

“You could be wetter,” Valentine remarked, and now Tanya heard her stepping away lightly. She strained her ears and heard the creak of the wooden chest’s lid opening.

Once Tanya would have demanded to know what was coming out of the chest, but now she only bit her lip and waited. When she questioned Valentine, the result could be a switching with a handful of soaking wet willow withes, or clover clamps tightened cruelly over her delicate nipples. Those things could happen anyway, but now Tanya only waited. Valentine took her time.

“There now,” she said, stepping closer. “Patient girls get rewarded.”

Tanya felt something push against her lips, and obediently she opened her mouth to have it filled. Valentine pushed the rubber cock a few inches in before drawing it out again. The smell of the rubber made Tanya’s stomach clench with anticipation. She knew how much this cock would stretch her, she knew how little the rubber would yield. Desperately, she licked the tip, making it as wet as she could while Valentine chuckled.

“That’s a sweet girl,” Valentine purred, working the cock back and forth in Valentine’s mouth. “You work that big thing.”

Sooner than Tanya was ready for, Valentine drew it away and gave Tanya a slap on her thigh. “That’s a good girl. On the floor now, on your back.”

Grateful to be off the stool, Tanya scrambled to the carpeted floor, turning on her back and pulling up her skirt just as Valentine liked.

“Open wider now, little butterfly.”

Tanya flushed with embarrassment but she bent her knees and spread her legs. She lifted her hips when Valentine pushed a pillow under her ass, knowing how open she was, how pink her cunt would look. She could feel her own wetness now, and smell it too.

The head of the rubber cock pushed against her entrance, hard and blunt, and Tanya stifled a soft cry. Instead, she concentrated on breathing steadily, in and out, as Valentine worked the cock into her straining body.

“Yeah, you look good like that, butterfly,” Val said softly, and Tanya felt a soft, wet kiss on the inside of her thigh. The thought of Valentine’s lips on her flesh made her buck her hips up, and she yelped as she forced more of the cock inside herself.

“Oh, my girl’s so greedy,” Valentine cooed. “She can’t wait to get filled all the way up, hmmm?”

There was something sharp in Valentine’s voice, and Tanya felt herself tense. Valentine wanted to play, and Tanya didn’t know what kind of game the other woman had in mind.

“What’ve you got inside yourself, sweetheart?”

“Your . . . your cock, ma’am,” Tanya said cautiously. She wished she could see Valentine’s face, but instead she dug her fingers into the carpet. Something was coming, and she felt a delicious heat pool in her lower belly.

“And what does that make you?”

“Your slut, ma’am.” The word came out soft and shy. Even after all that she had done with Valentine, had allowed Valentine to do to her, she could only say the word with difficulty.

“What was that, love?”

“Your . . . your slut, ma’am.” It was even harder the second time, her voice very nearly a squeak.

“You don’t sound very convincing,” Valentine said cheer fully. “I think I want to hear you say it like you mean it.”

“Please, please, ma’am,” Tanya said, her voice quivering, but then Valentine’s hand was wrapped around her bare upper arm and pulling her upright.

“Come on, girlie, over the stool, and let’s see if we can put some conviction into that wavering little voice.”

Tanya grasped blindly for the stool and Valentine positioned her over it. The stool’s hard edge pushed into her stomach and she grasped the legs close to the floor. It was the perfect height for her slender frame, and her full breasts hung down over the other side of the seat, leaving her rump positioned perfectly.

Some nights Valentine took her time with small straps and switches, but tonight she simply pulled down Tanya’s skirt, baring her ass and landing the first sharp, open-handed blow in nearly the same motion.

The crack of skin on skin was like a gunshot in the room, and without even a few gentle smacks for warm-up, the spot tingled before Tanya felt the fiery pain. She let out a delayed gasp, but that was interrupted when Valentine sent a stinging blow to the other cheek.

“Oh, oh, ma’am, please!”

“Please what, darling?” enquired Valentine, punctuating her question with another spank. This one fell right at the crease of her thighs, and it sent a rush of warmth between Tanya’s legs.

“Please . . . please . . .”

“Please more?” asked Valentine, her voice high and excited. She brought her hand down in a dozen sharp blows, so fast and strong that Tanya could only wail. She could feel the blindfold soak with tears, but it was so much less important than the burning pain of her ass.

When Valentine paused, the only sound in the room was Tanya’s high whimpers. Her rear felt like it was on fire, and she could feel her own juices drip down her leg.

Valentine pulled her upright and removed the blindfold. In the dim light, Tanya could see Valentine’s bright smile and the other woman drew her close for a sweet kiss.

“That’s my darling,” she said, rubbing a soothing hand over Tanya’s abused flesh.

The sweet touch after the pain made Tanya moan and she leaned her wet face against Valentine’s shoulder, letting the comfort wash over her.

She had almost forgotten what had caused the spanking in the first place when Valentine whispered in her ear. “Now what are you, Tanya?”

Tanya was struck silent by surprise, and then she howled when Valentine struck her hard again, directly over one of the worst spots.

“Well?” she asked. “Do you want the hairbrush over that lot, hmm?”

“No, no, ma’am, please!”

In a panic, Tanya reached back to cover her ass with desperate hands. She was painfully aware of how she looked with her skirt around her ankles and her ass glowing red, but the thought of the hard wooden hairbrush applied over her bruises was unbearable.

“Well, then, what are you?”

“Your slut, ma’am,” she said, and she knew even as she said it that it wasn’t loud enough. She could already feel the wooden hairbrush cracking over her reddened flesh and she dropped to her knees in front of Valentine, wrapping her arms pleadingly around the other woman’s hips.

“Oh please,” she said brokenly. “I’m your slut, I swear, I am, I’m your slut.”

Valentine’s hand caressed Tanya’s hair and she made a shushing noise. “Oh, you good, good girl,” she cooed. “That’s wonderful. You’re wonderful . . .”

Tanya clung to Valentine’s lean body, nearly sobbing. It felt so good to hear those words of praise, but she knew that it wouldn’t necessarily matter. Valentine could, would and had blistered Tanya’s ass while saying those very words and Tanya flinched when the other woman reached down to touch her hot flesh

“Oh, that wasn’t so bad,” Valentine said. “You’re barely red.”

Valentine stroked the abused skin gently, rubbing in gentle circles that made Tanya whimper with gratitude.

Valentine pushed her to her elbows and knees, her bare rear high in the air and her legs slightly spread. Now that she had calmed from the assault, Tanya could feel how damp she was, the wetness running down between her thighs.

Whether she could say it or not, she knew exactly what she was, and she stifled a groan when Valentine investigated the wetness with a gentle, inquisitive finger. That groan turned into a sigh when Valentine spread her damp folds apart, stroking the slick pink flesh.

“That’s a pretty girl,” Valentine said approvingly. “That’s beautiful.”

“Val,” Tanya said, her voice small. No “ma’am” now, not when she wanted something so badly, and Valentine touched Tanya’s shoulder to let her know she was heard.

“Val, I want . . . I want your fingers . . . inside, please.”

Valentine chuckled softly at Tanya’s request, uttered so primly and she stroked Tanya’s back, from shoulders down to her sore buttocks.

“OK,” she said softly, and Tanya warmed at the love in her voice.

Valentine pressed one finger slowly into Tanya’s cunt, making Tanya push her hips higher even as she moaned into the carpet. She started stroking her finger in and out, teasing at first before pumping in earnest and turning Tanya’s groan into a high whine.

Two and then three fingers were added in rapid succession, and soon Valentine was fucking her hard, making Tanya brace herself against the floor and thrust back with her hips. She could hear the sounds as Valentine pushed her fingers in and then Valentine was bending over Tanya’s body, putting her lips right next to Tanya’s ear.

“Use your fingers, darling,” Valentine whispered. “I want you to work that cute little clit of yours until it hurts.”

Tanya instantly shifted to slide her hand between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing it hard. She could feel how wet she was, and how soft the motion of Valentine’s fingers driving into her, fucking her.

Her climax made her whole body convulse, it seemed, around Valentine’s fingers. She heard Valentine’s pleased laugh and then she fell over bonelessly on her side, Val’s fingers slipping easily out of her. Her body felt wrung out, and she could hear her own ragged breaths in the still air.

Some timeless moment later, she looked up to see Valentine licking her own fingers, smiling like a cat with cream.

“You’re delicious, darling,” Valentine said warmly, and then she spread her legs and reached out to grab a fistful of Tanya’s hair. Tanya went willingly and she lay flat on her stomach between Valentine’s legs. She could smell Valentine’s wild musky scent, and she gratefully buried her face in Valentine’s lightly furred cunt, spreading her lips with fingers that still shook from her own orgasm.

Valentine lay back on the floor, one hand carelessly clenched in Tanya’s hair. Tanya could raise her eyes to look up at her lover’s flat belly, and small, perfectly made breasts, up to a face that was contorted with desire.

Me, I did that, Tanya thought with delight, and she felt another pulse of heat from between her legs.

She applied the flat of her tongue to Valentine’s clit, lapping like a cat until the other woman was moaning and writhing. When Valentine’s hand was grasping her hair tightly, Tanya licked harder, her face growing wet with Valentine’s arousal.

Valentine dug her heels into the ground, pushing her face up to Tanya’s mouth and Tanya could feel the fine tremors that shook Valentine’s legs. Small breathy gasps escaped Valentine’s mouth and her body began to jerk as Tanya licked with more force, burying her face deep between Valentine’s legs.

“Oh, you’re beautiful,” Valentine moaned, and her body locked up, holding Tanya’s face to her flesh even as she shook hard with the strength of her climax. Her back arched, and every muscle in her long beautiful legs tensed, shook and finally relaxed.

Tanya gently licked at her lover’s cunt, partly because she loved the taste, partly because it pleased her to be so gentle while Valentine’s breath was still ragged.

After a long moment, Valentine tugged Tanya’s hair again, bringing her up to rest alongside her.

“Look at this,” Valentine said softly, touching the wetness on Tanya’s face. “Where’s my shy girl now, hmm?”

Tanya laughed, ducking her face against Valentine’s shoulder. “Right here,” she whispered. “I’m right here.”


THE CHASE

Chris Westlake

The beautiful countryside instantly became a tangled blur of green and yellow as the train progressed at a rapid pace. Carriage four was deserted but for two passengers, two strangers who spoke no words. Only, one of the strangers had her legs spread wide; her frilly white panties pulled to one side. Two fingers – wonderful, magical fingers – had been inserted inside her throbbing sex. The fingers were not her own; they belonged to the second stranger. The women stared at each other open-mouthed as the fingers thrust back and forth. The train passed a station, but it did not stop. Carriage four shook. The passengers shook. The vibrations of the train only helped push the girl over the edge. Her knees trembled, her knuckles tightened, her breathing became an uncontrollable pant. It was the first and last time that she would reach an orgasm while travelling home on the 16.22.

The four girls were twenty-two. There were a few raised eyebrows when they booked a break on a luxury campsite in the peaceful surroundings of the Dordogne. Their last holiday had been a booze-fuelled party extravaganza in Ibiza. It had been wild, and it had been messy. This holiday promised to be the epitome of quiet and relaxation. Jennifer just hoped that this would not equate to boring.

It was four o’clock in the afternoon. The girls sat by the pool drinking cocktails. The intensity of the sun was beginning to fade. There were a few other young groups drinking. One of the girls – from a French group – had already caught Jennifer’s attention.

“Don’t know who she thinks she is,” Amy chided, raising her sculpted eyebrows.

“She’s hardly got the figure to pull off that outfit,” Sara eagerly added.

“Don’t fancy our competition much,” Anna bitched, stifling a laugh.

Jennifer kept quiet. She fancied it. Not in the same way, though. Her three friends had no reason to suspect her sexual inclinations. Even she had been a little confused for a long time. That was until the train journey six months earlier. Now, there was no doubt whatsoever. She knew that she positively craved – yearned for – pussy.

They always sat opposite each other on the journey home, politely smiled, but never spoke. The train was usually busy for the first few stops. Then, more passengers got off than on. The first thing Jennifer noticed was her legs. They were long, shapely and always clad in black tights. The high heels probably made them look just that little bit longer, that little more mesmerizing. Jennifer discreetly eyed them over her book when they crossed and uncrossed. The woman was probably in her mid thirties. Long hair flowed all the way down to the dark tunnel of her cleavage.

That Bank Holiday Friday, they were the last two passengers in the carriage. Jennifer knew that the woman was looking at her. There was a wicked, mischievous smile on her face that she had never seen before. Jennifer maintained eye contact and dared not look away. The train went under a tunnel. It was only fifteen seconds. The lights in the carriage were not on. It went pitch black. By the time that the train came out the other side, the lady had moved away from her seat. Her hands were inside Jennifer’s lacy bra, kneading and massaging her dark nipples. Her lips pressed against her mouth, softly kissing. The tongue had deftly darted inside. Within seconds, the fingers were inside her drenched panties, penetrating and fucking. Within minutes – as the train passed the next station – Jennifer was trembling as she reached a shattering orgasm.

She never saw the woman on the train again. However, for Jennifer, it was just the beginning.

Now, she watched as the young French girl played to her male admirers. One of them made a comment. She pulled back her head and laughed. It was a deep, husky laugh. She was not stick thin like Jennifer’s friends, but curvy and fuller-figured. The little white shorts displayed her fleshy olive thighs. Her midriff was exposed; there was a ring through her belly button. The girl kissed one of the men on both cheeks. She looked flirtatious and playful. Jennifer caught her eye for a moment. She smiled. It was a warm, full, infectious smile. Jennifer flushed crimson.

“Think you pulled there,” Anna laughed, nudging Jennifer’s arm.

“Don’t know about fancying the competition, but I think our competition fancies you,” Sara teased.

The smile played on Jennifer’s mind all night. The next morning, her friends stayed in bed late. Jennifer, however, was restless. She needed to get out, to get some fresh air. Jennifer was walking towards the restaurant when she spotted the French girl. She sat on a wooden bench, talking to one of the men from the night before. Whatever she was saying, the man appeared to be engrossed. The girl stood up, smiled, ran in the direction of the woods. The man did not pause. He eagerly chased after her.

Jennifer did not stand a chance. The urges were just too much. She desperately needed to know where the girl was leading him to, and why. She kicked off her flip-flops and followed. Her bare feet dug into the uneven floor, snapping the twigs underneath. The morning sun seeped through tiny gaps in the trees. She could just about make out the man in the distance. One moment she was too far away; the next she was too close. Her head spun; it was a deadly mix of exhaustion and excitement.

And then the man stopped running. He slowed down and started walking.

Jennifer cautiously peered round the edge of a tree. There was the girl, stood with her back pressed against the trunk of a tree. She stretched out her arm. With her middle finger, she asked the man to come closer. He did, but slowly, tentatively. Jennifer watched her lips move. She was giving him an instruction. He knelt on one knee, pulled the tight little shorts down her fleshy thighs. Jennifer saw that she wore no panties. Her full dark mound of hair absolutely glistened. The tongue was inside her now – darting, flicking, massaging and toying. The girl raised her legs, wrapped them tightly around his shoulders. She pulled back her head, looked to the skies, released a long husky moan. Then – slowly, casually – she looked in Jennifer’s direction, and smiled wickedly.

Jennifer shook to the core. The girl must have known that she was there all along.

She turned and ran, back in the direction of the campsite. Cuts and bruises formed on her feet, but she hardly noticed, barely cared. Jennifer was frantic with need. She needed to get out of there, and as quickly as possible. A bead of sweat formed on her forehead, trickled down her hot cheek. She was dizzy and short of breath.

Jennifer opened the door to her room and – thank God – the girls were out. She needed to take her pants off, right now. She rolled them down her thighs; kicked them from her feet. Jennifer stretched out her legs, pressed her swollen feet against the concrete wall. The aroma of sweat and hot sticky sex instantly filled the room. Jennifer frantically rubbed and massaged her erect clit until she was panting breathlessly and squirting her juices uncontrollably all over the fresh linen bed sheets.

Jennifer had never felt like this before. This girl – who she had never spoken to before, whose name she did not even know – invaded her every thought, daydream and fantasy. The days passed slowly. The four girls spent hours sunbathing by the pool. Their endless chatter became a distraction, a mere irritant. She pretended to listen, even contributed where necessary. In reality, Jennifer constantly looked out for the girl through her dark sunglasses, when she was in the pool, at the bar, when she strolled back to the room. And yet, there was not a single glimpse of her. She suspected that she had gone home. Jennifer was left feeling disappointed and frustrated.

The final day, Jennifer again woke early. The sun was only just beginning to rise. She had so much pent-up energy, but had no avenue for release. Subconsciously, she retraced her steps. Everything was exactly the same from a few mornings before – the time and the place. And there she was, sat on the same wooden bench. Only this time she was not with a young man. She was alone. It was as if she was waiting, had read Jennifer’s thoughts. She saw Jennifer walking towards her. She smiled. And then she stood up, and walked.

This time, Jennifer was not sure whether to follow. She knew that the smile was encouraging, that it was both warm and inviting. And yet, she knew that this was completely different from actually wanting to be followed. Unlike the last time, the girl was not running. Now, she was walking. Her full wide hips swayed rhythmically, almost hypnotically. And yet, when the girl did look back, her smile did little to hide a multitude of sins.

Now, Jennifer was certain that the girl most definitely wanted to be followed.

She did not head into the woods. The girl walked down the footpath. The path was sheltered, with trees and greenery on both sides. Jennifer knew where the footpath led, but she did not know why the girl would take her there. The girl looked back. The sinful smile was still there. The downward slope became steeper. The girl gained momentum, walked faster, until she was almost running. Jennifer struggled to keep up with her. She moved out of sight.

Jennifer reached the bottom of the slope. Right in front of her lay a massive expanse of clear, fast-flowing water. She knew that the path led to the river, but even so, its beauty never failed to take her breath away. Now, though, this was not the only thing affecting her breathing.

The girl was stretched out on a wooden rowing boat, right on the bank of the river. Her smile was broad. It was mischievous. She leaned out her arm and gestured to come closer. Jennifer had seen it before. Only, this time she was not hidden behind a tree. She was not watching from afar. Now, the girl wanted her to come closer. And, this time, it was so much more exciting.

Her footsteps were unsteady. Her knees trembled. She carefully placed one foot inside the boat, then the other. It rocked uneasily from side to side. Jennifer sat down on the other side of the boat, leaned her tense shoulders upright against the wooden panels.

“I like to be chased,” the girl stated, matter-of-factly. “And I get the impression that you like to chase.”

The French accent was strong, but the English was immaculate. She had a soft, sweet voice, which contrasted nicely with her deep, husky laugh. Jennifer noticed a cute little oval beauty spot above her top lip. Her raised knees were parted. Jennifer glimpsed between her smooth dark thighs, all the way to the top. She noticed that today she was wearing panties – red, lacy ones. The girl must have noticed the wandering eyes. She parted her thighs further. “So, are you going to take them off?” she asked, daringly.

Jennifer’s mouth was too dry, her throat too tight to speak. Instead, she let her hands talk for themselves, her long fingers delicately rolling the panties down the girl’s thighs. She glanced momentarily at the wonderfully thick mound of hair. The girl leaned back, cushioned her head on the narrow edge of the boat. “So,” she drawled. “Did you enjoy watching me the other morning? You were a naughty . . .” She paused as she tried to think of the right words. Her eyes looked to the sky. Her forehead furrowed. “Ah yes – peeping Tom!”

Jennifer could only nod her head. Her cheeks were burning red. The tips of her fingers were numb with nerves.

“And.” The girl smiled, spreading her legs even wider so that her feet pressed against the sides of the boat. “Would you like to taste for yourself?”

Jennifer searched for the right words. Her mind was blank. “Oui, s’il vous plait.”

They were the only French words that she knew. They were the only words that she needed.

Jennifer knelt down on all fours. She desperately wanted to tease, to at least give the illusion of some restraint and control. She tried to delay her kisses, brush her tongue slowly, languidly over the delightful pale skin, and yet she wanted to taste her so bad. The desire and hunger had been building at an uncontrollable rate for days. The girl had become a wicked obsession, dominating her every thought. Now Jennifer could already smell her hot, excited cunt. The wonderful aroma was drawing her in like a magnetic force. She could not resist any longer. Her tongue darted between the parted thighs, instantly found its way to her creamy centre.

The girl released a growl. Jennifer could only feel, taste, hear and smell now. Her face was nestled deep between her legs. Her eyes were shut tight. She felt the girl tearing at her T-shirt, almost ripping the fabric. Her long manicured nails grazed down her back. The pink, delicate skin felt hot, burning to the touch.

The girl was moaning. For all her bravado and swagger, the girl needed Jennifer as much as Jennifer needed her. She had her own, overflowing desires. She longed to be satisfied. And right now, her juices were overflowing, hot and sticky on the tongue, trickling between her plump buttocks. The little wooden boat swayed from side to side as her feet straddled around Jennifer’s waist, squeezed tight. “English girl make me come!” she screamed, and instantly the boat swayed as she panted breathlessly to an orgasm.

Jennifer lifted her mouth, noticed the girl’s flushed cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes. It was only then, looking over her shoulder, that she realized the boat had drifted away from the bank. They were now in the middle of an expanse of water. The girl noticed her shocked expression, and giggled. “Do not worry. I will row us back.”

“OK.”

“But first,” the girl continued, adjusting her position, “stay on your knees, but face the other way.”

Jennifer did exactly as she was told. Her body was aching to be touched. She was willing to do whatever was offered. She rested her arms on the side of the boat. Her head faced the water. Her pulsed quickened with eager anticipation. The shorts were pulled off, then her pants. Her buttocks were massaged, first with hands, and then with gentle, butterfly kisses. The cheeks were parted and a tongue slipped inside, running in a slow line all the way from the top, leaving a trail of juice in its wake. Jennifer felt dizzy. It was so deliciously naughty to be licked there, so incredibly sensitive. The flowing water became a rocky blur as a finger was pushed inside. Jennifer bit into her arm, grazing the skin. A hand reached forwards and circled her clit. Jennifer was already reaching her first climax. Her hot juices flowed down onto the wooden deck.

“You are a naughty, naughty Englishwoman,” the girl teased, as she applied more pressure to the clit. Jennifer responded instantly by spraying all over her hand.

The tongue was everywhere now: between her warm slippery buttocks, darting inside her hot cunt, toying with her throbbing clit. The hands groped and massaged her full, hanging breasts. Jennifer was overcome with desire, lust and pleasure. Her only concern when she reached her final, explosive orgasm was that the little boat might topple over.

The French girl was as good as her word. She rowed them both safely back to shore. They parted at the wooden bench, exactly where they had met.

“Au revoir,” the girl said, planting a warm kiss on Jennifer’s lips.

“Au revoir,” Jennifer responded.

First long hard day back at work, and Jennifer was glad to catch the train home. She sat in carriage four alone. There was nobody to entertain her. The train passed a station. The carriage shook. She discreetly slipped a finger between her thighs, then closed her eyes and smiled. Jennifer knew that she had enough memories to make the 16.22 journey home an enjoyable one for a long, long time.


FIRST NIGHT ON A WATERBED

Giselle Renarde

She’d never slept in Wanda’s bed before. It felt weird. Not just being there in Wanda’s house while the kids spent a week with their grandparents, but the bed itself. Janelle had never been on a waterbed before. There was something unsettling about it. She’d never known anyone who owned one, and it seemed like an oddly decadent flashback to the eighties. Plus, she was afraid of getting seasick during the night.

“What do you think?” Wanda stood naked in the doorway.

Janelle grinned. “You look good enough to eat, babe.”

With a chuckle deep in her throat, Wanda approached the behemoth of a bed. “Not about me, silly. About the waterbed!”

“Oh.” Janelle plastered on a fake smile to cover the look of apprehension on her face. There were mirrors everywhere in Wanda’s bedroom. You couldn’t look one way or another without seeing yourself. “It’s different.”

Wanda leaped onboard and the water sloshed inside the mattress. A tidal wave sent Janelle tumbling towards the far edge, and she let out a little shriek as she fell, but Wanda grabbed her hips and pulled her towards the centre. Wanda was so damn strong – that’s one of the things that had attracted Janelle when they first met. Felt like a hundred years ago, in some ways, but in reality they’d only known one another a couple of months.

“What are you doing still in your clothes, little girl?” Wanda crawled the length of Janelle’s body, like a big cat on the prowl. “I thought I told you to get these things off.”

“I know.” Janelle returned Wanda’s fiendish smile. “I was waiting for you.”

Wanda kissed her neck, and that quick peck was hard and sizzling and dry. Sharp. Another kiss, this one a little wetter, landed on Janelle’s chest. The curve of her breasts peeked out beyond her modest V-neck top, but Wanda attacked whatever was visible. Wanda’s long hot tongue ran the length of Janelle’s cleavage, up and down that little line of flesh. God, it felt good when she used her tongue that way. Janelle kept praying Wanda would dig in deeper, find a peaked nipple in there, suck it hard.

“You gonna do a strip show for me, little girl?” Wanda raised her head from Janelle’s breasts and winked.

“No!” The idea made her giggle. She also loved the way Wanda called her little girl. It had been years since Janelle had felt in any sense little . . . or girlish. “I want you to undress me.”

“Oh, I see.” Wanda wasted no time – she was stripping off Janelle’s top even as she spoke. “Yeah, I think I can manage that.”

Janelle’s hair stuck up with static electricity as her top fell to the floor somewhere beside the bed. The air was dry and cool enough to coax her nipples to tiny pebbled points. Her chest was heaving already, her breasts rising and falling inside her simple white bra, and she was almost out of breath even though they’d just begun.

Wanda knelt between Janelle’s spread legs, big breasts swaying as she unbuttoned and unzipped the fly on Janelle’s jeans. Her motions were violent as she pulled that tight denim past Janelle’s full hips, yanking so hard the water underneath them sloshed inside its rubberized casing. There were tides in this bed, and they were wild.

Lolling with the waves, Janelle raised both her legs so Wanda could pull off her jeans and panties. Wanda dived at Janelle, landing flush against her nearly naked skin. Wrapping her in strong arms, Wanda kissed her hard, forcing a tyrannical tongue into Janelle’s surprised mouth.

Janelle never could keep up with Wanda’s passion, but Wanda had assured her there was no need. Her job was just to lie back and take what Wanda wanted to give, and Wanda’s job was to give it, hard and fast and strong, every time. Wanda was not a sweet and sensitive lover, but sweetness and sensitivity were overrated. Janelle couldn’t get off on sweet and sensitive. Forceful and frenzied did the trick.

A whirlwind of sexual energy spun her out of control as Wanda wove one hand through Janelle’s hair, clenching it in an unforgiving fist. The other hand worked its way down to Janelle’s bra, tearing the cup aside to grab her bare breast. God, her nipple ached with the strain of arousal and cold. It would be nice to feel Wanda’s hot mouth latched to her breasts, sucking at her peaked nipples. Just thinking about it made Janelle buck against Wanda’s naked thigh.

“Suck my tits,” Janelle pleaded, breaking away from their hot kiss. “Please, God, please!”

Wanda laughed. “I doubt if God’s the one gonna be sucking your tits. Maybe I will . . .”

Such a tease.

“Do it, Wanda, suck my tits. And go really hard, babe. I want it to hurt.” Janelle grabbed the cups of her bra and held them both down beneath her breasts. When her naked tits met her woman’s naked tits, everything inside of her jumped. It was pure pleasure.

“Well . . .” Wanda’s breath rushed against Janelle’s forehead, hot as lava. “If you insist . . .” And she began her quick descent, crawling down Janelle’s body, planting fierce kisses as she travelled that fleshy path. She stopped when her mouth hovered over Janelle’s naked tits. Hot breath mingled with the sharp coldness of her nipples and made them burn.

The pleasure was excruciating, and Janelle just wanted more, more, more. “Suck them.” She felt empowered like this, holding her bra down and sticking out her tits. “Suck.”

Wanda let out a jaguar’s growl as her tongue struck Janelle’s right tit. Despite the softness of that petal-pink tongue, its sheer heat made Janelle pull away. The swiftness of her motion caused another tidal wave inside the waterbed and Janelle wished she had something to hold on to. So she held on to Wanda’s head, inadvertently pressing it down on her tit, forcing the flesh of her breast further into that hot wet mouth. Wanda went with it, sucking more than just her nipple now, sucking her breast.

Janelle had never felt anything like this, and she couldn’t keep herself from writhing against Wanda’s belly, trying to angle her hips in such a way that her clit would strike her woman’s stomach. The harder Wanda sucked her tits, back and forth between the two, the wetter her pussy got. She could only tell because her juice was leaking out of her cunt and running down her crack. When it slowed around the puckered ring of her asshole, she wished Wanda would shove something in there. A finger, a dildo – didn’t matter what.

Watching this fierce woman savouring her breasts, Janelle felt like a rabbit being eaten by a fox. Wanda brought that kind of energy to sex, and Janelle needed it. She was too lethargic otherwise. That’s what she loved so much about her relationship with Wanda: they balanced each other out.

And that’s what Janelle was thinking when she blurted the words, “I love you, babe!”

Wanda stopped sucking Janelle’s breast, and indeed let it fall from her mouth as she looked up. Her eyes were wide, so wide they looked more white than brown. The only sound in the room was the vulgar sloshing of water inside the mattress.

They’d never ventured into “I love you” territory before. And, in truth, Janelle didn’t mean to say the words. She wasn’t sure why she had, except that they were true. They were true, weren’t they? This had gone beyond flirtation, beyond fling, beyond sexual relief. They talked every day now. Wanda’s kids had met Janelle, though she’d been introduced as merely a friend, and they didn’t seem to mind her. There was a future here. In fact, the more Janelle processed it in the slow moments they spent staring at each other, the truer it became.

Janelle said it again. “I love you, Wanda. I’m in love with you.”

Even the rude squelching noises from waterbed couldn’t break the thick tension in Wanda’s bedroom. Janelle wanted to hear those words back now, but hot trepidation shot through her core as she met Wanda’s startled gaze. She wasn’t going to get her “I love you” was she? Maybe Wanda didn’t love her. Maybe this relationship meant something altogether different to Wanda than it did to Janelle.

And then a growl rose up through Wanda’s body, deep, like it originated down in her gut and rumbled all the way to her throat. She sounded like a grizzly bear. Abandoning Janelle’s bare breasts, she licked a zigzag pattern downwards. Her tongue landed in hot slashes all along Janelle’s belly, then cut left to kiss Janelle’s thigh. Everything felt so hot, so wet. Even when the crisp air met with cooling saliva, everything sizzled.

Wanda dived between Janelle’s spread thighs and attacked her engorged clit. Her whole pussy felt fat and wonderfully wet even before Wanda met it, but the second that hot tongue touched down on her spread pussy lips Janelle lurched forwards. “Holy Mother!” She didn’t know where those words came from, exactly.

“Little girl,” Wanda teased, her voice dark as velvet, “I am most certainly not your mother.”

Janelle laughed until Wanda’s sizzling mouth met her pussy lips again, and then the pleasure was too sharp and too vast to be chortled at. Perching on her elbows, Janelle craned her neck forwards. She needed to get a look at what her woman was doing down there. It was always such a mystery, how one mouth could accomplish so much. It had a tongue that licked and teeth that bit, lips that drew into a tight little rosebud to suck her clit. Wanda’s mouth was magic.

The water beneath their bodies waved in even laps, rocking them gently, maybe even maternally. This bed was growing on Janelle, despite its jostling motion and rude noises. It added dimension to their lovemaking, certainly. Not that Wanda required any improvement. Her tongue worked fast against Janelle’s clit, flicking up and down as Wanda slithered to her belly like a snake at the base of the mattress.

“God, you are amazing!” Janelle pressed her hard nipples between her fingers and thumbs, rolling them, squeezing.

Wanda barely stopped licking to mumble, “Ain’t God that’s licking your pussy, little girl.”

That bizarre combination of words made Janelle tingle. But, hell, just about everything Wanda did made her tingle at least a little bit. Just catching sight of her woman in the buff, those big boobs taunting her, wide hips beckoning, made her clit twitch. Watching Wanda go down on her made her entire body tremble.

And that’s when Janelle realized that Wanda had her own way of saying, “I love you” and this was it. Not everybody could speak the words. Janelle never had much trouble expressing emotion, but there were a lot of people who couldn’t. So maybe she should cut Wanda a little slack. The proof was in the pudding, and Wanda proved her love every time she put her face between Janelle’s thighs.

The idea of Wanda’s muffled moans and growls as words of love made Janelle feel weak with pleasure. She dug her heels into the mattress, but couldn’t get any traction and her feet skidded. Wanda caught her ass with both hands and lifted it, blowing cool air against her burning clit. “Like that, hmm?”

Janelle moaned with her lips closed, trying to stay quiet even though they were alone in the house. She couldn’t stand the torture of Wanda’s soft breath, not in the wake of all that intense sensation. She begged Wanda to take her clit between those full pink lips and suck it hard, but Wanda just smiled coyly and kept on blowing.

Finally, Janelle couldn’t stand the suspense. She wanted to feel the pleasure, and she needed to feel the love. Pressing her wet cunt against Wanda’s lips, she rubbed her splayed pussy lips on Wanda’s mouth.

“Suck it!” Janelle cried. Her voice cracked as she bucked at Wanda’s face. “Suck my clit, babe. I love you!”

With an animal moan, Wanda tore into Janelle, nibbling her clit and shoving a couple fingers in her hot cunt. God, Janelle was wet. She was sopping wet, with juice running down her crack and soaking the bed sheets. When Janelle bucked to meet those firm fingers, the pad of Wanda’s thumb met her asshole. She shrieked with the sensation she always wanted but would never ask for, and Wanda took the hint.

Sucking like crazy on Janelle’s fat clit, Wanda traced tight circles around that puckered hole with her thumb. Janelle moaned, “Yes, babe, yes,” until Wanda forged a path through the tight ring of muscle. A thumb was probably all Janelle could take in her ass, and with Wanda’s fingers already lodged in her cunt, she felt full. It was a welcome sensation.

“Come for me, little girl.” Wanda nibbled Janelle’s clit, then sucked it again, making her scream with surprise.

The motion of Wanda’s fingers and thumb thrusting in her two holes encouraged waves beneath their bodies, and those waves echoed the typhoon of desire coursing through Janelle’s core. There was a tight buzz in her belly, and she wanted to both buck and push at once. Wanda was working her so hard her body didn’t seem to know what it wanted first, but she found herself rolling to one side, writhing, whimpering as the pleasure mounted beyond her capacity to enjoy it.

Janelle tried to close her legs, but Wanda held them open.

“No!” Janelle cried.

“Yes.” Wanda quit sucking, but kept reaming her pussy and ass with those perfect fingers.

Wanda was right. “Yes!” Janelle shouted, fighting the slow tides beneath the mattress and fucking Wanda’s hand with her pussy and her ass. It was only her clit that was worn out. Somehow Wanda knew that. Wanda was amazing that way.

Janelle came again, right away, not from clit stimulation this time but from the sheer pleasure of being filled, of being thrusted in. This time her orgasm was a growl, not a whimper, and then a groan, and then a sequence of shouts and curses as she flipped herself around on the bed, feeling the water splosh and recoil under her breasts and her belly.

“Oh my God,” Janelle sighed, again and again. She could hardly breathe as she found Wanda’s beautiful body and cuddled against it. Now more than ever, she knew what love was. Wanda didn’t have to say the words. This pleasure in bed was more than enough.

Janelle nearly fell asleep listening to the water lap beneath the pillow. She was just on the verge of dreaming when she heard Wanda’s voice: “You know what, little girl? I think I love you too.”


HEN DAY

Eva Hore

I was lying in bed, my fingers in my pussy, my thumb grazing my clit. I could think of nothing worse than organizing a hens’ day but that’s what I had been doing for the last few weeks. My sister Sue was getting married and I had to organize the whole thing. Boring! She wanted a winery tour and I was imagining her silly friends getting pissed and me having to spend time with them on the bus.

I needed to be calm as Sue was sure to be a drama queen all day so I continued on masturbating, bringing myself to a powerful orgasm, one that had me gyrating all over the bed. It was fantastic, the sort of one that has you tingling, barely able to touch it again yet wanting more and more.

So it was because of that intensity I was running late. Sue barged in while I was in the throes of, I think, my third.

“You are disgusting,” she blurted. “This is my day and all you can think about is yourself.”

“Get out of my room,” I shouted, “and next time knock.”

Here we go, I thought, the day hadn’t even started. Anyway I reluctantly left my comfy bed and hurried into the shower. I had a bad feeling that this was going to be a hens’ day I wouldn’t forget too quickly.

Apart from me being just a little bit late, everything else ran on schedule. The girls were in the bus and waiting for me, drinks in hands as I alighted. I gave the driver an apologetic look.

She was the only good thing about the day. Her name was Jo and she was fantastic. Nothing was too much trouble for her. She put up with the girls crude remarks and innuendos regarding other drivers, guys on footpaths were hooted at by the girls and she was extremely tolerant of their antics.

After about the third winery I’d had enough, so instead of doing the tour I stayed back with Jo. I found out a lot about her. She was interesting and seemed interested in me, which surprised me. Most girls didn’t like me because of my looks; they were afraid I’d steal their boyfriends. If only they knew it wasn’t their boyfriends I was interested in.

The more we talked the more I liked her, so when she suggested we drive a short distance to a lookout point, I thought why not. This car park was empty and Jo found a track that led off it. She said we could get a better view on foot so I followed her.

Ducking under some tree branches, we came across a clearing. Thick grass covered with leaves; it was like a cushion under our feet.

“I think we’ve gone the wrong way,” she said, smiling at me.

Was she coming on to me? I thought. Surely not.

She made to walk past me and I lightly touched her arm. Her hand covered mine and I felt the intensity of her touch burning through my blouse. My body throbbed with desire, my mouth went dry and even though I opened my mouth to speak no words escaped.

She sidled up behind me, my hand dropping from her arm. Her breath was warm on my neck, her lips barely grazing my ear before lightly nibbling. Her tongue snaked out and licked delicately before her teeth tugged on the lobe.

I was paralysed – with what? Desire, lust or was it blatant craving? I hadn’t been with a woman for nearly two years since I broke up with my long-time lover. I stood there as her hands sought out my breasts. I lay my head back against her as her fingers crept under my shirt and inside my bra.

My pussy throbbed as she squeezed a nipple, allowing it to harden under her touch.

“Oh God, they’re beautiful,” she whispered in my ear.

Still I said nothing, just content to be there with her, for her hands to continue exploring me, and they did. She undid the zip on the back of my skirt and inched it down over my waist. It dropped noiselessly to the ground. Now her fingers were on the buttons of my blouse, agonizingly slowly undoing them before she peeled it off my arms and discarded it.

I stood there in my bra and panties, pleased that I’d remembered to wax, that my underwear matched, to begin and participate in this magical moment.

I turned in her arms and our lips met. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, eager to explore her, but she pulled back, slowed me down and kissed me more gently, more passionately. She kissed my eyes, my cheeks, my ears and then my neck, her tongue dancing along as her teeth nipped playfully.

I gave no thought to Sue and what her friends were up to, no thought that one of them could come back to the bus and find it gone. I thought of nothing else but myself and Jo. I know it was selfish but it was so amazing.

My hands roamed over her back and up her tailor-made shirt. I unclipped her bra and pulled back to quickly locate her breasts. Her nipples hardened under my touch and, with deft fingers, she undid her buttons and peeled her shirt off.

As her shirt opened, her magnificent breasts popped out. The nipples were dark and inviting, her skin smooth and tanned. I felt the weight of each and buried my head in her cleavage, enjoying the fragrance of her soap and perfume.

Discarding her bra, I set about to remove her trousers. She kicked off her shoes as I undid her zip. Kneeling on the grass, I inched them down over her hips, her bright pink panties peeking out at me. They dropped to the lush grass and I yanked the panties down too. She kicked them off her feet and stood before me, naked as the day she was born.

The sun shone down on her through a break in the canopy of trees, highlighting her hair, surrounding her like a halo. She pulled me up into a standing position and removed my underwear as well. Like two innocent babes we held each other tightly, our breasts squashing against each other, our mounds grinding together in our sexual embrace.

A light breeze rose and kissed our fevered flesh. Goosebumps broke out over my skin, not from cold but from desire for her. I raked my fingers down her back, over her plump cheeks where I squeezed and pinched the flesh, then further to the tops of her thighs, around the front to the hair on her mound.

My fingers slid down her slit, then up again. Her lips parted like petals of a flower and I felt the blood pool there and her excitement build as her pussy swelled with anticipation. My fingers slipped along her opening and already her juices flowed. I inched in a finger, then another, as she tried to open her legs for me to get in deeper.

“Come here,” she said, taking me to a spot thick with leaves.

Lying down, I allowed her to kiss me all over. Working her way down to my pussy, I gladly opened my legs to her, eager for her tongue to be on me. I arched my back, grabbed at my breasts, loving every second of what she was doing. She didn’t disappoint me and I squealed with delight when her tongue snaked out to lick me and I discovered she had a tongue ring in.

With the ball of the ring gliding over my clit, I squirmed beneath her, opening myself up wider. Her fingers found their way inside me and, within seconds, she was fingering me, awakening all my long ago desires, reminding me it had been too long since I’d done this with someone else.

Desperate for my first taste of a new pussy, I pushed her away and turned around so I could straddle her in the sixty-nine position. Arranging myself over her, I peered down at her magnificent body. She opened her legs and I breathed in her fragrance. Mingled with the aroma of the fallen leaves and grass, I was overcome with desire.

I smothered myself into her, nuzzling in like a hungry dog, desperately wanting to taste, touch and feel her with a passion I thought was long gone. She grabbed at my rump and I lay flat on her face, grinding my pussy over her, her cheeks, her lips and her face.

We’d been doing this for I don’t know how long when we heard voices. My whole body was on fire and the last thing I wanted to do was stop, but being found in this predicament could be dangerous. Frightened of being discovered, we quickly grabbed our clothes and hid behind some bushes.

The distinct giggling of a tipsy woman had me panicking and sure enough we saw two of my sister’s friends stagger into the clearing. How had they arrived here? Had they walked or was there another exit from the winery. It had been a short drive and we’d parked the bus in the car park, perhaps they were looking for us. We held our breath wondering what they were up to.

Sarah had a large handbag with her and she fumbled in it looking for something. The other one, I’d forgotten her name, had fallen back into the soft grass and lay there, her eyes closed.

“Oh, this is heavenly,” she said. “I could go to sleep, I feel so relaxed.”

“I hadn’t counted on sleeping.” Sarah giggled.

The sound of buzzing had the girl opening her eyes wide, her mouth poised with the letter “O”, her hair flipping about while she quickly pulled off her panties.

“So, that’s why you brought me here,” she laughed, lying back down. She opened and closed her thighs, giving Sarah quick glimpses of her pussy, teasing her while massaging her own breasts.

Sarah flew between her legs in a flash, the vibrator disappearing underneath. The other girl’s legs came up and hung over Sarah’s shoulders while the vibrator buzzed inside her. I hoped the vibrator wasn’t one of Sue’s gifts – how on earth would I explain how I knew they’d used it and of course there’d be no way I’d be able to tell her what I’d been up to, to know all that now could I?

Sarah was laughing as she pushed the vibrator deeper, but the other girl wanted more.

“I want your mouth on me,” she demanded.

“In a minute,” Sarah said with a giggle.

“Now, stick that fucker up my arse and get your tongue on my clit,” she screamed.

It was raw and erotic to watch the two of them out there in the open without them knowing we were there. They seemed to have no inhibitions; certainly the other girl was quite aggressive in her sexual demands.

My hand found Jo’s pussy and hers found mine. We tickled each other’s clit but found the position awkward.

“Let’s masturbate and watch at the same time,” Jo said.

We lay our clothes on the ground as it wasn’t quite as soft as where we’d been earlier and made sure we had a good view of the girls. Lying back with our legs open, we continued to stare and at the same time masturbated as Jo suggested. It was fantastic. Watching a porno and pretending someone was watching was kinky but to actually be out there in the open was mind-blowing. I was torn between looking at the other two or checking out Jo’s perfect pussy lips.

Jo’s body began to spasm. With her fingers pulling back the hood over her clit, she rubbed like crazy. Not wanting to miss out on tasting her juices, I flew down to her pussy and began to lap at her. Oh God, it was heaven.

I peered up over her mound and saw she was still eyeing the other two girls. Jo was quite the little devil, I thought. My finger slipped inside her saturated cunt so I could drag some of her juices up to smear over her puckered hole. She pushed back on my finger, indicating I should go on.

I didn’t need to be asked twice and began to probe her gently. She ground harder and I pushed deeper, enjoying the faint moan that escaped her lips. She shuddered and shook and her body arched. She held my head closer to her and exploded into my mouth.

With her juices dribbling down my mouth and chin, I smeared my face amongst her swollen flaps, not hearing the voices of the others as they searched for us. Jo’s knees held me tight by the ears and her pussy continued to buck into my mouth as she squirmed about.

“What do you two think you’re doing?” I heard my sister scream. “You are so selfish, you just can’t leave your pussy alone for five minutes, can you?”

I jumped back, alarmed at having been caught out, but instead it was the other two she was yelling at. They scrambled up, their clothes in disarray while the others looked on, some I thought enviously.

“You were supposed to be looking for the driver and my sister, not frolicking around the grass like two dogs in heat.”

A muttering of voices, girls trying to look the other way, some, as I said, probably questioning their own sexuality if they’d been watching their antics for a while.

“Sorry,” the girls said as they scampered off.

Sue lagged behind. While the others departed, she stared back over her shoulder. “You two better hurry up as well,” she said stifling a laugh. “And the next time you decide to get up to mischief make sure you grab all of your underwear,” she added, flipping my panties over her shoulder.

When I was sure they’d all gone, I ran out half-naked to retrieve them. We dressed and made our way back to the bus where all the girls were chatting drunkenly, making suggestive and crude comments to the other two who had been sprung.

Fortunately, no one even bothered to ask where we’d been and my sister never said a word. She did invite Jo to the wedding and I must say we had a fantastic night, maybe not in the honeymoon suite like Sue but it was sure one hell of a night to remember, even now just writing about it has me feeling horny.


KIDNAP LOVER

Dominique James

The van drive had been cold, noisy and uncomfortable. Not a word had been spoken since all those hands had grabbed her as she came out of her house, shoved a smelly cloth bag over her head and bundled her into the back. She probably screamed, but nobody had come to her aid. They didn’t mess about, either, screaming off in a shower of gravel as hands held her and ripped her clothing from her. So many hands. When all she had left on were shoes, she felt rough ropes encircling her wrists and her ankles and hands holding her upright as the other ends of the ropes were fastened to the sides of the inside of the van, meaning she had to stand despite the tilt of the van each time they careered around a corner.

She was due at work. They would miss her when she didn’t turn up. But straightaway she knew that was a forlorn hope. Emma was always an unpredictable rebel, and this wouldn’t be the first time she’d simply not turned up for work. She always had some credible excuse. Even if they did sense something wrong, what could they do? They knew nothing. Then again Emma knew nothing; only that she was being taken somewhere unknown by someone unknown for purposes unknown.

Things did not look good.

Whoever had been there with Emma wasn’t letting on to their identity. Emma’s eyes were well and truly sealed from the blindfold, but that heightened her senses of smell and hearing. She listened for familiar noises and smells she could recognize. A whiff of perfume perhaps, or a cough. A simple clearing of a throat that could help pinpoint the identity of her abductors.

Surely it had to be her friends. Anything else was too scary, too unthinkable. She’d never made any secret of her kidnap fantasies but now it had come true she was less sure. The fact it was her birthday tomorrow gave her a hope that this could be some kind of birthday treat. If it was fantasy, if her friends cared about her enough to go to all these lengths, then good on them. It beat the hell out of zip-lining.

But would they go to these lengths? If it was her friends then Anna would have to be one of them, and she’d spent so many hours tasting and smelling and touching and kissing every last millimetre of Anna’s body that she should know the scents there – her perfumes, her perspiration even.

Infuriatingly, bound and gagged, Emma was evaluating the pros and cons of her situation; weighing up the odds of whether she was in for a treat or something far, far worse.

The van had been travelling for maybe two hours, with her falling this way and that until the ropes that held her ankles and her wrists to the rails along its wall pulled her back upright. Now and then female hands – she hoped they were female hands – would touch her. Sometimes roughly, sometimes gently, but always in such a way as to degrade her, to make her feel like an object. Now and then she suffered slaps and strokes from what felt like a riding crop. She tried not to yell; whoever was doing this would probably get off on it if she yelled.

She knew the journey was coming to an end when the van bumped up a muddy drive full of potholes and rainwater puddles. She sensed, rather than saw, it was now dark outside. A sheep bleated somewhere among the rainfall. Her darkened eyes could almost make out – in her imagination only – a bumpy off-road farm driveway, fenced at each side with sad, wet sheep penned in behind the wire. To assist the vision, smells of farms – mostly sheep’s droppings, drifted on the air. Distant white noise suggested rolling surf on a beach.

The van screeched to a stop and smells of hot oil permeated the air. Suddenly, she heard the van doors open and she was being untied and bundled out of it onto soft, muddy ground. She tried to reach for the blindfold but her hands were quickly retied in front of her and she was dragged by them along wet ground into some echoing, cavernous building, its only saving grace from Emma’s viewpoint being that it was out of the fierce rain that now coated every inch of her naked body and ran down her skin, making her shiver. She gave a moment’s thought to the Jimmy Choos she’d saved up for and were now almost certainly ruined.

“We’re here,” announced a deliberately disguised woman’s voice. Someone was trying – and failing – to sound like a man.

Emma’s rope was pulled upwards and secured on high so as to leave her standing on rough straw, her arms stretched above her. She shivered against the cold.

“Where is here?” she wanted to know.

“Some little farm we rented in North Wales. Don’t ask me where because there’s no way I could pronounce it. Or find it again.” Anna made no attempt now to disguise her voice, saying to whoever else was there that she’d be in shortly after she’d dealt with their prisoner. Female laughter followed – two, maybe three women there. Emma heard receding footsteps and a clang of a metal door.

Then breathing. Anna’s breathing. Close, examining her. She recognized her lover’s presence now.

Her blindfold removed, Emma tried to get her eyes into focus.

Anna used Emma’s captivity to help herself to another kiss and a probing grope.

“Who’s been beating me, then?”

She smiled at that. “We all have. And we’re gonna keep at it. It’s cold out here and you’ll be staying a while. We need to find a way to keep your skin warm. Red equals warm, right?”

“Bitch!” Emma spat back.

But they both knew she didn’t mean it. Emma was submissive; she’d never kept it a secret from Anna. She loved being made captive. She enjoyed that. And she endured the pain that seemed to have to go with the captivity. As Anna had once explained to her, no love, or obedience or sacrifice, would be proven unless Emma was doing something she didn’t actually want done.

No, Anna knew there was no malice in the word. Just as there was no malice in the slap across the cheek it earned her.

“We’re off to the pub in a bit. You’re not invited.”

“We?” Emma wondered how many “we” described. From the blindfolded journey in the back of that noisy van she estimated four, but now her eyes were her own again only Anna was there. So, apart from Anna, who else? Probably Jayne, but then who? Carmen? No – too straight-laced for this sort of gig. Seana perhaps.

Seana – now she was up for anything.

She couldn’t believe how much better it felt knowing Anna had not betrayed her. She felt totally loved again. OK, she was filthy and bruised, but she could live with that.

“When does this end?” she asked Anna in what was to be her final question.

“When we say.” Anna grinned. She moved out of sight behind Emma before asking, “You love it really, don’t you?”

Then Anna was back, pushing a ball gag into Emma’s mouth, pushing her head down so she could fasten it without the danger of Emma tensing her neck so she could work it off afterwards.

“The kidnap, the journey – that was for us all,” she cooed. “But this is just for you and me.”

Emma didn’t know what the hell she was talking about until the whip cut across her back. Anna was standing well back, so this had to be a long whip, with a crack in the tail as she pulled back at the last instant, making the tip accelerate as it made contact with her skin and amplifying the sting. Emma yelled into the gag and arched her back. Anna approached, from behind, and Emma felt something hard and rough pushing between her legs. At first she didn’t recognize what it could be, but it was obvious. The pommel of the whip, sliding between her buttocks.

“No, no,” she wanted to yell, but Anna was not intending to penetrate her that way. Instead she slid the whip forwards. And upwards. And inside, scraping Emma’s delicate skin until it filled her. As soon as she was full, she was empty again, with a great feeling of warm, wet loss.

Then Anna was around front, kissing her on the mouth, incredibly opening hers so the other side of the ball was in her mouth and their lips met around it. Emma had never had that done before. It was a very erotic experience. To be repeated, she hoped.

Emma relaxed. She was warm and she was being kissed. She loved being kissed.

In their own way, Emma was being loved, too, though if you didn’t understand it, well . . . you wouldn’t understand it. She was in the hands of her lover. Anna’s property. Anna’s thing. She felt protected and safe. The whip’s sting was merely a mark of love.

Then it was back round behind her for another crack of the whip, across Emma’s shoulders this time and burning like hell. Predictably the whip’s handle pressed into her again, filling her long enough to need it to stay and to suffer the agony of lust when Anna denied her again. She didn’t bother to wonder what she’d done to deserve this, because she hadn’t done anything. Anna was whipping her because she wanted to and because she knew Emma wanted her to. The pattern set in. One of her incredible kisses round the gag, then behind again for the whip, each time picking a different spot to scar: her back, bottom, shoulders, thighs and even the back of her neck, tucking her hair into the gag’s strap so it wouldn’t cushion the whip’s sting. And after each time, the whip’s handle filled her to the brink but was never left there long enough to actually take her closer to what she now craved – release. Not in the bondage sense, the ropes could stay, but in the orgasmic sense.

Anna gave Emma eight or ten (who was counting?) around the back before she kissed her again and stayed round the front.

“Four more,” she said, drawing back.

The first was across Emma’s belly. It was like slow motion again, reminding her of the first time she’d experienced that euphoric other-worldliness of what they call subspace. She realized in that instant that she was all but back there. The barn was huge and growing larger as she watched. Emma grew smaller in its confines until she thought she could disappear altogether. She felt the sting of the whip on her skin but almost welcomed it, looking down as it struck and seeing the spectrum of change from normal skin tone (before Anna struck) to nearly white (immediately after she struck) then pink (moments later). It would need time to gradually turn to the duller red of a whip’s memory and even longer to fade back to normal.

Anna kissed her again and she surrendered to the bliss of the kiss and her leather invader, now visibly coated in her own intimate fluids.

“Ready?” Anna knew exactly that she was.

Emma nodded. Slow-motion Anna drew a line across each of her thighs with her sharp, long-nailed finger to show Emma her target before backing off slightly, drawing the whip back, waiting, waiting . . . then striking, exactly where her finger had drawn its lines.

Another kiss. Another repeat, this time tweaking and kissing Emma’s nipples before drawing her fingernail lines across the fullest part of her breasts. She stared into Emma’s eyes, raising her own eyebrows in a gesture of “Shall I do this?”

Emma slowly nodded. Anna knew she would.

This distortion of time was happening to Emma but at the same moment she was desperately trying to consider it all, to try to watch her suffering as if she were her own spectator so as to give her a deeper understanding of what was happening. Anna, always aware of her mind’s analytical needs, pulled Emma’s thoughts back to her.

“Forget the analysis, Emma,” she said. “Just concentrate on me. I’m the one with the whip. I’m the one who is going to whip your tits. You’re mine, Emma. Totally mine. Focus on me.”

OK.

Emma maintained eye contact as Anna tensed the whip again. The waiting was killing her. No wonder the French call an orgasm a petit mort – a little death. Emma could identify with that and she was nowhere near her climax. Or was she? Would one of Anna’s whip strokes take her over the edge without her even knowing she was near it?

The strike and the pain were inevitable. Unavoidable. Reassuring. Anna wouldn’t back off and they both knew it. In truth, Emma wouldn’t have wanted her to. The only single question in the world that mattered was when? And that was totally up to her; Emma had no way (and perhaps no desire) to influence it, to decide the right moment, to delay or to advance. She watched Anna choose her moment, knowing from her change of expression when that moment had arrived. In the cold light of a day, she could probably have tensed in readiness, but she didn’t. Abject and total surrender.

You choose, Anna, my love. You choose. I trust you.

She was right. It hurt like hell. But she didn’t scream.

Emma watched the stripes change again, surprised when a tear dripped onto her right breast when she had no idea she was crying. Anna saw it too and came forwards, putting out her tongue to catch it and to let Emma see it melt away into her mouth. She licked her lips and licked more from Emma’s cheeks while she waited for her reward kiss.

“Last one,” Anna whispered as she stood slightly back. “A hard one this time. Really hard. You may pass out.”

Anna dropped to her knees, the bliss of her tongue searing Emma to the depth of her soul, and getting itself coated with tears of an entirely different kind.

Then the finger, scratching slowly through her pubic bush, half an inch above where Anna’s tongue had teased out her clitoris. Hopefully that, at least, was impossible for her whip to reach.

Emma stood, proud and content, waiting for Anna’s gift of pain. And Anna made her wait too, playing a game of eye contact that only the two of them would understand. Words had become superfluous. They were two metres apart yet joined at the eye. And joined at the heart. Soon they would be joined by a long cruel snake of leather and an echoing, flat sound.

Anna looked down at Emma’s pubis as she tensed the whip, then deliberately back into Emma’s eyes. They both waited again: Anna because she wanted to and Emma because she had no choice. She idly wondered what she would do if she did have a choice. What if she were free of these ropes? What if she could just walk away and avoid this instrument of torture, this moment of blissful agony? Would she go or would she stay?

No contest. A power much more compelling than ropes kept her in position.

Anna twisted half a turn towards Emma as she sent the tail her way. It cut into Emma’s skin so much she felt sure it would have drawn blood, but, at that moment, she wouldn’t have minded. It would have been a sign – a badge – of what was happening, of her surrender and her acceptance.

Emma gasped as the heat from the whip invaded her loins. The heat was palpable; she could feel it. The whip had gone away but its effects were still advancing on her, spreading out yet still moving to her centre. Her legs were no longer her own and she sagged into the ropes. Anna stepped forwards, turning the whip round again so the pommel came at Emma first, pressing it between her thighs and upwards. Had she ordered Emma not to climax, Emma would have disobeyed; there was no way to stop it. Anna had her to her peak in a second, maybe two, and she convulsed along the shaft of that whip, still the only physical thing that joined them.

Emma sagged lower, depleted of any strength, the ropes and her own dead weight stretching her arms. Anna turned the whip vertically and pushed it up inside her one final time, filling her, occupying her, possessing her.

“Who helped you?” Emma managed to gasp out.

“Guess.”

“Jayne . . .” she tried.

“Very good. But who else? Answer carefully.”

“Seana,” she decided.

“Oh, dear,” Anna told her ruefully. “Wrong. It’s Carmen. Carmen will be very upset that you thought she was Seana. When I tell her, I expect she’ll want to punish you for that. Keep the whip warm, won’t you?”

One final kiss and Anna walked out.

Anna walked out and Emma passed out.


SEX SHOP DEAL OF THE DAY

Chris Westlake

She knew that they were strangers, two individuals who happened to be in the same shop at the same time. Nothing appeared untoward. Two ladies casually browsed the clothes on display, seemingly oblivious to each other. But she just knew. She hid behind the clothes stand – pretended to be engrossed by the latest offers – and watched; watched as a hand discreetly – casually – slipped inside the flimsy flannel skirt. Shoppers passed, ignorant to the (almost) silent moans. Her nipples stiffened, her loins stirred; she longed to be the girl – to be fondled and caressed, right there, in the middle of the shop. She had never been touched by another girl before – only in her wildest fantasies – but now the idea was fixed in her mind, ready to grow into a dark, but delicious, fantasy.

Today was Rose’s birthday. She was forty-six. Not much to celebrate, she thought. Yes, her husband, Raymond, would give her an expensive present. He always did – which was part of the problem, really. Rose did not need any more expensive presents from her husband.

“Why don’t you spend a relaxing day at the shops?” Raymond asked, putting on his suit jacket. He had bought her a stunning Tiffany diamond ring. That was his good husband role fulfilled, it seemed.

“Where are you going?” Rose asked. She was not sure why she bothered asking. She already knew the answer.

Raymond kissed her on the temple. “I have to work, darling. I tried to get the day off, but you know how it is.” Yes, she knew all too well. “Why don’t you buy yourself something nice?” he suggested, already halfway out of the door.

He always promised to get the day off. He never did. Last year she went to the shops, bought something nice. Oh, and the year before, too. Her friends had been so jealous. She was so lucky, they cooed. Yeah, yeah, she thought. How come then, she did not feel very lucky?

This birthday, however, the idea of strolling around the shops was a little more enticing. A new store had opened in the centre. But then, new stores opened in the centre all the time. It sold her favourite designer brands. But then, a dozen or so shops sold her favourite brands. What made the store interesting was its other side. The adult section, stocked with wonderful lingerie, naughty outfits and toys.

And, it was where she had caught the two women only weeks earlier.

The memory dominated her thoughts. The incident had been so discreet, and yet so very public. Anybody could have seen. Rose had left the shop in a hurry, her face flushed scarlet, her thoughts racing out of control. She headed straight to the nearest public toilets and frantically snatched at her panties, which were absolutely drenched. Raising her knees, pressing her heels against the wooden door, she fingered herself, right in the middle of the tiny cubicle. Women came in and out of the toilet. Rose did her best not to be heard. The strong scent of hot sex filled the room. She stifled her moans by pressing a skirt she had purchased against her mouth. Otherwise, she would have screamed the room down.

Now, two weeks later, she was back in the shop, and her heart was racing. It was Thursday morning, and the store was quiet. Rose pretended to browse the expensive brands. They bored her. Slowly, casually, almost accidentally (on purpose, of course) she edged closer to the adult section. The stock was amazing. It opened up so many possibilities. And yet, she mused, who was she kidding? She had nobody to appreciate it, to share with. Really, she had no idea why she was even there.

“Wow, now that would look just amazing on you.”

Rose turned around, startled. She had hardly noticed that her right hand was on an item of lingerie. The young shop assistant, however, presumably had. Full lips developed into a wide, beaming smile. Blue eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. Maybe, considered Rose, with just a touch of irritation, the girl had spotted a potential sale.

“You so need to try it on!” she enthused.

“I’m allowed to?” Rose asked. It was a genuine question. She was sure that you were not allowed to sample lingerie in this sort of shop.

“Well,” the assistant said, winking cheekily. “Rules are meant to be broken. And—” she giggled, removing the garment from the hanger “—I’m sure that once you’ve seen yourself in this, you’ll absolutely not want to give it back!”

Rose obediently followed her into a cubicle. The wooden door was shut tight, the metal lock pulled across. There was plenty of room to manoeuvre. The walls were painted a brilliant white. The focal point – a mirror – stretched from the tiled floor to the high ceiling.

“Can’t wait to see how good you look in this!” The girl giggled. The strange thing was that she seemed to mean it.

Rose could not understand why the girl was even there. Usually, the assistants waited outside, all prim and professional. Her enthusiasm, however, was infectious. Rose was quite excited herself, even though she had no real idea what it was she was trying on. She had been daydreaming when the assistant gained her attention.

First she had to remove her clothes. She knew that it all had to come off, even her panties. Only her husband had seen her naked in over twenty years, and even he had not shown any real interest. Her fingers trembled as she kicked off her heels, pulled down her skirt and unbuttoned her blouse. Rose momentarily caught her naked reflection in the mirror. She could not wait to put the lingerie on, if only to cover her own nudity. What must this girl think of her, her with a young, slender body? And yet, when Rose caught her reflection, she saw that she was watching, staring, even. The girl made no attempt to divert her gaze. The blue eyes looked big, they looked interested. Rose hurriedly slipped into the garment, adjusted the strapping and then looked at herself in the mirror.

What she saw took her breath away.

“Oh my God!” the girl exclaimed. “I never thought that you would look this amazing!”

Rose had never before worn anything so openly outrageous. The black lace body had two tiny straps from the cup down to the pants. Only the pants were crotchless, and the cut-outs in the cup exposed pink, prominent nipples. Rose felt exposed. She felt ridiculous. But, she also felt ridiculously sexy.

Rose eyed the girl. The beautiful blue eyes darted all over her fleshy, curvaceous body. And she stood really close; her slip of a body pressed against her from behind. She could feel her soft gentle breathing against the smooth of her neck. Rose’s nipples were becoming more evident, stiffening with excitement. She hoped that the girl would not notice. But then, she hoped that maybe she would.

“The great thing about this outfit is that it is sexy, and yet so very, very naughty,” the girl said. “I think that it suits you, one hundred per cent.” She giggled, not for a moment moving her gaze in the mirror. “And,” she continued, “it allows such very easy access. Let me, within my customer service responsibilities of course, demonstrate.”

The girl did not wait for Rose to respond, to give the go-ahead. Her hands cupped and squeezed Rose’s large, milky breasts; then the tips of her fingers circled and massaged the pointy nipples. “Would you like me to demonstrate to you the full range of easy access that this product offers?” she whispered.

Rose nodded her head. Customers came and went in the communal area outside. She wondered whether they could hear her, smell her. The wonderful young hands brushed down her midriff, over her wide hips, between the smooth thighs. The legs were parted. The girl gazed at Rose in the mirror. Rose did not dare to lose eye contact. A bead of sweat trickled down her cheek. She did not have the strength to wipe it away with her forearm.

The nimble, wandering fingers slipped inside the thighs, right where her modesty should at least have been partly covered. The fingers traced the outskirts of her exposed, fleshy sex, and then slipped inside. The left hand stroked, tweaked and pinched her nipple. The right hand fingered and fucked. She stretched out her arms, pressed her hands against the walls of the cubicle in a vain attempt to keep her balance. Her knees were trembling.

“I can see that you are a very happy customer,” the young girl teased. “At Tornado we want you to keep coming back, but today I just want you to come – and really hard. Are you going to do that for me?”

“Ye-yes,” Rose replied, taking hold of the girl’s wrist and pushing the fingers deeper inside. She stared straight at her reflection in the mirror. She looked so different – so sluttish, and yet, incredibly, unbelievably, sexy. The fingers thrust in and out, faster and harder. She blinked the sweat out of her eyes. Hot juices trickled down her thighs, probably staining the tiled floor. Her eyes looked big and unrecognizable. “Ye-yes, I’m going to come!” The girl pressed her spare hand over Rose’s mouth to stifle the wild, animalistic moans. Rose dug her teeth into the slender fingers. The moans were muffled. Her passion was not. As wave after wave of pleasure overcame her shuddering body, Rose looked at her reflection in the mirror and it was as if a different being altogether stared back at her.

The girl let Rose regain her senses. She still looked unflustered, professional. The girl would go back onto the shop floor and there would be no questions asked. “See, I said that once you try the item on, you absolutely would not want to give it back!” She smiled. “If you bring it up to the checkout, I’ll put it through the till for you.”

Rose felt little guilt. She knew that if her husband had shown her any sort of attention (besides the monetary kind) both in and out of the bedroom, then it would not have happened. It had been a cheap meaningless thrill, albeit, an incredible one. Rose was high for days, walking around in almost a daze. She knew that no harm had been done, that she could easily return back to her normal, predictable life, that nothing would change.

The problem was, she wanted – or possibly needed – more.

Her shopping trips into town became even more frequent. Previously, the trips had filled long voids. They had passed the time of day. Now, there was an extra incentive. Rose still went to the same old shops, still made luxury purchases. But, she always ended in the same shop. The excitement, the anticipation of something fantastic, instantly returned.

And yet, nothing happened. Rose hardly ever saw the girl, and when she did, there was only feint recognition. She was treated like every other customer. She made some purchases – even surprised her husband with a sexy matching bra and thong – but it rarely raised an interest, let alone anything else. The visits became more regular, the stays longer. The frustration increased and the need for excitement spiralled. Rose was like an addict, desperate for her next hit.

It was clear that her hunger was not going to be satisfied sexually. Rose looked for something else – anything – to give her a high. And so, that quiet Thursday afternoon, her purse overflowing with cash and credit cards, she slipped an item of lingerie into her handbag and strode purposefully out of the shop. The risk of getting caught made her heart pump, her fingers tingle. Rose felt on top of the world.

Right until the moment she felt a strong hand on her shoulder, pulling her back into the store.

Rose was escorted – marched – upstairs, away from the public glare. Her heart pumped, now not from excitement, but blind panic. The security guard took her to a room, ordered her to take a seat. It was a small office, with no windows, and pretty much no character. There were two plastic chairs either side of a plain table. Rose sat down on the far side. She was told to wait. The guard shut the door, turned the key. Rose felt the life sucked out of her body.

She waited, just as she had been told. She wondered who would walk through the door. They were taking some time, that was for sure. Rose stared at a large round clock on the painted wall. They must have called the police, she thought. She was going to be handcuffed, dragged to the station. She would never be able to live it down.

The lock turned, the door opened. It was not the police. A woman, probably about thirty, walked in and sat down. Her brown hair was tied back. Plain, practical glasses rested on the tip of her nose. Her face was completely neutral.

Rose knew that she was in big, big trouble.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t call the police.”

“I-I’m sorry,” Rose stuttered. It was difficult to think of a reason, let alone a good one. “It’s the first time it has happened, and I promise you it will not happen again.”

“Too right it won’t!” the woman shouted, slamming her hand down on the table.

The door opened. Rose looked up. She was still scared that it would be the police. It wasn’t. But it was somebody she instantly recognized.

The girl took no notice of Rose. She went straight to the manager, whispered in her ear. Rose had no idea what she said, but whatever it was, the woman found it amusing. For the first time, her placid features broke into a smile. The girl sat down next to the manager.

“It seems,” the woman began, looking over the top of her glasses, “that this is not the first time that you have been bad in our shop. Is this true?” She leaned forwards, narrowed her eyes.

Rose knew exactly what she was being accused of. But it was her word against the assistant. She thought it was best that she act innocent. “As far as I am aware, this is the first time I have done anything wrong.”

The woman folded her arms. “Are you denying that you were coming like a train in one of the cubicles only a few weeks ago?”

Rose knew that there was no way back.

“We have two options,” the manager continued, a slyly smiling. “We could call the police, and you will get a criminal record, public humiliation and most likely a whole load of grief from your husband.” The woman sniggered, the assistant giggled. “Or, you do whatever we say, and if you don’t mention what happens in here, we will not say anything about the stealing.”

Oh God, thought Rose, this does not sound good. She could not think of anything worse than the police being called, however. “I will do whatever you say,” she murmured, avoiding all eye contact.

The neutral, expressionless features had been replaced by a wide grin. The manager delved inside Rose’s handbag, pulled out an item of lingerie – the one that she had tried to steal – and threw it at Rose. “Put it on,” she demanded. “Right in front of us, so that we can see you.”

Rose was naked but for a fleeting moment. She had no idea what she had tried to steal. The one-piece red baby-doll felt fantastic against her naked skin. Rose knew that the two women were watching, staring. It felt good.

“Not bad at all,” the manager said, nodding her head with appreciation. “But I want to find out for myself exactly what Rebecca here fingered to orgasm the other week. Lie down on the table so that we can properly see you.”

The cold of the table contrasted with the heat between her thighs. The silk baby-doll barely covered her buttocks, and Rose was fully aware that she was showing everything.

“See, I told you she loved it,” the assistant excitedly said. “Look how wet she is already.”

It was as if the manager sought reassurance. She jumped to her feet and slipped two fingers easily inside the open thighs. The fingers stabbed back and forth, penetrated deep and hard. “You are right,” Rose heard, loud and clear, as an extra finger inserted inside her. “She does love it.”

The words were demeaning, but oh-so wonderfully arousing. Rose struggled to grip the sides of the table with her hands. “I’m going to come!” Rose panted. Her fingernails clawed and scratched at the surface of the table. The parted thighs tightened and tensed. Her eyes watered. Her mouth opened wide. She released a long, loud sigh as the first orgasm overcame her trembling body. Rose could sense movements around her, but it was all very unclear; the room was spinning, everything seemed to be unsteady, a blur.

“I think that she is having it too easy,” she heard, but she had no idea whether the assistant or the manager was talking. “I think that she needs to work much, much harder to be let off!”

There were more muffled movements. She heard unzipping, the dropping of clothes. The table moved. Her eyes were closed, and when they opened, she was met by the most incredible, mesmerizing sight. The girl had crouched down, lowered herself over Rose’s face. Her pink, open cunt was just inches from her lips. “Lick me out!” she demanded.

Rose did not need to be asked twice. This was not hard work at all. She had always fantasized how pussy would feel, what it would taste like. She had spent many a lazy afternoon masturbating, thinking about it in the solitude of her bedroom. Never, not in her wildest dreams, did she ever imagine that it would be quite so spectacular. The girl was so wet, so hot, tasted so sweet. Her cunt pressed down hard against her face. The flowing juices covered her chin. She felt almost suffocated, swamped, but Rose absolutely could not get enough.

But it was not the only pleasure she was experiencing. Rose quickly became aware of fantastic sensations between her own legs. The heat was rising; the passion was exploding. “Oh my fucking God,” she murmured, as the realization hit her. Not only was she licking out, she was getting licked out.

The girl had arched her buttocks back, leaned forwards, begun squeezing and groping her full round breasts underneath the fabric of the baby-doll. The tongue between her legs felt so expert. It licked, flicked and circled, all in wicked, teasing motions. Rose straddled her feet around the neck of the woman, and then tightened the grip. She could hear the girl breathlessly cursing, “She is such a horny little bitch,” over and over again, and then, “Fucking bitch!” as she reached a thunderous climax. This brought Rose over the edge. Her head shook from side to side, her legs shook uncontrollably, hot sticky juices flowed down her buttocks.

The smell of sex filled the room. Rose had never before been so satisfied, so fulfilled. It was not enough.

“She still hasn’t done enough work!” the manager exclaimed. “I think she needs to do something to make it up to me personally. And I know what that can be.”

Rose was zoned out, lying flat on the table with her eyes closed. She felt firm, determined hands adjusting something around her hips. Rose did not know, did not care, what was going on. She was only brought out of her glorious stupor by harsh, hard words. “Now, fuck me!” the woman demanded.

The woman was completely naked. Her hands pressed against the wall. Her buttocks were raised. Rose looked down and gasped. The manager had strapped a dick to her groin. She wanted to be fucked by a woman with a dick.

Rose was out of her comfort zone, and yet at the same time, completely in her element. She just did what felt natural. The large cock easily slipped inside the open, gaping hole. She knew that she was doing it right by the loud, gasping moans as she thrust in and out. “You fucking bitch!” the woman screamed. “First you steal from my shop, and then you fuck my brains out! You, fucking, fucking bitch!”

It was an extraordinary afternoon. Rose needed to be let out of the back door. The three women had been at it for so long, the shop had shut hours ago. Rose promised that she would return to the shop a happy, happy customer.

“I think that you’ve located your perfect purchase,” the manager giggled, handing her the strap-on dildo. “Accept it as a loyalty freebie!”

It was the beginning, rather than the end. Rose never did return to the shop. She knew that nothing could ever compete with that incredible afternoon. But things did improve dramatically between the bed sheets with her husband.

Not only did Rose love her freebie, but it turned out that the manageress of the shop was not the only one who liked to be taken hard from behind.


MUSE

Maggie Morton

In the fall of my first year of college, I volunteered for a group trying to get signatures for a proposition to give insurance rights to the GLBT crew – my crew, as I’d come to realize that very year. I hadn’t ever kissed a woman, but I knew, in my soul, as well as my pants, that men just didn’t do it for me. Random skirmishes with pimpled, sloppy high school boys had done more than enough to convince me of this and, although I’d gotten asked out by a few men at the college, I only had eyes for the women. The glorious, curvaceous, full-lipped femmes, and the short-haired, boyish, sports-playing butches. They were my people, they were the ones I lusted after and, sadly, they were the ones I’d probably never work up the nerve to touch, to kiss, to even start a conversation with. Such is the luck of a shy, late-blooming girl who didn’t know the first thing about women.

So I bought books from the local gay-friendly bookstore, I went to feminist rallies and saw Ani DiFranco play, and I dearly hoped to learn, somewhere, among all of this, how on earth to get some lovely woman’s attention. I didn’t just join the group gunning for the proposition in hopes of meeting that special someone, though. Of course I cared about my community – cared deep and true about the rights I’d need someday if I were ever to couple up with a woman somewhere down the line. So I joined the women and men, walking down suburban streets, begging for signatures, for equal rights, for just a crumb of support. But for now, I didn’t have a lady and, for now, I still had . . . urges. So for now, my mind and my right hand took care of my sexual needs. At least I had a mind stuffed full of lush, hot fantasies.

In my favourite one, I would be masturbating furiously. Suddenly, my door would burst open. Before I could cover myself, or even move my hand away from my clit, the gorgeous woman in the doorway would see me there, naked, wet and incredibly embarrassed. But she wouldn’t apologize and quickly leave the room. No, she’d approach the bed and stand over me, leering, and she’d order me to continue what I’d been doing before she came into the room. She’d talk dirty to me, telling me how to touch myself, and then she’d peel off her skintight pants, revealing a full bush and a dripping wet cunt. Her next words were always the same – “Taste me.” Something about those words really turned me on. Perhaps it was the fact that they were both an order and a request, something that levelled the playing field.

I never could picture myself being on equal footing with a woman in reality, but in my fantasies, every once in a while it was I who said those two words, and then came the next part; the best part; the part where I could finally come in reality. Because that first brush of lips brought a heat to me that was impossible to deny. And so I would come, my head buried against my pillow, and then, panting, I’d lie back and try to sleep. I would try not to think about the fact that I’d never done these things with a woman in reality. I hadn’t even kissed one.

A few days later, my usual partner – a gorgeous man who I would have lusted after had he been straight (and had I been even slightly less than a hundred per cent queer) – came down with a cold, and so I was left by myself to walk down the streets and knock on doors, begging for equality. After three extremely rude people in a row, I was about ready to call it a day, and then I came across a cute pale-blue house, with a car parked outside it – a car with a rainbow on the back of it. Well, things might actually be shaping up, I thought to myself. Maybe I’d get another signature from whoever lived there. I walked up the steps to the front door, pausing to admire the beautiful snow-white lilies potted and scattered across the deck. I knocked three times, and heard a yelled, “Just a minute!” A few moments later, a woman came to the door. Her hair was tied back with a black bandana, and she wore paint-spattered overalls and a black tank top. Oh, and there’s one thing I forgot to mention – she was absolutely the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. Emerald-green eyes, gently uptilted in each far corner, plush, kissable lips, slightly parted, and her hair was a rich midnight-black with ruby-coloured highlights.

“Yes?”

I stood there, dumbfounded, for what was certainly far too long, and then, upon her clearing her throat, I snapped back to reality, away from thoughts of how she might look with those overalls on the floor and me on top of her. “Um, I’m going from door to door, trying to get signatures to get a proposition on the ballot.”

“Oh, and what would that proposition involve? More money for the big boys ruining my rights? A government-funded church?”

“I . . . noticed the rainbow on your car, so I think that maybe this issue might actually apply to you. It’s to get more health-care rights for LGBT partners.”

“Oh!” She looked genuinely embarrassed. She furrowed her brow and then smiled shyly, opening the door wider. “Come in. Maybe I can serve you some tea or something? I already have a pot on the stove, it should be hot enough any minute now.”

Well, how could I say no? The most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen was inviting me in for tea – there was no way I could turn down an offer that good. I nodded in answer, then said, “Sure,” to make perfectly clear that in no way was I going to turn her down, and then I stepped over the threshold and entered her home.

In what seemed to be her living room, there was a white futon against the wall on the left, and about three million paintings were scattered all across the floor. Next to a desk, an easel sat in the far corner, with what looked to be a half-finished painting, a nude woman reclining on a golden throne, her legs spread wide. “I, um, like your painting,” I told the woman.

“Thanks, but it’s not my best work. It’s for a show coming up, and I’ve really been shooting blanks when it comes to what to draw and paint for it. Everything’s been total crap so far, to tell the truth.” She turned towards the painting, one hand on her hip, and gestured towards it with the other. “This one, for example, is probably never going to be finished. I’m stuck! My muse has gone and deserted me for someone else.”

“It looks great to me, but I’m an English major, or at least I plan to be one. I still love art, though, of the visual sort.”

She turned and looked at me, a shrewd expression passing over her beautiful face. “You know . . . would you . . . would you be willing to pose for me? I mean, do you have enough free time this afternoon for me to do a sketch?”

How could I say no to that? Get to spend at least an hour in this woman’s company? “Sure. I have plenty of time – no classes today, just canvassing the neighbourhood, and I could certainly use a break.” Then I realized something, and I just had to ask. “Would I be . . . would I be posing nude?”

“Well, sweetie, I pretty much only do nudes. If you’d be uncomfortable with that, I’d understand, and—”

“No, not at all,” I interrupted. I would be uncomfortable, but she didn’t need to know that she’d be the first woman to see me naked besides my ob-gyn. I drew upon every last reserve of confidence I contained, and, surprisingly, found myself begin to smile. “When should we begin?”

“Oh, instantly, if at all possible. The muse is back, I can tell!” She walked over to the windows and quickly closed the drapes, then turned on the overhead light with a quick flick of a switch by the door. “Now, if you would just get undressed, I’ll get out my sketch pad.” She turned from me and walked over to her easel, plopping the half-finished painting on the ground and spinning the easel around, and then she bent over and picked up a large pad of paper from the desk to her right. She took a thick, black pencil from a half-open drawer in the desk, and squinted at me, then gestured towards the futon. “If you’ll disrobe, we can get started. Oh, and my name is Lilliana. Yours?”

I began taking off my clothes, slipping my dress over my head, and said, as I placed it neatly on the ground, “Ona. I know, it’s kind of a silly name. I’ve never liked it.”

“Oh, but I do . . . Ona. It’s pretty. Just like you.” Then she grinned, and I realized she found blushing cute, perhaps, because she grinned wider as I felt the heat rising to my cheeks.

I slipped off my sneakers and socks, and then came the big reveal. Off came my sports bra and panties, and then there I was, for her to look at, every inch of skin, and I hoped, desperately, that she would approve.

“Mmm,” was all she said. Then she gestured towards the futon and said, “If you could sit there, maybe with your arms draped over the back, or . . . well, we’ll figure it out.” She put down the pencil, and walked over to me, taking my hand in hers. “Here, go ahead and sit down,” she said and she led me over to the futon. I slowly sat down, worried that she could somehow sense the heat coming from my crotch, the heat that her touch was bringing to my whole body.

“OK, let’s see . . .” She reached towards me and grabbed on to each of my arms with a hand, her fingers cool but soft, and she lifted each arm until they were spread wide, straight out across the top edge of the blanket draped over the top of the couch. “Well, I think this will work. And . . . if you could just spread your legs a bit,” she continued. Slowly, she reached down towards them, then paused, looking slightly embarrassed. “I’m sorry if I’m being too forward, I usually know my subjects a little more before I have them pose for me.”

“N-no, it’s fine,” I said, smiling up at her a little. And it really was fine. After all, this was pretty much the closest I’d ever gotten to sex, and even though it wasn’t going to lead to that, I wasn’t about to complain. “Do whatever you want with me.”

“Really? Not a very intelligent thing to say to a smart-ass such as myself.” She smiled, bit her lip, and I found myself suddenly getting very, very wet. And goddamn it for happening, as she would see just how slick I was as soon as she spread my legs. I found, though, as she began to push them apart, that I almost didn’t care.

It was then that she stopped making eye contact, her face softening, her eyes travelling straight to my cunt, now sopping wet. “Oh my . . . you . . . you’re so wet,” she said quietly.

“I guess . . . yeah, well, I’ve never . . . I’ve never really been touched by such a gorgeous woman while completely naked,” I told her. “I’m sorry if I’m not supposed to be . . . aroused.”

“Oh, no, that’s fine.” She stood up, looking slightly embarrassed, and walked back over to her easel. “Now, I want you to hold that pose as best you can, and I’m going to begin sketching you.” She picked up the pencil, and I watched as she began to draw.

I don’t really know what, exactly, came over me, but as time slowly passed, and as I found I was getting wetter and wetter, I couldn’t help it – I knew I was supposed to stay still, but I found I was desperate to touch myself, to do something about this extreme level of arousal, to get off, or at least to try.

And just then, as that thought crossed my mind, Lilliana stopped sketching, and she ripped off the page she’d just finished and placed it on the floor. “Why don’t we try another pose? Maybe one that’s more relaxed?”

“I can think of one,” I said, and my boldness shocked me, as I slowly reached my hand down and placed it on my crotch. My fingers began to move, almost like I’d lost control of them, and I began to stroke the lips, gently. I stared at her, waiting for a reaction.

She sighed, almost like a moan, and raised her pencil to the paper. “That’s . . . that’s perfect, and feel free to, um, experiment a little . . . you know, shift around or . . . or . . .” I began to slide my fingers up and down my slit then, gasping as they grazed my clit for the first time. “Or just keep doing that,” she said quickly. “God, are you ever . . . naughty.” And now she was the one who was flushed, her cheeks cherry red, her breath practically visible, as she panted a little, and I knew I was having an effect on her, a lovely effect, and so, as she sketched, I slipped a finger inside myself, then another, and began to fuck my cunt, my fingers making a soft sucking sound as they slid in and out. I watched her watch me, and I could almost sense how turned on she was, could almost smell her getting wet, and then she dropped her pencil, said, “Fuck it,” and crossed the room in mere seconds.

She got down on her knees in front of me, and now she was the shy one, as she said, “Can I . . . can I touch you?”

“Of course.” I lifted my fingers from my cunt, and then she took my hand, pulling it to her lips, and she parted them then, sliding my fingers inside, into the wetness of her open mouth. Her tongue slithered across them, and she moaned softly, as if I tasted as sweet as chocolate.

I slowly took my fingers from her mouth, and then she shoved my legs apart, and placed her lips on me, and that was it – a woman was going down on me for the first time.

Her tongue slipped up my slit, and I felt myself tighten, clench, and then her fingers gave me something to clench around, as she spread me wide and shoved two of them inside me. Oh, this felt so much, so much better than when I was alone, touching myself. I revelled at the warmth of her mouth, the thrust of her tongue, the way her fingers fucked me as she licked and sucked and got me so very close to coming.

But it wasn’t to be, because . . . I just couldn’t. It didn’t mean I wasn’t enjoying myself, and after I told her, “I’m sorry, I just can’t come,” I told her how wonderful it felt, because I wanted her to know she wasn’t doing anything wrong.

She grinned up at me, her lips moist, her chin wet. “How about I introduce you to my Hitachi? She’s never failed me yet.”

Lilliana led me into her bedroom, and I lay down on her bed. She reached down to the floor to its right, and out came the vibrator.

And no, it didn’t fail her, and I came gloriously hard mere moments later, with her lips on mine, and the vibrator pushed tight against my clit.

She never finished that second sketch, but I went to her opening two weeks later, and there was that first sketch of me, selling for almost two hundred dollars. At the end of the night, there was a red sticker next to its title, and I couldn’t help wondering who had bought it.

The next day, a knock came on my dorm-room door, and I got up to open it. No one was there, but there was a large, flat rigid package wrapped in brown paper, and so I took it into my room and opened it. There was the sketch, and I looked glorious in it, full of heat, full of promises for sex, and there, taped on the back, was her phone number and a suggestion that I come over for dinner sometime soon. I tried to be cool, to hold off on calling her for at least a few days, but the phone was in my hand twenty minutes later.

We had dinner together that night, spanakopita and Greek salad, and we talked late into the night. She invited me to stay, going off about how late it was, and we crawled into bed together around two, and fell asleep around four. It’s obvious what we did up until then, but a few details stood out, certainly:

Her face, when I got her off that first time – which was my first time ever getting a woman off. It was a thing of beauty, something that will probably remain forever etched in my mind. As she came, her brow wrinkled, and her lips shook – each was subtle, almost unnoticeable, but I did notice them, and I found myself thinking, So that’s what a woman looks like when she comes. A silly thought, perhaps, but the look on her face was anything but silly, and the sounds she made as she came were even further away from that. Yes, they were beautiful, just as much so as her body beneath me, just as much so as the skin – still taut and firm despite the years she had beyond mine – pressed tight against my own. I was just as naked as I’d been before, posing for her as she drew me, but she was revealed now too, a certain level of equality brought into the room by the fact that we were both now completely unclothed. A certain level of equality was also there because now I’d seen the faces she made, too, the twist of her lips, the squeezing tight of her eyes, the flush of her cheeks and the furrows of her forehead, all there as she came gloriously hard, and, even more gloriously, loud as could be. The sound was so full, so intense, and so full of, well, pleasure, that it was unbelievable. So this was what I’d been missing out on all of these years; this was what making a beautiful woman come was like. Was this how I looked? I wondered, as my turn came, as she got me off. Did I look even close to that beautiful, that sexy, that full of pleasure and lust and oh-so-many-things-more? Were my sounds as lovely as hers, sending shivers of intense power down her flesh like her sounds sent down mine? And then I forgot to wonder all of this, forgot to question anything, as I came, hard, gloriously hard, my lips wide and leaking sound after sound as I felt my cunt clench tight, and then I felt it pulse, over and over, until I finally grew still once more . . . but only after what seemed to me like a very, very long time.

I fell asleep with a smile on my face, hearing her last words to me over and over – “Thank you for bringing back my muse . . . and my sex life.” It may have been the very beginning of mine, but I could already tell that I, just like her art, was headed for even greater things.

That night, after all, we didn’t need the Hitachi, not for me – and not for her, either.


READING BETWEEN THE THIGHS

Chris Westlake

It was seven thirty, just an ordinary Wednesday night. Silence filled the fifth floor of the library. Studious faces were buried deep inside textbooks. The librarian sat behind her large wooden desk, prim and proper in a white blouse, brown hair tied in a perfect bun. A student casually viewed her over the top of his book, observed her updating records on the computer screen. He had no reason to suspect that, hidden away beneath the big wooden desk, her skirt was hitched high over her pink thighs. Or that she leaned forward in her chair, not to closely scrutinize the data on the screen, but to caress her exposed sex against the smoothness of the desk. Or that tonight was far from the first time she had masturbated herself to an orgasm, the rest of the students innocently oblivious.

Amanda Morgan had worked in the library for nine years. She was a fresh-faced twenty-two-year-old when she had faced the scrutiny of the interview panel: three men close to retirement wearing musky old suits. Amanda did her best to look and act the part. She wore a conservative black skirt with a plain white blouse. It was not that difficult; she hardly ever wore anything extravagant.

“Could you please tell us why you want this job, Ms Morgan?” one of the men asked.

She gave a carefully rehearsed response. “I have always been a lover of knowledge. And this great institution will give me an opportunity to enlighten others . . .” She continued – and continued – until she suspected that one of the interviewers had closed his eyes, possibly dozed off.

Amanda did love learning. She loved everything about books, from their own individual scents, to the hidden adventures that lay within the covers. But she was not naïve enough to pretend that these were the reasons for her fascination with libraries.

It began when she was eighteen. Amanda was studying for her A-levels. It had been a Wednesday night. She hid herself away on the fifth floor of the library. It was the top floor – always the quietest one – and after seven thirty it became virtually deserted. Amanda focused on her studies. She was aware that somebody was sat opposite: she had heard muffled movements when they had arrived an hour or so earlier. And she knew that the person was female: she had glimpsed (with some envy) a turquoise sterling silver ring when she sat down. But that was all she knew – their sections were separated by a tall wooden divider. This suited Amanda. She was free to concentrate on her studies in her own little world.

Her attention was only disturbed when something brushed against her underneath the table. She took little notice. It was just an accidental clash of feet. The Renaissance of the fifteenth century demanded all of her concentration. But there it was again. This girl really was a bit careless, Amanda gently chided. She went to pull her chair back. Instead, she froze. The touches had moved from her shoe to her ankle. Only, it was apparent that the unknown girl had removed her own footwear. Amanda was wearing a pleated skirt, and she had no tights on underneath; it was now naked flesh brushing against naked flesh.

Amanda dared not move. She stared at the words on the page; tightly gripped the corners of the book. Her cheeks were burning. Amanda quickly considered her options. She could move away. She could stand up and protest. Or she could sit and do nothing.

She sat and did nothing.

The caresses continued along her calf. It was such a delicate, sensual touch. The soles of her feet were silky smooth, so soft and feminine. Amanda noticed her knuckles whiten as the grip on her book tightened. She cursed herself for how she felt. Goddamn it, she was enjoying it. Amanda had never been with a girl before, although privately she had thought about it often enough. Now she longed to reach down and take the foot in her hands, rub each toe individually with her fingers, direct them to where she craved to be touched the most. She knew though that her palms were dampening at probably the same rate as her sex. So, instead, she gripped her book as if her life depended on it; tried desperately to stop her body from trembling.

Just as Amanda was ready to part her legs, invite the touches to continue all the way to the top of her thighs, the caresses stopped, just as quickly as they had started. Amanda heard a book closing, then the zipping of a bag. The unknown lady stood up and quickly turned. Amanda discreetly eyed her departing figure from the edge of her pod. She was only able to make out a mane of brown hair, and long shapely calves in a knee-length skirt.

Amanda was in a spin. She had no idea what had just happened. She did know that her body had been teased and cajoled into a state of frenzy. She anxiously looked left, then right. The few remaining students were still absorbed in their work. Amanda adjusted her seat so that her legs were hidden underneath the table. She hitched her skirt up to her hips; slipped a finger inside her panties. A bead of sweat trickled down her hot cheek. Her sex felt engorged and plump, excited and wet. She massaged her clit in a controlled steady rhythm. Amanda needed to bite into her skin with her spare hand as she reached an almost instantaneous orgasm.

She returned to the library for the next two nights and over the weekend, and always sat in the same seat. Her attention was distracted. Her sexual appetite had been well and truly whetted. Amanda kept nervously looking up and checking – hoping – that she would be joined in the seat opposite. She never was. By Sunday evening, she accepted that it had been a one-off and she was able to concentrate fully on her studies. It was all for the best, Amanda convinced herself. Every evening, however, when the clock turned seven thirty, Amanda adjusted her chair, hitched up her skirt, and remembered the events of Wednesday evening.

Then, a week to the day since the incident, Amanda sat at her usual seat, studying her usual course books, when she heard movements from the other side of the divider. Amanda casually raised her eyes. She had been disappointed too many times. She was not going to raise her hopes now. Amanda only glimpsed the top of the head as she sat down. It was faintly familiar. And a left hand momentarily rested on the divider as the girl sat down.

It was the same turquoise silver ring.

Amanda could not even begin to concentrate now. The words on her page became a tangled blur. Her breathing was fast and unsteady. She longed for the girl to kick off her shoes, stretch out her long legs, caress her under the table. Amanda even encouraged advances by extending her own legs. She waited. And waited. But nothing happened. The girl seemed completely oblivious to her presence.

Frustrated, Amanda left her desk to hunt down a book. She needed it for part of her assignment. She knew that it would be hidden away somewhere in the history section, which was right at the back of the hall. The books did not appear to be correctly ordered. Where’s the damn book? Amanda cursed inwardly. She was just about to give up, return to her desk, when hands slipped around her slender waist. Amanda jumped. She had not even sensed anyone within the vicinity, let alone somebody standing right behind her. Amanda looked down and instantly spotted the ring.

“Just don’t turn around,” the girl whispered in her ear.

Amanda was too scared to even think about moving. Her whole body was a trembling mess. She looked straight ahead, her eyes staring intensely at the books. She was completely at the mercy of this girl; a girl that she had never seen, never spoken to. Amanda had no idea what she was going to do, what moves she was or was not going to make. And for a few agonizing moments, the girl did nothing. Amanda could feel her body pressed against her own, her soft breathing on her neck, but there were no other movements. And then, her hands slowly moved from her waist.

Amanda was dressed casually. She wore a cream T-shirt, which hung loose over a black flannel skirt. It provided easy access. The hands slipped underneath the T-shirt, then quickly slid inside her bra. Amanda had full upturned breasts, sensitive to the touch. She emitted a low, muffled moan as the lady massaged the soft mounds of flesh, groping and pushing the succulent cleavage together. Amanda dared not turn around, as per the strict instructions. She did manage to glance around to make sure that nobody was looking. She could not see anyone. The lady pinched and pulled on her pink, erect nipples. Amanda leaned forward, held on to the bookshelf for support. The room was beginning to spin.

The wonderful hands moved away from her breasts, pulled out of her T-shirt. Put them back, Amanda silently pleaded. She sighed – partly with relief, partly with anticipation – when the hands slipped underneath her skirt from behind. They groped and cupped her pert little buttocks, then eased underneath and brushed against the fabric of her panties. Amanda knew that the folds of her sex were wet and raw with want. She craved for the hands to delve inside her pants, discover just how lusty and needy she was. Amanda needed to wait. The girl teased and toyed with her. Finally, when her fingers did make their way to Amanda’s throbbing clit, she was so overcome with desire that she reached an orgasm almost immediately. The girl needed to push her finger into Amanda’s mouth to stop her from screaming out and attracting the attention of the other (well-behaved) students.

Amanda was trying to regain her senses when she felt a warm kiss on her neck. She quickly turned, but it was too late. The girl had already gone, her shapely calves striding gracefully into the study area.

She took a moment; composed her frantic breathing. Amanda knew that she needed to go straight to the toilet, change her sodden panties. She turned to leave, but stopped in her tracks. There were hurried, frantic movements in the next aisle. Somebody was moving, and fast. There was just a slight gap in the expanse of books, and she glimpsed a gray flannel dress. Amanda eagerly glanced around the corner. She had already gone. Amanda put her hand to her mouth, horrified.

The girl must have been watching.

Thirteen years later, now that Amanda was queen of the library, she was able to smile when she remembered the incident. At the time, the thought of being exposed as a sex fiend had terrified her. She never did find out who had been hidden away behind that bookshelf. Not that it mattered now.

Nothing like that had happened since. Amanda loved being surrounded by her favourite books, and she adored the peaceful surroundings of her workplace. But in reality, her days were usually long and uneventful, partly why she tended to make her own entertainment during the quieter periods in the evenings.

It was Thursday at three, and the library was busy. The afternoon was usually the busiest time of day. Amanda was rushed off her feet: helping students with enquiries, locating books, restocking. She was relieved when she returned to her desk. Her screen flashed, informing her that she had a new message. Amanda wearily clicked into her inbox. She was forever receiving emails from the ground floor outlining the latest procedural changes. Amanda put her hand to her mouth to stifle a yawn.

I know what you do behind that desk after 19.30.

Amanda put her hand back to her mouth. This time, however, it was from shock rather than boredom. Her head felt light; her fingers tingled. She looked around the room. Nearly all of the students had laptops. Any one of them could have sent the email. She tentatively typed a message.

Who are you?

Amanda tried to look relaxed; did her best not to stare at her computer screen as if her life depended on it. She anxiously waited. Eventually she received a message alert.

I’m a lady who enjoys watching what you do behind that desk after 19.30

Amanda sighed with relief. At least it wasn’t a colleague, or worse, somebody who wanted to sabotage her position. Now, she was curious. Somebody had been watching her, and Amanda liked to be watched. The idea had excited her ever since the incident all those years ago. Yet she knew that she still needed to cover her tracks, put on the pretence of innocence.

I don’t know what you mean.

Again it was an anxious waiting game. Amanda opened the next mail with a mixture of excitement and trepidation.

Maybe one night after 19.00 we can both discover more.

Now, the trepidation was fading. The excitement was increasing. Amanda typed just one word back.

Maybe.

The email exchanges created a new outlook to Amanda’s days in the library. On the one hand, it was exhilarating. On the other, she was out of her comfort zone. She felt less in control. Amanda had no idea whether somebody was watching her; what might happen next. And, for the next few days, nothing happened at all. Amanda searched the faces of the students for possible clues. There were none. She almost obsessively checked her emails, but disappointingly, they were all work-related. Every night she left the building frustrated.

Just as she was starting to lose interest, she received another email.

Bring your favourite dildo to work with you tomorrow.

The tone was so direct, so vulgar. Amanda’s fingers were trembling as she typed her response. She still tried to feign uninterest. This time, Amanda restricted her response to three words.

Maybe I will.

There was no doubt that she would.

Amanda kept herself busy the next day. She knew that if she did receive another message, it would most likely be in the evening. Until then, she wanted time to pass quickly. At four thirty, she received an email.

Get your dildo out of your handbag.

Amanda smiled wickedly.

When?

The response flashed on her screen almost immediately.

Right now.

Amanda was shocked. She had not expected this. The library was still busy. There was much more chance of being caught than in the evening. She needed to think, and fast. Her head was telling her to ignore the message. Her loins told her to follow every darn instruction she was given.

She followed her loins.

Good. Now take your pants off.

This was difficult. People were coming in and out of the library from all different directions. Amanda managed it.

Tell me how wet you are.

Amanda already knew how wet she was. Her excitement was building at a rapid rate. There were tiny goosebumps all over her arms.

Very.

Amanda waited.

No, I want you to run your fingers between your legs, explore how wet you are.

Amanda pushed her chair forward so that her legs were hidden underneath the table. She discreetly ran her middle finger between the folds of her sex. Amanda knew that she was excited, but even she was shocked by what she found.

I am soaking.

Amanda waited, as patiently as she could. She felt heat flowing from her cheeks, down her neck.

I suspected that you would be. Now I want you to take your finger – the one that you have just had in your pussy – and slide it into your mouth. Suck on your finger like it was a dick. Taste your own hot, sticky juices.

Amanda glanced around. She tried to make it look as natural as possible. Most of the students had their heads in their books, but some looked less focused. They had wandering eyes. Amanda slid her middle finger between her lips, as instructed. The glistening juices were replaced by hot saliva.

I can see you have hidden your favourite dildo underneath your mound of paperwork. I want you to slide it inside you.

Amanda knew that this was coming – she had not been told to bring the dildo in to use as a paperweight – but the bluntness of the instruction still shocked her. Her body craved to be filled. And yet, she was scared. She needed to take the dildo from her desk and push it between her legs. Any one of the students might see. Amanda also knew that the chance of being caught just added to the thrill.

She dropped her pen on the floor, and then innocently leaned down to pick it up. Only, she took a very subtle detour. By the time that Amanda had straightened her back, adjusted her monitor, she had a dildo fully inserted inside her pulsating sex.

She was met by an instant message.

So, Little Miss Prim and Proper Librarian, how does it feel to innocently sit at the front of the room with a dildo filling your wet pussy?

Amanda knew exactly how she felt. Hornier and hornier with every crude, teasing word aimed in her direction.

It feels good.

She adjusted her seat so that it went deeper, opened her sex wider.

Do you want your hand down there, pushing your dildo in and out in a fucking motion?

Amanda typed exactly what she thought.

God yes.

It was just what she wanted.

That’s good, because that’s where I want it, pumping that big dick into your slippery pussy hole. I want to watch you fucking yourself.

Amanda was overcome with need. The concern about being caught was now completely outweighed by her lust. She almost didn’t care who caught her. Amanda gave a cursory look around the hall. With her right hand, she pulled the dildo out of her pussy, then thrust it back in, hard. All the time, she stared straight at the computer screen. To the very casual eye, she was still engrossed in her work. To the observant eye, she was a sexually charged woman close to orgasm.

I want you to think about your ultimate fantasy – fucking a woman right here in the library. I want you to imagine it as you push that dildo deep inside you.

The thought pushed Amanda over the edge. She bit hard into her spare hand, just as she drenched her right hand with her own overflowing juices. Amanda dug the teeth deep into her skin. She had to. Otherwise she would have screamed out loud, shouted every obscenity under the sun, right there in the middle of the library.

Once her orgasm had subsided, Amanda pulled the slippery dildo out of her sex, casually tried to look calm and presentable. It was difficult. Her breathing was fast. A thin layer of sweat covered her forehead. Her face was flushed crimson. She brushed down her skirt, took a long swig of water. Amanda looked cautiously around, tried to check whether there were any signs that she had been seen. As far as she could tell, she had not been.

Another message flashed up on her screen.

That was quite some performance. Keep your eye out for any further instructions. And remember, I could be watching you at any time.

The next couple of days, Amanda was like the cat that had caught the mouse. She had always stretched the boundaries. Amanda was fully aware that what she did in the evenings could get her into deep, deep water. And yet, she always felt in control. This time, the control had been well and truly taken. And she had loved it. And, most importantly, she had got away with it.

The words from the last email had been going round and round in her mind. I could be watching you at any time. Amanda was more alert than ever. Every girl that came in and out of the building was a suspect. Some of the girls openly flirted with her. All sorts of possibilities raced through her mind. Amanda was left on a constant sexual high. But they were not the words that had stirred her imagination the most. Keep your eye out for any further instructions. It suggested that it was not over. Amanda dearly hoped that it was not. Her body, her mind craved for more. She wanted to discover who was having such an enormous effect on her life.

It was just an ordinary Wednesday, at seven thirty, when she received another email.

We both know all too well that the library shuts at 20.00. Stick around until after it closes for your next instruction.

Amanda had become accustomed to expecting the unexpected, but even so, she was still shocked. She had never, even in her wildest daydreams, imagined staying back after closing time. It opened up so many more dangers, and yet so many more possibilities. She was fraught with nerves and excitement. Amanda stared at the big round clock on the wall, longing for the hands to move faster. She watched as the students picked up their bags and departed for the evening. Possible suspects were eliminated one by one. Amanda still had no idea who was playing with her.

Finally, the doors closed and she was left on her own. Suddenly, Amanda felt scared. A deadly silence filled the four corners of the room. It was darker than usual: most of the lights had been switched off by security. There were shadows everywhere. Amanda was aware, more than ever, that her pursuer could be absolutely anyone. The minutes passed, and nothing happened. Amanda considered leaving. There did not seem to be anyone else here. Then, a message flashed on her screen.

Come to the back of the floor.

Amanda felt unsteady on her feet. She still considered walking away. She took slow, awkward steps to the other side of the room. Amanda tentatively peered behind the bookshelf. She sighed deeply. There was nobody there.

She cursed herself for being so naïve, for wasting so much time. She was just about to turn and walk, when she heard fast, sudden movements. Somebody had moved from the other side of the bookshelf. They were now standing right behind her. Amanda could smell the delicious perfume.

“Just don’t turn around.”

Oh my God, Amanda thought. This was so familiar. It just had to be the girl from all those years ago. Panic was instantly replaced by anticipation. It was going to be all right. Amanda dismissed the thought. She knew that it was not going to be all right. It was going to be absolutely amazing.

She stared at the books on the shelf, books that she knew so well. Hands slowly brushed down her arms; fingers locked inside her own. She felt a brush of lips against her neck. Amanda tightened her grip on the hands. The lips grazed against the surface of her skin. The tongue massaged in a delicate, circular motion. Amanda purred like a kitten.

“You can turn around now.”

This was unexpected. The last time she had not been allowed to turn around at all. The girl had disappeared without trace. All would be revealed now.

She had striking sea-blue eyes. They gazed at Amanda with a wonderful softness. But Amanda recognized something else in them: burning desire. She was a few years older than Amanda, possibly in her late thirties. And she was only faintly familiar. Her hair was straight and blonde, tied back in a bun. She was dressed rather conservatively, in a white blouse and gray skirt. Just like me, Amanda mused. The clothes could not conceal the outline of a slim, slender body. Full red lips did not even attempt to hide a multitude of sins.

They kissed. She tasted sweet and feminine, just like her perfume. The urgency in her embrace, however, suggested that her intentions were far from sweet. The woman pressed Amanda up against the bookshelf. A couple of the books fell to the floor. Amanda kicked them away with her feet. The woman slid her hand along Amanda’s thigh, nearly all the way to the top. Then she pulled away and stared intently at Amanda, her blue eyes big and wide.

“I’ve seen how fucking horny you can get. I’ve watched you often enough.” She smiled wickedly. “Now I want to discover for myself.”

Amanda emitted a low muffled sigh as the woman pressed her mouth against her own, then slipped her tongue inside. Eager hands unbuttoned her blouse. The cotton fabric was pulled down her arms. The blouse dropped to the floor. Amanda wore a lilac demi-cup bra; she liked to feel sexy underneath her formal work clothes. The woman unashamedly stared open-mouthed at her pink, exposed nipples. She pushed the full plump breasts together, circled the outline of her nipples with her finger. She kissed Amanda’s neck again, but now the kisses were more urgent, more passionate. The woman bit at the soft skin with her teeth. At the same time, the pressure on the nipples increased. She pulled and pinched the hard buds. Amanda responded with a gasp. The increased pressure was an intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure.

The hands were unbuttoning her gray flannel dress now. The skirt was pulled down Amanda’s thighs and kicked from her feet. She wore matching lilac hot pants underneath. The girl rubbed Amanda’s sex through the flimsy material. Amanda knew that her wetness had seeped through. Damn, she could almost inhale the scent of her own pussy, she was that excited. The pants were pulled off, so that Amanda stood completely naked, right there in the library, her own workplace. She was conscious that the girl had not yet removed a single item of her own clothing.

“Sit down on the edge of the shelf,” the woman ordered. “I want to find out whether you taste as good as you feel and look.”

Amanda did as she was told. It never even crossed her mind to do anything different. The wooden shelf felt cool against her warm, naked buttocks. The woman knelt down in front of her. Amanda rested her feet on her shoulders. Her tongue danced around the outskirts of her sex. Amanda knew that she was teasing, that she was toying with her. Please stick your tongue deep inside me, she longed to scream. The delay was making her knees tremble with anticipation.

The tongue delved inside. The woman looked up. Her eyes looked sweet and innocent. There was a long trail of juice hanging from her lips all the way to Amanda’s open, exposed pussy. The innocent eyes vanished. The woman gave Amanda a different look. You really are a horny slut, kind of look. Frankly, right now Amanda could not have agreed more. She just wanted that glorious tongue back between her legs, where it belonged.

She did not have to wait very long. The tongue was pushed back inside her slippery hole and used like a dick. She thrust it back and forth in a wonderful fucking motion. Amanda uttered a constant “oh-oh-oh”, which was in rhythm with the tongue pushing in and out of her pussy. The tongue moved to her clit. It felt so damn sensitive. Amanda knew that it was plump and engorged and erect. There was only so much that she could take. Amanda moaned at the top of her voice as she reached a shattering orgasm.

Amanda did not move for a few moments. She needed to regain her composure. This wonderful woman – and she still had no idea who she was – was doing unforgiving things to her body. Amanda was just about to adjust her position on the edge of the wooden shelf when a door at the front of the floor opened.

“Don’t move or say a single word,” the woman whispered. “It’s a security guard.”

Oh my God, Amanda thought. She had forgotten that a security guard patrolled the building during the night. He must have heard her screaming. The security guard at the library in the next town had probably heard her, she’d been that loud. The lady between her thighs had a mischievous smile on her face. It was all right for her, Amanda thought. She’s not sitting here completely naked and, more to the point, she doesn’t work here.

She could hear the guard pace up the floor. He stopped ten feet away. Amanda’s heart stopped beating too. And then he turned. He walked. The door was shut tightly behind him.

Amanda was not able to stifle a laugh. The woman joined in too. God, that was close, Amanda thought. So very dangerous, she mused. And, so goddamn exciting.

The woman looked serious again. “I think it’s time you found out what really turns me on.”

The woman reached for a bag that was hidden amongst the books, right next to a laptop. She pulled out a big thick dildo. Only it was not any normal dildo. It had a strap attached to it.

“I liked to be fucked by a woman, but a woman with a dick. Do you think you could oblige?” she asked, feigning innocence.

Amanda did not need to be asked twice. The woman stripped her clothes off. She was long and lean with little pert breasts. Amanda wanted to fuck her so very badly.

It felt fantastic being in control, for the first time in the proceedings. The dildo slipped easily inside from behind, for she was incredibly excited. The lady held on to the bookshelf for support, just as Amanda had all those years earlier. She put her spare hand over her mouth, in a desperate attempt to restrict her moans. Amanda loved fucking with a dick. She had often wondered what it would be like. She thrust the dildo in and out, hard and fast. It was not long before the woman reached a thunderous orgasm, and then, shortly afterwards, another.

They sat at the back of the hall holding hands. Amanda blinked a bead of sweat from her eyes. There was no awkwardness. It felt comfortable and natural.

“Well, do you want to know who I am?” the woman asked teasingly.

Amanda smiled. She knew who she was. She looked down at her hand. The ring was not there.

The woman noticed the confusion. “Oh,” she gasped. “You think I am Anna. No, Anna was my secret plaything at the library at around about the same time she seduced you.”

Amanda was more confused than ever. “So who are you?” she asked.

She laughed again. “I arranged with Anna to watch you together. And God, it was one of the horniest things I’ve ever seen.”

It all made sense now. “So you were the girl behind the bookshelf.”

“Yes,” the woman said, leaning forward and giving Amanda a gentle, affectionate kiss on the lips. “But at the time, I was also the librarian.”


MOTEL HUSTLE

Lynn Lake

“I’m not sure, really. One night at least, maybe more.”

She smiled at me. Her full red lips could barely hold it, they were trembling so badly. Her blue eyes almost pleaded with mine, scared for understanding.

I just grunted, pulled the cigarette out of my mouth and blew smoke, said, “A hundred bucks a night. In advance.”

She fumbled open a big designer purse and paid me in cash, what else.

I’m night manager at a sleazy motel in the middle of the Florida swamp. It’s a way station, for runaways and getaways, people looking to lie low or on their way to other, better places. The temperature always hovers around 100, the humidity the same. There are no tacky Disney attractions here, just vast tracts of mosquito-infested scrub and swamp, people on the lam.

“I-I like your tattoos. And all your piercings.”

I counted her money twice, checking it for authenticity. “Yeah?”

“Um, yes. They’re very . . . attractive.”

I looked up at her, grinning from around my cig. The money was good. She wasn’t half bad herself. A little old, late forties probably, but with a handsome, high-cheekboned face and a straight nose and plush lips, those wide blue eyes. She was wearing a dark, sleeveless, form-fitting dress, her arms and legs slender and smooth and tanned. Her breasts bulged out the front of the dress, her butt doing the same job at the back.

I’m a night owl, a nighthawk. That’s why I took the job. That, and all the interesting people I meet, of course. In my early twenties, I figure it’s good experience, life experience. My skin is pale from lack of sun, shoulder-length black hair sleek and shiny. I’ve got tats up and down my arms and a ring through my nose, more on my ears, a pair adorning my nipples, a barbell my pussy. To go with the goth-punk wild-child image, I deep-blacken the rims of my brown eyes, wear black half T-shirts and slash black skirts. I live on coffee and cigarettes and sex. I do better than all right.

“Room twelve . . . Joyce,” I said, dangling the key in front of her. Her fingers touched mine as she took it.

I watched her unload some expensive brown-leather suitcases from the trunk of her rental car, carry them into her room. Her breasts shuddered as she staggered forward with the heavy bags, perspiration dewing her face and shoulders.

I wasn’t the least bit surprised when the call came into the switchboard about an hour later – more towels, if you have them. I had them, and more of what she really wanted.

The door was cracked open an inch, so I could see inside. Joyce lay on the bed, her back up against the headboard. She had nothing on except a black-lace bra and black-lace panties, an anxious expression on her heavily made-up face. Her right hand was deep in her panties, rubbing, her left hand cupping a bared tit, squeezing.

I plucked the cigarette out of my mouth and tossed it down, crushed it out with a boot heel. Then I knocked on the door.

“Come – come in!”

Her voice squeaked under the pressure, still cultivated as hell. I shoved the door open, a couple of scrawny towels under my arm.

“H-hello, Sasha.”

“Got your towels.”

She expected more, maybe expected me to be shocked, surprised to catch a nearly naked mature woman with her hands all over her cunt and tits. I’d seen a lot more shocking and surprising things than that, though. I set the towels down on the battered bureau next to the thirty-year-old TV set and turned to leave.

“Sasha . . . please!”

I turned back around, a cool grin frosting my black-lacquered lips.

Joyce dropped her eyes, her face going even redder under the country-club tan. Then she swallowed, and boldly looked up, moving her hand in her panties again, pinching a nipple through her bra. I watched, building the tension, putting another coat of sweat on the woman’s already glistening body.

Then, finally, I smiled and kicked the door shut, pulled off my T-shirt. My firm little boobs shone ivory white under the low-watt lighting, nipples standing out pink and pointing, pierced by those twin silver rings. Joyce’s mouth broke open, her eyes gone wide. I unhooked my skirt and let it drop, walked naked except for my boots over to the laid-out older woman.

“I-I left my husband,” she offered, staring up at me. “After I had an affair with another woman, and he caught us. It was . . . my first time. I’d suppressed my true feelings for so—”

I plopped down on the bed next to her and grabbed on to her long, dyed brown hair and jerked her mouth forward, against my lips.

I’d figured it would be something like that. Late-in-life lesbian discovering her real sexual self, but saddled with a husband, maybe kids, a house in the ’burbs and membership at the club, a staid, strict upper-class existence.

“So you had to get away,” I said, breaking moist lip contact with the woman.

She bobbed her head, gazing deeply into my hooded eyes.

I took her hand off her tit and replaced it with mine, drew her other hand out of her panties, the fingers wet, slid my other hand inside. She spasmed and moaned, tit and pussy jumping against my fingers.

Her breasts were heavy and soft. I cupped the one, squeezed it, worked it. Her pussy was a matted wet jungle of fur. I rubbed it, stroked it, easily finding her clit with my fingertips. She shook like the bed was one of those ones that vibrate for a quarter. She was so keyed up she was ready to come at the first touch of a pretty young woman’s hands.

I pulled my hands away, kissed her quivering lips again. She threw her arms around me and hugged me tight, mashing her mouth against mine. I popped her bra open at the back and pulled it away. Her tongue swarmed into my mouth and thrashed all around.

“Oh, Sasha! Oh, God!”

I fed her my fingers, slick with her own juices. She sucked on them, as I hefted a tit and took the thick, tan nipple into my mouth, sucked on it. Her groan traveled all along my fingers and up my arm. I tugged on her nipple, all the tit I could cram into my mouth.

She didn’t want foreplay, couldn’t handle it, wasn’t used to it. She wanted to fuck, to get off, now. That was fine with me. I couldn’t leave the front desk empty too long, after all.

I squirmed out of her arms and tugged down her panties, tossed them aside, pulling her down flat on her back on the sagging bed at the same time. The bed creaked dangerously, as I stretched out on top of the woman, draping my naked body over hers.

She was on fire, her skin superheated with more than just air temperature. My tits sank into her tits, our stiffened nipples pressing together. Our pussies met, my shaven pink lips almost as moist as hers.

Joyce rolled her head around on the pillow, her eyes closed, her glossy nails digging into my back. I grabbed hold of her hair again and steadied her head, kissed her, Frenched her, our tongues leaping together, entwining over and over. I undulated my hot little body on top of hers, rubbing nipples, bumping cunts.

“Oh, Sasha! Yes, Sasha!”

There was no time to lose. I kneed her legs apart and planted my pussy squarely on hers, a position I knew well. She shrieked and arched up against me, our cunts squishing together. I pumped my hips, fucking the woman.

She realized what I was doing, realized it couldn’t last. Our clits were hard pink nubs, rubbing and rubbing together. She grabbed on to my taut little butt cheeks and helped me pump, her eyes glazed, frenetic. My nipple rings caught at her nipples, tweaking them, our tits shuddering against one another’s.

“Sasha! Dear Sasha, I’m . . . I’m . . .”

She jerked, bucked. Our pussies went molten. I bit my lip and shivered, riding the woman’s wildly quivering body, suffused by my own wicked orgasm.

She wanted to talk, to cuddle. I told her I had to get back to the desk. She fumbled more money out of her purse and gave it to me, as a “gift”.

I let her gift me after we’d fucked for the next week or so. Until she started making with the advice, “motherly advice”, telling me how to dress and talk and act, and not to smoke. That’s one of the reasons I was at the motel, to get away from that kind of shit.

So I told her to shove off, get lost. There was no more lesbianism for her here.

I’d gotten a pretty good bankroll off of the woman by that time, anyway.

They pulled into the motel around midnight, hottest time of the night. Not that they would’ve noticed, with the air-conditioned luxury of the black Lexus they were riding in. The hard-faced, butchy redhead was at the wheel, the little femme blonde her passenger. Butch was driving this getaway, no doubt about it.

“Give us your best room,” she commanded me.

Her name was “Dixie”, her cute silent partner, “Olivia”. Dixie’s hair was buzzed short, her face free of make-up, her wiry body clothed in a baggy shirt and baggier biker shorts. Olivia was dressed up like a doll – a frilly blue dress on her girlish physique, her blonde hair braided into shoulder-brushing pigtails, blue eye shadow and red lipstick adorning her pretty oval face. She was wearing red slippers, a large diamond ring on her left middle finger, gold stud earrings in her ears.

Both girls were no more than eighteen years old. Their eyes were puffy from lack of sleep, red-veined from way too many hours on the road.

“The best we have,” I said, blowing smoke at Dixie and handing her the key to room nineteen, the one next door to the guy with the drum set who’d set up semi-permanent residence.

Dixie grabbed the key, squeezing Olivia tight against her with a long, covetous arm. “Only the best for my baby.”

I wasn’t buying it. And neither was the petite little blonde. She looked like she wanted to be somewhere else, realized she’d made a big mistake highballing it down the road with the butch.

And when Olivia only replied with a slight grimace, Dixie lifted the girl’s chin up and planted a wet one right on those pouty silver-spoon lips. I smoked my cigarette and watched through slitted eyes, wondering why Olivia looked so familiar to me.

It came to me a couple of minutes later, when I had the big city paper spread out on the counter. I’d been swatting flies with the thing until a headline caught my eye: PROMINENT BUSINESSMAN’S DAUGHTER MISSING.

There was a picture – it was Olivia all right. A little less dolled up, more smug-looking. Apparently, it was rumored the girl might be on the lam with a “friend”, her parents asking that people be on the lookout. She’d just turned eighteen, was presumably free to do her own thing. Unless your rich parents didn’t approve and had pull with the state police.

The phone rang. I picked it up.

“Ice!”

It was Dixie, doing her best to be boss. “There’s a machine in the laundry room,” I informed her. “Next to the office.”

“Well then, bring—”

I hung up on her. I cater to customers worth catering to, not to punk kids trying to act big.

The one I didn’t mind catering too, though, was the one sent out into the heat of the night to collect the ice – Olivia. She trudged past the office and into the laundry room, looking like a wilted southern flower. I scrapped the paper and followed after her.

She couldn’t figure out how to work the ice machine. No doubt others attended to those chores at home.

I said, “Here, let me help you with that.”

I arced my cigarette out the door and then closed the door, walked up to the little doll and took the plastic ice bucket from her, stuck it in the slot and hit the bar that set the ice cubes to tumbling.

“I-I think I’ve made a big mistake,” she whispered in an adorable drawl, green eyes pleading with me. “I thought I was in love, but . . .”

“It was just pussy, er, puppy love,” I quipped. “Infatuation. Something to tick off the parents, huh?”

I was talking too much, breathing too hard. The girl was really beautiful, soft and sensuous and feminine like I like them, her perfume sweet and airy and suffocating my brain. It didn’t help my composure any when she reached out and touched my hand with her porcelain fingers, breathed, “Yes.”

“I’ll help you. Get things straightened out for you.”
“Oh, would you?” she gushed, putting just a little too much sincerity in it.

Her kiss was real enough, though, on my cheek. Her lips were like orchid petals.

I left the ice cubes to melt, grabbing Olivia in my arms and kissing her hard on the mouth. She squealed and squirmed, inflaming my passion even more. Usually I’m cool as the weather is hot, but there was just something about this babe. And she knew it, and used it.

She was still murmuring protests and wriggling around when I pulled her dress down, grasped her tender little tits and pushed her up against the ice machine. Her breasts were B-cuppers, perfectly formed, delicately blue-veined and daintily topped by puffy pink nipples looking like cake ornaments. She whimpered and writhed when I sucked on the one darling bud, moaned and mussed up my hair when I tongued all around her other delicious nub.

I had to see the rest of her, love the rest of her. I yanked the dress all the way down so that it puddled at her slippers. And she was starkly naked. Her pussy was decorated with downy blonde pubes, her legs girlishly slim, her waist narrow enough to wrap your two hands around.

I’d just dropped to my knees to worship at the girl’s golden temple, when the door suddenly banged open and someone bellowed, “What the fuck?”

Dixie.

She glared at the naked babe pinned up against the ice machine, at me down on my knees with my mouth inches away from juicy nirvana. “I thought you were getting ice! Not getting laid!”

She stalked into the room, slamming the door behind her. I got to my feet.

“I . . . She . . . I got excited, Dixie!” Olivia squealed. “It was all a mistake!”

We didn’t know if she was talking about just-now events or recent events. I wasn’t worried; I could handle myself. Dixie was worried, though, about holding on to a good thing.

She forced a smile onto her rigid face. “OK, OK! There’s plenty to go around, right, Olivia?”

Olivia sighed, replied, “Right, Dixie.” She curled a lithe arm around my neck and drew me closer, painted my lips with the tip of her coral-pink tongue.

Dixie joined us. We all kissed, three-way, making up, making out, flailing our tongues together. We embraced as a trio, Dixie’s strong arm hooking around my waist and holding tight, other arm coveting Olivia’s soft rounded shoulders under my arm. She kissed me, Olivia, everyone together.

Still tongue jousting, sucking face and swapping spit, we explored each other’s body with our hands. Dixie roughly gripped one of my tits under my half-tee, Olivia cupping and caressing my other breast. I mauled one of Dixie’s high and tight tits, lovingly handled Olivia’s precious breasts. Nipples were fingered and rolled and twisted, everyone breathing hard into everybody else’s face.

Dixie’s right hand palmed down my body and up under my skirt, onto my pussy. She rubbed, hard and fast, glaring me in the eyes, anxious to bring me off. I deftly popped her baggy shorts open and yanked down her zipper, stuck my hand inside, over her ginger-furred cunt. She was sopping hot, too. I rubbed heavy and quick.

Our free hands found Olivia’s petulant puss at the same time. We rubbed in unison, lusting to give the sweet little girl maximum pleasure. Olivia just leaned against the ice machine and took it, enjoyed it, occasionally lightly grasping one of our breasts and squeezing, gently pinching and plucking a nipple, when she remembered it was all about mutual pleasure.

The tension built, our bodies shaking, pussies stoked. Dixie and I flat-out scrubbed each other’s cunt, staring at Olivia, lovingly polishing her pussy, watching her long eyelashes flutter and her petal lips part with emotion. The girl gasped, then shivered, squirted honey against our buffing fingers.

That set the pair of us off. I hooked three fingers inside Dixie and pumped, knuckling her clit. She grunted and jerked, coming with a gush of hot breath and juice. Her rough fingertips scoured my clit, pressing the inflamed button almost back inside of me. I moaned, bit my lip to draw blood, spasming with red-hot wet orgasm after orgasm.

I locked Dixie in the laundry room afterwards. Long enough for Olivia to snatch the car keys and a couple of bags from the motel room, and drive away back to her parents and the plush comforts of home.

I got my monetary pay-off, to go along with the three-way sexual one, from the sweet little Southern belle. Night clerking just doesn’t pay well enough, unless you hustle up some benefits on your own.

“What’s there to see around this place?”

“You’re looking at it, Domino.”

The women laughed, looking at me.

There were three of them, said their names were Domino, Lucinda and Yvette, were just touring the state on vacation. Their accents were pure Brooklyn, but the tinted-window van they pulled up in had Illinois plates. That jibed as much as their “vacation” story.

“There’re some alligators back in the swamps, if you go in deep enough,” I responded, not really minding Lucinda’s crack.

“You provide tour-guide services?” Yvette rasped.

She was the oldest of the three, a tall, cigarette-thin bleached blonde with a pinched face and sunburned skin, dressed in a black blouse and white capri pants, plenty of lipstick. Domino was short and lush, top heavy, with soulful brown eyes and a pincushion mouth, caramel-drenched skin and chestnut-brown hair. She was wearing a purple tank top and pink shorts, a mouth-watering confection. Lucinda was slender and sleek, doe-eyed, her skin dark as the night and just as velvety. She wore a black dress that fitted her like a second smooth skin.

I shook a cigarette out of my pack, stuck it in my mouth and lit up. I didn’t offer any around, just like I wasn’t offering my services as tour guide anytime soon. Other services, maybe. Yvette stared at the cigarette and my lips pulling on it with undisguised lust.

“We’ll take one room, with two double beds,” Lucinda purred.

“We like to share,” Domino added, voice dripping honey.

I gave them room twenty-six, the biggest one, in back, nice and private and with a good view of the scrubby swamplands.

The party got out of hand about an hour thereafter. The ladies blowing off steam after blowing town and state, was my guess. It was the guy with the drum set who phoned in the noise complaint.

My phone call went unanswered. So I walked out of the air-conditioned office and into the hot, sweaty night. I heard the noise as soon as I stepped outside.

The door to room twenty-six was wide open, music and TV blaring, the three women huddled around the table they’d dragged out into the middle of the room, playing cards. Money littered the table, along with cigarette butts and glasses, a couple of liquor bottles standing tall on the edges of the mess.

The latest game must’ve been strip poker, the way the ladies were all in their bras and panties. Except for Domino – she’d already lost her bra, her huge, ripe, brown melons hanging out for everyone to admire.

I knocked on the door frame, yelled. No one wasted a glance on me. I flicked the lights on and off.

“Hey, the tough little punk from the front desk!” Yvette shouted.

The other two turned around and looked at me, grinning.

I walked into the room and turned off the TV, the radio. “I’ve had a complaint. Too much noise.”

Yvette unplugged the stub of a cigarillo from her mouth and husked, “I’ve got a complaint – too much nosing around.”

Silence filled the stuffy room.

I looked from one half-naked woman to the other. I liked what I saw. “How about dealing me into the game?” I asked.

“Sure,” Lucinda said, running some fingers down her gleaming chest, along the swelled contour of a breast cupped in her purple bra. “But it can get pretty intense.”

“Yeah, we play for pretty big stakes,” Domino murmured, circling a fat, burnt-sugar nipple with her finger.

They were all a little sloshed, a lot horny. My kind of crowd. I shut the door and walked over to the table, pulled up a chair.

They cheated. I didn’t complain. I was cheating, too. Even so, I was soon topless and skirtless, my skimpy black thong all I had left. Yvette and Lucinda had lost their bras. The older woman’s tits were blazingly pale compared with her sunburned neck, solid as rocks. Lucinda’s breasts were high and conical, tipped by long, liquorice-black nipples. Domino still had her panties, her lecherous attitude.

I was totally naked two hands later.

Yvette rasped, “Ante up, sweetheart.”

I shrugged, the women watching my tits bob up and down. “I guess I’m out, then. I’m skint.”

Yvette didn’t see it that way. “You’re in the pot now, baby, that beautiful little body of yours. Winner takes all. OK?”

I shook off the glass of whiskey Domino offered me, and nodded at Yvette.

The hard-boiled blonde beat me four aces to a full house.

I climbed onto the table. Yvette and Lucinda pulled strapons out of their luggage, hitched them on. Domino couldn’t wait. She pushed me flat on the table and dived her pretty face in between my legs, splitting my pussy lips with her thick, eager tongue.

I shivered, grabbing on to my tits. The woman speared deep inside me, writhed her tongue around in my tunnel, her fingernails biting into my trembling thighs. I felt something tap the side of my head, then the other side – Lucinda’s and Yvette’s strapped-on dildos. Lucinda’s was bright red, a foot long; Yvette’s jet black and of equal pussy-stretching length. I took Yvette’s into my mouth and sucked on it, then Lucinda’s, as Domino stabbed her tongue back and forth in my pussy, fucking me with her mouth-organ.

Yvette mauled my one breast, Lucinda grasping and groping the other. I sucked on one cock, the other, until they were dripping with my ardour. Domino pulled her tongue out of my pussy, leaving me achingly empty. Then she pawed my flaps wide apart and lapped at my slit, painting my pink with her licker.

Yvette twisted my head her way, popping Lucinda’s dong out of my mouth. Clamping my tit with her hand, she shot her head down, slammed her mouth into my mouth. She sucked on my mouth, shoved her tongue inside. Then she pulled back up and made me eat her dildo again, thrusting it deep into my mouth.

Lucinda dragged Domino from between my legs. She pulled me closer to the edge of the table and stuck the tip of her strap-on into my slit, speared it home with a pump of her hips. I moaned from around Yvette’s dong stuffing my face.

Lucinda fucked me. She hefted my thighs and clutched them to her tits, churning her hips, my cunt with her cock. Domino scrambled around to my head and twisted my mouth free of Yvette’s dick, dived her head down to kiss and French me. Yvette rammed the bent-over woman, driving into her cunt from behind and fucking.

I was spun around on the table. Women ate out my cunt, fucked me with their cocks. All the time they were fucking each other, sucking each other. My body and pussy burned raw.

Finally, they helped me off of the table and onto the floor. “All for one and one for all,” Yvette cracked, as we formed a lezzy square on the carpet, facing each other’s cunt.

I licked Domino’s sodden, strip-shaved pussy. As she licked lustily at Lucinda’s puffy black lips. As Yvette bobbed her head in between my legs, lapping at my barbell-topped pussy. It was a daisy chain for four, a game where everyone could come out a winner.

I gripped Domino’s thick, trembling butt cheeks and lashed her juicy cunt with my tongue. She tasted tangy, spicy. Her moans of delight were muffled by Lucinda’s pussy in her mouth. I was moaning myself, Yvette chewing on my flaps, eating out my pussy, tonguing and sucking my clit.

I shuddered with impending ecstasy, clawing Domino’s pussy lips open and sealing my mouth over her fat, pink clit, sucking hard. She cried out into Lucinda’s cunt, instantly coming. Superheated juices squirted against my face and into my mouth.

The caramel bombshell set off the rest of us.

Lucinda quivered and wailed. Yvette’s flapping tongue against my clit triggered a massive orgasm in me, sending searing waves of joy rolling through my body. At the same time, the ultra-tough blonde cried into my convulsing pussy, caught vulnerable with her own womanly orgasm.

They wanted me to go with them. They were on the run, all right, but loaded with all of life’s necessities – pussy and money. I told them no. I was nobody’s moll, didn’t want to see the world with one eye over my shoulder.

Then they sort of insisted I go along, since their passion had revealed a little too much to a square citizen like myself. Yvette got downright menacing.

I told them I’d sleep on it. I slept in Yvette’s clasping arms that night. Fortunately, liquor and lesbianism and too many hours on the road had left the woman – all of them – exhausted. I slipped out of Yvette’s grasp and the room at daybreak.

A quick call to the local FBI office earned me my best pay-off yet – in reward money.

You might think being the night manager at a sleazy swampland motel would be a boring job. You’d think wrong. It suits me fine, leaves me plenty satisfied.


SHUSH

Kannan Feng

The library was a dim and echoing place after hours, and Marjo’s stilettos, brand new and shiny black, produced sharp hard clicks against the cold tile floor. In her short black dress, she looked like she should have been at a cocktail party, not a library, and she nervously tugged down the hemline, peering into the darkness.

“Kendall?” she called out uncertainly. “Where are you?”

The echoes had barely died down when a hard hand shot out and snagged her by the elbow.

Marjo’s startled yelp was stopped by a warm hand over her mouth, and she heard a familiar chuckle next to her ear even as another hand stroked her breast, light as a feather.

“Don’t you know you’re supposed to be quiet in the library?” Kendall said, turning her around.

Kendall’s gaze was appreciative, making Marjo blush and stare at her toes. The dress was slightly tight, and her white breasts were dramatically framed by the daring V-neck. Underneath, her bare legs were pale in the dim light and the four-inch heels that she wore so unsteadily made them seem impossibly long.

“You look good, babe,” Kendall said approvingly, reaching out to sweep Marjo’s black hair back from her face. “You look perfect.”

“So do you,” Marjo murmured and Kendall laughed. In her tall boots, jeans and band T-shirt, she looked as slim and tough as a young boxer, but Marjo could still see the elegant curve of her hip and the weight of her breasts underneath her worn T-shirt.

“Well, come on, then,” Kendall said, curving a hand around Marjo’s waist. “I’ve got it all set up for you.”

The reading room was harshly lit with fluorescent lights that buzzed when Kendall hit the switch. There was a large leather-bound book lying closed in the middle of the table. It looked as prim as a bible, but Marjo knew what it really was, and her hands itched to open it.

She reached out to pull it closer to her, but Kendall stopped her with a hard swat to her barely clothed backside. Marjo cried out in protest and Kendall grinned wider.

“Sorry, babe,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. “Look at it where it is.”

Marjo frowned, looking between Kendall and the book. The tables in the reading room were tall, coming up to her waist, and she couldn’t reach the book at all unless . . .

She realized what Kendall wanted, and after a moment, blushing hard, she leaned over the table. She found that when she propped herself up on her elbows, she could reach the leather volume easily. Of course, it left her ass tilted up perfectly to Kendall’s appreciative hands, and Marjo shifted nervously from foot to foot.

“Well, what are you waiting for? We haven’t got all night.”

Marjo nodded and opened the book even as a warm hand slid from her knee up to her inner thigh. Her breath came a little harder as she tried to focus on the first page, where two women touched each other’s corseted waist and a Victorian font described the beautiful art of women loving women.

“Is it good?” Kendall asked, and Marjo nearly jumped because she could feel Kendall’s breath on the side of her thigh even as the other woman’s hand crept higher and higher.

“Yes . . .” Marjo managed to say. “It’s exactly what I wanted . . .”

She tried to read the insectile text next to the picture, but then she gasped when Kendall ran a wet tongue up the back of her thigh, ending at the crease of her buttock.

“Oh!” she whimpered, her hands tightening convulsively into fists, and Kendall’s laugh was low and amused.

“Did you think I wasn’t going to have some fun while you’re checking out antique stroke mags?”

Marjo might have answered that if Kendall hadn’t pushed her knees open, widening Marjo’s stance. She could feel the cool library air on her bare skin and then she felt Kendall’s fingertips, dragging along her slit. She was already a little wet and her flesh parted easily under Kendall’s touch.

“Go on,” Kendall said, her voice a little challenging. “Read your book, Marjo.”

Marjo nodded tightly, and turned the page. Now the one woman had undressed the other, sliding a hand under layers and layers of skirts, and Kendall’s hands spread Marjo’s cheeks, revealing the slick pink skin between.

“That’s nice, you’re already enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”

She didn’t have to reply. Her bent position gave Kendall plenty of clearance to spread Marjo’s cunt with her thumbs, and when Kendall leaned in to taste that damp flesh, Marjo couldn’t resist a soft whimper. She meant to read, but her eyes drifted closed as the tip of Kendall’s tongue darted and dived, lapping at Marjo and making her even wetter.

“Oh, you’re fucking tasty,” Kendall said with a grin, and she nipped at Marjo’s ass with sharp teeth, making the bent woman gasp.

Marjo turned another page to find one of the women bent and tied to a table as the other woman rose behind her, a leather strap in her hand. She shuddered at the sight and then she moaned deep in her throat when Kendall sank one finger smoothly into her cunt.

“That the one with the strap?” Kendall asked. “Scary, isn’t she?”

“Ye-yes,” Marjo responded, but she couldn’t help pumping her hips against Kendall’s finger, imagining Kendall snapping a doubled-over belt between her hands. The image took her breath away and she was distracted enough that Kendall’s second finger sliding in made her groan.

“God, you’re tight,” Kendall said, a slight breathlessness in her own voice. “You’ve been good lately.”

Marjo started to reply but then she yelped in surprise when Kendall pulled her fingers out of her cunt only to drag them, damp and warm, up to her asshole.

“Kendall!”

“Read your book, babe.”

Marjo took a deep breath and turned her eyes back to the page, but she wasn’t really seeing anything. All she could feel was the sensation of Kendall pushing against that small opening. Kendall was patient but insistent and soon she had worked the tip of her finger inside. Marjo could feel how tightly she closed around Kendall’s finger, and then Kendall withdrew.

Marjo started to feel relieved but then she heard the unmistakable snap of latex gloves. Kendall’s fingers were back, this time coated with lube that was almost painfully cold.

“Please, Kendall, I . . .”

“You’ll love this,” Kendall promised. “Read your book, this is what you came in for.”

Marjo looked at the page to see the bound woman’s buttocks spread wide to reveal a hairy cunt and the pucker of her ass. The other woman was nowhere to be seen, but Marjo could imagine her getting something terrifying ready beyond the illustration’s margins.

She started to turn the page, but Kendall’s fingers were sliding against her tight rear hole again, pushing more insistently this time. Marjo realized that the low moan she could hear was hers and, centimeter by almost painful centimeter, Kendall’s finger slid into her ass, rocking back and forth as it did so.

She could feel Kendall’s sharp knuckles against the flesh of her cheeks and she panted, taking in the sensation and feeling the way that her body, still unsure, accepted Kendall’s invasion.

“That’s a good girl,” Kendall murmured, her own breath coming fast. “You’re going to take this like a dream.”

She slid her finger back out, leaving Marjo momentarily empty and wanting, but then she was back with two fingers this time. They slid in faster than Marjo could believe and she surprised herself further by rocking up to them. It was nothing like getting her cunt fingered; it was both more sensitive and less. There was a dull but insistent ache that was so much like pleasure that she wasn’t sure was actually pain at all, and she braced her ridiculous high heels on the floor to push back against Kendall’s fingers.

Kendall removed her fingers for a moment and then pressed even more lube into Marjo’s ass, making it feel as wet as her cunt. Marjo could imagine that slick shine between her cheeks, and she blushed even harder.

Marjo glanced back at the book, but it seemed so unimportant when her legs were spread for a gorgeous woman, her breasts pressed to the cold library table and her moans echoing throughout the room.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” Kendall said with something very close to a groan. “That’s fucking perfect.”

She slid her fingers out of Marjo entirely, startling a wail out of Marjo that was both surprise and disappointment. Marjo turned around to see Kendall peel the gloves off her hand and unbutton her jeans.

“How . . . how long have you been wearing that?” Marjo breathed, and Kendall smiled, stroking the black strap-on she wore with a fond, firm hand.

“My whole shift,” she responded. “It’s good and hot for you.”

Marjo started to say something, but then Kendall stepped up behind her, and the other woman was right. The tip of the cock pressed against her ass was as warm as skin. Kendall placed one hand on Marjo’s shoulder to steady them both while the other hand held the cock straight, sinking it slowly into Marjo’s slicked hole.

Marjo gave up even pretending to look at the book and buried her face in her arms, her breathing ragged and wet as she concentrated on relaxing for Kendall’s strap-on.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she chanted, her voice broken between syllables.

It seemed to take an eternity for the cock to be fully lodged inside her, and then both of Kendall’s hands came to rest on Marjo’s clothed hips.

“I can feel how tight you’re gripping it,” Kendall murmured quietly. “I know how this is gonna feel for you, but, baby? Try to remember this is a library and keep it down, OK?”

Marjo started to respond to Kendall’s mocking words, but then she couldn’t help but scream when Kendall pulled out and forced her way back in with a rapid thrust. She threw her head back, bucking against the table as Kendall thrust again.

The feeling of being opened so crudely made her heart beat faster and her cunt drip. She pushed back against Kendall’s strong body as hard as she could. Every thrust seemed to open her up wider, and she could hear Kendall’s harsh groans above her, a low counterpoint to her own shouts.

“Oh God, you’re so fucking good,” Kendall growled.

Her grip on Marjo’s hips was so tight that Marjo knew they would leave bruises, but she didn’t care. She only wanted more of this, more of Kendall, deeper and harder. Her nails scrabbled at the table and found enough grip to push herself back against her lover. Her timing was perfect and Kendall’s cock was inside her deeper than before, making both women groan.

She knew that the cock, strapped so prettily to Kendall’s bare hips, was sunk as deeply in Kendall’s cunt as it was in her ass, and the idea of Kendall getting filled as well as she was flooded Marjo with pleasure. They were connected so intimately, so wonderfully, and she could feel Kendall’s every shudder and gasp just as she knew Kendall could feel hers.

She fought to slide a hand between her legs. It pinched, because she had to maneuver around the edge of the table, but her fingers found her own cunt, spreading the lips with frantic speed.

Marjo pushed two of her own fingers inside herself and then she realized she could feel the motion of Kendall’s cock inside her as well, separated by so very little flesh.

“Oh, oh fuck,” she heard herself groan, and then she was coming hard, her fingers pumping inside her and her lover’s strap-on pounding her flat to the table. She pressed her legs together, making the sensations last and last, but finally, wrung out and exhausted, she slumped to the table.

Kendall worked over her furiously for several long minutes and Marjo simply floated. She was aware of the way her ass stretched around Kendall’s cock, of Kendall’s tight grip on her body and Kendall’s muttered swears of admiration, but it was distant. There was a feeling of boneless contentment suffusing her as she simply lay on the table and allowed her lover to take as she liked.

Kendall came with a hard shout and a deep thrust, shaking hard even as she kept pushing in. Marjo felt droplets of Kendall’s sweat hit her back, and then Kendall’s grip, fraction by fraction, loosened.

She pulled out of Marjo tenderly and slowly, stroking her shoulders and murmuring encouragement all the while. After the rush of passion, Marjo was aware of a soreness that she knew would last for several hours. The cock pulled out of her completely, and Marjo hissed with discomfort. Then Kendall’s hand was there, pressing firmly against the aching flesh.

Marjo shifted and then sighed as she felt a soft damp cloth press against her, wiping up the lube and her own juices from her crack and her thighs.

“You’re spoiling me,” she said lazily, and when she glanced behind her, she could see Kendall’s brilliant grin. Kendall was still wearing the cock like a prize of war and Marjo blushed to see it.

“Damn straight I’m spoiling you,” Kendall said, pitching the cloth into the nearby trash can. “Spoiled girls let me do this again and again.”

“And again and again?” Marjo enquired with a slight smile.

She stood up straight, stifling a groan as her back popped softly. Her dress was rucked up around her hips and, for a moment, she simply stood there, looking down at the long pale length of her legs. She glanced up to find Kendall doing the same, and she leaned back against the table.

“Pull your dress down, you look indecent,” Kendall said, but then she shut her mouth when Marjo slipped a bare foot out of one high heel.

Marjo rubbed the side of her foot up Kendall’s jeans-clad leg, bringing the other woman to attention, and smiled.

“You want to spoil me, Kendall?” Marjo asked, her voice low and husky. “You want to make sure that I keep coming back every damn week to visit you after work?”

Kendall licked her lips, and if the sudden change in their positions surprised her, she gave no sign.

“Yes, ma’am,” Kendall said softly, and Marjo laughed.

“Well, then, you get down on your knees, and you spoil me rotten.”

Kendall dropped to the cement floor with a grin and then she purred when Marjo grasped her by the hair.

“And this time, Kendall?” Marjo said, her voice threatening, “Library or not, don’t you dare tell me to shush.”


BLACKOUT

Giselle Renarde

She caught Zahra’s eye the moment she walked through the door. With a ton of freckles and long orange hair in two braids, she was Pippi Longstocking all grown up.

Casey.

What a name! It reminded Zahra of the freaky little red-haired puppet from the Mr Dressup show she loved as a kid, and it suited this girl to a T. There was something about Casey that was absolutely childlike. Not childish, she wasn’t immature, just refreshingly genuine and carefree. In her mismatched stripy socks and her hot pink miniskirt, she looked like a six-year-old whose misguided parents had let her choose her own outfit.

Set against a backdrop of fresh paint and Zahra’s decidedly un-fresh friends, Casey stood out like a sore thumb. But that was a good thing, in this case. Zahra just wanted to dive between her legs and inhale. Sometimes that craving came over her – she saw a girl she liked, and she just wanted to smell her all over. Weird, but wonderful. It must be a pheromone thing.

Everybody had warned Zahra not to buy a condo that wasn’t built yet, but she was admittedly pig-headed. If Zahra wanted something, you bet your ass she was going to get it. Sure enough, construction delays meant moving in a full seven months after the prospective closing date. So, finally inhabiting her brand-spanking-new twenty-ninth-floor ocean-view condo, she threw herself a housewarming party. That’s where Casey came in. She was newish to city life, a recently acquired friend of Zahra’s favorite cousin Aamina.

Silly, naïve Aamina had just been dumped like yesterday’s Big Mac, so she was looking for love in all the wrong places. The guy was bad news, but she was pretty broken up over the whole ordeal. Seeking solace in another man’s arms, she’d soon abandoned Zahra’s party with Nerdy Larry from work – the very definition of a rebound – leaving poor little Casey to find her own way home.

Or not.

Casey all alone with no chaperone? Poor girl. Don’t fret, my dear, I’ll take good care of you. Zahra licked her chops like the big bad wolf.

All evening she watched Casey laughing with her guy friends, flirting and flaunting those slender assets. What a little vixen! Zahra could have sworn she’d overheard that Casey had a boyfriend or something. Boyfriend, shmoyfriend. Zahra could seduce a straight girl with both hands tied behind her back – or both hands tied behind Casey’s back, if she got her way.

Casey paid Zahra no attention, but that only made her want the girl more. There was tremendous satisfaction in a successful hunt – and we’re not talking rabbits. Only problem was that every time Zahra got close to Casey, she was intercepted by some idiot saying, “Hey Zahra, I love your new place!”

Like, can’t you see I’m trying to score?

It wasn’t until she wished the clutter – also known as the other guests – goodbye that she finally had an opportunity to sit down with Casey. Maybe this pretty little thing had been avoiding Zahra for a reason. Maybe she had some misguided notion that all dykes would chase anything in a skirt.

What am I thinking . . . skirt? She could be wearing greasy overalls and I’d still take a bite out of that!

Casey was impossible to resist.

“How are you getting home?” Zahra asked, pretending not to stare at the perky braless tits under her white peasant top. “Not that I’m trying to get rid of you. Stay as long as you want.”

Stay all night. Stay the weekend. Zahra was desperate to strip off that tease of a top and christen at least a few rooms in her new condo.

“I called my partner to come pick me up.”

“Oh, I didn’t know you were attached,” Zahra lied, fishing for information.

“Yeah. Chris works in a restaurant around the corner, but it doesn’t close for a few minutes, so I might be here for a bit. If you want me to go, I can take the subway.”

Hunger for little rabbit Casey surged through Zahra’s body. Now she was this girl’s protector, here to save her from the evils of the city at night. “No, I won’t let you take the subway. Stay put. I’m happy to have you.”

And then, like God was slapping Zahra in the face for her wily advances, it happened. The track lighting flashed, the table lamp wavered, the mini-chandelier flickered. Then it all went dark. Nothing but darkness. Darkness everywhere. Without the white noise of lamps and fridges and stereos and computers, the building was absolutely silent.

“Is it a blackout, do you think?” Casey asked, her voice refreshingly crisp without the background noise.

Zahra ran into her bedroom, which faced the downtown core, to find total darkness enveloping the entire metropolitan area. “Yup, it’s a blackout. A big one.”

The confirmation was exhilarating. If this blackout was anything like the big one a couple summers ago, Casey might have to stay for hours.

Imagine . . .

“Good thing I got about forty-seven candles as housewarming gifts.” Zahra tried negotiating her new home in the moonlight. “Can I get you anything to drink?”

“I don’t drink,” the gray blob on the couch informed Zahra as she lit candles. “I don’t do anything that would impair my senses. I like to experience every moment with absolute authenticity. Life is so much better that way, don’t you think?”

“Sure.” Zahra pushed her glass of wine behind the flower vase.

Was Casey ever vibrant! All Zahra’s friends seemed so old and jaded compared with this quirky flower. Country girls, eh? When would Zahra finally drink in the scent of her fresh skin? Get under that billowy top and go where no woman had gone before?

“You know what I like to do when the lights are out?” Zahra asked.

Casey’s face came alive in the candlelight. “What?”

“Flash the sailors!” Hopping onto the back of her sofa, she lifted her tank top. Zahra pressed her big brown tits against the cold glass of her floor-to-ceiling ocean-view windows. She’d always considered her boobs her greatest physical asset. Hell, she’d take any excuse to show them off, especially when she had a cutie like Casey on the couch.

“Hello, sailors!” Casey lifted her top, revealing a pair of barely there boobs, pink nipples outstanding. Zahra just wanted to pinch those rosy buds, to take them between her teeth and bite. Instead, she watched Casey press her chest against the glass.

“Come and get it, girls!” Zahra slapped her boobs against the window.

Casey gave her a curious look, but said nothing.

When Zahra peeled her flesh from the glass, little vixen Casey laughed at the big smudges her tits left behind. Throwing her tank top on the floor, Zahra perched on the back of the sofa. Casey climbed down from the window, wobbling into the slit between couch cushions and stepping down onto the laminate flooring. Her rosy nipples, still rigidly erect under her diaphanous peasant top, called to Zahra.

Yeah, she was staring.

“My roof, my rules.” Zahra nodded to indicate her toplessness. She could almost see the gears in motion as Casey cogitated, and the dawning realization when the girl figured out what was going on.

A smile broke across Casey’s lips. She tantalized Zahra, removing her top slowly, inch by inch, then dropping the hem down a little like she’d changed her mind.

Zahra’s pussy throbbed to see under Casey’s top, though she had to ask herself what she was drooling for. Hell, she’d seen that same pair of tits thirty seconds ago. But, shit, Casey was taking a long time getting that top off, and every moment built the urge.

Finally, her top fell to the floor. Her white skin was ghostly in the moonlight, warmed a little by the glow of candles all around. Zahra couldn’t resist any longer. So what if Casey was dating some dude? Zahra had to have her, and she knew the girl wouldn’t say no. After tonight, Casey would never go back to guys.

Grabbing Casey’s nipples and twisting, Zahra drew her in. When she winced Zahra asked, “Does that hurt?” knowing it must.

“Yeah.”

“Do you like it?”

She seemed to blush as she admitted, “Yeah.”

Zahra had put a few tortoiseshell pinch clips in her short hair that evening to keep it in check. For her next trick, she took two of them between her fingers, opened the clips, and let them snap closed on Casey’s nipples.

Casey inhaled sharply through clenched teeth as Zahra’s hair accessories dug into her tender skin. As she exhaled with a dull moan, Zahra’s pussy soaked her panties. This must have been Casey’s first experience of that divine sensation, pleasurable pain.

Zahra slid out of her pants and ran dark fingernails through her tuft of even darker pubic hair. Judging by the way Casey gazed at her boobs, whatever Zahra wanted, Casey would happily do. Those bright eyes followed wandering fingers into Zahra’s wet slit. Shit, that felt good. Casey was going to submit to her whims – Zahra could see it in that puppy dog gaze. Leaning back against the window, resting her shoulders against the glass, Zahra spread her legs before the wide-eyed girl.

“I want you to eat me,” Zahra instructed the novice.

Casey’s entire body swayed like an autumn leaf. She fell to her knees on the couch cushion, Zahra’s eager cunt wide open before her perfect pink lips. The orange-haired girl looked up, like she didn’t know where to begin.

“Don’t worry. I’ll tell you what to do,” Zahra assured her.

“I can try,” Casey replied with an innocent smile, “but I don’t know if I’ll be very good.”

Casey the beginner leaned forward until her breath warmed Zahra’s cunt. Zahra was dying with anticipation as the girl’s pretty pink mouth opened up. Those first few tentative licks at Zahra’s pussy lips were hesitant and soft. The girl needed instruction.

“Lick me harder,” Zahra encouraged.

Casey took directions well. She licked the outer flesh of Zahra’s cunt from bottom to top, firm tongue flat against her wet lips. She licked with such intensity Zahra was convinced she’d done this before. Beginner’s luck. Leaning forward, Zahra gave the clips on Casey’s stiff nipples a tug. Her lithe figure relaxed when Zahra removed both clips, but the relief was fleeting. Zahra was only changing the orientation of the pinchers from vertical to horizontal.

When Zahra cinched the sharp hair clips back onto the novice’s nipples, Casey growled and stuck her whole tongue deep into Zahra’s pussy. Zahra always did like a girl who wasn’t afraid to ram her tongue into a stranger’s cunt during a blackout.

“That’s good, Casey.” It was good! Zahra could scarcely speak through pleasured moans. “But I want you lick my clit now.”

“What’s a clit?” Casey asked.

No fricken way! How could anyone be so inexperienced?

“You are too cute!” Zahra laughed, indicating the hot spot with her finger. Casey took the initiative. Pulling Zahra’s clit between those pursed little lips, the girl sucked on it with a voracity that drove Zahra’s claws into the couch.

“This one’s a quick learner,” she said to nobody.

There must be some kind of nerve pathway traveling directly from her nipples to her clit, because everything felt so much more intense when both were stimulated at once. While Casey slurped on Zahra’s swollen pussy lips, she took two more tortoise clips out of her hair and pinched them onto her own dark nipples.

As the clips gouged Zahra’s tender flesh, a burst of electricity exploded in her clit. Pressing her wet cunt against Casey’s mouth, she swung her hips in wide circles, mashing her pussy against that pretty little face. Casey took Zahra’s ass in hand and squeezed her cheeks, eating her like a ripe melon.

And then there was a knock at the door.

Shit! Go away, I’m busy.

When Zahra looked down at Casey, the girl’s lips and chin shone with pussy juice. Casey did an amazing thing – she kept going! She didn’t stop. She didn’t give up just because someone was waiting right outside the door. Casey kept right on sucking Zahra’s clit, pressing the makeshift clamps harder against her nipples.

Ohhhhh!

That lightning-bolt sensation cut straight through her core. Casey slurped and sucked, cupping Zahra’s mound with her mouth, pressing that precious face against Zahra’s cunt until she thought the girl might lose herself in there, until she didn’t care about whoever was knocking on the door. Zahra cried out in pleasure-pain, her body lost in glorious spasms.

Zahra was still panting when Casey hopped up from the couch and skipped over to the front door like a kid in a daisy field. She wore nothing but her tight pink miniskirt and crazy socks.

The leather couch made a farting noise as Zahra slid from the top down to the seat, stewing in a pool of her own juices. Casey looked through the peephole into the hallway. “I can’t see anything. It’s too dark.”

From the hall, a breathless voice cried, “It’s me, it’s Chris. The elevators aren’t running. I had to walk up all twenty-nine flights of stairs.”

Casey swung the door wide open to greet a tall woman who looked like she could knock Zahra into the middle of next week. Holy shit. And there she was, buck naked and guilt-ridden. She was cruisin’ for a bruisin’!

“No sense in asking what you’ve been up to,” Chris said with a laugh, wiping Zahra’s pussy juice from Casey’s chin. Gently, she removed the hair clips from Casey’s pink nipples and kissed her on the forehead. “You can’t resist any opportunity to get between a girl’s legs, can you, Case?”

“Well, what else is there to do during a blackout?” The girl defended her actions amiably, then turned to offer introductions. “Zahra, this is my partner Christine. Chris, Zahra.”

Why had Zahra assumed Chris was a guy? With all her crusading against heterocentricity, she still made the same mistakes as everybody else. And Casey, that little vixen, had let her go on thinking this was her first time eating pussy. The kid could act, that was for sure.

Shaken and stirred, Zahra came to her senses enough to offer Christine some water after that long haul up the condo stairs.

“Come in,” Zahra said, still unsure if this was the calm before the storm. “Have a seat. You must be exhausted.”

Chris nodded as she cracked open her cold bottle of water. “Great view.”

Was she talking about the window overlooking the ocean, or the naked Zahra standing in front of it?

“Thanks.” Zahra took a chance, giving Chris a pretty obvious once-over. “Why don’t you both camp out here for a while? At least until the blackout is over.”

One room down, three to go.


A FIST FULL OF FUN

Dominique James

Julia waited impatiently for Siobhan to come in from work. The hot summer day had made her excited and needy. Lounging on a towel in the garden just made it worse, and her own fingers had quickly grown tired of waiting for Siobhan’s and had taken on a life of their own between her legs. It was good of the boss to let her out early in anticipation of her birthday the next day. Now she needed lovemaking. No, more basic than that. She needed fucking. Licking. Sucking.

And she needed possessing. Soon. Now. After all, the cuffs were only in the bedside table, not far away. And that garden swing seat looked very firm. And Siobhan had to be home soon. It was risky – what would happen if they got broken into or something? But that risk just made everything better. Julia skipped up the stairs and came back with the handcuffs, plus a little secret something from their shared knicker drawer – one of Siobhan’s tiny black thongs. On the way back out through the kitchen she stopped at the first-aid cabinet long enough to pick up a reel of surgical tape they kept there. They’d never used it for its true purpose, but it was almost empty from more exciting uses.

Next to the swing, Julia slipped off her bikini top and hurled it well out of reach. She put the cuffs on her wrists and fastened the left to the top left bar of the swing seat. Then she hurled the key after her top, hearing it tinkle on the patio. The thong dried her saliva as she pressed it into her mouth and secured it there with the tape. One more click and she was there, waiting for her lover. Captive. Nearly naked. Just how they liked it.

Usually, Siobhan asked Julia what she wanted for her birthday. Their intimate live-in relationship was seven years strong now and growing more intense with time. Birthdays were a time of fun, of giving and of taking. When they first got together they were inexperienced teenagers for whom a lesbian kiss was the height of eroticism and excitement. That excitement had not faded one jot. If anything it had grown, as the teenagers had grown into confident young women.

Back in those early days they hid their love for each other. Their parents’ disapproval was bad enough, and once both sets had realized this wasn’t some passing phase they’d grow out of, the girls were shown the door and told never to come back.

“Fine.” They’d bravely shrugged to each other. “They’re crap parents anyway.”

By chance they found somewhere to live, thanks to a friend of Siobhan who had picked up a five-year contract in Saudi Arabia and needed a reliable house-sitter. Two young lesbians were fine with him. “Better than some lager louts,” he had said.

Both girls had good jobs and both were good at what they did, so money, especially as accommodation was rent free, was never a problem. Life was good. They’d come home from work excited by whatever had happened that day and fall into bed together, spending endless hours feeding on each other’s emotions and each other’s body. Only as their relationship developed did their more secret desires surface and – thankfully – they couldn’t have been more compatible.

Siobhan needed to be in control. Julia needed to be out of control. Or, rather, under control.

Not many days passed when Julia wasn’t subdued in one way or another. She was fine with it, enjoying dedicating herself to her lover, spending long hours with her mouth glued to Siobhan’s pussy when other, normal couples would be watching TV. Sometimes Siobhan retuned the favor. Julia loved being on the receiving end of oral sex, but it was not essential. Siobhan’s needs came first. As did Siobhan.

At nights, Julia was usually tethered in some way, from a pair of handcuffs on a foot or a wrist to full spreadeagled bondage.

But this time was the day, in full brightness. She gave an experimental tug on the cuffs. They wouldn’t come open, she knew that, but liked to enjoy and reinforce that certainty. This was heady stuff – she really was captive and there was nothing at all she could do. Any emergency, any intruder . . . tough. The very idea of someone walking in was an excitement in itself. Not that she wanted it. Not really. Julia was a private person.

So she waited without choices or even any idea of how long the wait would be. She hoped Siobhan would like her gift. Her pre-birthday gift. What better gesture could there be than giving yourself on your birthday? How selfless was that?

Nevertheless Julia liked presents and, having little else to do, she fell to wondering if Siobhan had a surprise gift for her. No matter how selfless she wanted to be and hoped to be, she still liked receiving presents and would squeal with girlish glee when it was truly a surprise she hadn’t guessed.

A noise roused her from her reverie. The front door. Siobhan tossing her keys on the phone table as she always did. Calling out her name with no hint of the anticipation that would be there if she only knew. Julia was glad she’d gagged herself so she couldn’t reveal her position; Siobhan would have to discover her.

The grin when she eventually appeared was satisfaction in itself. The game was on. Siobhan went into play mode.

“Hi, Julia,” she started. “Hot, isn’t it?”

Julie mumbled into the gag and nodded.

“I need a cold drink. Want one?” and she was gone, back inside, leaving Julia stranded there. An immediate affirmation of who was in control. She took her time, too, making Julia wait until she was ready, then finally coming back out, this time in her own hastily contrived bikini pants, otherwise known as just her thong. Almost identical to the one filling Julia’s mouth in fact. The glasses of water clinked and cracked as the ice cubes thawed.

This time she didn’t wait. Siobhan put one drink down on a planter, then drained the other before advancing on Julia, crooking her fingers and pressing them down Julia’s bikini bottoms and as far inside her as they would go, until the pressure was lifting Julia and she had to stand on tiptoes. No checking for lubrication – she already guessed there’d be plenty of that – just lifting her up until Julia’s own weight was applying the pressure right along her length from vagina to clitoris. Siobhan bent her head to suckle her nipples as Julia slid backwards and forwards on the invading hand. She just knew that Siobhan wouldn’t let her climax. She’d want to tease her as she always did. Yet today appeared to be the exception. Julia was losing herself now to the sensations within and without. Siobhan was going to keep her hand there, she wasn’t moving, but Julia was going to actually . . .

“Aaaggghh!” she screamed from one of the fastest orgasms she ever remembered having. Siobhan kept her hand in place as Julia jerked out her spasms and finally came to rest, feeling light-headed from the power of it all.

Finally, Siobhan took her hand away, leaving Julia feeling empty and wet. She wiped the sticky residue over Julia’s face as Julia tried to calm her breathing.

“I bet you need that drink now.” Her lover smiled.

She picked up the glass but made no attempt to take off the gag. Instead, she held it above Julia’s head and slowly poured. Julia squealed as the ice-cold water ran down her body and back, soaking her hair and her crumpled bikini.

“Better?” Siobhan grinned.

Julia stared daggers at her but they both knew there was no real malice or anger.

“See you later then,” Siobhan told her. “I have to go and prepare your birthday surprise, but, to be honest, I’m feeling a bit sexy so I’ll probably get my toys out and play for a while.”

She knew what she was doing, of course – Julia loved to masturbate her and now she wouldn’t be allowed to; she’d have to stay there in the full knowledge of what Siobhan was going to be up to. She watched Siobhan walk back into the house and, a few moments later, looked up as she heard the bedroom window being pushed open. A few more minutes and she could make out the buzz and Siobhan’s moans. Fancy being jealous of a piece of vibrating plastic.

Siobhan left Julia in the garden until it was dusk and starting to cool. “We don’t want the midges to eat you,” she said as she unfastened the cuffs. Unfastened them long enough to refasten them behind Julia’s back and lead her upstairs to their bed. The gag stayed in place until the morning.

“Happy birthday, lover.” Siobhan woke her as another day’s sunshine shone through the window.

She pulled off the gag and – eventually – took off the cuffs before making love to Julia, using lots of her oh-my-God kisses and ending up in an energetic sixty-nine.

“Ready for your birthday surprise?” she asked when they were coming down from their shared peak.

“Yes, course.” Julia grinned, with still no clue as to what it might be.

“Right, so you don’t catch a secret peek before we’re ready, I’m going to blindfold you,” Siobhan said.

Julia should have questioned her rather careless use of the word “we”.

Minutes later, Julia was more securely blindfolded than she’d ever been, the pads of the blindfold – they had plenty they brought back from long-haul flights – held to her skin with more surgical tape. More tape than had been left, so Siobhan must have bought some in for her day.

When she couldn’t see anything, not even a glimmer of light, Siobhan set about tying her spreadeagled to the bed, using what felt like soft silk scarves – certainly they felt gentle, though Julia’s usual just-to-make-sure tugs showed her they were firmly in place and there would be no escape. She was covered up with the duvet and Siobhan left the bedroom. Julia waited for her present.

In the way losing one sense can heighten others, Julia became aware of unfamiliar noises from downstairs. Talking of some kind. The TV maybe, or the kitchen radio? Yet she knew deep down there were people there. What people? What the hell was going on?

Then Siobhan was back. After another powerful kiss she spoke. “You know I love you, don’t you?” she asked.

Stupid question, thought Julia. “Yes, of course I do,” she answered. They had an arrangement that “I love you” shouldn’t have an obligatory “I love you” reply. They said it when they wanted to, because they meant it, never because it was expected.

“Am I a jealous lover?” Siobhan asked her.

“A bit,” Julia answered, then added, “But I don’t mind. It shows me you do love me.”

“Well, now I’m going to put all jealousy aside, just because I want to show you how much I love you. Downstairs are some of our friends. They will come up and see you—”

“Like this?” Julia reacted.

“Yes, like this,” came Siobhan’s reply.

“But I’m . . .”

“Naked and bound. And you love it.” Siobhan paused for a second or two. “They’ll come and see you when they want, not when you want, in ones, twos and threes. They will make love to you. They may punish you. Sometimes I’ll be with them, other times not. Today you will be brought to peak upon peak of sexual bliss until you think you can take no more. I’ll do it because I want to show you how much I love you, and you’ll do it to show me the same. Happy birthday, Julia.”

“Thank you, darling,” Julia replied. What else was there to say?

But the embarrassment. She was shy enough about people seeing her in a bikini, let alone naked and bound. She could appeal to Siobhan’s better nature, but she knew that would be useless. Siobhan was already leaving. Julia heard the door close and listened to the thump of her own heartbeat. Just when she thought it was calming, she heard footsteps climbing the stairs.

The door squeaked lightly as it was opened. Julia could sense someone there. She listened. The bed gave as someone sat at her side.

“Happy birthday, Julia,” said a delicate female voice.

“Hannah?” she said automatically.

“Aww, you guessed.”

Hannah was one of the girls they met frequently. She lived a couple of streets away with her partner Monica, and it was unusual to find them apart. But, of course, they weren’t apart.

“Monica?” Julia said quietly, trying to sense where she might be.

“Happy birthday, love,” came her voice from near the doorway.

“OK, Siobhan’s had her joke now, you can . . .” started Julia, but further talk was silenced with a sensuous kiss, full on, mouth to mouth. As she tried to make sense of it, she felt the duvet being pulled from her. Hands – four hands – started to stroke her body, using delicate fingertips that made her shiver. It was Hannah, she guessed from her position, who was molding her breasts, while Monica’s hands were at her belly, stroking ever closer to where her parted legs joined. She flinched automatically, trying to close her legs to protect herself, but the silk tie held firm and Monica’s fingers found her opening and slipped gently inside. Her other hand concentrated on her clitoris, which rapidly came out to say hello.

While the kissing continued on her mouth, Monica moved her hands away and took to kissing the tops of her thighs, agonizingly staying away from the center of her pleasure until, quite suddenly, she licked from anus to clitoris in one smooth rasping movement that had Julia struggling to breathe into Hannah’s mouth. She gasped into Hannah as Monica plunged in, her intent to bring Julia off as quickly as possible evident by the intensity of her oral ministrations. Hannah, meanwhile, ended the kiss and moved slightly. Julia could only imagine what she was doing until she climbed astride Julia’s prone and captive form, moving up until she could sit astride her friend’s face. Julia inhaled aroused woman and moments later tasted the tang of lubrication coating her lips.

Julia, driven crazy by Monica’s expertise, put out her tongue and licked. This was crazy, completely crazy. She’d only ever had any kind of sexual contact with Siobhan and now here she was in an orgy of lesbian lust, with Siobhan not even there. All around were sounds of sex, from Monica’s moans, the vibrations felt as much as the sounds heard, and Hannah’s gasps and groans as she slid her pussy over Siobhan’s frantically licking tongue.

While most of her was lost to the excitement, a tiny part was evaluating what was going on, as if she were a spectator even though she couldn’t see, and she wondered how well she was doing. She was in love with Siobhan, and vice versa, so the quality of their lovemaking and techniques was a mutual and private thing. It had never been tested before, and now it was.

Which is why she was quietly pleased with herself as Hannah suddenly crashed into a climax, holding her head and pressing down hard as she bucked and screamed.

Then it was all change. Monica stopped just as Julia herself was so desperately close. Hannah made way for her own lover and Monica made great play of licking and sucking Hannah’s juices from Julia’s face before feeding her a naked breast, the nipple hard and rubbery. Hannah, meanwhile, had occupied the space Monica had vacated, but not with her tongue: Julia felt the gentle stab of manicured fingernails on her labia, followed by the smooth insertion of two fingers deep inside, sliding along her inner passage effortlessly thanks to the copious fluids she had produced.

“I’m going to try it,” Julia heard Hannah say, and immediately Monica moved away.

Try what? Julia wondered, listening and waiting for clues.

The fingers inside her moved continually, scraping her vaginal walls when her clitoris was what really wanted attention. But Hannah was ignoring that, preferring instead to penetrate, to explore, to impale. A third finger joined the first two with almost no additional effort or discomfort, then a fourth, until, blissfully, Julia could feel pressure where she so desperately needed it from the natural hollow where Hannah’s thumb joined her hand. Julia bucked against it, grasping for her orgasm, only to be denied again as Hannah turned her hand to move her thumb away.

It was then Julia realized what they were going to try. “No, please, you can’t . . .” she started as she felt Hannah’s thumb being tucked in between her fingers. The hand moved forwards, inwards, expanding her, filling her, stretching her, until the widest part of the knuckles prevented further progress. Hannah stopped pressing for a moment or two, and Julia strained to hear what muffled voices were saying. She felt something cold on her labia, some kind of cream that another hand – she guessed Monica’s – smoothed all around the invader.

Then the pressure started anew – gentle yet firm pressure, Hannah’s hand twisting and turning and screwing into her. Suddenly something gave. It felt as if her pussy had decided to grab the hand that was being pressed inexorably into it, sucking it completely inside. She screamed out; she had never felt so incredibly full. An entire hand inside her, alive and under someone else’s control. Through the buzz filling her head, Julia heard laughter as the pair watched and congratulated themselves on what they’d achieved.

“Get my phone,” she heard Hannah say. “I want a picture of this.”

Julia’s embarrassment was complete. She was helpless, invaded, out of control and no doubt looking a wreck, and they were now taking photos of her. Photos they could keep or even share with others. Thank God the blindfold gave her at least some disguise.

“Let me try now,” Monica said after a few synthesized camera clicks.

The occupying hand was slowly withdrawn and replaced by another. It was easier this time, and curiously different. Meanwhile, Hannah moved herself round to the top of the bed, taking Julia’s hand and arranging her fingers to press them inside herself. Something was going on between the pair, too, judging from their gasps. Julia felt she’d almost been forgotten as the two lovers kissed and moaned, with only the flexing of the hand inside her and the use of her own fingers to pleasure Hannah as reminders.

After maybe ten minutes, they turned their attention back to her. Someone – she quickly lost track of which girl was which – settled back onto her face, but facing her feet this time. The head lowered to lick at her in a sixty-nine position while someone else still filled her with a fist. The licking tongue was joined by another, licking around the invading hand and all around her clitoris and labia. They finished her off by somehow both licking her clitoris at the same time, giving her an orgasm like never before; one that made her actually cry.

After they left, someone else came in. No word was said before she felt the sting of a lash of some kind across her belly, coinciding with a swoosh of whatever was being used on her. This anonymous torturer kept at it, lashing her breasts, belly and thighs without saying a single word and without any other contact whatsoever. She felt like an inanimate target for someone’s frustration, despite the fact she was screaming out, crying and pleading for it to end.

As suddenly and silently as this visitor entered, she left again, leaving Julia glowing all over from the heat of unearned punishment.

The next visitor planted a familiar kiss on her mouth – Siobhan.

“Having a nice birthday, darling?” she asked when she broke the kiss.

“I feel so embarrassed,” she replied, wishing she could see and move to embrace her lover.

“And I suppose you’ve been plotting your revenge?” Siobhan laughed.

“Actually, no,” she said. “But it’s a good idea.”

“It would only be fair. I would do anything for you, you know. I’d even let a man fuck me if you wanted total proof.”

“That won’t be necessary, thanks. Eww, the idea of a man’s grubby paws all over you . . . Ewww.”

Siobhan laughed. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

“How about eight hours licking me?” Julia suggested, not because that was what she would choose, but it was all she could think of at that moment.

“If you want,” came the matter-of-fact response. “But enough of that for now. You have two more visitors waiting outside. I won’t let them in unless you agree to this one.”

That made her curious, even more so when Siobhan told her it was Jenny.

“But she’s married. To a man!” Julia protested.
“Yes, John’s here too. But before you freak out, there’s no way he’ll do anything to you. Jenny’s decided she’s bi, though she’s never tried it. If you are OK, she’ll go down on you while he screws her. That’s it. But, like I said, only if you agree.”

“If you want me to, I will. You don’t have to ask.” It always felt warm and comfortable when she assigned her safety to Siobhan.

“Good girl,” she said, accompanying it with a kiss.

“Answer me one question before you go,” Julia said. “Who whipped me?”

“I did,” Siobhan told her before she left.

Wow.

Julia wasn’t sure about Jenny’s sudden declaration she was bi. Jenny was one of those women who had what they imagined were trendy ideas, and Julia was sure this was just another. This was borne out when the couple came in. They didn’t say much, but were obviously kissing and undressing each other, then Julia felt pressure on the bed as Jenny lay face down between her legs and tentatively stroked her thighs. She behaved as if she was nervous, afraid even, but eventually worked up enough courage to touch her pussy and slip a finger inside. It felt less than adequate after the fisting.

Jenny jerked and gasped suddenly and Julia guessed John had entered her from behind.

“Do it,” she heard John say as Jenny’s face was pushed into her.

Inexperienced, clumsy kissing along her groove gave way to inexperienced clumsy licking as John fucked her, with Julia actually getting as much from the jerky pressure that John was vicariously providing as from Jenny’s work. Within very few minutes, John shouted out and came in his wife’s pussy. A minute later and they had gone.

“They didn’t last long,” Siobhan’s voice told her.

“You watched? You were there?”

“I was. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be exactly good. I think you deserve a reward.”

Now this was better. Siobhan knew every inch of her. She knew the reactions and how to respond. As quickly as John had climaxed, so Julia climaxed under her lover’s welcome and beautiful expertise.

“Let me do you,” Julia begged afterwards.

“Later,” Siobhan told her. “I have a treat for you first. Auntie Imogen.”

Julia’s stomach lurched. Auntie Imogen wasn’t an aunt at all. They called her that because she was quite a bit older than they, probably mid-forties, but incredibly elegant and sophisticated. She chaired a regional LGB support charity and made no secret of the fact of her lesbianism. She was a flag-flyer, a minor celebrity for her outspoken views. And she was going to make love to Julia.

“How did you get her to agree?” Julia asked.

“I met her a few weeks ago. I told her what I planned for your birthday and she thought it was a fantastic idea. She said I must love you a lot and that was the kicker. I asked her and she agreed. I think you’re in for a treat.”

“I wish I could see,” Julia told her.

“OK, I think we can arrange that.”

The light hurt her eyes for a few minutes, but she soon became accustomed to it. “I must look a mess,” she told Siobhan.

“You look fantastic,” her lover replied, but nevertheless brushed her hair and repaired her make-up. “Ready?” she asked.

Julia nodded.

“Enjoy.”

Siobhan left the room and Imogen entered a few seconds later. She smiled down at Julia’s helpless form.

“I need to check,” she said. “You have agreed to this?”

Julia nodded.

“Good.” The older women smiled, starting to unbutton a very expensive-looking tailored jacket. “I’m very honored, really,” she continued. “Such a young and pretty girl. I thought my days with someone so young and attractive were long gone.”

“You could have any girl you want,” Julia assured her.

“Well, now I have you.” She grinned, draping the jacket across a chair and reaching for the zip of the skirt.

Everything about her was elegant, from her perfume and hairstyle to her clothes, all so old-fashioned and complicated compared with modern skimpy underwear. Under the suit she wore a full-length powder-blue slip, yet it didn’t look jaded or out of place. Instead it was lacy and slightly see-through, showing her matching bra, suspenders and French knickers.

“You make me impatient seeing you like that,” Imogen told her. “So you won’t mind if . . .” She smiled again. “No, you can’t mind, can you? I can just do what I want.”

Imogen’s impatience had her walking towards the bed, still all but fully dressed. Julia watched as she climbed over her, lifting the skirt of the slip and shuffling forwards until the crotch of those knickers was almost on Julia’s mouth.

“Just the idea of you has made me wet,” she said, though Julia didn’t need telling. A vertical line of damp had already darkened the blue silk along the gusset of the knickers, one which had, the next instant, been firmly pressed to Julia’s lips. As expensive as her clothes looked, Imogen smelled and tasted just as expensive, bizarrely bringing back memories of the warmth and cosiness of childhood bathtimes. Imogen dragged the crotch of the knickers aside to give Julia access, then pressed herself down without bothering to ask permission, riding quickly across Julia’s face as if she were an inanimate object.

Julia felt duty-bound to try to impress this experienced woman, using every trick she’d learned with Siobhan to excite her. To her surprise, Imogen just let her get on with it, and maybe five minutes later exploded into a screaming climax.

“Phew, you’re good,” she said as she backed off slightly afterwards. “Very good. I shall ask your mistress if I can have you again.”

“My mistress?” Julia quizzed. “You mean Siobhan? She’s my partner, that’s all.”

Imogen laughed. “Is that what you think, darling? I’ve seen enough relationships to know who’s the boss. She dominates, you surrender, yes?”

“Well, yes, but we’ve never . . .”

“You never called her your mistress. You should. It underlines the way you feel.” She paused a few moments. “Now . . .”

She stood and removed the rest of her clothing, not hurriedly, just at her own pace, until she stood naked. Julia had to admit she looked in perfect trim.

“You took a full fist earlier today, I hear,” Imogen said, rousing Julia’s visual exploration of her body.

“Yes. First time.”

“I shall be your second time. Don’t look so worried; I’ll be gentle. Would you like Siobhan here?”

Julia nodded. Little did she know that Siobhan was outside the door, listening. Once she was invited in, Imogen took total control. The submissive/dominant relationship meant nothing to Imogen. She told them both what to do and her confident orders were not to be disobeyed.

Which is how Siobhan found herself lying face down on top of her lover with her arms and legs tied to the four corners and her intimate parts as exposed to Imogen as Julia’s were. And which was how Imogen, her hands thoroughly lubricated with gel, got both hands ready.

“Happy birthday, Julia,” Siobhan gasped as they were both filled with slender female hands.


ADDICTED TO LUST

Chris Westlake

The big round clock ticked past six o’clock, signaling the end of the working day and the beginning of the quiet after the storm. Colleagues trickled out of the door until, at long last, she was left alone, free from the deadly “Ds” – distractions, demands and deadlines. Her body ached, but it was nothing to the relentless aching between her legs. She pressed her heels into the carpeted floor, rolled her chair back, allowed easy access. Her pin skirt was quickly pulled high over her thighs. She slipped a finger inside her waiting sex, then flung her head back and sighed as it penetrated inside, deep and hard. Her mind raced – she imagined bending a girl over the photocopier, pulling her skirt up over her buttocks and . . . and she was instantly brought back to reality by a loud cough from the other side of the office. She opened her eyes and met the terrifying glare of her manager.

The musty smells of the hallway were so familiar to Joanna Reid that, even if she were blindfolded, she would have known precisely where she was. Joanna was filled with the usual sense of dread as she took her plastic seat in the circle of chairs. She stared intently at the floor, and waited. She did not raise her eyes until she heard the familiar words, the words she heard every Tuesday night at seven o’clock prompt.

“Hello, my name is Amy, and I am a sex addict.”

Initially, Joanna was instructed to attend the meetings by her manager, after he had discovered her in the office, frilly pink panties laid on the floor, finger between her legs. Joanna had broken down in tears, confessed that she could not help herself, that she fucking craved sex, all day, every day. Her manager, a straight sort (when he was not drinking), always impeccably dressed in a dire gray suit, had wiped the steam from his glasses, placed a plastic folder over his lap to hide his obvious erection, and informed Joanna that the first stage of recovery was accepting that she had a problem.

Six weeks later, and she was still attending. It had become her lifeline, something she depended on. And it was working. It had been thirty-three dull days and counting since she had last masturbated in public, since that wonderful explosive orgasm on the back of the thirty-nine bus.

Joanna was woken from her daydream by a late arrival. She checked her watch: 19.15. Nobody turned up late for a meeting; it was an unwritten rule. Joanna looked up with casual interest, but, instantly, her attention veered right off the Richter scale. Most of the group members were surprisingly dull and unattractive. She wondered how some of them had ever had sex in the first place, let alone become addicted. The new arrival, however, could not have been more different. She wore blue faded jeans, which highlighted a tight little arse, and a cropped top, which exposed just a few tantalizing inches of midriff. Flame-red hair nestled deliciously between her creamy, firm breasts. The girl must have been mid-twenties at most.

Joanna listened as the rest of the group droned on about their dull sexual urges, but it became background noise. She kept eyeing the new girl, who appeared to be completely oblivious to her attentions. The girl crossed and uncrossed her long legs and listened intently to what the others were saying. Joanna checked her watch. The session would be over soon, and then she had another long evening fighting her destructive urges to look forward to.

“Anyone else have any contributions?”

Silence followed. The group started to gather their belongings.

“I have a contribution.”

Joanna put her handbag back down. It was the girl with the red hair. Now, she definitely wanted to hear what she had to say.

Usually, newcomers were nervous and emotional. They stared at the floor, spoke quietly, or fought back the tears. There was none of this with the new girl. She was at ease. She spoke clearly and with confidence. “Hello, my name is Nicole and I am new to the group.”

“Hello, Nicole, welcome to the group,” they said in unison.

“I just wanted to tell you about a sexual experience I had last night,” she enthusiastically began. “I phoned one of those chat lines, started talking to a girl about general everyday things, you know, about the weather and all that shit. It was obvious that this girl was turned on,” she said, casually twirling a stray hair with her finger, “that she had other things on her mind, if you know what I mean. I just couldn’t stop myself. We started talking about positions, locations, all sorts. My imagination went into overdrive and, before I knew it, I was lying on the bed naked, with a dildo inside me, and I was coming like a fucking train, over and over again.”

The room fell silent. Usually, the members described (in long, painful detail) their struggles fighting this terrible “disease”. The new girl, on the other hand, sounded like she had enjoyed every moment. For Joanna, this was incredibly horny.

“I just can’t get enough,” she said, shrugging her slender shoulders, as if by way of explanation.

“Thank you for your contribution,” Peter, the chair, said awkwardly. “It is wonderful to have contributions from new arrivals.”

The group usually stayed for a cup of tea and a chat afterwards, but Joanna just wanted to get home. It seemed that Nicole did too. She said goodnight and then was out of the door, seemingly heading in the same direction as Joanna. The streets were busy as usual, and Nicole walked at a fast pace, dodging in and out of the passing pedestrians. Joanna stayed ten to fifteen paces behind, her eyes intently following the rhythmic movements of the pert little buttocks in the tight jeans. The girl was heading for the tube station, and it quickly became apparent that she was catching the same line as Joanna.

It was crowded (as always) but Joanna managed to secure a seat, sheltered behind the glass divider by the exit. Nicole joined the masses standing up. Passengers stared at their newspapers, the advertising boards, at anything but anybody else. Joanna was the exception. She watched Nicole from behind the glass. Nicole held onto a yellow supporting pole with her left hand. Nobody else noticed, but her legs were slightly parted, and her crotch pressed firmly against the pole. She subtly bent and straightened her knees just a few inches so that she rubbed up and down the long thick pole. Joanna put her hand to her mouth to stifle a surprised gasp.

Nicole was using the pole to turn herself on, right in the middle of the crowded tube.

Joanna could see that Nicole’s pale skin was reddening. A hot flush spread across her chest. Joanna pictured her clit stiffening as it rubbed against the hard pole. Nicole had closed her eyes now. The train shuddered and vibrated as it came to another stop. Her grip on the pole tightened. Nicole opened her eyes, took a deep breath, moved as if to leave the train. Only, just before she got off, she turned to Joanna and smiled.

Joanna shuddered. Nicole had must have known all along that she had been watching.

The train passed Joanna’s stop. There was no way that she was getting off; no way that she was going straight home. Joanna had lost her fight long ago. She got off at Soho and went straight to her favorite gay bar. It did not take long to find what she was looking for. With her curvy figure and olive complexion, Joanna satisfied most sexual desires. Now, though, she was desperate to satisfy her own. She located a tall, hungry-looking blonde, led her straight to the darkest, most secluded corner of the bar, took hold of her hand and thrust it underneath her own skirt. Within moments, Joanna was biting into the girl’s neck, stifling desperate moans, and reaching a thunderous, explosive orgasm.

For the next seven days, Nicole occupied Joanna’s mind at all times. The thoughts were far from pure, far from innocent. With great effort, Joanna managed to restrain from acting on them. Tuesday came and, for the first time ever, Joanna looked forward to the meeting.

Nicole again arrived late. She wore a little denim skirt and black leather boots, which fell just short of her knees. Again, she showed no apparent interest in Joanna. There was not even a hint of recognition. Again, she sat quietly and listened intently to what the group had to say.

“Are there any more contributions?” Peter asked.

This time, an air of expectancy filled the room. Heads did not turn, but eyes definitely glanced in Nicole’s direction. There was another pause, a few moments of silence. And then Nicole spoke.

“I would like to tell people about my experience on Saturday afternoon,” she began. Now, heads did turn. “There are loads of different floors and corridors where I work. It’s a bit of a maze.” Nicole gestured theatrically with her hands. “It was mid-afternoon, and a quiet period. I could hear the clicking of high heels on the tiled floor behind me. I glanced over my shoulder and glimpsed the most wonderful pair of legs: long and lean and shapely. They took my breath away, to be honest with you. I’m sure that the heat started burning between my legs right there and then, just imagining those perfect pins wrapped tight around my neck.”

Nicole did not even attempt to hide the mischievous smile on her face as she remembered the incident. “Anyway,” she continued. “I took all different turnings, even went up flights of stairs, and still I could hear the heels clicking behind me. My mind raced, like, way out of fucking control. I guessed the girl must have been following me.”

There was a pause. Nicole looked around the room, as if looking for a reaction. When there was none, she continued. “Anyway, finally, it stopped. I looked around, and the legs had gone. For a moment, I was a bit gutted. By now I was horny as fuck, I can tell you. So I found the first room that was vacant, and I frigged myself, like a woman completely out of freaking control. I squirted all over my hands, all over the desk, fucking everywhere. I felt guilty that I had been such a horny little slut in work, right in the middle of the day, but on the other hand, it felt fucking amazing.”

There was silence again in the room. Joanna glanced round at the other members of the group. She had to stifle a laugh. They all stared, open-mouthed. Nobody had a clue what to say. When there was no reaction, Nicole again shrugged her shoulders, said exactly what she had a week earlier: “I just can’t get enough.”

That night, Joanna again did not get off the train at her stop. She went back to the same gay bar, and was again fingered to orgasm in exactly the same corner, only this time by a black girl with a wicked smile and hot sensual curves in all right places.

Joanna began to wonder whether the group was helping or hindering. Since Nicole had joined, Joanna had been hornier than ever, even more desperate for her longings and cravings to be fulfilled by someone, by anyone. But she knew that she was going to keep going, if only to see Nicole, to listen to her latest outrageous adventures.

It was the same routine the following week. Nicole again arrived late. This time the little black top she wore pushed her cleavage together so that it resembled two ripe, succulent peaches. At the end of the meeting, there was the same air of expectancy, only this time Nicole remained silent. Joanna was shocked by the intensity of her disappointment.

Joanna did not follow Nicole to the tube station – rather, she convinced herself that they both happened to be walking at exactly the same pace, heading in the same direction – but again she found herself sitting in the same seat as two weeks before. Nicole gave no indication at all that she was even remotely aware of Joanna’s presence. Only, at her stop, she again turned and smiled at Joanna.

“So, are you coming?” Nicole asked, holding out her hand.

No words were spoken as they walked across the street and along the cracked, uneven pavements. It was getting dark and there was a slight drizzle. Joanna had no idea where she was being taken to or why, not even whether it was safe to go. However, there was never any doubt that she would go.

She was led into a hotel foyer.

“I have a reservation in the name of Mrs Smith,” Nicole explained to the receptionist.

Joanna had to hide her shock. Nicole must have planned this all along.

A four-poster bed, covered with silk sheets and fluffy pillows, stood in the center of the room. Joanna had hardly taken in her surroundings before she was forcibly pushed down onto the bed.

Nicole quickly kneeled over Joanna, and forced her long strong legs down either side of Joanna’s slim waist. Even if Joanna had wanted to resist, there was no way that she would be able to: Nicole had a vise-like grip over her. Nicole leaned forward, passion etched across her face. Her long red hair hung loose, tickled against Joanna’s reddening cheeks. Joanna was astonished by how beautiful Nicole’s green eyes were close up.

“Do you really think that I joined the group because I have a problem controlling my sexual desires?” Nicole asked with a wicked sneer.

Joanna was too mesmerized, too absorbed (possibly too afraid) to answer. She shook her head from side to side.

“Of course I didn’t!” Nicole exclaimed, as she pulled her little black top over her shoulders, revealing a leopard-skin bra underneath. “Do you want to know why I joined the group?” she asked, leaning back and pushing a hand between Joanna’s thighs. Joanna instinctively parted her legs just a few (significant) inches wider. Joanna’s eyes were bulging now from a deadly combination of fear, excitement and anticipation. She nodded her head, not daring to glimpse away for a single moment.

“I joined the group,” Nicole said, thrusting a finger inside Joanna’s panties, “because I wanted to find a girl who was just as fucking horny for it as I am! And,” she continued, with a self-satisfied snarl, pulling out from between Joanna’s legs, “judging by the fact that you have already drenched my fingers, I think I may just have found one!” Nicole pushed the glistening fingers between Joanna’s open lips, and Joanna hungrily – obediently – sucked on them.

“You know, what I really want,” Nicole continued, “is a girl who will do whatever I tell her to. Do you think that you would do that?”

Right now, thought Joanna, feeling her nipples tingle and juices slowly trickle down her buttocks, I will do whatever you fucking well tell me to do. Still, she spoke no words. Again, she nodded her head.

Nicole hurriedly slipped off her denim skirt and matching panties and bra. Naked, she was absolutely breathtaking. Her breasts were not large, but were ripe and round with pointed dark nipples. She was slender and slight and yet her legs were shapely and strong. What really aroused Joanna, however, what really made her throat dry and her cunt wet, was the full, fine red hair between her legs.

A delicious blend of perfume and pussy filled the room. Joanna lay back on the bed, fully clothed, awaiting instructions. She usually took the initiative in the bedroom. Now, she knew it was not even an option. Nicole was keeping her waiting. She prowled around the four corners of the bed on her tiptoes. Joanna longed to fill the void by rubbing her throbbing clit. She feared that Nicole would slap her hand away.

“Remember I told you about my dildo? The one I used to make myself come like a train?” Nicole asked, moving towards her handbag lying on the floor. “Well,” she continued, “I wasn’t telling the whole story there. The truth is that there is more than one.”

Nicole stood naked, a long shiny porcelain dildo in each hand. She had the same wicked, mischievous smile on her face that Joanna remembered from the meetings. Joanna stretched out her hand to touch her, but was instantly rebuked.

“Put those hands away until I tell you where you can stick them!” Nicole ordered. Her tone instantly softened. “Don’t worry: they will be put to very good use in a moment.”

Nicole climbed onto the king-size bed. She bent at the knees so that her cunt was lowered just inches from Joanna’s face. The tantalizing aroma was absolute agony for Joanna, the temptations overwhelming. It was as if Nicole paused momentarily, just to test Joanna’s willpower. It very nearly broke. Nicole faced the full-length mirror that was on the wall at the bottom of the bed. She thrust the dildo into Joanna’s hand.

“OK, my horny little sex addict, stick it inside my pussy,” she demanded. There was definitely need in her voice.

Joanna did not have to be asked twice. The dildo slid in effortlessly. She was incredibly slippery and wet. Joanna felt Nicole tense, her body shudder. She slowly, deliberately, pushed the dildo back and forth. “Harder!” Nicole demanded. Joanna did as she was told. Nicole released a deep growl. Joanna knew that she was looking at herself in the mirror, that watching herself was turning her on.

“Now,” Nicole shouted, ‘lick my clit at the same time, you horny little bitch.”

Joanna raised her head from the pillow, circled the erect little bud with the tip of her tongue. Juices trickled down her chin. She built a perfect, steady rhythm. The pressure she applied with her tongue synchronized with the force exerted by the dildo. Within minutes, Nicole was writhing on top of her with pleasure, barely able to contain her wild, animalistic moans. She shuddered to an orgasm and then, almost immediately, was overcome by another, even more powerful climax.

Nicole was far from finished, however. “That second dildo is not there just for show,” she growled. “Stick it in my arse. I want both of them inside me!”

Nicole was already fully lubricated from the juices that trickled between her buttocks. She gasped with ecstasy as the second dildo slipped easily inside. Joanna applied the same pressure, the same pace, with both her left and right hands. Nicole thrust her hips backward and forward, as the wonderful cocks pushed in and out. Joanna was encouraged by the moans and groans and curses that emitted from Nicole’s mouth. She started to take more control, began to whisper her own torturous words. “You like two cocks inside you don’t you, you horny bitch . . . like to be filled up with cock . . . yeah moan for me.”

Orgasm after wonderful orgasm followed until Nicole collapsed onto the bed, an exhausted, shuddering wreck. It took moments before she was able to regain steady breathing, further moments before she was able to string a coherent sentence together. When she looked up at Joanna, her smile was softer, her tone gentler. “I think it is your turn to do whatever you want, Joanna.”

The rest of the night was spent swapping positions and sexual favors. Joanna had never before found a girl who matched her own intensity and desire for pleasure, and it was the most incredible evening ever. They kissed and hugged as they left the hotel and promised to meet each other again at the group.

Joanna continued attending the meeting every week (seven o’clock prompt), without fail. She never saw Nicole there again. It was not a problem. She assumed that the meetings had served their purpose for her. Another girl began attending who aroused Joanna’s interest. She was young and cute with seemingly an insatiable sexual appetite. They caught the same train line.

“So, are you coming?” Joanna asked after the girl’s third meeting, holding out her hand.

She had a hotel room booked in the name of Mrs Jones.
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HAIR TODAY, COME TOMORROW

Dominique James

I’ve just discovered the most amazing and exciting thing. As well as being extremely satisfying, it’s also very kinky, and that, in my opinion, multiplies the excitement. I intend to try it again and again but I just have to tell someone about this first time.

It involved my friend Debbie. She and I are very open with each other and often play sexy lesbian games together. She is lesbian but I go with the flow, as it were. My husband doesn’t mind and loves to watch. He’s a civil engineer so is away for days at a time every other week or so. I think he encourages me to play with Debbie just in case I get so worked up (I can do that sometimes) and start to look for another man to play with. I never have, and never would do that, but you know what men are like and how jealous they can get when they start to think too hard. I strongly suspect it’s because most of them wouldn’t pass up the offer if a woman made herself available and they assume women are the same.

A few nights ago, he was away. So was Debbie, leaving me on my own. Never a good idea; typical me – I always want what I can’t have – was feeling very frustrated despite my collection of sex toys and my clever little fingers.

Debbie was only away for one night and was coming to stay the following night. We like to play mild BDSM games (more BD than SM) because we both like the feelings of trust that go with them, plus the feelings of helplessness when you’re the “bottom”. Anyway, the night she arrived home I picked her up from the station, having planned a little game during my needy, waking hours the previous night. It involved a nice, easy-to-eat (or, rather, easy to feed your same-sex lover when she’s all tied up) dinner and would go on from there.

When the train arrived and she stepped out, she was looking a bit tired from her trip away, but ever so smart in her business suit, and I was looking forward to getting at her as soon as possible. We had a quick hello snog on the platform, both of us amused by all the people looking but pretending not to. She kind of spoiled my urgency when she said, “D’you know what I need the moment we get in?” My expectations were dashed when she answered her own question with, “A nice, warm shower.”

OK, so that meant altering my plans. But not too much. We drove along and she told me about her dreary two days – she’s a management consultant and gets constantly hit on by all the male clients. Then again she’s lovely to look at so you can’t really blame them too much. She sometimes resorts to reaching into her bag and pulling out a picture of the two of us from our holiday in Ibiza – both in bikinis – and telling them I’m her partner. She really doesn’t understand men well enough to realize that just makes them worse, both from the sight of us in those (very brief) bikinis to the idea of two women together. I occasionally wish some of them could try it (not with me, I hasten to add) – the women would be still at it long after they’d prematurely ejaculated and started snoring.

When we got close to home, I stopped the car at the side of the lane – it was quite dark by then so nobody could see.

“What are you doing?” Debbie asked sleepily.

“Blindfolding you,” I answered, leaning across and fitting her with an airline blindfold (whenever I fly I always keep them for times such as this). I took one look at her and started to laugh, and, of course, she wanted to know why. I’d just picked a mask at random but the one I’d picked just seemed hilarious to me.

“It says on the blindfold you’re a virgin! Must be a very, very old blindfold.”

She huffed and puffed (in a jokey way) and the only sensible way to stop her was a kiss. No, not a peck, but a soft, increasingly urgent woman-kiss. Perhaps it was just as well it was dark, but I suppose any of the occasional cars that caught us in their headlights could have seen what we were doing – above the waist anyway, I’m admitting nothing below the waist. Or neck in this case. All right, I was stroking her boobs, OK? Well, bugger them, I don’t care. The last kiss I’d had previously to these was a goodbye kiss from Philip, complete with his rough, bristly skin, naughtily groping hands on my boobs and the kind of clumsy force men seem to adopt when they’re trying to be macho. If that was a kiss, then this one with Debs needed a new definition.

Anyway, I digress. I told her she mustn’t remove the blindfold and completed the drive home. She said she thought it was because I was taking her on some kind of mystery tour so I let her go on believing that. When we eventually arrived home, I had to help her inside and we went straight upstairs, where I enjoyed myself undressing her. She sat on the bed while I did the same, complaining because she wanted to watch.

“Shut up or I’ll tie you up,” I warned.

“Blah, blah, blah,” she said. “Blah, blah, blah, blah . . . blah.” She likes to be tied up almost as much as I do.

I went into the bathroom and put out some fresh towels, then switched on the water before coming back to get her.

“Don’t get my hair wet,” she said, “it takes too long to dry and I need to sleep.”

I didn’t get the significance of her request till I thought back on it the following morning.

In the shower I spent a lot of time soaping her and washing away the sweat and grime of a couple of days in London and the idea of those grubby men’s paws on her. Some of these creeps really revolt her but she has to keep smiling and being nice, apart from the odd one over the years who’s managed to get her alone in a copier room or something and has ended up with a knee in the balls.

Funny how showers can relax a person so much. Soaping gave way to caressing and that led to kissing as we both got more and more into each other, but I’d decided the previous night I was going to take the lead, such that most times when she got a little intimate with me I’d gently slap her hands away, telling her to relax and that I was in control. She seemed happy enough with that idea.

After the shower I dried us both off and led her back downstairs into the lounge, the crackling log fire now well ablaze and very welcoming. I sat us on the sofa and tied her hands behind her back with a soft silk scarf I’d put there in the afternoon. (I put a few there, actually, just in case I wanted to tie more than just her hands.) Silk scarves are good and bad for bondage: they’re lovely and gentle so can stay on for hours without discomfort but they do have a tendency to slide and can come off unintentionally. But I’ve had lots of practice and have devised a way to double knots back on themselves so that doesn’t happen – Debbie would get free when I decided, not when she or fate did.

I nipped to the kitchen and served up a single plate of the very spicy chicken Panang I’d made that afternoon and had been keeping hot in the slow cooker. It’s tasty and warming, but light and fresh-tasting. A single fork was all we needed. OK, purists would say chopsticks but I’m not very proficient with them and didn’t want hot curry spilling on sensitive female flesh.

I’d chosen curry as part of my plan and, when we’d had sufficient, I moved on to the next stage. I settled Debbie back onto the sofa, ignoring her complaints that her arms were trapped behind her, and slipped onto the soft carpet below, pushing her legs gently apart. It’s funny – human nature/ nurture, I guess – that when people are watching us we remember our mothers’ instructions not to stare, but when they can’t see us, that’s a different matter. I was inches from Debbie’s completely exposed vagina and spent quite a time looking at it and stroking it, from the creases at the top of her thighs, her mons veneris, her labia majora (sorry if I’m being clinical but I think the actual names were more apt to the occasion – it felt as much like a clinical examination as a sex game).

Debbie was getting quite worked up at my attentions, and I’m sure that – behind the blindfold – she knew full well I was examining her so intimately, but that didn’t stop her jerking and jumping as I touched her, especially as I ventured beyond the dry to the moist; getting more moist by the second, in fact. Now was the time to bring the curry into play. I took a quick forkful of the sauce, making sure my tongue and lips were well coated before swallowing it, and leaned forward to lick and kiss her inner lips (that better?) and her clitoral area, spreading her own emissions around and over the bud itself – clitted cream anyone?

The heat of the curry had its effects, warming up her most sensitive skin.

“Hell, D, I’m on fire,” she laughed.

I spent maybe fifteen minutes doing that before we swapped places and she did me the same way. We even swapped the blindfold so I couldn’t see what she was looking at or about to do; but I felt what she was doing just fine. We had a laugh when she needed more sauce because she had to guide my fork hand to the curry and to her mouth, since I couldn’t see and she couldn’t move her hands. In the end I took off the blindfold and watched her licking and kissing me.

My plan had been to end up on the rug in front of the fire in a sixty-nine position, with Debs on top so as not to crush her arms, and I suspected that, at some point, we’d reverse roles and I’d end up with my hands tied. But there was no need to hurry.

We’ve hardly ever involved Philip in our games – it’s Philip with me or Debbie with me. He’s happy enough with that duality provided I tell him in graphic detail (which I sometimes embellish outrageously) what we do. OK, we’ve let him watch a few times, but I’m happier to keep Philip and Debs well apart physically, even if I’m certain he’d like an occasional threesome. I’m not sure his blood pressure could take it!

But I do remember one time when Debbie and I had an idea (OK, it was my idea but she loved it too) about a rather unusual sixty-nine where we let Philip tie us head to toe – her hands to my ankles and vice versa – and leave us on the bed to get at each other as best as we could. It’s not actually as easy as it sounds and we should have chosen the floor to try it on – the bed was too soft to get a proper foothold and we were worried in case we fell off and got hurt. (“And how exactly did you get this vaginal injury, madam? It looks like teeth marks.”) Trying to recreate that in the lounge that night would have been nice, but no way could we tie each other up to that extent. (We have managed to tie each other’s hands behind us for bound snogging sessions a few times, but that’s about as complex as we’ve managed.) We could have used handcuffs, I guess – we’ve got plenty – but then how would we have got free? Leaving the keys handy takes the edge off the feelings of helplessness.

Anyway, back to that evening. I pulled her up now and again for a mouth-to-mouth kiss or to have a go at my breasts and nipples, or for me to have a go at hers. The curry made them tingle a bit, too.

Then I pushed her back down to my pussy, our eyes watching each other and silly grins on our faces. I found that by reaching down and pulling her hands up her back it forced her head further down, too, but it made the angles all wrong, so I gave up on that one. We swapped places a few times and we did a sixty-nine a couple of times too. It was all just so relaxed, as if time had stopped ticking and the rest of the world was a long way away. All that mattered was the moment – the crackling fire and each other. OK, Debbie was the one who was tied, but that didn’t matter; that was just icing on a very delicious cake.

The curry had gone cold a while back and I took a break to take the plate out and pour us some wine. Once again I’d have to feed her, so I only took one glass. White wine, nice and cold: into my mouth, kiss and into hers. Then back again until it took on our body temperature. Kisses sweeter than wine. It was a small step before that, thanks to a refill from the bottle in the fridge, became: wine from my mouth into hers, from her mouth into my pussy and fuck-if-it-drips-onto-the-carpet! If only we could find a way to do pussy-to-pussy transfers. The nearest we got was her catching it as it came out of me again, passing it to my mouth and then me emptying it into her vagina, but the temperature had well and truly evened out by then. It does amaze me, writing in the cold light of day as I am at the moment, just how kinky and creative we can get once that excitement kicks in.

On this occasion, the wine was having predictable effects, both in terms of fuzzing our brains and filling our bladders, so both of us had to visit the loo. We’ve never done it, but I can easily imagine a time when that enters our games too. How would I feel? I wonder.

But enough speculation. There Debs was, her head moving up and down on me. She was holding her tongue out stiffly so each movement followed my crease, from teasing my clitoris at the top to dipping into my anus at the bottom (of course). Meanwhile, her long hair tickled my thighs as she moved. That was what gave me the idea.

I love her hair. It’s long, thick, red-brown and cascades around her face and over her shoulders and neck. But it can tickle. I reached down and lifted it, at first just to stop the distracting tickling, but, since I like it so much, I made a bunch of it and pressed it against my pussy, rubbing it into my fluids and getting a kinky little thrill from messing her up.

There is something about bondage and domination that delights in spoiling perfection. We want to see our lovers degraded in some way. Philip likes to come on my face, hair and clothes, and likes it even more if I agree to go out in public without cleaning up. A lot of men (women too, maybe) like the old slapstick movies where women get covered in goo. I suppose what I was doing to Debbie’s hair was along those lines. She’d said before she hadn’t wanted it to get wet because she doesn’t like to sleep with wet hair and it takes so long to dry. That was OK because she’d washed it in the hotel the night before, so it was clean. Yet here I was making it very messy and making it very wet.

It really got to me, the feeling of it sliding against my secret flesh. I think she realized something was happening because she just held her head still and let me get on with it. Maybe she was getting something out of it too – I must ask her.

As I rubbed her hair up and down me, I pressed my own fingers into me too. I couldn’t help it; I needed it. And, of course, her hair went into me along with my fingers, so that when I pulled my fingers out again, some of her hair stayed trapped inside. The game became more urgent and clearer to me, until my purpose became a challenge to see how much of her hair I could get inside me. It’s not easy: hair isn’t stiff or hard (though some of hers was afterwards when my juices dried on her), and doesn’t really want to be pushed anywhere. But my fingers got to work and pressed more and more inside. I must have spent half an hour pushing more and more in, because by then I knew exactly how this was going to end.

(Debbie told me afterwards that I was actually screaming out when I was getting more of her inside me, and I can believe it: it was just so kinky and exciting to feel what I’d done and think about what I intended. She also told me she wants a return match with our positions reversed and has also offered to do the “stuffing” – aided by a dildo – if I’ll leave her hands untied for once.)

Anyway, where was I? I’d got as much of her hair in me as I could, and if I squeezed my pelvic floor muscles she couldn’t really withdraw. But that wasn’t my intent and she knew it.

Opening my legs as wide as possible, I just said, “Slowly, please” and settled back to watch as she lifted her head. The feeling of her hair gradually being withdrawn was just amazing, but what really did it was the slithering of it over my clitoris. I was gasping and my whole body was shaking as she slowly masturbated me with nothing but her hair. As if that wasn’t enough, the vision of that beautiful hair slimy with my intimate juices certainly was, and I hit my peak and had my orgasm as she continued pulling her hair out. Once she was free she pressed her face, now matted with her sticky hair, into me to ride out my spasms.

Phew, I feel exhausted reliving it. We will do that again, I know it. In fact, where’s my mobile . . .?
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TISHA AND NARINE’S AFTER-HOURS FETISH PARTY

Giselle Renarde

Tisha was too cordial to rush her clients out the door, and that irked Narine. If she gave a damn about their after-hours venture, she’d have those suits out on their asses five minutes after the final focus groups. The men’s flirtation bothered Narine more than anything. Those clients meant nothing to Tisha, yet Narine was jealous.

Today’s flirt leaned against the reception desk in his dark-blue suit. “Those are quite the boots you’ve got on,” he said to Tisha. “Your dogs must be barking in those heels.”

Narine scrunched up her nose as she listened from the IT room, but the suit was right – only Tisha could wear heels that high all day. As soon as this doofus was gone, Tish would strip off that black pencil skirt and sweater. Underneath, she’d be wearing the kind of lingerie that would make any red-blooded lesbian drool from both sets of lips, but Narine would remain focused on the boots: tall, PVC, with a wide toe. Those boots got her motor running.

Tisha shrugged and said to the client, “Boots work for some people.”

That mini rejection put a smile on Narine’s face. She hoped the flirt would leave, but instead he said, “Your live web streaming is a godsend.”

“Indeed,” Tisha replied coolly.

“When I started out in this business, our whole marketing team would fly from city to city, sit in these back rooms and listen to customers lambaste our products. The flights, the hotels, the meals . . . it was quite an expense.”

Tisha shuffled her paperwork. “I can imagine.”

“Now our clients watch the webcasts back home and we just bring the essential market research team on the road. It’s lonely spending every night in a different hotel room, but I’m one of the big fish now. I need to travel.”

With a chuckle, Tisha muttered, “Yeah, you and every other poor sod who wants to get away from his wife and kids for a few days.”

“Yes, well . . .” The suit coughed, then cleared his throat. There was a touch of a sneer in his voice when he said, “I guess I should be off. Thanks for your hospitality.”

Only when Narine heard the front door close and the deadlock bolt did she come out from her IT hidey-hole.

“Cheeky bugger,” Tisha said, leaning against the door as Narine crossed the lobby. “These bloody-minded gits all seem to think I’d jump at the chance to accompany them to their hotel rooms. I’m a hostess, not an escort!”

Narine wanted so badly to pin her girl against that door and kiss the worries away, but she stopped short. They’d be late getting online tonight if they wasted any more time. Better save it for the camera – their viewers paid big bucks because their connection was real.

“I’m sorry, babe.” Narine placed a hand at the small of Tisha’s back. “At least he’s gone now.”

“But it starts over tomorrow with brand-new clientele,” Tisha sighed, arranging the magazines.

As much as Narine didn’t appreciate today’s straggler, he had one thing right: their facility’s webcasting capabilities made a welcome addition. Without that technology, she and her girl would never have come up with their idea for “Tisha and Narine’s After-hours Fetish Party”. It was an online event their boss knew nothing about, held every night after the clients left.

The focus group room was already equipped with two cameras: one on the wall, the other a mobile eye that rotated in a circle like a garden sprinkler. The cameras’ real purpose was to capture focus groups and even get close-ups on participants’ faces. All Narine had to do was change a few settings and she and Tisha were ready to broadcast themselves online to paying customers.

Showtime!

They primped a touch and raced into the focus group room. Narine couldn’t keep herself from smacking Tisha’s ass along the way. She switched on the dual streams and followed her girl to the blond wood table.

Tisha’s bright smile glazed her cheeks as she looked into the main camera. “Good evening and welcome to ‘Tisha and Narine’s After-hours Fetish Party’.”

Waving to the camera with both hands, she said, “Hi, everybody! I’m Narine and this is Tisha. We work together all day at this excruciating job, but now it’s time to kick up our heels and play!”

“Remember, if you have any questions you want to ask us, just email and we’ll be happy to answer them.” Tisha leaned in and licked Narine’s neck, making her girl giggle. “Not right away, of course, because tonight we’ll be busy.”

“Yeah,” Narine answered with a salacious giggle. “If you were at work after hours with a sexy girl, would you be answering your emails, or would you be worshipping her big black boots?”

Tisha laughed. “I thought you were going to say my big black bootie.”

“Why don’t you show the nice people your boots? Or your bootie. Whichever.”

“Will you help me off with my skirt?” Tisha asked, turning around so the other could grasp the zipper.

“Yeah, for sure!” She knew how exciting their audience found it when they undressed one another. She could never guess what lingerie Tisha had on until she’d stripped the girl down. When she got a good look at whatever sexy garments Tisha had been wearing under her office clothes, Narine always got a giddy thrill. All day her girl had been wearing slutty underwear, and nobody knew.

As Tisha tore off her sweater, Narine let the pencil skirt tumble to the floor. Her hands gravitated unstoppably towards those beautiful bum cheeks. Tisha’s bootie was black for sure, but could hardly be categorized as big. Her girl was, in fact, tall and quite thin.

When Narine squeezed her cheeks, Tisha said, “Naughty, naughty!” and turned fully around. Today she’d worn leather: a bra and G-string, both of which laced up in the front so that, in unlacing them, a cheeky girl would find two naked nipples and a wet pair of pussy lips.

“Let’s see what you’ve got on under here,” Tisha cooed as she unbuttoned Narine’s black blouse. When she revealed the boned rose-lace corset, she smiled, took a small step forward, and traced her fingertips down Narine’s sides. “You wore a corset all day just for me?”

“Just for you,” Narine assured her, tearing off her black slacks to reveal a matching G-string and white stay-up hose topped with lace.

Tisha chuckled warmly. “You went all out today.”

“I thought you’d like it.” In truth, it excited her to wear such sexy garments under her clothes.

Before they could climb up on the table, Narine had to get down on all fours on the industrial carpeting. This part always thrilled her because it had been so far out of her sexual range before they hooked up.

In her dominating leather lingerie, Tisha set one big boot at the small of Narine’s back. The heel of that PVC platform punched that tender spot and she flinched and then arched to counter the force as her girl took hold of the boardroom table. Tisha set the other foot nearer to her shoulders. Her arms strained under the pressure, but she loved to act as a step stool. She loved to be used that way. She loved to be used in any way, especially if it involved big boots.

When Tisha climbed up, lifting one foot after the other from Narine’s back, she sighed with a combination of grief and relief. But they’d start the show the same way tomorrow, and that sense of the ongoing gave her comfort. She rose to her stocking feet to find her girl lying back, propped up on her elbows, one leg extended. The sole of Tisha’s other foot was flat against the table, that PVC boot clinging to her leg like she’d been born wearing it.

Narine climbed onto the table. Her pussy clenched when Tisha tossed her a clean white bar rag. “My boots need a spit-shine.”

“Glad to oblige.” Though she tried to push her voice down into the sultry zone, it came out sounding childish and whiny.

With cloth in hand, Narine set her knees one on either side of Tisha’s upright boot. Her ass hovered so close to the smaller camera she knew she’d knock it over if she weren’t careful. Winking at the wall camera, she spit on the big black boot and polished the PVC with her cloth. These were indoor shoes. They never got particularly dirty. All the same, she wanted to get this boot good and clean before rubbing her pussy all over it.

Tisha untied the laces on her leather bra. Her dark-pink nipples poked out like two hard little flower buds. Narine’s pussy pulsed beneath her lace G-string as she watched Tisha pin those nipples between sharp fingernails and pinch.

“Why aren’t you polishing my boots?” Tisha’s gaze was tender, but there was an unmistakable growl to her voice.

“Sorry.” Narine spat on the thick toe of the boot and rubbed the shining surface until it gleamed. “All done.”

Glancing down at her patent-leather boot, Tisha asked, “Is it clean enough to eat from?”

“I think so.”

Narine stared at Tisha, infusing her gaze with hope that she’d be granted permission. For a moment, Tisha only offered a steely gaze in return. Finally, a glimmer of a smile broke across her lips, and she slid her toe down the table until it rested just below Narine’s G-string. Letting her body sink down slowly towards the boot, Narine hoped she’d positioned the little webcam well enough to capture this spectacle.

When her panties met Tisha’s patent-leather toe, a rush of adrenaline ran through her body. Her heart beat like a trapped bird. Pussy juice coated the little strip of cotton fabric in the crotch of her lace undies. She rocked her hips ever so slightly. It felt good to be so close to that beautiful boot, but she could never get close enough until she met it in the flesh.

Untying her pretty lace G-string at the sides, Narine tossed it off and set her wet pussy against that PVC toe with religious reverence. She moaned as her tender lips met that slick black boot.

Tisha watched with fascination, and untied the leather lace concealing her own pussy. She swept her long fingers around her plump pussy lips, drawing Narine’s eye to her juicy center, then plunging one finger in. It came out glistening with clear nectar, which Tisha slathered across her clit, rubbing there, smiling for the camera. Imagine how many Internet eyes were on the pair of them at this very moment! It was such a naughty thrill to show off for them.

Wrapping her arms around Tisha’s thigh, Narine pressed her lace-enveloped tits against her girl’s shin and set her cheek against that beautiful black knee. She loved the feel of PVC against her skin.

If she turned at the right angle, Narine could just make out the webcast feeds on her laptop across the room. She’d positioned the little guy perfectly! It picked up every little movement she made as she rubbed her tender pink pussy lips up and down the toe of Tisha’s boot. Her juices gleamed on camera as she left a trail of nectar along the sleek PVC.

Tisha struck fervent blows against her own clit, which poked its glistening pinkness up from between shaved pussy lips. Her fingers glistened, sometimes sneaking inside her snatch for more juice, emerging wet, rubbing her clit, stroking it hard and fast. Her brow furrowed as it always did when she approached orgasm. Lucky bitch could come in forty seconds! What Narine wouldn’t give to be that responsive.

Narine rode the boot harder as Tisha grunted and tossed her head back. Black braids bounced against the table’s blond wood. On the web feed, Narine’s asshole puckered between spread cheeks as she rubbed her pussy against PVC. She pressed her clit against the sleek blackness and let her body glide in a pool of her own pussy juice. God, what a feeling! She hugged her girl’s thigh before slipping her fingers down the sides of the boot. The zipper was at the back, she knew, but she didn’t like to touch it because it only reminded her that eventually the boot would come off and this pleasure would end.

As Narine bounced her wet pussy against the toe, alternately pausing to circle her clit around the gorgeous patent leather, Tisha arched and groaned, rubbing herself off hard.

“You come so fast,” said jealous Narine.

“Well?” Tisha cried. “Don’t dawdle!”

After a deafening climax, Tisha pulled her fingers away from her pussy and strapped her leather panties back in place. Her cheeks flushed as she pulled her foot away from Narine’s pussy, descended from the table, and flew from the room.

Narine looked from camera to camera, confident that Tisha would be back any moment. Still, she didn’t like the idea of dead air.

“It’s such a stroke of luck to find someone who shares your fetish,” she said to the camera on the table. “I didn’t have to go looking for Tisha at parties or clubs or whatever. One day, she just showed up here for a job interview. I saw my boss walking her out afterwards, and the second I spotted those big-ass boots I knew what she was all about. It was like fate that she came to work here. I seriously don’t know what I would do without her.”

She heard shuffling in the hallway, and Tisha appeared carrying one of the sturdy chairs from the waiting room. Narine quickly put a finger to her mouth and said to the cameras, “Shh! Don’t tell her I told you any of that.”

Tisha was lanky, but stronger than she looked. She set the chair on the table and then climbed up, this time without Narine’s help.

“Grab the baby wipes,” Tisha said, taking a seat.

She grabbed the wipes with a giddy grin, and took hold of her girl’s ankle when instructed to do so.

“You know what comes next?” Tisha asked.

Narine nodded, suppressing a smile. “You get me off with your boot.”

“That’s right.” Tisha looked like a queen on her throne. “That’s why we need to be extra clean. You’re dirty enough as it is – if you get any dirtier, I won’t want anything to do with you.”

Her pussy palpitated as she lovingly cleaned Tisha’s six-inch heel and the sole of her boot. “All done.”

“Is it clean enough to eat from?” Everyone needed a catchphrase, and this one she’d chosen for herself. She raised her foot up to Narine’s face. “Well?”

After grabbing the boot with both hands, Narine licked the sole in one drawn-out motion. It tasted faintly of baby powder.

“Very good,” Tisha said, raising her foot higher.

Narine closed her lips around the slim heel and sucked the patent leather to get it all nice and lubricated.

“You know what to do next,” Tisha cooed, removing her foot from Narine’s grasp.

Did she ever! Narine rolled back until her shoulders met the table. Tisha helped by lodging one foot beneath her ass like a doorstop. Now she wouldn’t fall or roll away. Finally, Narine held her leg back over her head while her pussy opened for the cameras like a pink rose. Now she was ready to take everything her girl had to give.

Tisha leaned slightly forward and spat. She missed, and Narine trembled as warm saliva glistened down her thigh. When she spat again, her lubricant landed precisely on Narine’s clit. It made her feel wonderfully dirty when her girl spat on her. She loved it.

This maneuver required a tremendous amount of control on Tisha’s part and trust on Narine’s. Tisha lifted her foot up from the table and pressed the newly cleaned sole of her boot down on Narine’s clit. She gasped at the awesome sensation. She wanted to buck up somehow and grind her pussy against the little ridges at the bottom of her girl’s shoe. Of course, she couldn’t move if she wanted to, and if she tried too hard she might get punctured. She knew better than to budge.

Tisha turned her toe slowly, like she was putting out a cigarette on Narine’s clit. The wet, squishing sensation coupled with the pressure and scent of PVC formed a heady perfume. The harder Tisha stamped down on her clit, the more Narine felt as though she were floating high above the scene.

And then, Tisha’s pièce de résistance: as Narine held her upside-down body absolutely still, Tisha perched her gorgeous heel at the mouth of Narine’s pussy. Everything was perfectly juicy down there. It would take no effort at all to slip that clean black heel deep inside her body.

“Please,” Narine begged. Her voice was higher than high. She nearly squealed, “I want you inside me.”

For a moment, Tisha didn’t move. She only sat in her chair like Miss Priss and made her wait. Finally she sighed, “Very well,” and pressed her wicked heel to the pussy, searching for the slit.

Narine struggled to remain still. She wanted to thrust her hips, rock them, fuck that beautiful boot, but she knew better. Tisha would give her what she needed.

“More?” Narine pleaded.

Tisha slowly pressed her heel deeper inside. Propping her sole against Narine’s clit, she bounced her heel quickly, leaning her foot back to strike the spot she’d taught Narine to love.

Narine couldn’t close her eyes to blink. Her gaze was stuck on the image of Tisha’s gorgeous black boot assaulting her snatch in the most wonderful way imaginable. It took every drop of her will to keep still. She wanted so desperately to ride that boot, but she had to trust her girl to give her everything she needed. Now she needed to be fucked by that beautiful heel, and Tisha was doing an expert job. As she pressed into Narine’s slit, her platform sole rubbed Narine’s clit better than any finger, vibe or tongue ever could.

Her temperature rose. Her skin tingled. She felt hot all over, but the sensation was definitely concentrated in her pelvis. Everything felt tight with pressure, and she had to bear down against the heel that was fucking her. This was getting to be more than she could handle. She dug her fingernails into her thighs, just above the lace line of her stockings.

As the boot moved inside her, she surrendered to the oncoming wave of orgasm. It took over her body and her mind, warm arousal swirling like a tornado in her belly. Her clit throbbed under the ridges of Tisha’s big boot. The sensation was too good.

Narine whimpered and pleaded until Tisha slowed the pace. She clawed at her own skin and thanked her girl again and again. There was nothing left in her – she’d given it all to Tisha.

And when Tisha removed that delicious heel from her slit, Narine rolled onto her side and sought the wet thing like a baby seeking its bottle. She sucked her pussy juice from the heel until she found the strength to rise up on all fours and lick the patent-leather toe.

As Narine cleaned up her mess, Tisha cooed with accolades and her heart soared. Their desires, not to mention the broadcast of their kink, might seem strange to some people, but she knew she wouldn’t make it through her day job without the promise of “Tisha and Narine’s After-hours Fetish Party”. She would be nothing without her girl, and she wanted the world to know it.
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THE GO-TO GIRL

Courtney James

“Harry reckons you might be able to help me. He says you’re the go-to girl.”

Kay almost jumped out of her seat at the sound of the voice. She’d been daydreaming about the girl in the Secret Spa shower gel advert again. Every morning, she found herself stuck in traffic at the junction where the poster had been sited and, every morning, her attention was hooked by the blonde whose lush curves were barely concealed by a froth of bubbles. How she wanted to join that model under the shower spray, rubbing lather into her flawless, creamy skin, soaping up her big, round breasts before sinking down to lap at the girl’s pussy till her creamy juices mingled with the bubbles and her pink-glossed lips parted in an “O” of undiluted ecstasy.

At least she hadn’t been caught looking at Internet porn on company time, not like poor old Darren. He’d been sacked on the spot when he’d been discovered watching the antics of two very flexible Filipina girls, demonstrating exactly how much fun they could have with a banana. It was a shame he’d had to go, Kay thought, particularly as she hadn’t had the chance to get the website address from him before he left. Purely for browsing in the comfort of her own home, of course . . .

The girl standing by her desk, chewing nervously on her full lower lip, drove all thoughts of porn stars playing with exotic fruit from Kay’s mind. She had the same tumbling blonde curls as the poster girl Kay had been lusting after, together with wide green eyes and a pretty, heart-shaped face, marred by the concerned expression that currently crossed it. The black suit jacket she wore was a little tight, straining across the swell of breasts almost too big for her petite frame. A newbie around the office, surely; Kay would have noticed someone who fitted so neatly into her definition of “dream girl” long before now.

“So what does Harry think I can do for you, exactly?”

She really didn’t need to ask the question. When someone came scurrying towards her desk, looking distraught and desperate, it could only mean one thing. Their small branch office – more of a twig than a branch, really, Kay had always thought – didn’t possess its own IT department. All tech support was handled by staff at the main branch, meaning a long wait to solve any problem that couldn’t be fixed simply by talking it through over the phone. Once Harry discovered Kay knew her way around a motherboard as well as anyone who eventually deigned to make their way over from head office, he sent all staff members needing help in her direction. Of course, there had never been anything extra in her pay packet as a thank-you for all this extracurricular work, but, looking at the newbie, Kay reckoned maybe today she was being rewarded by the goddess of eye candy.

“My machine keeps freezing up every time I try to run the spreadsheet program,” the girl said. “And I need to get all the expenses forms over to accounts by the end of the day or—”

“OK, slow down.” Kay rose from her chair, and came out from the behind the desk. “I’m Kay, just in case Harry didn’t mention it. And you are?”

“Nadine. It’s only my first week here, and . . .”

Before Nadine could start gabbling again, Kay told her to lead the way to her desk so she could take a look at the problem. The girl’s skirt was just as deliciously too tight as her jacket, letting Kay admire the twin globes of her bum cheeks as they flexed in movement. She couldn’t see a panty line, which should have been visible under the tautly stretched fabric. Did that mean little Nadine was wearing a thong, its thin strap neatly bisecting those gorgeous buttocks, or might she have neglected to put on any underwear at all? That latter image, of a flagrantly bare pussy hiding beneath the prim office clothing, caused Kay’s own cunt to clench in a sudden lustful spasm.

Nadine’s workstation had been adorned with a few personal touches, including a spider plant in a blue china plant pot and a clutch of cutesy stuffed toys, but no photographs, nothing to indicate she was in a relationship. Not that Nadine had given any indication she was into other women, but a girl could dream, Kay thought, as she rebooted the misbehaving PC.

Checking the settings, looking for anything that might cause the machine to crash, Kay quickly found the root of the problem. “There’s not enough memory been allocated to run that particular program.” She typed in numbers, clicked check boxes. “There you go, that should do it.”

She waited long enough to make sure that Nadine could open the documents she needed, then, taking one last whiff of the girl’s musk-rich perfume, turned to go back to her desk.

“Thanks so much, Kay,” Nadine said, gratitude shining in her eyes. “This might sound a bit cheeky, but I wondered if you might be able to take a look at my home PC. It’s running a lot slower than it used to, and . . .”

“Well, I don’t make a habit of home calls, but – sure.” Anything to spend longer in Nadine’s company. “When did you have in mind?”

“Are you free tonight?”

Kay hesitated just long enough to give the impression she might have plans, then nodded. “Yeah. I can fit you in.”

“OK, see you in reception after work, then.”

The hours crawled, more than they usually did, until the hands of the clock finally hit five thirty. Nadine already stood in reception when Kay arrived. She appeared to have applied a fresh coat of lipgloss, red as strawberries, almost asking to be kissed right off her soft lips. Kay gave herself a mental shake. This was strictly a favor to a work colleague, nothing more, however much she might like it to be.

They traveled in Kay’s car, Nadine not objecting to Kay’s usual choice of listening, a classic rock station whose choice of down-and-dirty tunes with low, pulsating bass lines only stoked Kay’s lust higher.

Nadine rented a flat in what had, until recently, been a school, the high-ceilinged Victorian rooms sympathetically renovated. Kay’s eyes were immediately drawn to a tank containing a coiled and sleeping snake. Somehow, the reptile didn’t fit the sweet, innocent image Nadine created at work, with her soft toys and girly curls, but Kay reckoned it didn’t hurt to be surprised by someone.

She gestured towards the snake. “What is that, a python?”

“Yeah, my ex hated it. She reckoned that one night it’d get out of the tank and slither over her face while she was asleep. It was part of the reason why we split up. That and the fact she cheated on me.”

So much information to process. Most notably, the fact that Nadine’s ex was female. Kay could have whooped with pleasure. But that just meant Nadine was into girls, not necessarily that she was into Kay.

“So where’s this PC of yours, then?” Kay asked.

“It’s the laptop on the table,” Nadine replied, pointing. “I’ll just get us some wine while you look at it. Australian Shiraz OK?”

“Perfect.” Kay bent over the table, powering up the computer. Behind her, she heard the sound of wine glasses clinking and Nadine’s heels clicking on the polished floorboards as she went to fetch the wine.

As Kay examined the PC, she began to wonder exactly what might be wrong with it. She’d been expecting a machine overloaded with unnecessary software, or some kind of malware inadvertently downloaded when Nadine had been surfing the Net, but everything seemed fine. When she felt a body pressing up against hers from behind and small hands reaching round to cup her breasts, she started to suspect the whole story had just been a ruse to get her back to the flat.

“Found anything, go-to girl?” Nadine breathed in her ear, breasts firm and full against Kay’s back.

“Nothing that can’t wait,” Kay replied, feeling juice trickle from her pussy into the crotch of her knickers as her body responded to Nadine’s caress.

“So why don’t we take this to the bedroom?” “This” meant Nadine’s hands sliding under Kay’s T-shirt, cool against her overheating skin.

Kay let Nadine take her hand and lead her through to the bedroom, where the wine and glasses stood waiting on the bedside cabinet. She barely had time to register an impression of pink-painted walls and ruffled, girly bedcovers before Nadine pushed her onto the bed and started fumbling with the fly of her jeans.

“So let’s get this straight,” Kay said, as her jeans were ruthlessly pulled down her legs and off, Nadine removing her boots and socks with them. “There never was anything wrong with your laptop, was there?”

Nadine shook her head, not at all ashamed of her deception. “But how else can you get the go-to girl to go to you?” When she had Kay down to nothing but her white cotton knickers, visibly wet at the crotch, she paused. “Wait there a moment, I have something for you.”

Kay lay back, idly toying with her own nipples as she watched Nadine shimmy out of her size-too-small work clothing. Under the boring ensemble of black suit and white blouse, she wore only a bright pink bra. Just as Kay had fantasized, she went knickerless to work. Not just that, her pussy was shaved completely clean and, as she walked over to the bedside cabinet, Kay caught a flash of gold peeping between her legs and realized Nadine had a clit piercing.

Again, a glimpse of the naughty girl beneath the nice exterior. This encounter was growing kinkier by the minute, and Kay didn’t mind a bit.

“Here we go.” Nadine pulled something from a drawer as she spoke. When she tossed the items on the bed, Kay saw they were a glittery blue jelly dildo and a bottle of lube. “Now let’s get you nice and wet.”

As if I’m not wet enough already, Kay thought, pussy awash with juice at the thought of all the games they could play with that big, thick dildo. She expected Nadine to reach for the lube; instead, the blonde got down between Kay’s legs and pulled the crotch of her knickers aside so she could lick at her sex. The tip of her tongue flicked over Kay’s clit, slow and languid, making her bite back a cry as pleasure bubbled to the surface, faster and sweeter than she could have expected.

The feel of Nadine’s mouth, breath huffing hot against her cunt, made her eager to return the favor. Awkwardly, getting used to the way Nadine’s slim but heavy-breasted body molded into her own, Kay wriggled round so her own mouth was at the apex of Nadine’s thighs. She flicked her tongue against the ring in Nadine’s clit, and the girl moaned, making Kay wonder how much more sensitive the fleshy bud had become since being pierced.

Nadine broke off from her oral exploration of Kay’s slit to whimper, “More, please.” How quickly she’d gone from the smart, devious cookie who’d lured Kay back here for girl-on-girl fun to this needy little scrap who writhed against Kay’s muscular, probing tongue. Kay slipped a finger into Nadine’s wet, pink hole, following swiftly with a second and enjoying the way the velvet channel clasped tight around them both. Even tighter, when Nadine bucked her body against the sheets, lost in the throes of orgasm. Her juices gushed out into Kay’s mouth, salt-sweet, and Kay grinned in satisfaction at having brought her lover off with next to no effort.

Still, that didn’t mean she wasn’t anxious for her own satisfaction. Nadine seemed to realize that, as she came down from the heights of her passion, hunting around for the dildo on the rumpled bed sheets. Forgoing the lube, she wet it instead with her own saliva, treating Kay to the beautiful sight of her lips stretched around the pretty blue toy. As Nadine sucked the dildo, Kay strummed her own clit, the crotch of her knickers still pushed to one side. Leaving them on somehow felt naughtier than taking them off, and she liked the feeling.

“Are you ready for me?” Nadine asked, crawling up the bed, glistening dildo clutched in her fist.

Kay just nodded, almost too turned on to speak. Her body was on edge, primed and waiting for the moment that big slick thing slid deep inside her. But Nadine had one more surprise in store. Cuffs of soft, padded leather dangled from the bed head. Almost before Kay was aware of it, Nadine had buckled her wrists into them, leaving her restrained and more horny than before.

It seemed an age before Nadine finally guided the dildo into Kay’s waiting passage, giving her the satisfaction she craved. She had toys of her own at home, of course, but nothing that stretched her quite the way this did, parting her lips wide and leaving her clit exposed to Nadine’s touch.

But now it was Nadine’s turn to make Kay beg for her pleasure. Taking a long sip of her wine, she looked down at Kay, who could only wait helplessly until Nadine decided to take pity on her.

“Got a solution to this problem, go-to girl?” Nadine grinned, looking down on Kay with wicked delight in her eyes, just as turned on as Kay by this little show of dominance.

“Yes. All you have to do is make me come – please . . .” Her last word dissolved in a sob as Nadine’s finger brushed her clit. The nerve endings throughout her pussy quivered and sang out, revelling in the stimulation, but still Kay strained in her bonds, needing, wanting even more. Sweat trickled between her breasts as Nadine worked on her with a combination of her fingertip and the dildo, fucking Kay like she’d never been fucked before. Just as she was wondering if it was possible to expire from pure pleasure, her cunt convulsed around the toy and she came, crying out Nadine’s name over and again, till the last sweet ripples of bliss died away.

Nadine didn’t release her, not straight away. First, she gave Kay a few welcome sips of wine, brushing strands of damp hair from her eyes. Only then did she unfasten the cuffs, so they could enfold each other in an embrace.

“Harry was right,” Nadine murmured, between soft kisses. “You were able to help me. He just doesn’t know what I wanted you to help me with.”

“Any time you have a problem, I’ll be there for you, Nadine,” Kay replied, for the first time in her life truly accepting her role as go-to girl. And so what if Nadine’s problems involved bondage and naughty sex games? Coming up with a solution would be part of the fun.
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FORBIDDEN TOUCHES

Chris Westlake

It felt like a wonderful, but ultimately cruel, game. She had been told that she could look, but not touch. And, damn, did she want to touch. Her hands clasped together behind her back. She longed to reach out and touch, to stroke the delicious olive skin, to caress and fondle the wonderfully long limbs. She repeated over and over – like a mantra – that she must not touch. The thighs parted just a few extra inches. She knew that she was beaten. She reached forward with her hands . . .

The customs officer stared intently at her personal details. Deborah Jane Simpson. Date of birth: 11 November 1967. The officer grunted at her, let her through. Geez, Debbie thought, I hope that they will be friendlier than this in Las Vegas. Viva Las Vegas, baby! She could not believe that they were actually going. Her husband, John, said that it was to celebrate twenty years of marriage. Debbie privately felt that it was a reward for putting up with him for so long.

Debbie was lumbered with the middle seat on the plane, between her husband by the window and an older lady in the aisle. She closed her eyes and remembered the evening out a couple of weeks ago with their best friends, Peter and Linda. After a meal and a few drinks, Peter had suggested they go to a strip club. The two women had had no say in the matter.

They found a small table in the corner of the club. A girl on stage performed an impressive acrobatic display with a pole and was met by enthusiastic applause at the finale.

“Have a private dance, darling,” John slurred.

Debbie looked at him, his face all red and beaming. I’ll show him, Debbie thought. She caught the attention of the next passing girl, took hold of her hand. She turned around and caught her husband’s face. His jaw dropped almost to the floor. He had no idea that she had always been turned on by girls, or that she spent many a solitary afternoon imagining what it would be like to be with one.

She was taken to a boxroom at the back of the club. Debbie sat on a small wooden bench, pressed her shaking knees tightly together. The girl was Latino, with dark hair and eyes, which perfectly matched her olive complexion. Lean and athletic, she had curves in all the right places. The girl must only have been in her early twenties. She eyed Debbie seductively, pouted her full red lips.

“Remember, you can look but not touch,” she purred, with a teasing smile, taking a note in her hand.

The daydreaming was not helping Debbie to relax on the plane. She put a blanket over her lap. She looked at her husband to her right. He was engrossed in his music. She looked at the lady to her left. She stared intently at the monitor in front of her. Debbie pulled her summer dress high over her thighs and inserted a finger inside her frilly cotton panties.

She was already soaking wet.

Debbie closed her eyes and remembered how the girl had looked sweet and innocent, even as she removed her clothes.

Full, pert breasts spilled out. She moved forward and flaunted her boobs just inches from Debbie’s open, eager mouth. The nipples were toffee-colored. Debbie longed to lick and suck them. She put her hands behind her back. She did not trust herself, not one bit. Debbie adjusted her position on the hard wooden seat. The slip of her panties was rubbing against her clit. She only wished that it were her finger.

The girl shimmied her hips, dropped her own panties to the floor. She kicked them from her black stilettos. Debbie stared open-mouthed at the mesmerizing crease of her sex. She was smooth and hairless. The girl lowered herself to the floor, stretched out her legs and pressed the heels against the edge of the bench. The smile on her lips told all. She enjoyed being watched. Her legs parted slightly. Debbie stared intently down the wonderful passage between her thighs. They spread just that little bit more. Debbie was sure that she glimpsed just a trace of dampness. She knew that the girl was turned on, just like her. Debbie could resist no more. She reached forward with her hands . . .

“Remember, you can look but not touch,” the girl said sweetly, playfully wagging her finger.

The dance continued with Debbie in a sexual frenzy.

At the end of the dance, the girl kissed Debbie on the lips. “Maybe next time I will let you touch, maybe just a little,” she said, teasingly.

Debbie needed to stop off at the toilets to ease the burning between her legs before returning to her husband.

On the plane, that burning was there again. The memory had dominated her fantasies ever since. Her fingers probed deeper, hidden by the security of the blanket. Her knees were trembling. She looked around. Nobody had any idea at all what she was doing. She knew that she was about to come. “Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she whispered, almost silently under her breath. Her body shook as she reached a thunderous orgasm, which instantly took full control of her body.

It was moments before she realized that the woman next to her had turned around and was looking at her. She must have felt the shaking, Debbie reasoned. “Just a little bit of turbulence,” she explained. “It’s passed now.”

The lady nodded her head and returned to the film that she was watching.

The air hostesses came round with tea and coffee. When Debbie’s husband was not looking, one of them slipped her a hot towel. The woman glanced down at Debbie’s sticky, wet fingers and winked.

She must have seen everything, Debbie realized.

But, rather than feeling embarrassed, all Debbie could think was, This is going to be one hell of a holiday!

Their hotel was right on the edge of the main strip. When they arrived, it was only three in the afternoon, but everywhere was buzzing. A big sign read WELCOME TO SIN CITY. This, thought Debbie, is where I belong!

The only drawback was her husband. John had the whole holiday mapped out on paper.

And, thought Debbie, as she sipped wine at the pre-booked restaurant following the pre-booked show, it was so very boring!

On the first full day, they got back to their hotel room at 13.30.

John looked at his schedule. “I’ve got down a siesta before dinner,” he said. He stripped off his shorts and jumped into bed.

Screw that! Debbie thought. She waited until her husband was snoring (she counted thirteen seconds in total) and then slipped out.

Debbie suspected that the old town – the original Las Vegas – just a few bus stops to the left, might be more grounded than the Strip. Even so, the contrast between the two when Debbie stepped off the bus was eye-opening. The bright red flashing lights of a strip club was a massive temptation, but Debbie resisted and instead walked into the first casino she came across.

The floor in the casino was covered by a brown, stained carpet. Cigarette smoke filled the tightly enclosed room. Scantily clad women danced on a long wooden stage right in the middle of the gamblers. Debbie felt like a kid in a candy store.

Debbie went straight to the roulette. She laid twenty dollars on the table and waited for the croupier to hand out chips. Debbie looked up and gasped.

The croupier was absolutely stunning.

The name tag said TIFFANY. The girl must have been in her mid-twenties. She had piercing green eyes and straight brown hair, which flowed all the way to her chest, a chest that was barely covered by a lilac bikini. The dancers, Debbie considered, must double up as croupiers.

The girl smiled at Debbie. “Place your bets,” she purred to the table.

Debbie won some and lost some, but it did not seem relevant. She just loved being there, in the thick of the action. Tiffany had some meat on her, with strong thighs and a round arse, and soft full boobs, which were definitely all her own. Debbie leaned forward in her chair so that her clit pressed against the smooth edge of the table. Her body tingled with sheer excitement. The girl caught her looking, and she smiled back. This time, however, it was a discreet, personal smile.

Debbie did not get back to the hotel room until gone five, and she was horny as hell. John was just stirring from his sleep. He had not even noticed she had gone. I’m going to use and abuse him, Debbie cruelly decided. She shook him awake and stared straight into his blurred, sleepy eyes. “Bend me over and fuck me,” she ordered.

She imagined Tiffany lying naked on the hotel bed, hands handcuffed to the bedposts, legs spread invitingly wide and demanding, in her sweet American accent, that Debbie “lick me out”.

Her husband must have thought that he had woken and gone to heaven. He hardened instantly and thrust his cock deep into Debbie from behind. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” Debbie moaned. Her husband had no idea that, as he thrust into her, she was imagining a gorgeous young girl taking her from behind with a giant strap-on dildo. Debbie screamed as her body shuddered. Hot juices trickled down her thighs, staining the fresh linen bed sheets.

She got her opportunity to return to the casino the very next day. John had scheduled yet another siesta before dinner. Debbie counted the seconds until he was snoring (fourteen this time) and then headed straight out.

“Welcome back!” Tiffany exclaimed, flashing her beautiful smile.

This time Debbie was intentionally more blatant. She hardly even attempted to hide the fact that her eyes were running all over Tiffany’s beautiful body. Tiffany smiled back, occasionally leaning forward as she cleared the chips, providing Debbie with a discreet eyeful of delicious cleavage. Debbie even glimpsed the outline of a nipple poking through the flimsy fabric of the bikini. Her thoughts raced, and her panties dampened.

When she returned to her hotel room, she again demanded that her hen-pecked husband fuck her; fuck her hard and fuck her deep.

The same routine continued each day. On the last day, she decided that she had nothing to lose. She was going to make a move.

She entered the casino and her heart dropped. Tiffany was not there.

“She doesn’t work Thursdays,” one of the dancers explained.

Debbie left and walked towards the bus stop. Today the red flashing lights of the strip club seemed more enticing than ever.

She did not even think about walking past.

It was expansive inside, with a long bar and a high, square stage. Debbie suddenly felt self-conscious, afraid to make eye contact. She took hold of the first available hand and was led to the back of the club.

“I wondered when you would find this place.” The voice was friendly and familiar.

Debbie looked up. Tiffany gazed down at her, her brown eyes sparkling in the dimmed light.

She didn’t have time to respond before the music started. Debbie clasped her hands behind her back. She trusted herself less than ever before.

A leopard-skin bikini was quickly dispensed of. The breasts were even more succulent naked. The nipples were pointed, dark and upturned. Tiffany pulled the panties down her thighs and exposed a perfect outline of dark hair. She gyrated her body, shimmied her hips, pressed her body just inches from Debbie’s mouth.

Tiffany mouthed the words that Debbie had only imagined in her most wicked daydreams. “I want you to touch me.”

Her advances were tentative at first. Debbie was scared that she would break the rules, misunderstand the meaning of the command. Plus, her fingers were trembling. The song finished, and another started. Debbie managed to run her fingers along the inside of Tiffany’s thighs, discover for herself just how firm and smooth they really were.

“Take a gamble,” Tiffany drawled, staring straight at Debbie. “You may win.”

Debbie felt buoyed with renewed confidence. Her hands moved higher and cupped the round breasts. The nipples were hard. Even with the music playing, Debbie heard Tiffany release a muffled sigh. She took advantage. Her hands drifted between the thighs, continued all the way up to the crease of her sex. A finger entered inside. She was amazed by the hot sticky wetness.

“You think you are the only one getting turned on?” Tiffany asked, as if recognizing the surprise.

Debbie fingered in rhythm with the music. All her inhibitions disappeared. Tiffany leaned forward and rested her head on Debbie’s shoulder. “Oh God, yes,” she moaned.

Debbie leaned her own face forward and sucked a nipple into her mouth. She circled the stiffening bud with the tip of her tongue, grazed it between her teeth. Another track started. The force of her sucking increased as the moans became louder and the fingers entered deeper and harder. Tiffany was coming. Debbie could feel her juices trickling down her wrist.

“Oh fuck, oh yes!” Tiffany moaned, as she dug her teeth passionately into Debbie’s neck. Tiffany writhed in absolute pleasure. Her voice was breathless. “Why don’t you go for the jackpot?” Tiffany asked.

Tiffany lay naked on the floor, with her knees raised and her legs spread. “Lick me out,” she demanded.

Debbie teased and prodded with her tongue, running it down the outskirts of her sex. It probed inside. The long languid strokes continued until her tongue found its way between the parted buttocks. “Oh yes, in there,” Tiffany pleaded. It felt so naughty, so forbidden. Debbie circled the tip of the clit, felt Tiffany respond with a shudder. She built an expert, caressing rhythm until Tiffany exploded with pleasure, moaning and groaning in orgasm.

Afterwards, Tiffany brushed away the note that Debbie offered her. “Let’s just say that you gambled and won big.” She smiled. “Plus,” she continued, planting a warm wet kiss on Debbie’s lips, “you were the one who gave me all the pleasure, remember?”

It was the perfect end to the perfect holiday. John never did find out why Debbie was so sleepy in the evenings considering they slept all afternoon.

When they returned home, John organized another night out with Peter and Linda. Once again, it ended in the strip club. Debbie was led to a private room at the back of the club.

“Maybe this time you can touch,” the girl said with a smile.
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PAINT IT RED

Kannan Feng

“You should let me do your make-up.”

Harley would have said no, but then Abigail had reached out her slender, elegant hand and laid it against the line of Harley’s jaw. Abigail’s eyes were blue, bright and pleading, and Harley probably would have said yes right then, but then Abigail’s hand had slipped down Harley’s chest, skimming over her breasts, to rest snugly against the other woman’s inner thigh.

“Please?”

Harley melted like butter, and that was how she found herself seated on the couch while Abigail pulled out a large plastic carry case that was full of mysterious tubes, powders and brushes.

“I never learned to do any of this stuff,” Harley growled, crossing her arms in front of her chest.

“You’re not going to learn anything today,” Abigail said with a smile. “Today, you’re just going to let me play.”

Harley started to respond, but then Abigail came to straddle her hips. Through Abigail’s thin skirt and her own jeans, she could feel the heat from the slighter woman’s lean thighs. Abigail might look like a delicate Victorian maiden, with her heart-shaped face and her messy twist of auburn hair, but there was real strength in those legs and Harley looked up with a grin.

“You always need to be in someone’s lap before you do their make-up?” she asked with a smirk, and Abigail’s only response was a sly smile.

Harley reached up to palm the back of Abigail’s neck and pull her down for a kiss, but then Abigail was searching in the carry case.

As Abigail got to work with her brushes and powders, Harley examined her lover. Abigail had lovely clear skin and a wide mouth that was made for kissing. At the moment, her eyes were narrowed with concentration, which made her look more serious than she really was, and Harley got the urge to kiss her all over again.

When Abigail showed her her face in the mirror, Harley examined the smooth-looking stranger in the glass for a moment, and then pushed it away. She could never be bothered with make-up, no matter how much she liked the person who was applying it, but Abigail had given her an idea.

With one hand keeping Abigail on her lap, she reached into the box beside them, rummaging until she came up with a tube of lipstick.

“I never see you wear this one,” she said, and Abigail shrugged.

“It’s too bright,” she explained, and then she yelped when Harley reached up to take her by the hair.

“You mean it makes you look like a whore,” Harley said with a smirk, and suddenly she had Abigail’s full attention. With her eyes wide, Abigail looked vulnerable and sweet, but Harley knew that some part of her lover was already warming to the crude words and the promise in them.

“Maybe that’s appropriate, huh?” Harley asked, her voice low and menacing. “After all, look at where you are.”

Harley punctuated her words with a thrust of her hips, making Abigail’s breath draw in in surprise.

“Look at you, sitting up on my hips like a hooker after a tip,” Harley said gleefully. “Whores ought to look the part, don’t you think?”

Abigail started to say something, and then she yelped when Harley’s left hand came up to hold her tightly around the jaw, keeping her face still. Harley’s right hand flipped the lid off the red lipstick and brought it up to Abigail’s full lips.

Abigail tried to pull back, but Harley shook her face, and looked directly in her eyes.

“Don’t make me get rough with you, bitch,” she snarled and Abigail went still as a post. There was a bright blush on her cheeks, and Harley knew that she could ask for anything from Abigail right then and probably get it.

Harley didn’t bother to hide her smirk, and brought the lipstick up to Abigail’s mouth again. She pressed it hard against the other woman’s lips, smudging it, and then outlined her mouth in bright, bold red.

“That’s slutty,” she said when she was done, and Abigail’s cheeks went red with embarrassment. Her hand went up to wipe it off, but Harley stopped her. “You can wipe it off when I’m done,” she said. “Take off your clothes.”

Abigail started to climb off Harley’s lap, and Harley gave her a hard spank on her thigh.

“Today, Abby. Don’t make me fucking wait.”

Abigail nearly tumbled off Harley’s lap and, in a few seconds, her skirt and panties were off and her sweater and her bra were on the floor. Naked, her skin was pale and freckled and Harley took a moment to admire her long legs, the slight curve of her belly and the clean-shaved cunt underneath.

Harley reached up with both hands to squeeze Abigail’s breasts, handling them roughly and pinching them with her fingers. Abigail kept her hands behind her back, arching and moaning as Harley pinched her nipples into hard points.

Now they could both smell Abigail’s arousal, and Harley grinned, giving Abigail’s soft stomach a long, loving lick.

“You are such a slut,” she jeered. “You’re already wet for it. Get on your back.”

Abigail dropped to the floor and got on her back. She kept her hands at the back of her neck the way that Harley liked, and she made a plaintive sound when Harley shoved her legs open and knelt between them.

“You’re a gorgeous fucking slut, you know that?” Harley murmured, and Abigail groaned in agreement.

“Why don’t we make sure that everyone knows what a slut you are, huh?”

Before Abigail had time to ask her what she meant, Harley had the red lipstick in her hand again. She circled the tip over first one nipple, then the other, stopping to admire the way the bold red contrasted with Abigail’s pale skin, and then she used her knees to spread Abigail’s legs even wider.

“No,” Abigail said, her voice soft and fearful. It wasn’t their safe word, not even close to it, so Harley laughed and gave her a brisk smack on her inner thigh. It left a pink handprint there and made Abigail’s hips buck.

“Yeah, sluts ought to use plenty of lipstick, Abigail.”

She brought the tip of the lipstick to Abigail’s slit. With her legs so spread, the folds had opened slightly, showing off the slick, pink flesh between. She used the lipstick to trace the edge of Abigail’s folds with bright red paint, making the other woman groan.

She started to put the lipstick down, but then she had another thought, one that made her smile even wider. “On all fours, put your ass in the air.”

Abigail complied easily enough, but when she felt Harley pull her cheeks apart, she yelped and lurched away.

“Oh no you don’t,” Harley said and she gave Abigail another hard spank to her round ass. The jiggle of the flesh was pretty enough that she did it again, and then again, and by that time Abigail was groaning and Harley thought she might be ready.

She pulled Abigail’s cheeks apart, revealing the tight pucker of her ass. Without a moment of hesitation, she brought the tip of the lipstick there, coloring the entire area the same bright red as Abigail’s nipples and cunt.

When she finished, Harley sat back on her heels to admire her handiwork.

“Look at you,” she said softly and, even in the middle of their play, she couldn’t keep a note of admiration out of her voice. “Just look at you.”

Harley ran an appreciative, possessive hand down Abigail’s side, listening to the other woman’s ragged breathing. She could see the tell-tale wetness that was beginning to drip down Abigail’s thigh and she knew that her lover needed more, but she wasn’t quite done yet.

“Still not there yet, though,” she mused and she reached into the make-up box again. She pawed through it until she found something that looked like a pencil and, when she drew the tip across her arm, it left a satisfactory black line.

“Here we go,” she murmured, and she put the point to Abigail’s right buttock. “This,” she said, printing in large block letters, “says ‘whore’.” She moved to Abigail’s other buttock, pressing just as hard and writing slowly. “This one says ‘slut’.”

Abigail made a choked moaning sound and pushed her hips back blindly. “Please,” she groaned. “Please, Harley, please?”

She had finally asked and Harley laughed with pleasure.

“Anything you say,” she said, and she popped two fingers into her mouth, coating them with saliva.

She pushed her two dampened fingers deep into Abigail’s pussy, and, for a moment, Abigail went stiff as a board. Harley was just beginning to wonder if she had hurt her lover, but then the other woman wailed, her body seeming to unravel with pleasure.

Abigail sank down to her elbows, which had the effect of pushing her rear even further in the air. The motion, submissive and alluring, made Harley’s breath catch and she rewarded Abigail with another finger pushed deep inside.

“You’re so tight,” she growled, planting a light bite where she had written the word “whore”. “No one’s been fucking you often enough, little one?”

Abigail’s groan was deep and heartfelt and she pushed her hips back toward Harley. Harley twisted her fingers inside Abigail’s cunt, relishing how easily her fingers could move.

“That’s right, that’s right, baby,” Harley crooned. “Tell me what you like.”

“I . . . I like being fucked,” Abigail cried brokenly. “I want to be fucked, I want to be your whore, please, please don’t stop.”

Harley was tempted to do just that, to stop and make Abigail beg, but then suddenly it was too much. It was too much to see her slick fingers sliding in and out of Abigail’s cunt, too much to see the stark words on her lover’s ass, to see that red lipstick coloring her hole, too much, and Harley drew her fingers out so quickly that Abigail yowled.

“On your back,” Harley snapped.

She didn’t have to tell Abigail to hurry this time. Abigail scrambled to get into position, but Harley wasn’t watching her because she was too busy tearing off her own clothes. Her clothing had never felt so bulky or so cumbersome, but then she was free of them.

Harley knelt with her knees to either side of Abigail’s head and stretched her torso over Abigail’s prone body. She could feel the points of Abigail’s small breasts on her belly, could feel her own larger breasts push against Abigail’s soft flesh.

For a moment, she pleased herself by simply looking at Abigail’s cunt, the twin lines of red perfectly delineating her slit, the way her folds parted a little just from arousal.

Abigail’s hands reached up to cup Harley’s ass, and there was a moment when it was difficult to say who was in charge, whether it was the woman with obscene words written on her flesh or the one above her, who closed her eyes and groaned with pleasure.

Abigail brought Harley’s cunt down to her mouth and, after a few sweet, tender licks, Harley found the presence of mind to return the favor. Her tongue circled the apex of Abigail’s cunt before sliding further to her clit. Harley flicked Abigail’s clit with the tip of her tongue several times before settling down into long slow laps that made the other woman’s hips twist underneath her hands.

Harley’s hands tightened on Abigail’s hips when the other woman started to lick her in earnest, swiping her tongue shallowly over the length of Harley’s cunt before lapping at her clit. Harley rocked over Abigail’s face with pleasure, thinking of how wet Abigail’s mouth and cheeks must be.

Suddenly, Harley felt a sly finger slide between the cheeks of her buttocks and she growled, pinching Abigail’s thigh gently in response.

“Watch where you’re putting that,” she snapped, but Abigail only laughed. The sound sent shudders through Harley’s entire body and then she felt the tip of Abigail’s fingers at the entrance of her cunt.

Harley tried to distract her with a renewed effort on Abigail’s slit, but the other woman was persistent. She shifted so that she could push one gentle finger into Harley’s cunt, and then she began licking again.

“Oh, oh fuck, Abigail!”

Harley forgot all about licking Abigail into submission. Instead, she rested her forehead on Abigail’s thigh and moaned at Abigail’s skillful tongue and skillful fingers.

“More, yes?” Abigail murmured, her lips just an inch from Harley’s cunt, and Harley could only nod, biting her lips against the sounds that wanted to come out.

Abigail slid another finger inside her, while her tongue continued to lap, and that was just too much.

Harley sank her hips down on Abigail’s face and then she was riding it, grinding herself against the other woman’s tongue, finding even the brush of Abigail’s teeth excruciatingly pleasurable.

She was saying please, she was saying now, and then her orgasm hit with the force of a fireball, sending waves of intense pleasure up her spine. She dug her fingers hard into Abigail’s thighs, stiffening her body and throwing her head back. Harley held onto the shattering sensations as long as she could, shaking over and over again until she had to collapse on her lover’s body, shivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She was only barely aware of it when Abigail shifted out from underneath her, stroking her back and her side sweetly.

She’s so sweet, Harley thought drowsily. Her body was suffused with a warm glow and she rolled on her back to look up at her lover . . .

. . . who was glaring down at her and holding up a familiar dark pencil.

“I don’t mind the lipstick,” the naked woman said. “Don’t care, never used it. But this . . . this was my favorite.”

Harley started to say something in her own defense, but then Abigail’s quick hand was tangled in her short hair, pulling her up to her knees.

“I think you’re going to start making this up to me right now,” Abigail said.

She spread her legs slightly and drew Harley’s face forward. Harley could glimpse the traces of red lipstick on the lips of Abigail’s cunt and, for a moment, she thought of roles and the way they could shift at a moment’s notice.

Then Abigail’s sweet cunt was pressed against her lips and she wanted to do nothing more than bring Abigail the same pleasure that she had just enjoyed.
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CORE PLEASURE

Elizabeth Coldwell

It wouldn’t have happened if her oldest friend, Sophia, hadn’t walked into the bistro that lunchtime wearing the tightest of hot-pink bodycon dresses. The last time she’d seen Sophia, three months previously, the woman had been complaining about all the weight she’d gained over Christmas, and how it was proving impossible to shift. Now, she had a figure to die for. Any woman would have wanted to know her secret, and Mimi was no exception.

“Pilates, darling.” Sophia’s tone was conspiratorial as she sipped at her glass of bone-dry Sancerre. “Everybody’s doing it. Gives you an arse you could bounce a pound coin off, and it tones up your pelvic floor at the same time. George is delighted. He says I’m tighter than I was when we married. Though that’s no surprise. I’d already had half of the other officers in his mess by that point . . .”

Mimi wasn’t sure her pelvic floor needed any help. But she could do with taking some exercise. Far too many late nights hunched at her computer, struggling to meet her latest deadline, had left her feeling stiff and lethargic and a good six pounds heavier than she’d been this time last year. And it wasn’t as though she was getting any kind of workout between the sheets to compensate, not since she’d split up from her last girlfriend. Maybe Sophia was right: maybe a few Pilates sessions were the answer.

Sophia was easily persuaded to pass on the details of her instructor, who worked out of an exercise studio in Fulham. More importantly, her website stated she offered one-to-one tuition and home visits, ideal for someone as gym-phobic as Mimi.

The following Tuesday morning, Lia Anderson arrived at Mimi’s house. The head shot on her site really didn’t do her any justice, Mimi thought, ushering the instructor into her flat. She was a perfect advert for her own services, her body lithe and honed to perfection in her tight Lycra cycling shorts. Toss into the equation honey-blonde curls pulled in a high ponytail and long-lashed green eyes, and Mimi was struck with a powerful dose of lust at first sight. Suddenly, the seam of the yoga pants she’d dredged out from the back of the closet, the souvenir of some previous short-lived attempt to get fit, chafed teasingly between her pussy lips, and her nipples tightened into knots beneath her baggy T-shirt.

“Have you ever done Pilates before?” Lia asked, unrolling and spreading out a thick black mat on Mimi’s living room floor. When Mimi shook her head, Lia treated her to a dazzling smile. “Don’t worry, it’s not difficult. You have to follow the movements closely, admittedly, but I’ll be here to check your posture and make sure you’re breathing correctly. You see, it’s all about strengthening the core muscles in your abdomen and back, and that’ll ultimately help your body move freely . . .”

The instructor continued in the same vein, extolling the virtues of her exercise regime, but Mimi barely listened to a word she said, her concentration solely on Lia’s plush lips. When finally requested to take up a prone position on the mat, Mimi did so in an erotic daze, lost in a reverie of how it might feel to have Lia’s long, toned thighs wrapped around the back of her leg as she licked and lapped at the girl’s cunt. Lia would be waxed almost completely bare there, Mimi was certain, to prevent droplets of sweat lingering in her pubic curls after an extensive workout, but even so she’d taste of hard physical exercise and pure, salt-sweet woman. It was all Mimi could do to prevent a lustful groan escaping as she lowered herself to the mat.

Whatever Mimi had expected from a Pilates session, it wasn’t the precise, controlled movements that barely caused her to break a sweat but worked effectively on muscles she’d never even known she possessed. Chest lifts, side kicks, slow curl-ups: Lia guided her through each set of repetitions in turn, placing a hand on Mimi’s stomach to check that her abdominal muscles were correctly braced, or guiding her leg just a little more to the vertical as Mimi rotated her ankle in tight circles. Her body ached by the time their hour together was up, but still she could have taken more of Lia’s expert guidance – or, more accurately, the feel of their bodies so closely twined together.

When she finally raised herself up into a sitting position, having completed the last of the stretches that comprised the cool-down portion of her workout, Mimi was embarrassed to discover her juices had soaked through the crotch of her yoga pants. Hoping Lia hadn’t noticed the dark stain and realized how turned on she was, she went to hunt in her purse, finding the fee for the session.

“So, you enjoyed that, then?” Lia’s tone was enigmatic, and a flush rose to Mimi’s cheeks. Please don’t let her mean what I suspect she means, she thought. She took a deep breath before replying, “More than I ever thought I would. I’ve tried so many different forms of exercise – step classes, spinning, yoga, aquarobics, you name it – and I always get bored of them very quickly, or else I find myself alongside people who are so good at it they intimidate me. But this is something I definitely think I could do on a regular basis.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I can fit you in for another lesson on Thursday, if that’s convenient.”

For you, I’d drop anything, Mimi wanted to reply. Aloud, she said, “That would be perfect. I’ll see you then.”

The moment Lia left the flat, Mimi rushed to her bedroom to give herself the relief she’d been craving since the Pilates instructor first guided her down to the mat. Stripping off her workout clothes, she didn’t even bother to stow them in the laundry basket as she usually would, but instead let them fall where they lay. Pleasure took priority over everything else. She reached in the drawer of her bedside cabinet and pulled out her favorite vibrator: six inches of chunky black silicon with a curved end designed to stimulate her G-spot. So wet she needed nothing extra in the way of lubrication, Mimi guided the toy inside herself, pushing it up between velvet walls that parted easily to accommodate it. As she writhed against the bedcovers, the powerful vibrations sending her very quickly into the embrace of orgasm, she thought again of Lia, and how much she wanted to be alone and naked with the gorgeous instructor.

That, she told herself as she came down from the peak of bliss, was simple fantasy. Lia was going to help her get fit and toned, just as she had Sophia. Anything else had to remain strictly between Mimi and her vibrator.

Even so, Mimi found herself counting the minutes till her next Pilates lesson rolled round. When Sophia rang her to enquire how she’d found Lia as a teacher, she admitted the workout had been harder than she’d expected, but she’d really enjoyed it.

“What did I tell you?” Sophia said. “No pain, no gain. And Lia’s simply gorgeous, isn’t she?”

“If you say so,” Mimi replied, wondering whether Sophia was just being her usual over-the-top self, or had embarked on a fishing expedition to discover whether she found her instructor attractive. In Sophia’s view, Mimi had been single too long. But Lia had given no indication that she was into girls, and Mimi didn’t want to do anything that might leave her looking for a new instructor, just as she’d found a form of exercise she finally thought she could stick to.

“Well, enjoy, sweetie!” Sophia blew Mimi a kiss down the line and ended the call.

One thing Mimi knew she needed to do before her next lesson was find something more flattering to wear than the oversized T-shirt she’d chosen before. Browsing in her lunch hour, she found a scoop-necked, sleeveless pink sports top, pretty yet practical. Why does it matter what you look like? a small voice in the back of her mind asked as she dressed in anticipation of Lia’s arrival, but she ignored it.

This time, as Lia guided her through the workouts, the movements came a little more easily, and she was able to increase her repetitions – only a couple of extra curls here, another three or four rotations of the ankle, but fitness regimes are built on these little triumphs. Even so, she couldn’t help but be aware of Lia’s body so close to her own, feel the excitement building as she bent and stretched.

On Lia’s command, Mimi moved into the plank position, head raised, arms at full extension.

“Steady, Mimi,” Lia murmured. “You don’t want to put too much strain on your neck.” She placed her palm against Mimi’s belly, dangerously close to the mound of her pussy. “Now, you should be able to feel your core muscles really working to help you hold this position . . .”

I can feel something, Mimi thought. Just as in her previous session with Lia, she could feel wetness soaking her panties, her pussy gently blossoming in anticipation of being touched and filled. Her senses were on fire, stimulated by Lia’s musky, intoxicating scent. If only you’d move your fingers just an inch or two lower . . .

It took her a moment to realize she’d spoken the words out loud. As though a spell had been broken, Mimi started to scramble into a standing position.

“I’m so sorry, Lia,” she mumbled. “I really shouldn’t have said that. I didn’t mean to offend you. You’re a professional woman, and I’ll understand if you don’t want me as a client any longer.”

To her surprise, when she managed to meet Lia’s gaze, the instructor didn’t appear in the least offended.

“Oh, I want you, Mimi,” she replied. “Every bit as much as you clearly want me.”

With that, Lia pulled Mimi into an embrace.

Not certain whether this was just the product of her overheated fantasies, Mimi held stiff for a moment. But when Lia’s mouth pressed against hers, warm and soft, Mimi knew she wasn’t dreaming. Lia’s tongue trailed over the divide of her lips, seeking to slip between them. Mimi made no attempt to resist. Never had she been kissed so comprehensively. Lia delighted in the feel and taste of Mimi’s mouth, while her hands roamed over the curves of Mimi’s breasts and hips.

“Maybe we should take this to the bedroom?” Mimi suggested. “I have toys, lube, chocolates, all the good stuff.”

“Do you have love beads?” Lia asked. When Mimi shook her head, her response was a swift, “Stay there, you’re in for a treat.”

Mimi watched as Lia trotted across the room, still not quite able to believe this was happening. From the depths of her bag, Lia produced what looked like an ordinary wash bag, but instead of containing the usual toiletries, when she unzipped it, the first thing that came to hand was a string of pink jelly beads, tapering from thin at both ends to thick in the middle.

“Do you always carry those around?” Mimi asked.

Lia grinned enigmatically. “Just call it a fortunate coincidence. Now, show me where the bedroom is.”

Happy to follow that instruction, Mimi took Lia’s hand and led her into the bedroom. They fell on the bed together, kissing, caressing, each working to remove the other’s clothing. Stripped of her sports bra, Lia had pert, teacup tits, topped with hard cherry nipples. Mimi longed to kiss those sweet buds, but Lia had other ideas. Urging Mimi onto her back, legs splayed wide, she took the string of beads and inserted them into Mimi’s sopping cunt.

“See the benefit of a slow, controlled movement?” Lia mimicked the words she used to describe her exercises as, one by one, the beads slipped into Mimi’s welcoming depths. “And with the strong muscle tone Pilates gives you, just think how tightly you’ll be able to grip these . . .”

She wasn’t doing too badly in that respect already, Mimi thought, flexing her Kegel muscles and feeling her pussy caress the beads, registering their various shapes as they worked their way inside her. Once they were in as far as they would go, Lia settled between Mimi’s legs, snaked out her tongue and ran it across her lover’s slick nether lips. Mimi moaned, tangling her hands in Lia’s hair. No lover’s fingers could ever fill her in quite the way these wicked beads did, and she loved the sensation. Combined with the fast, fierce rhythm of Lia’s licks, it helped her orgasm build at a rapid pace.

But Lia, it seemed, wasn’t intending to let her come any time soon. She pulled back, and smiled on hearing Mimi’s frustrated whimper. Playing the strict disciplinarian might help when you were a fitness instructor, making sure your clients did the necessary number of repetitions and didn’t slack on their exercise routine, but it seemed Lia enjoyed taking that role in the bedroom, too.

“Beg me for it,” she ordered.

“Oh please, Lia,” Mimi replied without hesitation. “Let me come. I have to come. You don’t know how badly I need to.”

“Oh, I think I do.” Lia grinned, looking down on Mimi for so long she became convinced she might never be allowed to reach orgasm. Then her lover relented, returning to her soft, sensual lapping of Mimi’s clit. As she began to work the beads in and out of Mimi’s hole with fast, deliberate strokes, it all became too much. Mimi felt her pussy convulse around the tormenting toy, and she closed her eyes and let pleasure consume her.

When she opened her eyes again, it was to see Lia tenderly brushing the tousled strands of hair away from her face.

“Nice?” Lia asked.

All Mimi could do was nod, wiped out by the force of her orgasm. She’d been put through a few hard workouts in her time, but nothing that had ever left her feeling so drained – or quite so satisfied.

“Well, why don’t I get you a glass of water, and then I’ll show you just how much fun you can have using the beads on me.”

It wasn’t the kind of instruction she’d expected to be given when she’d taken Lia on as her tutor, but as Mimi watched her lover head for the kitchen, cute bare arse flexing as she walked, she knew that, whether on the Pilates mat or in the bedroom, her exercise sessions could only become more enjoyable from this point on.
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GAUGE

Sommer Marsden

The room was purple-gray, which meant that sunrise was still a good half-hour away. Heather listened to Bobbi breathing. She couldn’t gauge whether or not her partner was awake.

Her breathing was slow and even, but somehow Heather just felt that Bobbi was awake. She couldn’t explain why.

She slid a little closer under the crush of quilts, pressing the front of her thigh to the back of Bobbi’s. Warm skin kissed warm skin and she sighed, liking the feel of their flesh pressed together. She’d woken, worrying about the holidays and money and her job, and the contact soothed her.

Problem was, they’d argued the night before and Heather knew she’d been an ass – she remembered that extra glass of wine and her temper flaring – and now she was almost afraid to touch her lover.

But she did it anyway. She slung her arm around Bobbi’s prone form – hoping it seemed casual as she did it in case Bobbi was awake – and let her fingers drape the smooth hot skin just below her breast.

She wanted to cup her breast, work the nipple by pinching it until it grew taut, but for now she simply let her hand hang there and paid attention to Bobbi’s breath.

It was still long and slow and even. But there was something – something – she couldn’t quite nail that said her girl was actually lying there in the bruised morning light with her eyes open. Not asleep at all. Waiting.

She tried to gauge the energy in the room and then wondered wildly – thanks to bad dreams and sleep deprivation – if Bobbi was trying to gauge her right back.

So she wiggled her fingers just a little, working them up on the smooth flesh, finding the swell of the underside of a breast. Heather pressed herself more firmly to the back of Bobbi, feeling the heat each of them carried start to blend and meld. She let out a sigh as a hearty rush of lust filled her and her pussy went wet and moist with anticipation. It was like hunting – would Bobbi wake up, or was she awake and, if she did or if she was, would she be receptive to the fucking? Would she part her pretty thighs for her baby and let herself be taken?

Or was she still mad?

Heather wiggled her fingers, holding her breath to try to hear Bobbi. When bright spots danced in her vision, she blew out her air and sucked in a great breath. It was then that she felt Bobbi’s side shimmy. She was laughing.

“You’re awake,” Heather said, moving a bit closer. She kissed the back of Bobbi’s sweet neck.

“I am.”

“Sorry, I was sort of an asshole last night.”

“You were an asshole last night. Not sort of. And you know it.”

Heather sighed, nudging her knee more closely along the back of that sweet curve of thigh. “I was. Sorry.”

“’S OK.”

“Not really.”

Now she let her hand cup that perfect breast. Through the thin T-shirt material, she plucked the nipple gently. Knowing that with every tug, the tickle and echo of pleasure would work in Bobbi’s cunt. She knew because Bobbi had more than once tried to explain the sensation. She felt she’d failed but Heather thought of it every time she pinched those pink nipples. The phantom sensation of a tug in Bobbi’s womb.

“No, not really.” Bobbi laughed, covering her hand. She pushed her fingers against Heather’s finger and snuggled her ass back against Heather.

More warmth worked through Heather’s pussy and now it was time to find out how horny her sweet girl was. She pushed her hips forward, managing to put some pressure on her thumping clitoris. Bobbi sighed.

“Do you want to . . .?”

“Want to what?” Bobbi asked.

She was going to make her say. Heather grinned, pushed her lips back to Bobbi’s neck and nibbled. She pinched her nipple hard enough to make Bobbi gasp and shoved her hips forward. The room was lighter now, the air, too, since she knew her lover wasn’t too angry.

“Fuck. Do you want to fuck?

“What do you mean by fuck?” Bobbi asked. She took Heather’s hand and moved it lower to where she was bare. She never slept in pants or panties. Just a big T-shirt and nothing else. She pushed Heather’s fingers to the slick split of her nether lips and when Heather found the swollen knot of her clitoris and touched it, Bobbi whimpered.

“I mean can I fuck you? Can I push your pretty head between my legs, make you eat me . . .” Her face was growing hot as she spelled it out. “And then strap on my dick and fuck you. Hard. Until you say my name.”

Bobbi wiggled and squirmed against her, obviously turned on but still toying with her. “Say please.”

“Please,” Heather echoed.

“Say sorry.”

“Sorry.” Heather meant it and it was audible in her voice.

That sealed the deal. No more trying to figure it out. Bobbi wanted it too and she wiggled her way beneath their thick covers and pushed Heather’s legs flat to the bed so she was splayed in a frog-legged fashion. Bobbi offered no time for breath-catching or any of that, she simply leaned in and latched her scorching mouth onto Heather. She licked and sucked and twirled her little tongue until Heather was dancing slowly with a need to release.

She pushed her fingers into Bobbi’s hair and tugged just enough to feel her suck in a breath and stiffen. That bite of pain would trigger a juicy arousal in Bobbi and it made Heather shiver just to think about it. How easy and slowly she’d be able to slide into her. The kiss and nudge of the rubber nubbins inside the strap-on harness would brush her clitoris – hard or soft depending on her rhythm. How she could rock them both to orga—

She came. Bobbi had nibbled her clit and shoved three fingers into her slippery cunt and that had been that – a shotgun blast of an orgasm making her limbs go stiff and her head go light.

“Put your cock on, baby,” Bobbi breathed. She kissed a trail up Heather’s middle, then licked her own soft kisses off Heather’s skin. “And show me you’re sorry. Fuck me long and hard.”

Long and hard. She could do that.

The covers were too much. Their room had felt chilly before, now it felt hot as hell. Together they shoved down the mountain of quilts and Heather flipped to her belly, groping in the still dim room for the middle drawer in the nightstand. She found the strap-on after pushing a bottle of lube out of the way. No need for that this morning.

Even in the dark she was sure with the contraption, even sure of what hole to thread the tooth of the buckle through. It was worn along the leather at that notch and went in easily. When she was strapped up, the bite of the rubber nodules brushing her still tender clit, Bobbi surprised her. She straddled Heather’s belly, pinning her arms down for a moment. Grinding her hot, wet pussy to the bare skin of her lover’s stomach, she whispered, “You know when you were gearing up I had time to reconsider.”

Her long dark hair swirled as she lowered her head, speaking softly. It tickled at Heather’s breasts and she gasped. Why was she not on top? What was the crazy love of her life doing? They’d both agreed – good, hard fuck . . . and now?

“I think you need to be punished. I think you need to surrender to me.” Bobbi moved herself back, straddling the jutting rubber cock. When she teased the tip to her clitoris and hummed low, Heather felt her nipples grow rock hard.

There was no sensation in that cock – obviously – but watching the scene, seeing the stark look of pleasure even in the dim light, Heather felt a shiver work through her. She wasn’t going to get to fuck Bobbi – not yet, at least – Bobbi was going to fuck her.

Heather moaned – a low, plaintive, horny sound – and shot her hips up a little. The strap-on nudged what she imagined to be the sopping slit of her lover’s cunt. She was right because, in a teasing voice, Bobbi whispered, “Oh, baby, I’m so fucking wet.”

A clench sounded deep in Heather’s pussy and she sighed mightily.

Don’t be greedy. You just came. She wants to fuck . . . So fuck.

Heather fisted the sheets and battled to stay still. Bobbi took her good sweet time. Finger splayed over her shaved pussy, she held her nether lips wide and positioned herself just so. Slowly, inch by blissful inch, she sank down onto the phallus, plump lower lip clenched by even white teeth.

“So good,” Bobbi sighed.

Heather clenched her internal muscles, squeezing little blips of pleasure from the act. Thrusting her hips up just enough to feel the strength of her surges, she filled Bobbi with cock.

“Do you love me?” Bobbi demanded.

“Yes.”

“How do you know?” Bobbi asked, pushing her smaller, thinner hands down against Heather’s hands. Pinning her with the weight of her body and the advantage of being on top.

“That’s easy to gauge.” Heather laughed.

“Gauge?”

“Yes, I was trying to— Oh.” The nubbins in the harness had just found the perfect pressure on her clit as Bobbi rocked her hips from side to side. Something Heather usually did to Bobbi as she took her, rolling her hips just so, so that the cock slipped and slithered over every needy bit of internal flesh.

“Trying to what, lover?” Bobbi whispered, pushing herself down with a bit more force.

“I was trying to gauge how angry you were with me and if . . . fuck . . .” She sighed as the nubbin kissed her eager flesh again.

“I’m sorry. I got lost on that sentence,” Bobbi snickered. She pressed herself over Heather, kissing her gently, forcing her tongue, still tasting of Heather’s own juices, into Heather’s mouth. She sucked once and then kissed down Heather’s throat, still rotating her hips even as she hovered. When her hot mouth found Heather’s taut nipple and bit, Heather thought she might die.

“Oh, Jesus . . . What I was trying to say was that I was trying to judge if you’d want to fuck.”

Bobbi moved to the other nipple, biting gently before pulling the puckered disc of flesh up and away. When she released it and the blood flooded back into the tortured flesh, Heather felt a resounding rush of fluid in her cunt. Under the harness, under her woman, she squirmed.

“And the verdict was?” Bobbi asked, laughing. She flung herself upright again, pushing her hands flat on Heather’s pelvis so the pressure she felt there doubled and her pussy felt so full and tight she thought she might cry.

“You want to fuck,” Heather gasped.

“Good. And your punishment is?”

Heather could see the wicked smile on Bobbi’s face now that the sun was beginning to climb in the sky.

“You’re stealing my power. I don’t fuck you. You are fucking me.”

Bobbi started an earnest rhythm now, working herself harder. She was closer to getting off, Heather could tell, and she shoved her hips up in eager little thrusts to help her out. She wanted to see her come. Wanted to feel her shiver over her. Wanted to hear that noise she made – that beautiful noise of surrender and release.

“And am I such a bad fucker?” Bobbi asked, her voice breathy and wild.

“No. You’re a good fucker.” Heather moved her hands high up on Bobbi’s warm flanks, stroking over the soft skin until she reached those full perfect breasts. She palmed them, tweaking the nipples until Bobbi hummed, tossing her head back. Then she pinched very hard, using way more pressure than she normally would and orgasm slammed through Bobbi, shaking her over Heather.

“Again,” Heather commanded, seizing Bobbi’s trim hips. She thrust up hard, moving in a steady but controlled rhythm.

“No, no, no . . .” Bobbi tossed her head from side to side. She tried to pull back, but Heather’s hands bit hard into her hips and held.

“Yes. Just let go.”

They’d been together so long it was easy to tell when she could take her there again. And she could. It just took a moment of Bobbi insisting no and then it bled into a moment of yes.

“I ca— Oh.”

“Right there,” Heather said, laughing softly. She felt the moment click and turn magical when Bobbi started to move with her instead of against her.

She slid down on the cock as Heather thrust up, feeling intermittent kisses of the rubber nubs but not enough to get her off. But that was fine. She could come later. Or not at all. Right now it was all about taking Bobbi where she needed to go.

“Heather . . . Oh . . .” Her voice was almost petulant and it made Heather smile.

“I told you,” Heather whispered, rocking her hips. Bobbi folded over her and, this time, Heather wrapped her arms around her. Breast to breast, mouth to mouth, they moved together – Heather up and Bobbi down until the sweet sound of orgasm came.

Heather kissed every sound away, swallowing them down, lapping them up, and Bobbi shook and shuddered above her.

“Am I forgiven?” Heather whispered, still holding her girl tight.

“Duh.” Bobbi snorted and added, “You are forgiven.”

“Good. I’m sorry, baby.”

“Forgiven so much,” Bobbi said, pulling away, “I’m going to give you what you need.”

“What’s that?”

Bobbi turned and presented her ass. She wiggled it. The light in the room was brighter now. A periwinkle-blue shade.

“Take me. Get yourself off. I know the angle was wrong. Make the angle right.”

Heather didn’t have to be told twice. God, but she loved to fuck her this way. Watching that shapely sweet ass waggling in front of her. Watching the slide of the cock into the rosy-pink depths of the sweetest pussy imaginable. Heather positioned herself and slid in slow and easy. She wanted to last. She wanted to go slow. She watched the feed of flesh-colored plastic into the depths of wet cherry-red flesh and sighed. When the cock seated fully and her hips bumped gently, the stimulators inside the harness pressed and caressed her swollen clit.

“Good?” Bobbi asked at her moan.

“We passed good ages ago.”

Slide–thrust–bump. Slide–thrust–bump. Each cycle of penetration brought her closer. It was when Bobbi pushed her shoulders down and slid her hands beneath her body – toying with her clit no doubt – her face pressing the mattress, that Heather came unhinged. The submission in the posture never ever went unnoticed, and rarely failed to get her off.

She gripped the flare of Bobbi’s hips tightly – possessively – and rammed into her. Her increased pace brought her closer at lightning speed and it wasn’t long before Bobbi was gasping, crying out as she came. And that sound was the final straw. The stimulators kissed her clitoris one more time and she felt her pussy spasm – a perfect wet contraction – and then again.

She bowed her head, riding it out, coaxing every small tremor from her own body and hopefully Bobbi’s and, when she finished, she realized she was shaking. A fine tremble shaking her all over.

“Jesus. Am I forgiven?” she sighed, rolling away.

Her cock had slid free and jutted out before her – perpetually hard. Unlike the real thing it could go and go. It still sent a spike of arousal through her to see Bobbi lean down and kiss it before sucking it for a long slow moment. Time seemed to freeze.

“Yes,” Bobbi said. “You are forgiven.”

“Are you sure? I know I was an asshole.”

“Assholery happens. But there is a solution . . .”

“What’s that?” Heather asked, pulling her up for a kiss.

Bobbi melded herself to her lover and whispered. “Try not to be an asshole.”

Heather chuckled. “I’ll have to give that a shot.”
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LET ME DEMONSTRATE

Lynn Lake

“Thanks for making time for me, Mrs Marquez,” I said, glancing up from my lap at our next-door neighbor. “I just can’t talk about stuff like this with my mom, you know. Because it involves . . . sex.” I blushed, looked down at my hands in my lap again.

Mrs Marquez reached over and tucked a strand of my honey-blonde hair in behind my ear. Her slender fingers were warm, felt nice on my ear.

The woman was way older than me – about my mom’s age, actually – but she was always dressed in the latest fashions and had on the sexiest make-up and took really good care of herself. Today she was wearing a leopard-print top and a pair of skinny black jeans, her bare arms and cleavage gleaming bronze and smooth, her long dark hair glinting silkily. Her plush lips shone wet with glossy lipstick and black eyeliner highlighted her eyes, gold hoop earrings dangled from her ears.

Her hand came to rest on my shoulder. “Call me Luisa, please, Kaylee.” She smiled, her teeth sparkling like her big brown eyes. “I’ve told you before.”

“Oh, yeah, I forgot, Mrs— Luisa,” I said, beaming at her.

She squeezed my shoulder. “Is your boyfriend coming on too strong again?”

“Yeah!” I gulped, getting all excited at the mere thought of it, and Luisa’s tender hand on my shoulder. “Last night, we were alone in the back seat of his car, and he started, like, touching me, sort of petting me, I guess they call it.”

I turned and reached out and put my own hand on Luisa’s left shoulder, ran my fingers down the smooth, bare, caramel skin of her toned arm, then back up again, brushing with my fingertips. Luisa licked her lips, her nostrils flaring, eyes half hooded, as I stroked up and down, raising goosebumps on her satiny skin and then smoothing them down again.

“That does feel good,” she breathed.

“Yeah, I thought so, too. It got my skin all tingly and, uh, kind of tingly down in between my legs, if you know what I mean. Especially when he started stroking my neck, like this.”

I feathered my soft, rounded fingertips up Luisa’s arm and across her shoulder and onto her long, shapely neck. She shivered and closed her eyes, her golden skin even more tender and delicate higher up. I slid my fingers right in behind her neck, under the lustrous curtain of her hair. And then I moved my head closer and kissed the side of her neck.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Is . . . is that what your boyfriend did next?”

“Yeah. He was being real gentle-like, really gentlemanly – at first, anyway.” I exhaled over the wetted skin on Luisa’s neck. Then I kissed her again, shot my tongue out and licked her neck.

She shivered again, gripped my shoulder, the other one this time, way harder. I licked up and down the side of her neck, all the way up and in behind her perfectly formed ear. She moaned, and I bit into her ear lobe, then into her neck.

“He . . . he gave you a hickey?”

“He sure tried to,” I responded, breathing all hot and humid into the woman’s ear. Then I planted my tongue right inside, swirled it around.

Luisa was shaking, her mouth hanging open and her chest heaving, as I swarmed my wet tongue all inside and around her ear, then dragged it back down her neck again, bathed the front of her throat.

I pulled back, said, “That part was OK, at least.”

She blinked her eyes open and gazed at me. “More than OK,” she murmured, smiling soft and sensuous.

“Yeah. But then he reverted back to form, got tired of trying to seduce me patiently and subtly, you know. Like a girl wants, right?”

“Oh, yes. So, what did he do then?”

“Well, he grabbed me like this.” I grabbed onto both of Luisa’s shoulders. “And pushed me right down on the back seat.” I pushed Luisa down on her sofa and climbed over the top of her. “And tried to stick his tongue down my throat.”

She looked up at me, her large breasts rising and falling, her hot body pulsing beneath me. Then her hands rode up my back and she pulled me down closer to her pretty face. “You mean, like this,” she said, raising her head and pressing her plush lips against my mouth, darting her thick tongue in and out.

“Exactly!” I breathed in her face. “And he lay right over top of me, so that his . . . hard-on was pressing right into me.”

I stretched out fully on top of Luisa, draping my taut, young body over hers, our breasts pressing together, nipples squishing, buzzing. “He kissed me sooo hard and deep.” I mashed my mouth against Luisa’s soft, wet mouth, our tongues meeting, entwining, her hands clutching my shoulders.

I broke the kiss, and she gulped, “And then what did he do?”

“Well . . .” I looked into her eyes, watching her long black lashes flutter, feeling her arms and body and perfume envelop me in wonderful warmth, making me shimmer all over. “His hands got all busy like his mouth and tongue.” I kissed her again, shoving my damp hands in between us and grabbing onto her tits, squeezing the pair. She wasn’t wearing any bra, as usual, and her boobs felt hot and huge in my grasping little hands. She moaned in my face, our tongues dancing together.

We broke apart after a while. A string of saliva still connected our lips, which I eagerly licked up. “And then,” I went on, “he shoved my top right up and started sucking on my bare boobs.”

I squirmed a bit lower down on Luisa and rolled her top up, exposing her golden casabas. I gathered them up in my bare hands and she shivered, boobs jumping.

Then she just about screamed when I stuck out my slippery pink tongue and swirled it all around one of her thick mocha nipples, then I quickly bathed the other one in hot spit. I felt them seize up even harder on the end of my tongue. I sucked one right into my mouth and tugged on it, getting a real good taste of her rubbery nubs, squeezing her big tits upwards with my hands.

She groaned and thrust her chest out, her tits higher into my hands. I gripped, groped the thick, hot, blue-veined flesh, twirled my tongue around one coaster-sized dark areola and then the other, loving the bumpy texture of her tit auras. She loved what I was doing, too, because her nipples popped up even harder and longer. I pushed her heavy mounds together and mouthed one of her super-engorged jutters again, nursing on her nipple like I was a thirsty baby.

“Oh, yes, Kaylee! Yes!” she cried, her body heaving beneath me, jugs jumping in my moist little hands.

I bobbed my head over to her other sandwiched boob, poured my lips over its protruding cap and suckled hard and tight and wet. Her nipples tasted so good, her boobs felt so great, I could have gone on all day fondling and sucking. But she wanted more of the story.

“Oh, Kaylee!” she moaned. “Tell me more!” I spat out her nipple. “Well, then the guy really got oral on me, if you know what I mean.”

Luisa stared up at me, her tits rapidly rising and falling in my hands, with her breath, nipples glistening with my saliva. “You mean . . .”

“Yeah. He tried to give me cunnilingus, or whatever they call it. I think he thought if he made that big sacrifice then I’d suck his cock, give him a blow job, and maybe even let him stick his prick inside me or whatever.”

She batted her eyelashes. “He ate out your pussy?”

I sighed. “Tried to, anyway. He went down on me, all right, though. Like this.”

I let go of Luisa’s big boobs and they splayed out on either side of her chest. Then I wormed down her body, to her jeans. I popped them open, pulled the zipper down, and she arched her hips and bum up off the couch so that I could skin her jeans down her thighs to her knees.

The beautiful woman wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy was strip-shaved, glossy black fur hedging either side of her slit, puckered pussy lips all slick and shiny. I pushed her legs a bit apart and dropped my head lower, breathed on her cunt.

“Oh, Kaylee!” she moaned, her whole body shuddering.

I gripped her taut thighs, feeling the long muscles quivering beneath the golden skin, and stared at her pretty pussy. Then I stuck out my tongue and licked, all the way from deep in between her legs up to the top of her slit, over her clitty. She spasmed like I’d jolted her with electricity or something.

I licked her pussy again and again, really slurping. She tasted yummy, all hot and tangy, her exotic aroma filling my nose and head, as I scooped up her juices with my tongue and filled my mouth with her essence. She was just as wet as me, super-juicy.

I felt her hands on my head, her fingers sliding into my blonde hair and gripping, guiding my head up and down. I eagerly, excitedly licked and licked, really tongue-lashing her twat. Her fur was all springy, her pussy lips all wrinkly.

Her cunt felt so good under my stroking tongue that I had to have more, go deeper. So, I slid my hands up her trembling thighs and planted my fingers on her slippery flaps, spread them, stabbed my tongue into her ultimate pink.

“Oh, God!” she screamed, thrusting her mound up into my face, burying my tongue even deeper inside her. “Eat me, Kaylee! Eat me!”

I filled her tunnel with my tongue. I’ve got a long tongue, agile, and I used every budded inch of it inside Luisa. Her inner pink was neon bright and super slick, satin smooth and oven hot. I corkscrewed my tongue all around inside of her, my lower lip pressing against her lower flaps, my upper lip pressing against her clit.

She bucked up and down, riding my tongue. I sort of lurched my head back and forth, pumping the woman’s pussy with my tongue. We moved together in perfect, passionate rhythm. I drilled way deep, penetrating and pistoning her pink. Until I finally jerked my head up and grinned at Luisa, my nose and lips and chin all shiny with her juices.

“Then he sucked on my button,” I said.

She stared down her undulating breasts and body at me, her eyes glazed and desperate. “Who . . . who did? Oh, yes, your boyfriend. He’s so . . . so talented with his tongue!”

“Not really,” I responded. “He was actually pretty inept. I’m kind of embellishing his oral skills. Hope you don’t mind.”

She jerked her head from side to side, her hair flying. “He sucked on your clit, you said?”

“Oh, yeah. At least, he tried to. He sort of bungled that, too, because he really didn’t know where it was. He’s not very experienced, you know. His fingernails pinched my pussy lips when he pulled them apart and his teeth nicked my clit when he tried to suck.”

Luisa was trembling wildly, her body quivering head to toe, as I yapped my hot story out onto her seething pussy. “Please, Kaylee! Show me!”

I grinned and licked my lips. Then I bent my head back down and gently pulled Luisa’s pussy lips aside at the top and sort of pushed down to fully reveal her clit. I blew on her button.

She jumped. Her clitty was swelled up huge, pink and pulsating. I tickled it with my twitching tongue-tip, making Luisa jump repeatedly, tapping it a dozen or more times. Then I slid my lips over it and captured it in my mouth and sucked.

Her fingernails bit into my scalp, her body straining with tension, as I sucked and sucked on her engorged button, my lips slurping and cheeks billowing. I let go of her flaps and glided my hands around and under her butt cheeks, helping lift her up off the couch, lifting her mound up even higher into my mouth.

Her full, round cheeks were clenched tight. They convulsed in my clutching hands, as I sucked even harder, tighter, just about pulling the woman’s trigger right out of her cunt and into my mouth. That’s when I felt a squirt of hot juice against my chin and neck, and I finally backed off, spitting out Luisa’s clitty.

“My boyfriend was so totally inept down there that I just had to pull him up by the ears before I got hurt,” I explained to the panting woman.

“S-so he didn’t make you come?”

I snorted, took another lick at Luisa’s popped-out button. “Not even close. But it made him even hornier. Because then he ripped his jeans open and pushed them down and laid his big bare boner right over my bare cunt.” I rose up in between Luisa’s legs and unbuttoned my jeans.

“He didn’t . . . penetrate you?”

“Are you kidding?” I said, shoving my jeans down to my thighs, revealing my baby-faced pussy. Luisa stared at it, licking her lips and trying to catch her breath. “I wouldn’t let him. I don’t want to get preggers, right? Besides, he was so excited by that time I doubt he’d have even been able to get it in before he got off.”

“Then . . .”

“He started, like, dry-humping me.” I plopped down on top of Luisa again, started pumping my hips, pussy on pussy with the woman.

She spread her legs so I was more directly over the top of her sex. Our mounds moved together, grinding against one another, lips sliding and clits gliding. I sucked on her tits, bumping cunts with the beautiful woman.

We moved faster and faster, pumping, rubbing. We liquefied together, her heated wetness against my wetness.

“And then . . . then what did he do?” I squashed her caramel humps together and wagged my tongue across both of her nipples at once. “And then,” I gulped, “he came – shooting right onto my tummy!”

I furiously pumped. Luisa grabbed on to my clenching little butt cheeks and wildly thrust her own pussy upwards. The wet, wanton friction was incredible, intense, making me shimmer out of control.

“Oh, Luisa, I’m . . . I’m . . .”

“Kaylee, I’m coming, too!”

We humped in a frenzy, pussy to pussy, rubbing and rubbing and . . . exploding. We shuddered together, squirting together, wantonly, wickedly coming together.

I snuggled my face against Luisa’s warm pillowy breasts afterwards, and she held me tight. “I sure appreciate you letting me tell you about all my boy problems,” I said, looking up at her and grinning.

She smiled back at me, stroking my hair. “Any time, Kaylee. I think we both learn a lot when we talk things over – about boys . . . and girls.”

She was so right about that, like everything else. Older women are so warm and wise, loving and knowledgeable. It pays to get real close to them.
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SEDUCING YOUR PEN FRIEND

Dominique James

Anneka knew she’d get along with Gemma – she just knew it. OK, they’d only corresponded by email and the occasional letter, but something clicked. She wasn’t at all nervous about going to Manchester to meet after nearly two years of friendship at a distance. Manchester would be so different from her home in Arvidsvik, a small seaside resort on an island well to the north of Gothenburg, in Sweden. But there were direct flights from Gothenburg – just over an hour’s drive away – to Manchester with a few airlines. Anneka chose KLM. She booked the flight and went home to pack. That gave her two days to prepare.

The weather she left in Sweden was cold and crisp. Gemma told her the weather in England would probably be dull and gray, but she packed for all eventualities.

The idea of meeting Gemma at last was exciting in all kinds of ways. She had a mental image of the British as reserved and a little timid in relationships, something she’d have to work on. As for herself, she’d always felt uninhibited and free, but had to face the possibility that the relationship would go nowhere. She needed to talk this through and a visit to her lesbian friends Hildë and Märta was her choice. They were about as free as a couple could be and great fun to be with.

At their chalet-style house in the hills away from the Arvidsvik, they welcomed her in with a cuddle and the offer of a glass of wine, waiting to hear all her hopes for her visit to England. The warmth of the place, the warmth of their company and the heat of the wine’s effects soon took their toll until all three were laughing and shrieking as an impromptu pillow fight broke out.

“I hope she likes me,” Anneka told them in a breathless break.

“She’d have to be a fool not to,” Märta assured her. “You’re much sexier than Hildë, for example.”

That renewed the fight until all three were again out of breath.

Anneka loved the abandoned way these two looked at life. Nothing fazed them; anything for a laugh.

“You think I’m sexy?” she asked.

Märta didn’t reply in words, instead leaning towards her and planting a kiss on her lips. “We show you,” she breathed. “Hildë, help.”

Anneka didn’t know what hit her. One moment they had been play-fighting, the next there were hands and lips all over her, feeling everywhere, kissing everywhere, undressing everything. Maybe it was the wine, but Anneka suddenly realized they were all naked, yet didn’t remember any of them undressing. Without any planning, they found themselves in a triangle on the floor, each girl kissing and licking the eager vulva of the girl whose thighs her face was buried between. It felt like an electrical circuit, where one would do something that caused her partner to jump and jerk, and that movement, convulsing her body, would make a reaction in the next girl in the chain, and so on until, like some human superconductor, the excitement all three shared was amplifying, growing in power and rapidly – and mutually – taking all three out of control. While none was reaching for her climax, they came nevertheless, each often promoting a similar reaction in the next. The wonder of climaxing because of one girl and causing a climax in another at almost the same moment was lost on none of them, and they made sure they swapped places so each had her turn eating, and being eaten by, each other.

Anneka felt hot, almost out of control. The wine helped. She took control of the situation, pushing the pair gently back on the bed and placing herself between them. Two women, two vaginas. A hand for each? Anneka pushed two fingers all the way in each, raising her thumb to slide across their clitorises, flicking backwards and forwards, her own hips screwing down into the bed, empty and unfulfilled. That wouldn’t do. She pulled her hand from Märta and slid up the bed, using her mouth now instead of her thumb, freeing her own hand to plunge inside herself, wanting to be filled to the hilt, pressing, pushing, corkscrewing. Then time to change. Change hands, so the juice slick from her went into Hildë, her face explored Märta and her own hand, oily from Hildë, sliding down her own body, leaving a wet trail where it traveled, until it found warmth between her legs again.

Anneka couldn’t help wondering why she’d never done this before; she’d been a one-on-one girl, but this was so perfect, so charged, that she thought three must be the perfect number. Or four? What about four? What if there were another girl there with them now? Images of Gemma invaded her senses. She closed her eyes and imagined where Gemma would fit in the melange. She idly wondered whether there was a four-girl version of the term ménage à trois. But the immediate situation gave no time for idle thought. Instead, she swapped hands and face again, vaguely hearing the moans of the two Swedish lovers up above her and trying to hear one as English. Her own hand morphed into Gemma’s and plunged deeper, the fact she was now using her less familiar left hand making it easier to believe it could be someone else. Gemma, teasing her, masturbating her, flicking that first finger across and around her bud and delving deep inside her hot cavern. It was Gemma’s name she cried out as her climax took her.

As she sat on board the aircraft prior to take-off she looked at Gemma’s photo in her wallet. She’d wondered whether Gemma had sent the picture – taken at a party with Gemma wearing an incredibly short minidress – to tease her in some way, but no – they’d not gone into that much detail of a personal nature. She’d responded with her own photo, emerging from the sea in Arvidsvik in a tiny white bikini, nervously aware just how much the bikini was showing, both in its size and from the semi-transparent nature of the material, demonstrating to anyone who cared to notice how cold the water had been.

Gemma hadn’t really made much comment about the picture – which could mean she had only glanced at it and had no real reaction or that she had a reaction but didn’t want to betray what it was.

Anneka sighed. What did she know about Gemma? Really know, that is? She was twenty-four, the same age as she was; she looked fantastic; she had her own flat in a place called Nantwich; she was a graphic designer for an advertising company; and she had a boyfriend called TJ.

And what did Gemma know about her? Her age, of course. Her job – a tourism consultant. More important was what she didn’t know; what she still had to discover and something which had never cropped up in their correspondence – Anneka was a lesbian. And Anneka was transfixed by Gemma.

She felt herself blushing and put the picture away.

She slept fitfully on the flight until the change of the engine noise announced their descent into Manchester Airport. All she knew of Manchester was that they had a famous football team, but she wasn’t particularly into football.

Once off the plane, she collected her bag from the carousel and wandered out through “Nothing to Declare”, her eyes settling on the crowd outside, searching for that one familiar face. Gemma wasn’t difficult to spot – she was waving animatedly to her and calling out.

Gemma kissed her hello – promising – and asked about the flight as they made their way to the multistory car park and found Gemma’s Mazda sports car.

“TJ was going to come but I only have two seats,” Gemma explained.

Anneka didn’t dare say she was glad TJ wasn’t there. She wanted to say she didn’t want to hear, meet or even know about TJ. She wanted to tell her friend she was jealous of TJ. But she stayed silent on that subject, answering Gemma’s questions as she drove away from the airport and watching the way Gemma’s skirt rode up to the tops of her legs and how her calf and thigh muscles tensed and relaxed as she drove.

Anneka wanted to stroke those thighs. To slide her hand between them. Hell, to slide her face between them. This was such sweet agony: desiring this woman even more than she had imagined yet knowing she was straight, unobtainable, unattainable. But sexy, alive, beautiful.

They followed the motorway for the best part of an hour, the mid-morning traffic far more busy than Anneka was used to. But then she saw a sign for Nantwich and the hustle and bustle of the motorway gave way to pleasant rural countryside. WELCOME TO NANTWICH announced their arrival in the town, which immediately impressed Anneka with its black-and-white Tudor buildings. Gemma made her way to the rear of one such building and parked.

“We’re here.” She smiled, cutting the engine.

She took Anneka’s case from the boot and led the way into the rear of the building, punching a code on the door panel and telling Anneka what it was in case she needed to get in at some point. Anneka had forced herself to cool down in the car, tearing her eyes reluctantly away from her beautiful friend’s figure, but she was kidding herself. As Gemma led the way upstairs, Anneka found her eyes alighting again on her, this time up her extremely short skirt. The weight of the case put her slightly off balance, meaning the skirt rose up until Anneka could see an edge of white-laced promise.

“I’ve put you in here,” Gemma told her, showing the second bedroom. “Is that OK?” She placed Anneka’s case on the bed.

No, I want to sleep with you! Anneka’s mind screamed, but she just said OK. She then asked her own question, not wanting the obvious answer. “You sleep in there with TJ?”

Gemma looked at her curiously. “No,” she replied. “TJ has his own place. Anyway, we’ve been having a few disagreements recently, so he’s not flavor of the month.”

A spark of hope?

“Mostly about you,” Gemma added.

“Me? What did I do?”

“He’s a typical man. He has this fantasy that we’ll all end up in bed together and he can screw us both.”

That came like a slap that set Anneka’s mind in turmoil. No way would she sleep with a man. No way. But . . . to go to bed and have sex with Gemma? Would it be worth a sacrifice?

Every nerve ending said no.

“Coffee?” Gemma had already changed the subject, but Anneka’s mind stayed put.

“Gemma,” she said at last. “Something I must tell you. Something I probably should have told you before my visit here. Something maybe you want me to go back home.”

“Why should I want you to go? You only just got here.”

The pair sat and Gemma waited for this dreadful announcement. Anneka plucked up the courage.

“I am a lesbian,” she announced quietly.

“And?”

She expected more reaction from Gemma. “You’re not shocked?”

“Course not. I kind of figured it out anyway. Never a mention of a man in your life and – for a gorgeous gal like you – that didn’t seem right. I made a few probing questions and, well, I just knew somehow. I may even have mentioned it to TJ – that’s probably why he had this mad fantasy. He imagined you and me getting it on while he watched.” She laughed at the memory.

“There’s . . . there’s no way I could do that,” Anneka stammered.

Gemma laughed again, putting a warm hand on Anneka’s arm – a hand that burned through to her soul. “No way I’d ask you to,” she said.

“I don’t want to offend – it’s not you,” Anneka dared. “It’s the idea of having sex with a man. I cannot do this. You, though . . .”

“Me what?”

The atmosphere was electric. Both girls stood on opposite sides of a precipice.

“You I could have sex with. Make love. You know?”

Anneka dared take a breath. The world paused.

“OK,” Gemma said after a few moments.

“OK?” What was Anneka hearing? “OK, let’s go to bed together.”

Anneka could not believe this. Was Gemma teasing, being cruel without realizing?

“But you . . . TJ . . .”

 “TJ is a selfish pig. Sex with him has never been good. Sex with you will be beautiful.”

“You really mean this?”

Gemma didn’t answer. Instead, she leaned across and let her lips touch Anneka’s in the lightest of kisses, which had both women closing their eyes.

“I have dreamed of this many times,” Anneka told her when the kiss ended.

“I’ve thought about it myself.” Gemma smiled. “’Specially from that bikini shot. I could just imagine getting those nipples in my mouth.”

As she spoke, her hand went to Anneka’s breasts, gently feeling their shape and weight.

“Come on,” she said, standing and offering her hand for Anneka to take. She led the way to her bedroom.

Gemma turned to face Anneka again, put her arms around her and drew them both into another kiss, deeper this time, the passion rising alongside their heartbeats.

She then pulled down the zip on Anneka’s jacket, slid the jacket down her arms and let it fall to the floor. This triggered a frantic struggle to get Gemma’s dress off at the same time as removing Anneka’s sweater and jeans, all the while not wanting to break the kiss.

Two smiling but hot women stood facing each other wearing nothing but their underwear.

“You are beautiful,” Anneka said at the same moment Gemma said, “You are fantastic. Black suits you.”

The pair sank onto the big double bed, taking their time kissing and fondling, occasionally rolling over so as to take turns being on top. They stroked each other’s hair, face, body, in no great hurry to get to the basics.

“The trouble with men is that all they want to do is get you naked and get inside you. They have no style.”

“And no patience,” Anneka agreed.

“You’re making me realize how they feel.” Gemma grinned, sliding her hand down the front of Anneka’s knickers.

“Me also,” Anneka replied, moving her hand the same way until each was cupping the other’s pubis in her hand and in real need to explore further.

“You are shaved, yes?” Anneka asked.

“Do you mind? You Scandinavians like to be furry, I hear.”

Anneka laughed at this stereotype. “Where did you hear it? I am not shaven, no, but you’d hardly know. I am a genuine blonde and it doesn’t hide much. My God, that feels good.”

Anneka was referring to Gemma’s finger, which had found its way between her labia and was sliding into her inner oils.

“You’ll have to show me what to do,” Gemma told her. “This is all new to me.”

“Never tried another girl?”

“No; the nearest I’ve been is a quick snog at parties, but that was more to tease the men gawking at us.”

“Then I take care of you,” Anneka assured her. “I demonstrate what to do, OK?”

Without waiting for an answer, she pushed Gemma onto her back and straddled her, massaging her shoulders and working slowly to the tops of her breasts. Again there was no hurry, she wanted to tease, both herself and Gemma. Her fingers rasped on the white lace that topped the pale-blue bra, inviting her to pull it back and discover the treasures it hid. The tiny fair hairs on her chest rose in static invitation, just as Gemma’s chest rose with her heavier breathing. Leaning forward, Anneka renewed the kiss, their tongues in play now, teasing each other equally.

Anneka felt Gemma move as she slid her hand between them, down where Anneka’s legs joined, pressing there, making the fabric of the crotch of her knickers slip between her labia to soak up her lubrication – or some of it. For a beginner, Anneka thought, Gemma was a natural. The probing fingers moved, pushing the fabric aside now and curving up into Anneka once again. Anneka pushed back, riding the fingers that now impaled her.

“Hey, I am supposed to be teacher,” she joked.

“Complaining?” asked Gemma, matching her new lover’s grin, then, looking up, told her, “I want to see those tits again.”

“What do you mean again?” Anneka asked.

“That bikini shot you emailed me. It didn’t exactly hide them, did it? TJ persuaded me to email him a copy and one day when we were at his place and he got up early I found him on his computer wanking over your photo.” She considered what she’d just said. “Sorry, does that bother you?”

“I’d rather it had been you.” Anneka smiled. She didn’t want to think of TJ.

“Show me them and you never know . . .” Gemma grinned back.

Anneka raised herself up so she was astride Gemma’s hips. As she reached round to unfasten her bra, she felt Gemma’s fingers move from her to herself and, looking down, she could see them working under the fabric of the pale-blue knickers, slowly and rhythmically masturbating.

Anneka slipped off the bra.

“Fuck,” gasped Gemma, her breathing quickening.

“You like?”

“I like,” Gemma said. “Gimme.”

She pulled Anneka down, feeling the rubber-hard nipples grazed her chest as they kissed – a kiss that Anneka cut short by moving upwards until she could feed a nipple between Gemma’s lips. Now it was her turn to groan. And Gemma’s to lick and suck.

“Can I try something I never tried?” Anneka asked after a few minutes and, when Gemma agreed, she asked her to lie across the bed from side to side and to take off her own bra. Once Gemma was down, Anneka leaned forward, facing Gemma’s feet, until she could once again feed a nipple to her lips. This time, though, their positions meant that Anneka’s mouth was in a perfect position to suckle Gemma’s nipples at the same time. They sucked and licked and blew, and now and again they’d swap sides.

“That is seriously kinky,” Gemma said between mouthfuls.

Anneka’s response was to stretch her hands forward, delighting in the hollows of Gemma’s pelvis, and then continue down, sliding under the fabric over Gemma’s bald pubis, ever so slightly prickly on her hands.

“Sorry, if I’d known we’d be doing this I’d have made sure I shaved.”

“I do for you later, OK?” Anneka smiled. She didn’t mind the sensation at all, but didn’t stop there anyway. Instead she kept going until her hands found their target, sliding inside Gemma’s warm dampness again and using the index finger of both hands to stimulate the front wall of Gemma’s vagina, while at the same time pressing down on her clitoris with the heel of her hand.

As the urgency mounted, Anneka moved further, leaving Gemma’s breasts to slide onwards down her body and feeling the sudden loss of suction as Gemma tried to keep her nipple in her mouth until it finally went out of reach and she had to let go. Gemma knew where Anneka was heading, but didn’t really want to dwell on it too much, knowing that some time in the not too distant future she’d probably end up having to repay this particular erotic favor.

Anneka kept moving, taking her weight off Gemma’s body to support herself on hands and knees. As she neared Gemma’s pubic mound, she slid her hands further down to Gemma’s thighs, taking the panties neatly with them. She looked down at the exposed and hairless pussy for a few moments as Gemma held her breath, then lowered her face and put out her tongue to make the first contact with Gemma’s clitoris.

“Oh, my God,” she heard Gemma say. It gave her the encouragement to lick. Using long slow strokes, Anneka teased Gemma’s clitoris at one end and traveled the length of her pussy until it could stab at her anus on the other.

Then they heard the noise. Neither knew what had made it at first. It was not until a male voice said, “Fucking hell!” that they realized the noise was the door opening.

“TJ!” Gemma gasped out.

“Fucking, fucking hell!” was all they got back.

Anneka grabbed the duvet and covered herself as best she could, all too aware her face glistened with her saliva and Gemma’s fluids.

“I knew it’d be like this,” TJ announced, starting to unfasten his belt. “Fucking hell!”

“Will you stop saying that!” Gemma snarled. “What d’you want anyway?”

“I did want to meet your pen pal, but now I just want to join in,” he replied, his breathing heavy.

“I’d better leave,” Anneka told Gemma, angry that their lovemaking had been interrupted.

“You don’t have to leave on my account.” TJ grinned at her.

“TJ, Anneka is a lesbian,” Gemma explained, as if that would make everything right.

“Fucking great!” was all he could manage in return. He was already undoing his shirt.

“And the way you’re behaving I think I may be one, too,” Gemma growled back.

“Don’t let me stop you,” he told her.

“You’re drunk again,” she shouted at him, unconcerned about her state of undress, her knickers falling down her ankles so she had to kick them off. “Get out!”

“What?” He stopped mid-button and stared at her in disbelief.

“I said get out. Leave. Go!”

“But . . .” he stammered.

“And don’t come back. In fact, give me your key.”

“But Gems . . .”

“And don’t call me Gems. You know I hate it.”

She was already pushing him out of the door. Anneka watched until they’d left the room and pulled the duvet round her to follow. Gemma was furious, pushing him to the main door and demanding the handover of her key before she pushed him out and slammed it shut. She turned to face Anneka, breathing heavily and flushed with her anger.

“Gemma, I am sorry. I did not mean to come between you and your man.”

“Don’t give it a thought, Anneka,” Gemma replied. “He’s been asking for that for ages. Now, where were we? Still in the mood?”

Anneka answered by dropping the duvet. “Come here,” she cooed, taking Gemma’s hand and leading her to the edge of the dining table. She turned the girl round and perched her bottom on the edge before renewing their kiss – a kiss, Gemma noticed, that tasted heavily of herself. She didn’t stop there, making her way on a tour of Gemma’s body, down her chest and onto her breasts, taking a few moments to perk each nipple back up, then dropping to her knees to kiss her downy belly until she arrived at the divide between her legs. There was no gentle teasing this time: Anneka plunged straight in, spearing Gemma with her tongue and alternating with fast-flicking lips across her clitoris.

“You’re going to make me come,” Gemma warned.

“That’s the idea,” Anneka answered through the muffling of the surrounding labia. “Come for Anneka, OK?”

No more words were spoken. Anneka used all she knew to bring Gemma to a shattering climax. Gemma’s legs shook and turned to jelly as these incredible feelings swept over her and made her go dizzy. She could see the blonde head in the reflection in the glass of the kitchen door, bobbing as Anneka continued to lick, and, when she looked down between her legs, she could see where Anneka’s tongue joined them together. The vision was enough to start her up that slope to orgasm again, then again a third time after she was sure the second would have worn her out.

She had to stop Anneka’s attempts to bring her to a fourth.

“No more,” she gasped. “I’ll pass out!” But there was laughter, not anger, in her voice.

Anneka stood and kissed her on the lips again.

“Thank you, my English girlfriend,” Anneka said with a smile.

“For what? I didn’t do anything.”

“But you will.” She grinned as she changed positions. Gentle pressure on Gemma’s shoulders made Anneka’s meaning obvious, but Gemma hesitated, not so much out of reluctance but of the fear she’d be gawky and useless.

“Anneka, I don’t know how,” she pleaded.

“I will show you. Just do what comes naturally.”

Gemma let her shoulders give way to the pressure and dropped to her knees, finding herself faced with black silk hiding an obvious mass of pubic hair. She put her hand there and smoothed it in her palm, raising a gasp from Anneka when her fingers strayed in the obvious silken groove dead center. She tried kissing that mound, too, feeling the springiness of the hair beneath.

“I will help,” Anneka said, sensing her friend’s nervousness. She hooked her thumbs in the side of the pants and slid them down. Gemma took the hint and took them to her feet and off. Raising her head again, Gemma was faced with the truth – a living, loving vagina, barely hidden by blonde hairs. She leaned forward and kissed again.

“Sorry, Gemma, you make me desperate,” Anneka said. She placed two firm hands on the back of Gemma’s head and pushed down, then pulled Gemma’s face in until her mouth was all but filled with the Swede’s pussy. “Put out tongue,” she said breathlessly and, when Gemma did, Anneka convulsed and jerked her hips forward, riding this new intruder. “Feels fantastic,” Anneka gasped, moving Gemma’s head just the way she wanted it.

Gemma tried to think about what was going on and how she felt about it, but there was no time. To her utter amazement, Anneka suddenly climaxed, crying out loudly. She let go of Gemma’s head, the urgency past, but Gemma realized that, even though she had little experience, she was the one wielding the power at that moment. She plunged her face back in, seeking the tangy fluids that flowed from her friend’s passage, letting it coat her tongue as she kept on lashing it over Anneka’s very engorged clitoris. A second climax wasn’t long in coming, followed quickly by a third before Anneka mimicked Gemma by calling a pause. She pulled Gemma up and locked her in a kissing embrace.

“I knew I would love you,” she breathed. “But now I need a shower and some coffee.”

“OK,” Gemma said, reluctantly breaking their embrace. “Shower’s through there; I’ll make the coffee.”

As she made to go towards the kitchen, Anneka held onto her hand. “No, you come too. We shower together. I cannot keep my hands off you. We make coffee later, OK?”

“You’re the boss.” Gemma grinned, allowing herself to be led to the bathroom.

Once they got there, Gemma turned on the shower and Anneka pulled her back into an embrace. “You kiss very well,” she said. “For someone used to kissing men, I mean.”

“You too,” Gemma assured her, fascinated by the difference between the way Anneka kissed and the way her boyfriends had kissed over the years. Men always kissed because women expected it, she’d already decided. It was part of the route map of getting as quickly as possible to their destination, which was emptying their seed in or on the woman. With Anneka, the kissing was because they enjoyed it for what it was, not as a step to something greater. They didn’t stop for the shower; yes, they paused to get in the shower, but they just as soon started again, the needles of hot water bringing their skin alive and adding another dimension to the kissing.

Anneka had never taken long to be aroused, even so soon after a climax. Despite the hard surface of the shower bowl, she sank to her knees again, this time straightening her first two fingers and sliding them as far inside Gemma as she could get them and almost lifting her onto tiptoes. This time it was Gemma’s hands that pulled Anneka’s face in – she couldn’t believe how good this oral sex was. Anneka was OK with that – she flexed her fingers and used her tongue to excite Gemma close to another peak, but never quite let her get there.

“You’re a teasing bitch,” Gemma gasped eventually.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Anneka assured her. “I will do everything with you. I teach you sixty-nine. I show you how you can put your whole hand into me. And I tie you up.”

“Tie me up?” Gemma had never considered that one.

“Sure, you will like. If you trust me, that is. I tie you to bed and kiss every millimeter of you.”

“OK, you’ve convinced me.”

Life was looking good.

After the shower, they took their time drying each other, letting their hands and lips roam where they would.

“Come to bed with me?” Gemma asked when they were dry.

“OK, I agree.” Anneka said with a grin, but was surprised when she reached the bedroom door to find Gemma wasn’t behind her.

In a moment, she appeared from the second bedroom, carrying Anneka’s case.

“Who needs a spare room?” she said, as she carried it into her own room and put it beside the wardrobe, before she pushed Anneka onto the bed. “I hope you have some rope in there,” she added with a smile.
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