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TEACHER’S PET

Alex, Wales

I thought your readers might like to hear the whole story – how I planned it, how it worked so well for me – it was six months ago now but I relish every single detail of that night and how perfectly it went.

Immoral? Possibly. Devious? Probably. Unprofessional? Definitely.

But I enjoyed every second of it and I want to do it again – and I know I can and will.

I think I enjoyed the strategy of it almost as much as the execution – no, actually, nothing could beat the sheer physical pleasure, the pulsating, throbbing release of pure sexual desires when I took her for myself.

I have been in adult education for years now. Overall it works so much better than trying to hammer lessons into kids who just want to get out of the classroom and into a world of real life exploration, both physical and emotional. With adults that have enrolled in the class, at least you know they want to learn from you; they have a need, a thirst, a hunger, even, for the knowledge you can give them.

For myself, I was certainly thirsty and hungry for Eva.

She must have been early twenties, I guess – a cute, dark-eyed brunette. One of those women who looked fantastic without even trying. In class she usually wore jeans and a casual top, like everybody else, really. I mean, you aren’t going to dress up to the nines, three layers of make-up and your sexiest dress to sit there and listen to me banging on about literary giants of the twentieth century are you?

But I loved to watch how her bum swayed against the fabric of her tight jeans – the way her blouse (that night it had been crimson coloured) was stretched over those firm-looking breasts. I tried to get close to her as much as I could so I could check out her bra – was it lacy and soft? Maybe she had chosen something less stylish and more “sensible”; regardless, I got a kick out of following the path of her nipples trapped against it, imagining my mouth was on them. Licking sucking, biting those nubs of sensitivity.

What exercised my mind as well was wondering if she knew, if any of them in the room knew that I was gay.

I was far from the cliché “dyke” after all.

My hair was soft and long, I tended to wear skirts to show off my legs and my own cleavage was, if not quite “on display”, not tucked away inside restrictive, functional jumpers. I knew at least a couple of the young men in the group fancied me and to keep myself amused on the more tedious evenings, I had been known to lean across one of them a little too closely so that the swell of my breasts came into contact with their arms – having to suppress a smile as I saw the start of one young man’s erection wasn’t easy but can we put that down to a little harmless fun do you think? Perhaps a forty-five year old woman should behave better!

But Eva was what I wanted and I knew I was going to get her.

She lived about two miles from me and in the chatty little coffee breaks we had, I had learned she was with living her boyfriend. It was easy enough to tease out from her that the relationship had become a little routine, a bit “so–so”. I think she had started to think of me as a bit of an agony aunt; a bond of trust was being formed between us. Using that trust to get what I most wanted ought to have made me feel guilty, but I can’t even pretend it did. Instead it just turned me on more.

I had worked things out pretty well, really.

I had taken home her number – that gave me the chance to ring and explain that if she wanted me to give her the marks I knew she was capable of, she really needed to come over to my house and we could work through her last essay together. I had rehearsed my lines so well, it must have been so flattering for her that her tutor thought she was so talented, so ahead of her peers that she was even prepared to give up her own time to fine-tune her work, give it that polish and discuss her wider options in this field. The icing on the cake for me was hearing in the background her bloke moaning that she shouldn’t be going out to see “that fucking woman”!

What would his reaction have been if he had known my plans? Maybe it would be a real turn on for him – it was common enough for straight men to get off on girl/girl action – but how would he feel about seeing “his” Eva with a woman old enough to be his mother?

What mattered was, she was coming over.

As I answered the door I was thrilled to see she had chosen a skirt and a blouse. Her hair was tied back, making her look even younger, and she hadn’t bothered with any make-up. Well, she was just visiting her boring middle-aged female tutor, wasn’t she?

My “script” had been well-written and, I think, very carefully thought out. Did I think I had ever sensed she had any sexual interest in women? Not really, if I’m honest. We all know the statistics, the surveys that tell us X per cent of women have had lesbian fantasies or wonder what it would be like with another woman – you can fill in your own percentages.

I just knew I wanted her, even if it was to be just once – to taste her, explore her body, satisfy my needs – and if it fuelled or even fulfilled her fantasies, fine.

Getting her to sit close to me on the sofa was easy, of course. We could pore over her coursework together, which gave me the chance to touch her arm and brush against her in a non-threatening, neutral kind of way.

And steering the conversation around to how tough it was to work hard enough at home when you have a man who is disinterested, even scornful of your attempts to learn and gain more qualifications to further your career was simple enough.

God, it was easy to find the right phrases: yes, aren’t women more supportive, love – isn’t there a bond between “sisters”? Another glass of wine? Why not forget the clock, let him watch the football, stay with me, I’m happy to listen to you if it helps to talk about it. So even the sex has become a chore then? Lie back and let him take his own gratification, a story we’ve all heard before. . . .

The timing had to be right, of course. How much wine she’d had, how late was she prepared to be – but then I got so lucky.

Her mobile went off, him of course, and my heart sank. This would break the spell; she would gather up her things and run back to him.

But, no, quite the reverse. Only hearing her side of the conversation, it seemed as if he was being ultra-possessive, demanding she returned, how dare she have her own life, etc. Thank you, whatever your name is, you gave me the best weapon I could have.

Tears first then: there, there, dear, he doesn’t deserve you, let him stew a bit longer – it takes a woman to understand, doesn’t it?

A kiss on the cheek, an arm around the shoulders – big sister time.

She was soft and yielding for me. I kissed her hands so gently and then her fingers. That was the moment, I had to seize it then and then I would know if my dreams were going to come true. Whispering so softly I was barely audible, I told her I could help her any way she wanted and I kissed those full, delicious lips once, twice, the second time longer and deeper. If I was pushed away in horror then it would be over.

But I wasn’t – Eva softened at the taste of my lips. All or nothing now, I pressed her to me, kissing again but now with full passion, my tongue exploring her properly. A surge of pure lust and desire swept through me as she responded to me – more than I dared hope, her tongue dancing with mine. I let us both draw breath for a second and then pulled her at an angle to me, kissing again but now letting my right hand explore her breasts, deftly undoing her blouse buttons – there was no resistance and quickly my fingers had unclasped her bra to allow me full access to her hardening nipples. I wanted to duck my head down and lick them, but feared that would break the spell of our kiss and give her time to think she didn’t want any more from me. So I kissed even more urgently and carried on fondling and twisting those beautiful diamond-hard nubs.

Risking interrupting the depth of the feelings, I moved my mouth to her ear and told her how beautiful she was, how much she deserved to have her own needs satisfied, nibbled at her ear lobe and was rewarded by a deep almost primal moan.

Any fear of rejection evaporated and this time I did swoop down and fasten my mouth onto her nipples, almost biting at them in turn and feeling her excitement.

My head still fixed onto her breasts, I moved my hand under her skirt and traced fingers around her knickers. She adjusted her position to let me explore more and so I eased two fingers down the waistband of the garment and felt for her pleasure dome.

God, she was so wet for me, my fingers easily slid into her gaping hole, wet and slick with her honey juices. Managing to reach her hard clit with two fingers and to work in her soft opening with another, my confidence in how compliant she was had grown enough by now for me to raise my head and tell her how gloriously wet she was, how I was going to finger fuck her. Her only reaction was to gasp at me so I decided she wanted more. I pushed her backwards firmly so she was now lying on the sofa and I ripped off her skirt and her knickers, burying my head between her eager legs, easing her backwards so she was splayed out like a rag doll for me. I devoured her saturated, hot pussy, teasing her lips, her clit, sucking, even biting, feeling a river of desire pouring out. My face was covered in her come as she writhed and screamed out, bucking and twisting, but I wasn’t going to stop yet. I turned her over deftly, lifted her legs up a little and, still lapping at her pussy, I began to finger the opening to her anus, widening it, telling her maybe I would enter her with a lovely big toy I had to play with.

But it was time she pleased me, and I told her so.

Teacher says, you know.

I stripped and made her kneel on the floor for me. She would do anything I said now and we both knew it.

I had her at my mercy and she had a pretty little tongue, too. Oh, I had to help manoeuvre my own pussy, tell her to be faster, then slower – n w lower, now higher – but she was a willing pupil and learned quickly.

I eased her body backwards onto the carpet then and stood over her, letting her wallow in how much she was mine to play with, my little doll. But I wanted more from her; my pussy was soaking wet and I knew hers was too so I needed us to join our bodies together.

I placed each of my feet in turn onto her ankles and spread her legs as wide as she could manage, then, lowering myself down, I ground my body into hers, our saturated holes squeezing and pressing together. She seemed in a trance as I began a rhythm of thrusting and pressing, teasing her by pressing first quickly then slowly, changing my exact angle so our gaping pussies locked. I loved how she responded, winding her legs around me and moaning with sheer desire for more of me. I couldn’t break the spell and I kissed her full on her lips, our tongues exploring hungrily. I loved the taste of my own juices in her mouth but I felt how hard her nipples were so I broke away from her mouth to suckle, nibble and ultimately bite those hard jewels, relishing her squeals and gasps as I did so. I knew my orgasm was very close but needed to make sure she came with me – it was important she would always remember her first time with me was ecstasy – she was going to be mine and she needed to know it.

When the waves of pleasure swept over me, through me, I eased my bum back and violently crashed into her again, soaking up her flooding juices. I heard her beg for more and I whispered to her that begging was something she was going to spend so much time doing from now on. Even as I dismounted her and we began to move out of each other’s space, I had a sudden impulse to reinforce my dominance and as we both struggled to our feet I found the strength to grab her hair, force her to double up and gave her a few savage slaps on her cute little bum. She didn’t resist but looked at me questioningly. I gave her a cold stare and told her she was my whore and anything I gave her she would take – ordering her to agree. She did without hesitation.

I didn’t need to tell her I was taking her from him, of course. I just told her she could choose whether to still live with him or find her own place. I like my own space and she would not be moving in. The deal was that whenever I wanted her, she would come running – well, both of us would come of course! But she did leave him very quickly after that; she told me she didn’t want him touching her any more. She wanted to keep herself for her mistress.

But that was when I had to tell her that her slavery demanded complete obedience – and I had already considered “loaning” her out to a few friends of mine.

She is mine now, after all – my own pretty little whore, naturally gifted at pleasing a woman.

A real teacher’s pet.


PARTY GIRLS

Frank, Australia

For my fiancée Sheila’s hen’s party she decided to have a lingerie party. I didn’t care what she did; the guys and I were going out on the town, hitting the piss and hopefully not getting home till sunrise.

By two in the morning, though, most of us were so blind we got kicked out of two nightclubs and the group had dwindled down considerably.

Brad, Sheila’s cousin, who was the designated driver, said he was taking me home.

“It’s too early,” I moaned.

“You’ve had enough, now get in the car,” he said, and with that we made our way home to my house.

I was surprised to see cars still in my driveway and most of the lights on. I would have thought the girls would have been gone by now but once we got out of the car we could hear music still blaring from the house.

“Let’s creep up and see what they’re doing?” I said.

“That’s childish,” Brad said, but he followed me anyway.

I was shocked to see Sheila clad in an almost see through negligee. I thought they were only going to buy things, not wear them. Two girls were dancing around provocatively and one who I didn’t know and could only assume was the woman selling the stuff was dressed like a madam, in a leather-clad teddy and thigh-high boots, with dark hair with red painted lips, a cap perched on her head and a fucking whip in her hand!

“What the fuck’s going on?” I said.

“Sh,” Brad whispered.

The woman flicked the whip, causing me to nearly jump backwards, and the two girls stopped dancing.

“Now,” she said pointing to Brad’s girlfriend, “Sue, it’s your turn.”

“Hey, what the . . .” Brad said.

“Sh, let’s see where this is going.”

Sue and Brad had only been dating a while and to be honest I’d never been that keen on her. They didn’t seem suited. She always seemed aloof, not interested in what the rest of us were doing and Brad had told me in confidence that she didn’t really enjoy sex. He’d been thinking about calling it quits.

She stood, swaying slightly. She’d obviously had too much to drink, like most of the other women. I was shocked to see the teddy she was wearing had cut outs where the cups were supposed to be and was so high on the thigh you could see where the g-sting disappeared straight up her arse.

This was nothing like the Sue we knew, who always dressed demurely. Her hair was wild and her face painted whorishly. What had these girls been up to while we were away drinking?

My eyes bulged at the sight of her. She was fucking gorgeous, her tits hung like melons over the cut outs, swaying as she tried to stand provocatively, giggling as the other girls egged her on.

The woman in black took the whip and ran it down her cleavage, over each nipple and down over her mound. “Part your legs,” she demanded.

Sue did.

She took the whip and rubbed it over her slit. Sue’s head fell back a bit as I held my breath. I didn’t dare look at Brad; I didn’t want him to make me look away. I was dying to see what was going to happen next.

“Pleasure yourself,” she said.

Sue ran her hands over her gorgeous tits, pulling at the nipples and squeezing them together.

“I meant,” the woman said assertively, “with that.” She indicated a big black vibrator on the table near her.

Turning it on, Sue ran it over her nipples, which hardened instantly. The girls hooted, egging her on further so she strutted around, lips pouting as she flung her hair about and swayed her gorgeous rump.

“Very good,” the woman said, “now your pussy.”

She giggled as she ran it over her mound and over her slit, acting like a chick in some porno flick. Then she bent over and ran it down the crack of her arse.

“Not like that,” the woman said, snatching it from her.

I must admit I was cracking a fat watching her. I was seeing a different Sue. It made me look at her in a completely different light. I wondered if she’d be into a threesome, if Brad could swing it, but then he’d said she didn’t really enjoy sex. Maybe just not with him.

I glanced over at him, wondering what he was thinking.

Suddenly everyone went quiet and I quickly looked back as the woman kneeled before Sue.

“Open your legs up wide,” she demanded.

Sue hesitated and the woman slapped at her thigh.

Sue parted her legs.

“Now play with your tits,” she said. “You can’t expect a man to know how to please you if you can’t please yourself.”

“Oh, I already know that. No man can please a woman like another woman.”

She blushed as she blurted it out. The others were entranced, watching her every move.

“Well it’s true. Tell me if any of you really get it off with your guys. Making love to a woman is so much better. Just ask me, I know.”

“What the fuck is she talking about?” Brad said, clearly angry now. She’d insulted his manhood and the other girls were probably already thinking he was a dud in bed.

As Sue played with her tits and the others took in what she said, my cock jumped up even further as the woman pulled aside the material and without another word licked at Sue’s flaps. Sue jumped and tried to pull back but the woman held her fast. Suddenly Sue’s eyes seemed to roll upwards and she dropped her head back as the vibrator came into view, slipping over her slit.

I was amazed that the girls just allowed it all to happen and part of me wondered what they’d been doing earlier, what I might have missed while getting pissed.

I didn’t dare look at Brad now and wondered what he thought about seeing another woman with his girlfriend. Then the dildo must have been inserted completely because Sue began to moan and I could see the woman thrusting with one hand while she played with Sue’s clit with the other.

I wanted to see what Sheila was doing but I didn’t want to miss a thing. I watched as Sue became more and more agitated, thrusting back into the dildo, holding the woman’s head closer to her while she began to moan, ‘Oh, my God, oh God,’ and then suddenly she was screaming louder as her body shuddered and shuddered.

The woman kept going until Sue pushed her away. On shaky legs she looked about the room as if seeing everyone for the first time.

“Excellent,” the woman said and with that Sue ran from the room and locked herself in the bathroom.

The party finished then, with all the girls making a quick exit, except Sue, Sheila and the madam. Brad and I stayed hidden, waiting to see what else would happen, and man were we glad we did. Sue came out of the bathroom.

“I can’t believe I allowed you to do that,” she said to the woman.

“What? You only did what felt good and only another woman can really know. You said so yourself.”

“Do you really think that’s true?” Sheila asked, now coming closer to them both.

“Of course,” the woman said. “If I touch you here on the inside of your thigh, that feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Sheila said.

“And if I touch you here,” she said, her hand sliding up and down Sheila’s pussy.

“Hmm, yeah,” Sheila said.

“You’re really into chicks,” the woman said to Sue.

“Yeah.”

“And you’ve been trying to hide it from everyone?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m sick of being judged. My parents were horrified when my best friend Veronica came out. The plan had been for her to break it first and then I was going to come out too but they went ballistic, even banned me from seeing her.”

“You poor thing.”

“After that I kept trying to fight it. I even got myself a boyfriend so people now think I’m straight but I hate it, hate having to live the lie. When I don’t see Brad I’m with Veronica.”

“You shouldn’t have to do that,” Sheila said.

I noticed the woman’s hand was still lingering on Sheila’s pussy. Sheila was not pushing her hand away, much to my surprise.

“I know, but that’s how it is.”

“Well not anymore. I certainly would never judge you and I’m sure Brad will understand if you explain it to him.”

“I want to but I’m still worried about my parents. They’ve met Brad and really like him and I don’t want to hurt him.”

“So, is making love to a woman really all that much different?” Sheila asked.

“Oh, it’s magical. There’s nothing like it in the world,” the woman replied.

All three were quiet then. Sheila and Sue stared at each other and the woman looked from one to the other as though debating something.

“Both of you take off your clothes and lay on the couch there and I’ll show you how to really have an orgasm you’ll never forget. Sheila, you open up wide and Sue, lay between her legs, open up those flaps and begin to lick her like you would an ice-cream, long and slow. You know how.”

The two girls did as she asked and Brad and I stayed in our positions, watching in amazement. I wasn’t sure if I should be angry, after all Sheila was just about to cheat on me with another woman.

“Now,” the woman said, running her hand over Sue’s bare back, down her rump and cupping her snatch. “Nuzzle in and get the clit nice and hard, a little finger fucking would be good, too.”

Fuck, I couldn’t believe I was watching Sheila and Sue getting it on together. The woman produced a small vibrator and switched it on. She pushed it over Sheila’s clit while Sue’s mouth was still on her.

Sheila started gyrating all over the place, attacking her tits and groaning about how great it was and for Sue to keep going and going. I watched jealously as she came, her thighs wrapping hard against Sue’s head like she does with me. When she was spent the woman suggested they change places so Sheila could do the same to Sue.

Sheila was hesitant. “I’ve never done this sort of thing before.”

“And didn’t you just love what I did to you?” Sue asked.

“Sure, it was fantastic. Best orgasm I’ve had in ages.”

“Then do it to me.”

What did she mean the best orgasm she’d had in ages? She’d said the same thing to me last night. I bristled with anger.

“Not funny when the shoe is on the other foot,” Brad said to me.

“What do you mean?”

“Not very nice hearing your woman fancies another chick now, is it?”

“Yeah, but yours is a lesbian. She said so herself.”

“So what’s the difference between what Sheila’s going to do to her now? Does that make Sheila have lesbian tendencies?”

“Fuck, I don’t know. We’re getting married in three weeks. What if she enjoys Sue more than me?”

I was nervous now. Nervous that perhaps my wedding would be cancelled. We stared at the two girls getting it on and for a while my jealously subsided and fear took over. I loved Sheila.

The woman watched them for a while before quietly packing up and leaving. Sue and Sheila were now in the 69 position and I heard Sheila say, “I wish Frank was here. I know he’d love to watch.”

“They all love to watch, but I’m going to take your advice and tell Brad. Maybe we can work something out. Maybe he’ll still pretend to be my boyfriend if he can watch Veronica and I making out.”

As Sheila licked delicately at Sue’s pussy I heard her say, “Do you think you could, you know, do it with me and let Frank watch.”

“Sure, as long as he knows I’m not interested in having sex with him.”

Brad had had enough.

“I’m going. As much as I enjoy watching, I’m sure you’d like to get things sorted out with Sheila so I’ll leave you to it.”

I watched him walk dejectedly to his car and take off. The girls were still at it. Could I sneak in and pretend I hadn’t been watching for ages, that I hadn’t heard the conversations they’d had?

My lips were dry with fear. Rejection was a scary thing but I did hear Sue say she’d do it with Sheila in front of me so I snuck in and stood at the door watching them. Sheila was on top of Sue. Sue’s legs were stretched out wide, her back was arched and she was pulling at her tits while Sheila continued to munch on her pussy. I tiptoed over.

I grabbed Sheila’s hips and pulled her up. She stopped stock still, glancing fearfully over her shoulder, probably wondering if she was about to be attacked by some intruder.

“I can explain,” she whispered, unable to move.

Sue’s eyes were wide and she tried to disengage herself from beneath Sheila.

“Stay where you are,” I said to her.

“Hey,” she whispered, “where did you come from?”

“I’ve been watching from the window, so I know what’s going on. I heard about how you felt and about Veronica.”

Sue flushed scarlet.

“It’s okay,” I said, “I won’t tell anyone. That’s your call.”

“So . . . so are you OK with this?” Sheila said.

“Only if you let me join in.”

“Go right ahead,” she laughed as she attacked Sue with renewed vigour.

I rubbed Sheila’s hips, then her cheeks before I pried them open. I wanted to fuck her up the arse but that would be pushing things. I didn’t want to spoil the moment, didn’t want too much too quickly, so I eased my cock into her saturated pussy.

The heat coming from her was awesome. Watching her head bobbing back and forth over Sue while I was fucking her had me coming in minutes.

“Sorry,” I said to Sheila.

“Don’t be. I’m so wrapped things worked out like this,” she said. “We’ve always talked about having a threesome and now we can.”

“What? You want to do this again?”

“Sure, don’t you? Only next time we can do it at our leisure.”

“Who the fuck are you and what have you done with my fiancée?” I laughed.

“Sit back and watch.”

Now the two of them really put on a show. There was body lotion on the table and Sheila took some and rubbed it into Sue’s skin. Then they lay together slipping and sliding over each other. Their bodies were slick with oil and it wasn’t long before I was horny again.

There’s nothing like seeing two women together and when they come there is a look about them, a look I’ve never seen before.

Sheila enjoys sex with Sue but still wants me. She says there’s nothing better than a cock, but Sue’s now come clean and told Brad and he’s cool with it all. He liked Sue’s idea about watching her and Veronica together and still pretending to her parents that they’re an item.

After Sue left and we lay together in each other’s arms, Sheila had a confession to make.

“I knew you and Brad were there,” she whispered.

“What?”

“I saw you peeking in. I thought it was the perfect opportunity for things to pan out the way they did. Sue had been coming on to me as soon as she got tipsy and I knew with you watching it would be the perfect time to act out our fantasy.”

“You shifty little thing,” I said, slapping her thigh playfully.

“I loved putting on a show for you. I knew Brad was there too so I was hoping you wouldn’t get too mad. I had to take the risk. It was so exciting knowing the two of you were there.”

“Did Sue know?”

“No and I’m glad she didn’t otherwise we may never have known about her being a lesbian. Now we’re all getting what we want.”

“So, are there any other surprises you’ve got for me?”

“Well, I did notice the woman left that vibrator behind. I thought maybe we could use it on you.”

“You’re a deviant.”

“No, I’m the woman you’re going to marry and you know now that there will never be any reason for you to stray. I’ll make sure you’re more than happy sexually and you just promise to love me forever.”

“That’s easy,” I said, cuddling her, but at the same time I was wondering what that vibrator would feel like buzzing inside my butt.


ALICIA’S TOUCH

Debbie, Bournemouth

My name is Debbie. I started uni vowing I’d steer clear of men and relationships and concentrate on studying. I was doing fine until the start of year two when Alicia moved in as my new flatmate.

She was elegant and dainty with a froth of bouncy black hair and a perfect tiny figure which, in all innocence, I’d envied. My figure is neither little nor perfect.

Early on in that second year I had to go into hospital for a minor operation and the letter suggested I might like to shave between my legs beforehand or else a nurse would be available on arrival to “assist me”.

From the start, our friendship sparked and thrived. When I got that letter I confided in her that I was worried that if I did it myself I’d make a mess of it, and the thought of a nurse doing it horrified me.

The night before, Alicia asked, “Shaved and ready for tomorrow?”

I shook my head.

“Thought not. Never mind, I can do it for you, if you like. All over in ten minutes. I’ll get my stuff.”

It was a way out of the nurse doing it tomorrow but I offered token resistance “What if Jen comes . . .”

Again, in innocence, I’d thought the brooding Jen was her best friend. She came and went as she pleased, and sleepovers were quite routine.

“She’s away.” Alicia’s charismatic smile made everything seem possible. She went to her room and I sat in shock, unable to believe what was about to happen.

She returned carrying a bowl of water, a towel over her shoulder and a mischievous smile. “I can’t do the job through your jeans, can I? It’s a shave not keyhole surgery!” She put the bowl down.

I smiled shyly, stood up and, with that surreal doctor’s surgery feeling, took off my jeans and panties, blushing.

She laid a towel on the centre seat of the sofa. “Now, sit near the edge and then lean all the way back.”

She looked down at me and, scissors in hand, said softly, “Now if you would please open your legs . . .”

I obeyed.

She knelt between my legs. “Debbie, don’t be embarrassed, your body is lovely. I’ll cut the hair close and then shave you. This experience will be so much better for you now than it would have been tomorrow.”

I was beginning to relax but her first gentle, discreet touch brought such a tingle of pleasure, I flinched.

With an intuitive glint in her eyes, she said, “This is unfair, I agree.” In a blink she’d taken her top off and tossed it away. “Now we’re equal.” Alicia rarely wore a bra and never around the flat. She had perfect breasts, small with extraordinarily erect nipples – then I realized they were so hard because they were fully aroused. A shock of excitement mixed me up.

Her careful use of the scissors fascinated me. The gentleness of her touch was irresistible and watching her full lips move in concentration made me want to kiss them. She placed the cut hair on a waiting tissue with respectful care. I tried not to let her catch me looking at her nipples or her lips but she did and smiled that Alicia smile.

Putting the scissors down, she said, “Now I will wash you and shave you.”

The thought of her washing me was exciting.

The sound the water made as she soaped her hands allowed a sense of tranquillity to ripple through me.

Her fingers spread over my lower belly with gentle pressure and her thumbs started to wash me. A sound of pleasure escaped me. She caught my eye and teased with her touch, saying, “I want you to keep still now.”

The sight of the razor in her hand kept me still.

I concentrated on her lips, distracted only from time to time by her nipples and the light glinting in the dark tumble of her hair. A secret, unique, peppery feeling between my legs held me in a fizz of expectation. Her conquering gentleness had won me over, replacing uncertainty with yearning. I tried, out of habit, to keep my yearning secret but my breathing gave me away as she used the towel to dry me. Tossing the towel aside and seeking and finding approval in my eyes, her fingers parted me enough to slip inside and play. “You are so wet,” she said, “and I am so flattered.”

Then her tongue was playing over my clitoris. Every tingle translated into a brand new feeling. I’d always known this was how it was meant to be.

A quiver of pleasure came and went all too abruptly as I gasped appreciation.

Getting up, she said briskly, “All done.”

We were supposed to be back in normal time and so, in what was supposed to be a normal voice, I said, “Thank you.”

She started to clear everything away, almost as if nothing had happened, and in a normal voice asked, “Debbie, was that your first orgasm?”

“Of course not!” I protested, adding, “but it was the best.”

She smiled. “In that case, if the idea isn’t too disgusting, may I kiss you properly now?”

Disgusting? It was a beautiful idea. The salt and pepper flavour of the kiss was as much me as it was her. Disgusting? Her salt made me thirsty for more.

After that day, trying to live in the “normal” became even harder. The hospital procedure came and went and all was well.

It was probably my imagination, but from then on Jen seemed to be round much more.

Jen – short-haired blonde, taller than anyone I’d ever known and with a smouldering threat of violence in her eyes.

On the rare occasions I found myself alone with Alicia, usually in the kitchen, we exchanged glances. I knew enough to know they referred to that day but had no idea how to respond.

One day random chance brought all three of us together in the kitchen. I was eating a sandwich I’d just made when Alicia joined me at the table. I was determined something would happen when the door opened and Jen joined us.

She wore tight jeans with high-heeled boots - as if she wasn’t tall enough already - and a combat vest which managed to reveal her aggressive bra from front, sides and back. Of course, she couldn’t just pull up a chair and sit down; she had to turn it round and straddle it.

As I small-talked about uni, I could sense Jen’s growing boredom until she butted in, “Are we watching that film, or what?”

Alicia nodded. Jen glared at me in triumph and, beyond the contempt she clearly felt for me, I caught a flash of pure love for Alicia.

The blare of the telly brought Alicia closer. “Take no notice. She’s just in a mood.” With mischief in her eyes, she asked, “Any more hospital appointments coming up?”

“No, thank goodness,” I replied, realising late that she’d offered me a way in. I quickly added, “Pity, in a way. It was nice not having any hair there – bit prickly when it was growing back, though.”

“You should have told me. I love the way you blush, by the way . . . and kiss. Next time, I’ll try something a little different – so be warned. Perhaps your orgasm needs a little work?” She got up and went off into the blare.

My mouth was too dry for the sandwich.

Days came and went. I found myself thinking about Alicia at night before sleep, pondering on what the “something a little different” might be and remembering the wonderful orgasm present she’d given me. In the following days, childlike, I waited as if for Christmas.

Good or bad, nothing can stop “Christmas” arriving. When “it” came, I had my laptop and notes spread over the kitchen table. Alicia came in with a routine, “Hi”, but headed for me instead of the fridge, tilted my chin up and kissed my lips with longed-for Alicia tenderness. The jasmine scent of shower gel teased me.

“Just back from the gym. I’ll grab some food now but was wondering if, later . . . ?”

“Yes, great . . .” My reply was a too-eager blurt, I knew.

“Thing is, Debbie, if you like, tonight it might be good if I’m not just your hairdresser . . . I could be your sex doctor too – and I’ve found a great outfit for the role, too.” She kissed me again with firm control.

“Yes, great . . .” My blurt, stuck on repeat, was breathless now.

She took a slice of melon from the fridge and after an appreciative suck on its cool curve, she rolled her eyes beautifully and went off to her room.

I cleared everything away and, unsure where my sex doctor “consultation” was going to happen, automatically started to tidy my room, then went and had a shower to calm myself down

In the shower, the jet stream relaxed me. I imagined being swept along by a warm, sensual river heading inevitably for the roar of the sea. In my room, though still relaxed, I stood in front of my mirror and was about to mentally criticize every aspect of my body when Alicia’s smile appeared in the reflection.

I turned. Her “sex doctor” outfit consisted of two items – a nurse’s cap and tight white knickers pinching her at waist and crotch. She had a coil of black cord in her hand. “This innocent cord, my dear, has the power to absolve you from any feeling of guilt.” She took hold of my wrists and began to bind them together.

My heart thundered “yes!” even as my mind and a memory from my past screamed “no!”

But Alicia’s touch was gentle and the pull of the cord was firm, not brutally tight as Ricky’s had been when he tied me to the bed “for fun” and looted our entire future together in one afternoon.

The “yes!” won.

Concentrating on the knot, she murmured, “You will be able to say, ‘It was all Alicia’s fault. I was tied up’. This simple cord symbolizes trust.”

She took the cord and led me to the bedside where we kissed.

My hands, trapped in front of me, touched her knickers, shyly.

She sketched my body with her fingertips, roaming free, caressing my breasts, defining them, cruelly avoiding my nipples.

Her wonderful touch made them feel sensationally beautiful for the first time in my life. My knees weakened as pleasure raked through me. It was almost a relief when her hands moved down my back and over my bottom. With sudden violence she pressed my hands hard against her and kept them there. I will always, always remember the urgency of her kiss and the quiet moan of pleasure she made.

To me, this was an impossible equation. How could her lips plus my captive fingers equal/produce that wonderful pleasure sound!? Impossible! I’d managed to get all the way through school without ever solving an equation in algebra. This was my first success.

She broke the kiss and stepped away. The pant of her breathing and the swirl of sensuality in her eyes made me shiver. “I think we’d better get you tied up,” she said, the words jagging with the rhythm of her breath. “Get on the bed . . .” And then she noticed the bed was all neat and tidy – a rarity achieved in her honour – and she stripped it, the flying duvet dragging the tyrannical bedside alarm clock away with it. “Best” pillows and cushions took flight like startled birds. “Now!”

Made even more awkward than usual by the cord, but unashamedly eager, I clambered naked onto my own bed and lay on my back with my head on the last remaining pillow.

Alicia in her urgency went to the foot of the bed, gripped my ankles and pulled me all the way down. I’m heavy and her strength surprised me, but more than anything else, I so wanted this urgency. She encouraged my bound hands above my head and secured them to the bed rail. Now I really felt tied up and vulnerable yet still I wanted her lips and her eyes and her fingertips and her strong hands . . . wanted her love.

She checked the tightness of the wrist cord, saying, “Still quite comfortable. It will only tighten if you struggle.” Alicia sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me. She said quietly, “I can’t trust my hands to shave you now . . .” Her fingers stroked over my belly, causing my back to arch involuntarily and releasing pleasure all through me.

“In the meantime, my little prisoner, I’m going to torture you.”

The thrill of being called “little” slid me past the word torture.

Even in my own fantasies, when the hero saw me as shapely and voluptuous, but I still thought of myself as hefty, never little.

Alicia went to the foot of the bed and took off her knickers with all the grace of a water nymph about to bathe in private. Then she took hold of my ankles again, but this time began to massage the soles of my feet with her thumbs, gently at first but growing harder.

The stronger her touch, the more I collapsed into my feelings, a completely new sensation – and it made me want to kiss her as much as I wanted to be kissed by her.

My lips were sensitized. I had the strangest feeling across the roof of my mouth and it was as if every sensual button had been slammed open on full power all at once. I remember thinking over and over – I’m going to explode, I’m going to explode.

But then the strength in her thumbs relented and as her touch softened I realized she had parted my legs – enough for her to get on the bed and kneel between them. She sat back on her haunches and contemplated me.

My vulnerability sharpened in one blink and my yearning in the next.

And then she said something which changed my life, though I’d no idea of it at the time. She said, “Now it’s your turn. Please kiss me – I want your kiss to be the same as the massage I’ve just given you. I want you to re-interpret it, understand?”

I nodded and watched, fascinated, as she placed her hands either side of me for support and positioned herself very carefully. Just the very touch of her against me created a firework display in my mind. She kissed me. The gentle weight of her body against mine in just the right place caused my legs to close. Holding her between them, with her lips on mine, invoked savoury memories.

I kissed her, repeating the incredible foot massage all over again but now with my lips, recalling the hard, the soft, the long and the short motions. Being tied was a frustration and a pleasure. It made me concentrate solely on her lips and mine. I wanted to hold her in my arms . . . yet didn’t want the perfect pressure of her intimate weight on me ever to end. She responded with teasing relish until she broke the kiss and sat up.

I was blushing unashamedly, panting, when she said, “What next?”

I was tempted to blurt, “’Let me come.” But I didn’t, saying instead, quiet and shakily, “I want to kiss your nipples . . .”

She rolled her eyes in approval and offered her breasts to my lips. I closed my eyes, waiting for the first touch, which sent me off on a lovely, slow, drifting river of need. I felt ripe, wanting her to take me but also wanting to take her to the top. This conflict was short-lived, as she responded so delightfully to the touch of my tongue. I have no idea why I started to suck on her but once I started I knew it was right from her responding shiver. It wasn’t a suck-suck-suck but a long, slow, continuous suck, drawing her nipple deep into my mouth, and it wasn’t going to stop until . . .

When the pleasure groan came I held her there a moment longer before releasing her. She pulled away, sitting up on her haunches again, her nipple bright red – her turn to be searching for breath and for her eyes to be unguarded.

I had almost more pepper between my legs than I could handle but needed just a twist more salt. I asked quietly, “What next?”

“Please do the other one, harder, stronger, longer . . .” And she offered the other breast with a look on her face I’ll never forget . . . not least because one moment later it changed to a look of shock as my bedroom door burst open.

Suddenly Jen was shouting, “What’s going on?”

I tried to free my hands but passion had tightened the cord. I whispered, “Untie me,” as Alicia got off the bed to face her. She might not have heard me so I said it louder, “Untie me!”

I discovered I wasn’t afraid of Jen, quite the reverse: I wanted to confront her first and slap her. I did have reasons for this - that constantly challenging look in her eyes and a chain of territorial irritations regarding the sofa, the TV, the remote control, the fridge, the loo. . . She didn’t even live with us! “Alicia, untie me, now!”

“I thought you went to see your dad.”

“I did. I’m back.”

Jen tore the nurse’s cap from Alicia’s head and threw it on the floor, brushing past her. I roared, “Get the hell out of my bedroom,” but she ignored me and eyed me from clenched toes to bound hands. “Get out of my bedroom!”

She stomped off into the lounge. Alicia made to follow but I said, “Alicia, untie me now!”

She saw sense, hurriedly released the knots without catching my eye and then stormed after Jen. I was left to get free, but heard the words “thieving fat bitch” as I got off the bed, scrambling for clothes. I pulled on a pair of jeans and a vest and went into the lounge.

“I keep telling you, we’re finished,” Alicia was shouting. “I’ve been telling you that for weeks. Why won’t you listen? Why d’you keep turning up here?”

I’d reached the doorway and saw those words whip pain across Jen’s eyes. I stopped.

Jen was on the couch, Alicia standing to one side, hands on naked hips and looking down at her. Jen saw me and her eyes hardened. She stood up.

I took a step forwards, afraid she was going to hit Alicia, but she just brushed her to one side with such force Alicia tumbled onto the sofa. She turned on me. I made a move to shove her aside, trying to get myself between her and Alicia, but she caught hold of my vest, yanked me to her and said, “Enjoy her while you’ve got her.”

She threw me onto the sofa – a tearing sound leaving most of the vest in her hands. I landed half on top of Alicia. “You deserve each other.”

The door slammed and then the street door banged shut and we were left cuddling desperately on the sofa in the quiet.

For several moments it felt as if we’d won and Jen had lost, but I sensed I could easily mess it all up. The words, “What next?” hung unspoken in the air.

Instinct told me cuddling and falling asleep together on the sofa wasn’t an option but that was my first choice.

Waiting for Alicia to take the lead wasn’t an option and nor was talking.

All of the above would fail.

Her words drifted back: “now it’s your turn”.

Taking the lead was an option.

Not being me was an option.

So I let my yearning hand find her breast. With a tender gasp, she tilted her face up, out of the cuddle, and offered her lips for kissing. I kissed with a fierceness I barely recognized as my own but which poured out of me and found tidal responses from her lips. And then she broke away and said, “We have unfinished business in your bedroom.”

She took my hand and led me to my room. But when we got there she got on the bed and held out her hands to be tied, a cold glint of urgency in her eyes. This was make or break. I retrieved the cord and tried to copy the firmness she had granted me.

“Tighter,” she said.

I tugged hard and secured the cord to the bed rail, but she repeated, “tighter,” and it was clear she meant it.

I wondered about the role of the cord and it taking away responsibility or blame or guilt. I was also unsure that, with Alicia helpless, I would actually be able to take the lead. But I needn’t have worried.

She said, “Now tie my legs apart. Go to my room, you’ll find lots of cord in the bottom drawer of the dresser. Bring back two reds. Do it!”

I rushed off, entering her room for the first time. My first impression was of ethereal, sensual, pale colours and textures blending together, all achieved via lighting and scarves carefully draped and art nouveau prints and mirrors on the walls.

I opened the drawer and an array of colours greeted me, sleeping snakes of rope in neat coils. But I grabbed two “reds” without hesitation and hurried back, but stopped in the doorway.

She was free, sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting. The delicious smile on her lips and in her eyes coursed through my veins faster than a sugar rush. The cold urgency had gone from her now. “You’re going to need a few tying-up lessons - but not now. Come here.”

I stood in front of her. She took the cords from me and dropped them on the floor.

“Don’t look so scared, my dear.” With a delicious slowness she unhooked my jeans and eased down the zip. The look of anticipation and appreciation on her face made me feel beautiful. It was the difference between being stripped and undressed.

“Turn around,” she said quietly.

She coaxed the jeans over my hips, down over my bottom and on to the floor.

I stepped out and had no idea what she was going to do next – tie my hands behind me, spank me because she’d gotten free, reach between my legs and touch me? I was so swollen and ready I felt I’d collapse if she did. This uncertainty thrilled me. I was shaking secretly.

She kissed each cheek of my bottom, turned me round to face her and then kissed between my legs with gentle eagerness, finding “me” without any difficulty.

The whimper I let out in no way represented the blare of sensations dancing through me. Her tongue teased, pressing and holding and never quite releasing me. I thought I would pass out, the pleasure was so fierce yet so subtle, until it all accelerated off into the beyond.

When I thought I could take no more and tried to withdraw, I realized she had her hands on my bum and was holding me tighter and tighter onto her mouth. The acceleration didn’t brake until I screamed with pleasure, a firework rocket of sound soaring free of the earth.

One last, lingering lick shuddered and glided me back to earth in a purple, silken parachute. She let go, delivering a stinging slap on my bum, and tilted her head, wet lips offered up for kissing and her eyes so deep and delving.

I took her face in my hands and returned her kiss with cruel leisure.

Alicia got on to the bed, scrambling into the centre and stretching her hands above, feeling for the bedrail. “Tie me up, p-l-e-a-s-e!”

I found that cord and in the delirious fog of passion found the clarity of urgency. I tied her wrists and secured them to the bedrail with a tug.

She smiled a faint smile. “Tighter.”

I gave another tug and this time took greater care with the knot. But she wasn’t struggling, she was wriggling. I nestled against her gently, letting her find the right spot against me. She bit my lip in the moment of discovery. I kissed her hard, teasing her tender nipple. Her responding shiver travelled all the way up through the kiss and into the salt-and-pepper taste of the moment.

As I kissed the other nipple she rubbed herself against me fiercely as if to say “harder!” but trembled as my tongue played, groaning as I sucked on her until she squealed for me to stop.

I got off and lay alongside, a finger sliding inside her as I moved.

Her mouth formed a perfect, silent O. Her eyes pleaded as the palm of my hand cupped her and she thrust against it, whispering breathless instructions. “Harder, harder, faster . . . stop! Now you can torture me – please don’t let me come, not even if I beg.”

Now I knew how to love her, and this pitched me tumbling into irrevocable love with her.

I set her breast free and teased her lips as my finger slid up over the glory of her clitoris. Leaving her wanting more, I got off the bed, picked up the red cords and used them to tie her legs apart. With one ankle secured to the corner, I took hold of the other and opened her legs further until she dipped her chin as if to say “yes”. She gazed at me, panting, both nipples now lipstick red, her lips full and wanting and the glisten of her pubic hair in the darkness making me crave salt.

That first climax of hers will live with me forever. It was the longest of all moments, with almost the least contact imaginable – just the tip of my finger skating on the silk-topped tip of her clitoris and she with her back arched as far as it would go, unable to thrust further and find relief because of the cords holding her.

I revelled in her ecstasy and when the moment was right the gentlest pressure was enough to make her collapse back onto the bed, crying out. I pursued her and rubbed her until she said “no”, the word stuck on repeat long after I’d stopped touching. My fingers still were wet as I stroked her livid nipples and kissed all the “no’s” away, waiting for her breathing to settle before untying her.

I hauled the duvet over us and we cuddled and kissed in slow waves after the stormy high tide.

In the months that followed, I had so much to learn. I learnt what all the different coloured ropes in the drawer meant; what it felt like to be fucked by a dildo driven by a sensitive, sensual woman – fantastic!

But I never mastered the strap-on, not to her satisfaction. Maybe I tried too hard, I don’t know.

But, even in the heaven, I’d learnt the lesson in Jen’s wise words – “enjoy her while you’ve got her.”

I knew one day Alicia would go.

And one day she did.

One day, coming home, the uncanny silence of the flat told me the day had come.

The barbs of the moment darted into me – heart, brain and vein.

You’ll think me a heartless bitch when I tell you I got top marks in that year’s exams. In my defence, I lived alone. I had nothing. I wanted nothing except Alicia. So I studied. And I also had the luxury of not having to look for another room-mate until the next term.

My exam successes came with a price. Every day I lived in hope of hearing the sound of her key in my lock.

But instead, eventually, it was a knock on the door. I skipped to answer it, already seeing Alicia there, but opened the door on Jen, her eyes fierce for battle but her head slightly to one side as if in anticipation of defeat.

In silent turmoil I opened the door much wider than I needed to.

We sat on the sofa, staring down at a muted TV.

At last, I took a deep breath and said aloud, “You’re welcome to stay.” Four words, cards on the table, face up.

After a long pause, yet with typical Jen abruptness, she looked at me, full face. “So, do I get to have her room?”

“My dear, I moved in there months ago. You get to have my old room.”

She gave an endearingly vulnerable shrug.

We knew what we’d both lost and it was nice not to have to hide it.

She said, “Alicia’s a teacher. It takes her about a year but then she moves on. I knew she wouldn’t be here. I’d heard she went off to Australia with an older woman. I came hoping you’d be here. That’s what it is.” She gave another “careless” shrug.

The vulnerability of her shrug touched me but I had to say, “I’m not such a thieving fat bitch then?”

A Jen smile is something worth waiting for. “You were never fat and, that night, you looked kind of cute – tied to the bed.”

We held hands and eventually kissed a long, exploratory, slightly competitive kiss.

And that was the beginning of year three.

I will never feel guilty about Alicia. I know she isn’t coming back but if she did, I’d drop Jen in an instant, just as she would me.

I want to be with Jen because by being with her I am also with Alicia – and Jen is a challenge!

I’d only feel guilty if I shrank back down into the old Debbie as if what Alicia had taught me meant nothing. Until she said, “Now it’s your turn,” I’d never realized that I even had a turn.

Alicia made me realize what I want and taught me how much I have to give.


SHAMED – AND SHAMELESS!

Lydia, Connemara

I grew up in a rural community in Eire so remote that, at the age of thirteen, I was sent off to boarding school where I stayed until I was nearly nineteen. I got on well with the other girls (single sex, no boys) and maybe I was very innocent, but sex never entered my mind much, even during puberty.

Just after I turned eighteen, our French teacher, Angela, a pretty and petite young lady invited me to her house for tea one Sunday afternoon. I was flattered and made sure I looked nice and smart in honour of the occasion. I was the only guest and we sat in the garden in the warm sun chatting of school and my background and interests. After we’d had tea, it became rather chilly so we went indoors and settled down on her couch together. She gave me some wine, which I wasn’t used to but Angela said it would be alright. As the level in the glass went down, I felt more and more relaxed. I was aware of Angela snuggling up closer to me and her arm around my shoulders. She asked if I had any boyfriends and I could honestly say no, it had never been an issue with me. Her mouth came very close to my cheek and her warm breath felt ticklish as she whispered, did I like girls better?

The next thing, Angela was holding my hand and taking me into her bedroom. She began to kiss me and I swear I was going to resist but I just couldn’t, her mouth felt wonderful, like honey or cream. She unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it off. My skirt was next, unzipped and taken down. Her fingers teased my nipples through my bra. Then I felt her fingers in my knickers. I was ashamed of being so wet there! I felt it must be wrong to be aroused so easily. Of course, I was getting quite carried away, too, kissing her and fumbling with her breasts, while she encouraged my fingers lower. I ran my fingertips over her smooth mound; I remember I found this startling and very erotic – I had never thought that area could be shaved! I began to rub her between her legs and she became very wet. The wetter she was, the better I could rub and caress her there and then slip my fingers inside her. I was totally carried away by now; I remember I had no thoughts as to who she was or who I was. We were just two lovers.

Meanwhile, Angela had her fingers between my thighs and she gently inserted them inside me. I could distinctly feel her thrusting in there and then she stopped pushing. She asked if I was still a virgin. I blushed. Angela asked if I wanted to lose it. I said yes and there was this sudden pain which made me cry out. Then she lay back and said, “Sorry, did it hurt too much?” And I just shook my head and hugged her. That sort of broke the spell and after I tidied myself up Angela kissed me goodbye and I returned to school. I think she realized she had gone too far. We didn’t repeat our love making; within a week or two Angela abruptly left the school. I never knew why but could maybe guess.

I left school, too, not long after having taken my final exams. I didn’t want to return home to a tiny village and no prospects so got an office job in town and saved hard for a couple of years. I still didn’t feel attracted to boys and only girls gave me a buzz but, apart from one or two half-hearted flings on trips to Dublin, I had no relationships. At the end of two years I had enough cash for a holiday in the United States, somewhere I had always wanted to go, following in the footsteps of my Irish forebears.

I travelled on a tourist visa and that gave me three months to sightsee and enjoy myself. In fact, I went straight to the west coast, to Los Angeles, a real pilgrimage as I adored the movies. I had a great time and visited all the sights like Hollywood and Sunset Boulevard, Universal Studios, Disney and some of the great surfing beaches, plus up-market San Diego and across the border to Tijuana. In fact, I had such a good time that my carefully hoarded cash was running out fast; it wasn’t going to last for a whole three months. One evening I was walking back to my room from the diner conveniently situated in the motel grounds when I passed some newspaper vending machines and out of interest picked up one of the free sheets. It was called LA Xpress, or some such thing, and frankly it was quite shocking, being full of adverts for sex shops and raunchy phone calls and so on. But one thing caught my eye, an ad by a studio looking for women to star in films. Now, I wasn’t so naive that I didn’t guess this was for the sex industry but I was so concerned about my lack of cash that I wasn’t too fussed. And I knew I shouldn’t work on a tourist visa but guessed that that sort of employer was unlikely to care about formalities!

There was no request for a CV or photographs in advance, just come along and be checked out. I had a hire car, a “rent-a-wreck”, literally, as I was still too young for any major rental firm to consider me a suitable client. So with a road map and some luck, I found my way out to Van Nuys and this particular studio. Now, this wasn’t Hollywood and there were no fancy gates with ornate ironwork and a uniformed guard and offices in bungalows and scenery being moved by and a back lot glimpsed in the far distance or anything like that. Just an anonymous white warehouse in an industrial zone, baking in the midsummer city heat.

I thumbed the call button on an intercom and a voice asked what I wanted. When I said I had come in response to the ad in the Xpress, the door buzzed open and I found myself at a reception desk. The woman behind the desk was eyeing me up and down, not too friendly, as though she had seen so many girls come in and as swiftly go out again that it wasn’t worth wasting a smile. She gave me a form that asked for some basic stuff like name and address, acting experience and vital measurements (luckily I knew mine!). The form ended up by stating that the work involved acting in sexual situations and that if I was unhappy with this I should leave. Otherwise, just sign – and I did.

Having waited a bit, I was taken back to an office with a middle-aged man behind a desk. He looked at me and at my form and asked why I wanted to act in his films. I was honest about needing the cash. At that he pressed a buzzer and the woman from the front desk came in. She looked me up and down, too, then asked me to strip. I must have looked startled because she said something like, “What did you expect here, honey, an Oscar award maybe?” I kind of giggled at that and thought, well, why not? So I got undressed. I had worn my best underwear that day and stood there, shivering in the cold air con blowing right on me from a ceiling vent.

The woman looked at me in disdain and said, “We ain’t shooting lingerie this week, honey, strip means strip right off.”

As I hesitated, the man said, “If you can’t do it in a room with just us two, how’re you gonna do it on a set with a big horny actor and a cameraman, director and crew, huh?” So I stepped out of my panties and took off my bra and just stood there as they walked around me.

The woman nodded and the man said, “OK, we’ll give you a try. Any preferences?”

Wow, I was in! I was going to be an actor! Well, sort of. But preferences? I could only think of one thing and I blurted out that I wanted to do it with women, not men, just women. The man nodded slowly. He said I was in luck, they were shooting a series of lesbian encounters that week and needed some new faces. I was good to go, would I start now?

I said, “Yes but what about, you know, the money?”

He said, “We’ll see you right, it depends on how many scenes you do.”

I picked up my clothes, and the woman gave me a sort of cotton wrap to wear and took me down the hallway. I felt like I was in hospital with so little on and other people fully dressed around me! We went into a studio set, which was made up like a bedroom. As we entered, the woman put a hand on my bottom (or butt, as they say) and patted it. She seemed a bit more friendly. She asked if I was really a lesbian or did I have a jealous boyfriend outside somewhere. I said I only liked girls and that seemed to please her. We sat next to one another on an old couch; suddenly her hand slipped under my robe and caressed my knee and thigh. I was surprised; I suddenly began to see a tender side to this tough woman and I put my hand on her arm and squeezed encouragingly. We both smiled at once.

Next thing, I was told to get in the bed and that a girl would come in and undress while I watched and then join me. The covers were to be left pulled back and we were to make love and do it slowly, the scene had to last. This older girl came in after that. She was tall and done up like a boss woman, all power dressing and attitude. She stopped when she saw me and said something like, “What are you doing here?”

I just stuttered, I didn’t know what to say.

That seemed OK, as she said, “One of my husband’s tarts are you? I’ll show you what a real woman can give him.” And she undressed to her lingerie and was on the bed with me and we were kissing and caressing.

She took charge, which was fine with me and fitted in with her bossy business role, I suppose. She took my face in both hands and kissed me hard. Next her lips travelled down to my breasts and she was licking and sucking me there. By instinct I had my hands on her bottom and one slipped between her legs and began caressing her slit through her French knickers. How shameful was this? A convent-educated girl finger fucking a complete stranger who just happened to be a beautiful woman as well! Next thing, my fingers were inside her panties and feeling just how wet she was there. Oddly enough, not much. I suppose this sort of thing was just a job to her, as routine as any nine to five stint. In fact, she whispered in my ear not to rub her too hard there as her slit would be sore and she had more scenes to film later!

By now, she had found out how wet I was. I’m sure I was soaking the sheets below, and she slithered down me to put her lips to my pussy and began to lick me and suck my clit. My fingers were enmeshed in her hair and I just hung on, probably pulling a bit too hard and then, wow, I just exploded. It was no acting, a mammoth orgasm ripped into me. My companion looked a bit startled; I suppose it was unprofessional to show real rather than fake emotion but I couldn’t help myself.

Anyway, the director seemed pleased and shouted out that that was a wrap (see, I was getting the lingo already) and thanks girls.

I more or less fell off the bed and back to my older woman friend, as she seemed now, who put the cotton robe round me and hugged me gently. She told me I’d done real well and, as a first timer, that was enough for today. I got dressed and we went back to the office where a wad of dollar bills was thrust at me. Needless to say, I took them.

I was told to come back the next day. When I did, there was a minibus outside and it appeared we were going to a location shoot out in the hills somewhere. The storyline was that two women who were old school pals but had lost contact found one another again via a school chums’ website and were meeting up. Both now had high school age daughters who also attended the meeting held at the upscale home of one of the moms. I was the “visiting” daughter; my “mom” was, as the part demanded, about twenty years older than me but still incredibly attractive. We sat next to one another on the minibus and she filled me in on the story line. The other mom and daughter were already at the shoot.

Once we had filmed the “meet and greet” part of the film, we were comfortably seated in a nice lounge, chatting with glasses of wine and nibbles, just like a real meeting of friends from the past. The other “mom” was very much on a par with my own in the movie, a very attractive brunette with well stacked breasts and nice smooth thighs, all very visible under a tightfitting, low-cut, short sun dress. I was seated next to her.

As the movie developed, she asked me questions about my life (in the role, of course) and I was prepared with my background story. She asked if I had any boyfriends and I said no, I was too shy. I giggled and that seemed to please the director. The “mom” had her arm round me and began asking me if I liked girls and did I, you know, look at other girls, like at their legs, boobs or up their skirts. I genuinely blushed because it was so close to how I felt. After that, we went off hand-in-hand and she took me to a bedroom where we chatted and she persuaded me to lie down on the bed and relax. I felt her fingers begin to massage my feet, my thighs and then up under my skirt. Soon, she was stripped to bra and panties (and yes, she did have big, beautiful breasts) and I was being stripped, too.

After this, as we were kissing and cuddling the “mom” began to show me what I had been missing as she demonstrated lesbian sex to me in detail. In truth, she was in great shape and either a super actress or genuinely aroused as she kissed, stroked and caressed me and I did the same to her. Very quickly, we were in the 69 position, her head buried between my thighs, which were already slick with my juices, and I was the same with her. Unlike my experience with the porn star the day before, she was hot and very wet there. That made it easier for me.

After a while, the director wanted a change of shot so I was told to lay prone on the bed and my colleague would kiss and gently bite my ass. Meantime I was to reach behind and hold her head in close contact with my rear cheeks. She was very gentle but I was surprised when she opened up my cleft there and her tongue began to probe and lube my anus. That just paved the way for her to don a strap-on and, with some added oil, slide her dildo into my tight rear. I genuinely jumped and grunted at that. She began to surge in and out and I felt I was being stretched right open, yet at the same time I had this incredible sensation boiling up inside me. My belly felt as if it would explode and I orgasmed, this time with a burst of ejaculation that I had never, ever in my life experienced before even when masturbating to my wildest fantasies.

It was another successful shoot. Back at the office, I stuffed some more glorious greenbacks into my purse. I should have been mortified; it was astonishing and shameful for a convent girl and yet, for me, I had found the perfect occupation.

The fierce reception lady was in the office, just getting ready to quit for the day. She asked me how the shoot had gone and, after I replied that it had been enjoyable, she wondered if I would like to have dinner with her. I was glad not to have to spend another evening on my own and followed her in my rent-a-wreck to a nearby diner. As we ate, she told me how she had been in the same sort of films but now preferred, as she put it, to fuck with the girls from behind a desk.

During the meal, I could feel her playing footsie with me and I just loved it. Maybe I was a bit lonely and starved of affection but there was something genuine and touching in her attraction to me – and mine to her. If I was becoming a slut I didn’t care!

After paying the bill – her treat although I offered to go Dutch – we went back to her place, a bungalow in the hills overlooking the Pacific Coast Highway. I had barely got out of my auto when she was on me, kissing me so deeply and holding me so tight that I was lost for breath. We fell through her front door together and staggered down the hallway, dropping clothes on the way. In fact, it was just like a scene from a porno film. We wound up naked on her bed, a black-haired Irish colleen and a flame headed Yankee MILF all tangled up. The air con cooled our sweaty flesh as our tongues embraced, our breasts pressed nipple to nipple and our pubic mounds ground together. Her thigh was soon hard between my legs and forcing up against my slit, abrading my clit and bringing another flush of passion to my normally milky skin.

Of course, I stayed the night. My lover was kind, supportive and encouraging. An older woman, just the sort I found I liked. A genuine redhead with smooth freckled skin kept carefully out of the fierce Southland sun; a generous mouth with a very expressive tongue that could explore the most intimate of places; loving fingers; pendulous breasts that swung so sexily side to side in bed when she was on top; a trimmed mound of Venus and lower lips that got wet at my touch.

After some more weeks doing randy shoots at the studio with assorted lesbian lovelies, I had to return home to Eire to trade up from a tourist visa to a working one and to say goodbye to my friends and my employers. Now back in LA, I rent my own apartment, own my own automobile and feel quite established. And do I still have a real lover of my own? Yup, I sure do. No surprises that she remains that fierce dragon lady who encouraged my early attempts in the blue movie business from when I first turned up at the studio.

Heaven – and she’s all mine!


I WATCHED HER WASH A CUCUMBER

Samantha, Vancouver

I never would have believed it was possible if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes – and then experienced it for myself.

When I stepped out of the end stall in the washroom at work, Mina from Accounting was cradling a field cucumber in both hands, holding it under the faucet. The building had installed those fussy automatic sinks that never turned on when you wanted. While she tried to get the water running over her cucumber, the liquid soap dispenser spewed all over the wrist of her suit jacket. She swore under her breath, shaking it off.

“You’re making a salad for lunch?” I asked.

The moment that question was out of my mouth, I realized how strange it was that she was washing produce in the bathroom. There was a sink in the kitchen, after all.

“Hmm?” Mina got the water running, and rubbed the cucumber between her hands.

I stepped up to the sink next to hers, watching and wondering why she’d opted for such an unwieldy cucumber. When she caught me staring, she scowled.

Flustered, I stammered, “I haven’t had one of those guys since I was a kid. The skins are tough, don’t you find? I only buy the English ones now.”

“Ahh.” Mina held the field cucumber in one hand while she rubbed off the sharp little nodules with her fingers. She didn’t even look up at me.

“So, I’ll see you in the lunchroom?” I said, hoping to spark some reaction.

I waited for a response, but when none was forthcoming I pushed the door open with my elbow and left.

Mina never showed up in the lunchroom that day.

She wasn’t a weird girl, but she was quiet and nobody at the office knew much about her. I’d always found her pretty, in a conservative buttoned-down way, but beyond her looks I didn’t think about Mina at all.

Not until that day I watched her wash a cucumber.

What could she have done with it? It couldn’t be what I’d convinced myself it was. Images kept flashing through my mind of Mina taking that giant cucumber into a bathroom stall, hiking up her skirt, throwing down her panties and fucking herself silly. Is that really what she’d done?

You know what they say: the most obvious answer is usually the right one.

About a week later, I stepped out of the washroom stall to once again find Mina at the sink. Just like before, she had a field cucumber between her palms and she was rubbing it under running water.

I watched her washing it, mesmerized by the motion of her golden brown skin against the cucumber’s deep green flesh. Her rings glided up and down her wet fingers as she rubbed the thick, long vegetable. My knees went so weak I had to lean my hip against the sink to keep from keeling over.

“Will I see you in the lunchroom?” I asked. My voice was a whisper. I could barely hear myself, so I wasn’t surprised when Mina didn’t answer.

When I left the bathroom, she was all I could think about.

The third time this happened, I was bold enough to ask, “What’s with the cucumber?”

She looked up at me, looked straight into my eyes, and said, “I’m going to the roof.”

“The roof?” I wondered if that was any kind of answer to my question. “Isn’t it locked? I didn’t know we could get up there.”

“The lock’s broken. I’m going up.” She tugged a few paper towels from the dispenser and dried off her cucumber.

I couldn’t stop staring at the thing. I couldn’t figure out what was going on, if she was inviting me up, if she was actually going to eat that thing or if she would do what I kept picturing.

“Can I come too?” I asked.

Mina shrugged, and that was good enough. My lunch was in the fridge, but I could forego a meal if it meant discovering the fate of that big cucumber.

Following Mina up six flights of stairs, I watched as she pushed the roof door open with her hip and stepped out into the gleaming sunlight. Shading my eyes, I walked out after her.

To my surprise, there was a garden on the roof with a few small trees and hardy rushes. I walked past them, away from the door, and meandered along a path to the soft little flowers that grew close to the ground. I couldn’t resist bending to stroke the downy petals.

“Pretty, aren’t they?” Mina was smiling when I looked up at her. She eased her long body down into the patch, cucumber in hand.

Though I had my suspicions, I asked, “What do you do up here?”

She never stopped smiling. In fact, she beamed so intensely I started to back away a bit. It wasn’t until she raised the cucumber to her lips and kissed the end of it, grinning like the devil, that I halted. What could I do? I just stared at her, my jaw slack.

Mina raised her eyebrow – only one, not the other – and I knew it was an invitation. Maybe it was the heat of the sun or the altitude, or even just the softness of the flowers under my bare knees, but I wanted her. I wanted everything she wanted, and maybe even more.

Leaning back on one elbow, Mina opened her legs, drawing her business-length skirt up past her hips. I gasped when I saw that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pubic hair was black but very trim, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the glimmer of juice coating her pussy lips. I watched in amazement as they opened to reveal the perfect pink glistening inside her labia.

Right away, there was a thick pulse between my legs. It beat so forcefully I would have touched myself if Mina hadn’t been there staring at me.

I didn’t think I could speak, but the words tumbled out of my mouth hot as lava: “Put it in.”

Mina tilted her head, smirking. Then she extended the cucumber in my direction and, like a vixen, said, “You do it.”

I grabbed the thing from her. There was a part of me that wanted to ram it up her snatch just to see how she’d react, but I knew she’d put her trust in me. I knew she had faith. So I was gentle. I took it slow.

I’ll never forget the way Mina’s pussy lips glistened as I traced the domed end of that cucumber around them in sweeping circles. Every time I got to the top, I nudged her clit a few times and she opened her legs even wider, bucking her hips off the ground. Tossing her head back, she hummed her approval like a song, and the sound of her voice like that, full of longing and desire, turned me on more than I ever could have imagined.

My palm was sweating so much it was hard to keep a firm hold on the cucumber. God, it was just so massive I didn’t know if it would really fit inside of her. I had to pull the big vegetable away just to get one more look at that tight little hole. Her slit was deep pink bordering on red, and that wet flesh seemed to be grasping for the pleasure I’d taken away.

“Put it in. Put it in!” Mina’s voice was thin, and it cracked when she begged. The sound made my pussy clench, just like hers was doing as I watched, and I ached to spread those engorged lips. I wanted to use my fingers, or even my fist. I wanted to drill inside of her with my body.

“Put it in,” she repeated again and again, like a mantra. Her eyes were closed now, head tossed back, lips slightly parted. Her long, black hair swept the groundcover, shimmering in the brilliant sunshine. “Please.”

I couldn’t resist any longer. Pressing the tip of the cucumber flush to her slit, I pushed with enough force to make her yelp.

“Sorry!” I cried. “Did I hurt you? I’m so sorry!”

She raised her hips and her head simultaneously, glaring at me for a good beat before offering an impish smile.

“Keep going,” she said, and I did, twisting the cucumber. Every time I turned the thing one way or the other, Mina writhed along with it. Her breasts rose up in the air and, God, they were gorgeous – so full and round. I could smell the tang of her cunt overlaying the aroma of garden flowers as I forced the cucumber inside of her, watching her pussy open to a big O.

How could something so tight accommodate something so big? It seemed impossible. I’d never been penetrated by anything so huge, and I didn’t want to be. Big cocks scared the hell out of me, and this cucumber had a greater girth than any flesh-and-blood man in existence.

Even so, I felt strangely empowered holding that thing in my hand, jamming it into Mina’s beautiful cunt.

Not roughly, mind. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt her. Mina had opened herself up to me in the most intimate way imaginable. She’d stretched my boundaries, and all I wanted to do was fill her with pleasure. For me, I knew that would involve more than just ramming a big cucumber in my pussy. For me, it would take some clit stimulation.

I wondered if Mina was anything like me. I wondered if she’d like what I liked, but I didn’t wonder for long.

Leaning forwards, I breathed in the musk of Mina’s cunt. Now that my fingernails had pierced the cucumber’s flesh, I could smell its freshness so much that I was salivating wildly as I plunged my face against her crotch.

With her pussy lips spread so wide, all I could do was plant myself above her clit and lick that tender bud. The cucumber was filling her now – I could tell by the resistance her cunt muscles exerted as I pressed forwards – so I used the lust she’d inspired to lick her like crazy. I don’t think my tongue had ever flicked so fast. Mina went wild, hollering as she dug her hands into the groundcover, sending up earthy scents of soil and grass.

She looked like a totally different person this way. Around the office, Mina was so buttoned up, so put together. Now she was a wild woman, crying out for more, always more. “More, yes my lovely, more!”

I gave her what I could, licking her little clit like crazy, hoping that was enough. It was, judging by her screams, which seemed caught somewhere between exultation and torment.

And then her hand was in my hair, her fingers twisting it into a rope, pulling, yanking, hurting me. I didn’t care. Her insistence only made me work harder, and the better I did, the more I gave, the more her pussy clenched on the cucumber, making it jerk in my hand.

Bucking her hips, she fucked the massive vegetable, grinding her clit against my tongue, getting off on both at once. She wasn’t saying words anymore, only screaming, crying, yelling out nonsense syllables while she thrust her hips up at the cucumber and at my mouth.

Her excitement made my heart race, and I licked her as fast as my tongue would let me. My jaw ached, but I couldn’t stop. I wouldn’t quit until she told me to.

And that came soon enough. Mina bucked high up off the ground, teeth clenched, squealing through them, fists balled in my hair. I tried to move the cucumber in her cunt, but she was just too tight now, and no matter how much I licked her clit, she didn’t loosen up.

“No!” she cried, which was the opposite of what I was used to hearing in bed. “No more! Too much, no more.”

I looked up at her, and her eyes were wide as dinner plates, like her orgasm had put her in shock.

“Careful,” she warned me as I pulled the cucumber from her pussy. She smelled so good, like salad and musk. I wanted to eat her in every way possible.

Mina held that pose, leaning back in the bed of flowers as I held her cucumber. She watched me like I’d watched her when she was washing it – with an expression of sheer intrigue.

And then she said, “Lick it, my lovely.”

God, the way she looked at me when she said those words . . . how could I refuse? I’d somehow managed to ignore my own arousal while I got Mina off, but now that she was spent and sore I wanted my turn. If I licked her cucumber, would she lick my pussy? I certainly hoped so.

I hadn’t got the full taste of my beautiful co-worker’s cunt just by flicking her clit with my tongue. When I took a long, languorous lick of the vegetable, the taste of Mina hit me full on. It had a sweetness to it, as well as the brightness from the cucumber’s spritz, but it was the dense musky aroma of pussy that really stuck in my throat. I turned the thick vegetable in my hand, lapping up every trace of pussy juice.

By the time I’d finished, the cucumber shone with saliva and my throat was thick with the taste of Mina.

“Your turn,” she said with a sly grin.

I smiled too. “You want to eat my pussy?”

“No.” She gave me a curious look and then glanced at her beloved cucumber. “I want to fuck it with that thing.”

My stomach knotted as I looked between Mina and the giant cucumber. “What? No way.”

She nodded slowly and then snatched the cucumber away from me. “Yes!”

“No,” I said, though I’m sure she could tell I was fidgeting to hike my short skirt up and over my hips.

“On your knees,” she instructed, like her word was final. “I’m going to fuck you from behind.”

I just sat there staring at her for what felt like forever. My heart pounded so hard I felt it in my cunt. Finally, I couldn’t think of any reason to resist her . . . or the cucumber. Afraid as I was, I wanted them both.

Pulling my sopping undies down to my knees, I bent over so my ass was in the air and my forehead touched the soft groundcover. I could feel my whole body cringing as I waited for Mina to make her move.

She pushed up my skirt to get it out of the way, and then rubbed my ass cheeks with her palm. When I thought about her staring at my asshole, I felt so humiliated that my brain started to buzz. This was all so . . . weird!

And then suddenly – smack! – she slapped my slick pussy lips with that big green monster. I rolled my head enough that I could watch from underneath while she smacked me again. Boy, it made me shiver when the cucumber drew a gossamer strand of nectar from my snatch. In the bright sunlight, my pussy juice actually shimmered.

“Fuck me,” I groaned, though the idea of that huge vegetable filling my pussy still made my stomach clench. “But go slow. Don’t hurt me.”

She said nothing as the cucumber’s rounded tip met my slit. I thought it would be cold, but it wasn’t. I think being inside Mina’s pussy had softened it up, too, because when she started pushing it into me it didn’t feel as deathly huge as I thought it would.

“Play with yourself,” Mina instructed. “Touch your clit, my lovely.”

My tender bud was so engorged with arousal that I actually gasped when I touched it, arching off the ground.

“Stay,” Mina commanded, pressing down on my lower back. Her hand was so hot I wouldn’t have been surprised if it left a brand on my flesh.

I could feel the cucumber pulsing in my cunt, opening me wide, and I tried not to think of what Mina’s pussy had looked like when I’d forced that same veggie into it. I couldn’t imagine being stretched that wide. I couldn’t believe it was happening to me.

Even so, I rubbed my clit and growled, “More!”

My pussy was unbelievably sensitive, my lips thick and wet, my clit throbbing, begging for release. Mina put more pressure on the cucumber and I felt its smooth curve opening me wider. My fingers whacked the monster as I scoured my bud, lifting one shoulder and crushing my cheek into the soft ground. I wished I could open up my blouse, feel the soft flowers and grasses caressing my naked nipples while Mina screwed me, but my breasts were pressing down too hard. Anyway, I was too turned on to be coordinated.

That’s when Mina started twisting the cucumber inside my cunt, just like I’d done to her. It entered me deeply, and it felt so foreign, so unusual, so unabashedly huge that I wasn’t sure how I could handle its girth.

“Come for me,” Mina chanted as she turned the cucumber. “Come, my lovely.”

She was juicing me like an orange, and it felt so oddly wonderful that I knew I’d find my orgasm if I just kept stroking my clit.

I was right.

Shocks erupted through my belly, streaming down to my tits, exploding like fireworks. I lost all control at that point. Without fear or reservation, I bucked back. Mina held steady, driving the mammoth cucumber into my pussy as my orgasm took over.

Up on the rooftop, I grunted like an animal, like I wasn’t human anymore. “Awww yeah, fuck yeah fuck yeah fuck yeah!”

My voice was dark as gravel. I didn’t recognize it, except that it resonated in my chest like a canon blast. When I squeezed my eyes shut, galaxies exploded against the darkness of my lids. My skin was on fire, and that fire blazed through me until the only sensation left was the stretch and pull of a massive cucumber lodged in my snatch.

I lost track of time until Mina carefully slid the monster out of me. My pussy ached for it, but I knew I couldn’t bear any more. As it was I’d be feeling my distension for a week, at least.

Mina stretched out beside me and licked my pussy juice from the cucumber’s dark green skin. It was quite a spectacle, and my clit started pounding again as I watched her. I was just about to touch it when she said, “Back to work. We’re late already.”

A deep flush consumed me when I saw the grass stains across the front of my blouse. How was I going to explain that away at the office? My heart started thumping again, and my knees went so weak I didn’t think I’d be able to stand, until Mina helped me to my feet.

Before edging into the dark stairwell, Mina shielded her eyes from the sun and asked, “Would you do it again?”

My pussy was swollen and sore, I had grass stains on my boobs and my panties were soaked through with juice. Any sensible woman would say no, but the word stuck in my throat and before I knew it I’d said, “Any time.”

On our way downstairs, I asked Mina, “What are you going to do with that cucumber?”

She held it tight and said, “Slice it up, add some tomatoes, red onion, Greek dressing – makes a nice salad. I’ll bring some for lunch tomorrow, if you’ll share it with me.”

What could I say? “Yes, please.”

My mouth was watering already.


PEACHES AND CREAM

Ellen, Gloucester

I’m married now but my husband wouldn’t dream that my first sexual experiences were with girls. This one was a particular high point. After Clea, lesbian loving was never the same again – nor was my pussy. I had gone over to this girl’s to work on an essay and had been invited to stay the night. We were in our first year at university and still living with our parents in holiday time. We had shared a bottle of Curaçao over our essay, both lying on her bedroom floor, a mix tape grinding out electronica in the background. By ten o’clock we were both woozy and blue tongued. She had been playing with my curly hair and we had grown nearer and nearer each other on the mat, feeling each other’s warmth. I had spent a lot of time looking at the way the bedroom floor squashed her breasts against her, bending them out of shape and making them squeeze out of her top. Before I knew it we had bumped noses and the next minute we were necking, her hand in my sweater, my hand down the back of her jeans, stroking her soft, full crease. I was getting into arses and had begun to crave the secret heat that women kept in the seat of their pants. She lapped her tongue inside my closed mouth, making my nipples swell. My cunt throbbed like an idling engine.

After about fifteen minutes heavy petting we were both flushed and breathing thickly. Clea kneeled up and pulled off her sweater. She wore an ordinary soft, white bra through which poked the tips of her large, wide nipples. She laid me on the bed and tugged off my jeans. I was going to get my cunt eaten out and trembled with anticipation. As she wriggled out of her cords I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my lemon yellow knickers and peeled them off. The gusset was already shiny with my oozing oil. I imagined how good it would taste to her. I lay back and spread my legs wide, gagging to be licked.

She stopped.

“Ugh!” she said.

“What?” I asked, closing my thighs.

“Fuck, you’re all hair!”

For a moment I wondered what she could be talking about, but then it occurred to me she was referring to my pussy. I had luxuriant hair down there, dark brown and thick, it grew in curls of which I was very proud. Past lovers had twined their fingers in it and used it to hold apart my lips – one even threaded beads into its chestnut coils, which rubbed in the most unusual way as she ground her pelvis against them.

“Of course I am – everyone has pussy hair. It’s perfectly normal.” I sat up on the bed, still in my T-shirt, my bare legs on her duvet, my tuft bristling and showing between my blushed thighs.

Clea smirked and in one smooth, sensuous movement, dropped her knickers and stood before me in just her bra. My eyes nearly fell out. She was completely smooth. Completely. I had never seen anything like it. You could see everything: her soft underbelly, her taut loins, the small, slight crease of her outer lips, the pale pearl of the inner lips, hiding away. I asked her why she did it and she replied that she had always done it.

“Feels snazzy,” she said, wagging a long tongue at me. “If you’ve never licked a baldy cunt you’ve never lived!” I wanted that long tongue up my hole. I wanted it to squirm its way between my buttocks and write “Clea was here” on my perineum in silver loops of her perfumed spittle.

“I’m not going down on you with all that wuzzy,” she remarked. I was hurt. Half of me wanted to pull my pants up and get the hell out of there, but the other half was looking at Clea’s smooth, nude pussy and wondering what it would be like to lap its sweet, bare, pinkness.

“Let me shave you,” she suggested.

“No. Are you crazy? You’ll cut me.”

“No I won’t. Look. I didn’t cut myself!” She sat on her desk chair and splayed her legs.

I looked. I do like looking at cunts. Her lips were pale pink and faintly serrated. There was neither hair nor mark. She shifted forwards with a grunt, opening her buttocks. Her anus was hairless too, pink-puce, without a blemish. I leaned in and let my tongue rest on the little bull’s eye. She shivered and eased away.

“Shave first,” she said.

“No way,” I replied.

“Look. I’ll show you,” said Clea. She removed her bra, letting her warm, soft tits loll against her ribcage. I could smell their secret warmth. She leaned over and, taking something from her desk drawer, walked, naked as she was, out of the bedroom and into the bathroom. Under the striplight I found her blowing up a pink party balloon. Where she got the balloon I don’t know. It occurred to me that she had prepared. Either that or she had done this before. She took an everyday can of shaving cream from the bathroom cabinet and squirted a tennis ball sized blob onto the balloon’s bulge. Using her fingertips in a way that made me cream between my legs, she spread the shaving cream evenly over the rubber’s indecent curves and before my eyes, she shaved that balloon smooth, sud by sud, drawing lines through the white until all the foam was gone. Not once did she nick the rubber. I began to touch my clit, just a little, back and forth, just warming her up.

“All right,” I murmured.

“Great,” she purred. She filled a bowl with hot water from the tap and picked up a razor, soap and brush. It was a gentleman’s badger-hair brush and through my head flashed the words “badger”, “beaver”, “pussy”, “stoat”. Funny that something so hairy should be used to remove hair. I pulled off my T-shirt, letting my full breasts bounce in the steamy air, and sat on the loo.

“No,” said Clea, “back in my room. If my folks get back we can turn out the light and pretend to be asleep. We don’t want my dad walking in on me hunkered over your gash, scraping off your wool.”

Filthy talk like this makes me hot and I could feel a bloom of peach-juice between my legs.

Back in her bedroom, Clea put on a low lamp. She laid a large bath towel over the bed and, without bidding, I sat on it with my back against the wall and my thighs wide.

“Spread wider, honey,” whispered Clea. I opened my legs even further, putting my hands behind my knees, stretching my cunt wide. I moaned with pleasure as the sticky lips were pulled apart, letting the air reach my coral. The tendons strained at the tops of my thighs. I could smell the easy musk of my own overheating pussy and this made me hotter still. She took a pair of hairdressing scissors from her bedside table (convenient?) and cut my bush down, auburn curl by auburn curl, each time with as much love and care as a Victorian sweetheart would use to take a lock of hair from the temple of his beloved. The curls went in the bin but I noticed that one, a corkscrew ringlet of especial beauty, shot with an electric thread of copper, she dropped into her bedside cabinet. Filthy bitch, I thought. I wondered how many other curls it was sharing a bed with. Would she wank over that? Put it on her tongue? Sniff it? Stroke her clit with it, softly, softly, until she came, shuddering?

Soon Clea’s careful scissors has sheared me down to a close matte of hair. Each snip had revealed more of me, my fattish clit now peeking out from between short bristles, over the slight prominence of my mons veneris and matching in rosiness the flushed magenta of my slight and crinkled labia. She blew lightly over my crotch, making me sigh, and replacing the scissors, squirted foam into her hand. The feeling of a handful of shaving cream, cold and silky, right on my cunt, was indescribable. I cried out as she massaged it indiscriminately into my now-short pussy hair, rubbing it into folds, across the clit, into the hole, her hands smearing my buttocks and playing with my anus.

Then the shaving began. The feeling of aroused dread as I watched her draw the razor between my legs was something entirely new. My cunt juices made slick patches in the foam, like fruit juice oozing through whipped cream. My whole pussy looked like a cool, luscious trifle of peach and white, ripe to be eaten. Clea whispered to herself as she shaved patch after patch – “there’s a good girl”, “there’s the little clit”, “pretty pussy”, etc, until it was all I could do not to arch my back and cram my cunt into her open mouth. Her lips were often inches from my crotch, her tongue involuntarily flicking just within her mouth. I knew she was aroused, too, as she opened and closed her legs, squeezing her thighs together. It took nearly fifteen minutes to shave my pussy close and by the end I was faint with expectation. I needed sucking or fingering or something pretty soon, but no.

“On your knees,” demanded Clea.

I did as I was told, wobbling on the bed. I bent and arched my back, blooming out my pale buttocks and parting my sticky thighs. I prayed she’d lick me, finger me, stick her hand up my pussy, anything but, no – I heard the ball bearing rattle and cool foam hissed out, lathering my perineum, anus and crack. Her hot hands followed, smearing the cream over my whole rear end. The smoothing action was particularly nice and made my arsehole twitch with joy, Clea’s finger rotating on my pucker-bud like it was a computer mouse. I cried out with desire, my tongue hanging from my mouth, my cunt muscles working towards a thrumming come.

The razor arrived. I felt the blade edge towards my anus, the lightest touch, like a little silver tongue. Clea shaved smooth the soft, soft hairs around my secret hole and the ivory channel between my buttocks, even drawing her razor softly down the sensitive bridge of my perineum. I arched my back and parted my thighs further, the shaving driving me towards a precipice of abandon.

Just as I was sure it was licking time, Clea started to lather my buttocks, smoothing creamy foam all over my quivering pink globes from the tops of my thighs to my hips. I could not believe it when she began to shave my bum cheeks – a completely new sensation, the fine-as-glass down I had had since puberty vanishing to bring a new kind of nudity. First one pillowy cheek, then the other. Just as she rinsed the razor for the last time, I heard the heart-stopping sound of a key in the door. I froze and clenched my buttocks.

“Your mum and dad?” I hissed.

“Sh!” said Clea and to my utter shock, eased what could only be the long, smooth wooden handle of the shaving brush into my well-soaped anus.

I gasped in shock and bit my lip. “What the fuck are you doing?” I hissed. My arse was slippery with soap but, although slender, the softly-contoured intruder burned slightly. I had never put anything in my rectum before and the new the sensation of being stretched like this was a bit mind blowing. “Ga-aag,” I remarked.

“Sh! Sh!” spat Clea, wiping last trails of suds from my arse cheeks. Twin footsteps climbed the stairs.

“Are you still awake, Clea?” her mother’s voice called.

“Just—” Clea replied sleepily. She half withdrew the wooden dick-handle from my bottom and screwed it back in again with a sadistic twist.

I moaned silently into my own chest. I had never experienced the bruised claustrophobia of danger-sex before. It was a drug. Fuck me, I thought. Fuck my virgin arsehole.

“Nice evening?” called the mother. She was right outside the door.

“Lovely,” murmured Clea. “My friend’s here. We’re just dropping off.”

Clea’s mother continued to chat through the closed door as Clea bum-fucked me slowly but purposefully with her soapy brush handle. I had often wondered what people saw in butt business but at that moment I realized that it is not so much the mechanics of it (although it felt nice, in a dark, weird kind of way,) but a kind of rejoicing in the wrongness. It is so grubby, a filthy hallmark of risk and transgression that just reeks of desire. I rocked my hips and fucked back on that tidy handful of wood, feeling my sphincter open and close. I groaned as I felt my orgasm (entirely unexpected – I mean, an anal orgasm?) throb gently through my arse and clitoris, shimmering down my legs.

“Oh, oh, fuck Clea!” I breathed, biting her duvet.

“Night, Clea,” called her mother.

“Shit, oh fuck me I’m coming,” I whispered. “Oh my fucking arse!”

“Night, mum,” replied Clea, withdrawing the brush with a pop. The dirty bitch sucked that wooden handle. I mean sucked it, all soapy and arsey and warm. I was so aroused I thought I’d piss myself. When we heard her parents’ light click we got to work.

To keep my moans low, Clea offered me a choice of gag: my knickers or hers. I chose hers, relishing the feel of the cotton as they were bunched into my mouth, savouring the tang of salt and spice against my tongue from the day-old gusset. She made good use of mine, stuffing them up her cunt with two fingers. “To soak up the froth,” she said crassly. “I get drippy when I lick.” She had such a foul mouth. I loved every word.

She arranged me on all fours and knelt behind, running her tongue over my shorn cheeks. I trembled with the sheer horniness of it. The feeling was incredible, like the touch of the ocean on a warm day. When her tongue found my anus I moaned softly into the gag. She rimmed me roughly, circling the ring, stabbing at the hole and then, with surprising muscularity, forcing her tongue up my arse, until she was licking inside, undulating with a flame-like ripple. I heaved with emotion, pushing my anus out at her trying to get that hot tongue further up my bum. My face burned with degradation but my cunt was on fire.

Her tongue slipped from my rear and slithered down my dripping pussy, licking the lips until she reached my bare clit. She toggled the swollen bud, easing her thumbs into my nude cunt, opening the shorn vulva until my coral gaped. The feel of her thick tongue lapping me from behind rocked me into another orgasm. I grunted into the gag, my throat burning from repressing screams as she flicked my clit like lightening with her straining tongue. I collapsed onto my front and she flopped down beside me, laughing. Her kiss was a slobbery mess. I tasted clit, come and, like a faint spice, my arse, just a grace note, like pencil shavings. Her painted fingernails slipped stickily between my labia and found my throbbing clit.

“Oh shit,” I mumbled. A gentle rhythm became faster and harder as she masturbated me, rubbing my wringing folds to a shaking orgasm. As I came she flicked my bean hard, like a tiddlywink.

“Ow! Uh! Uhhhh!” I cried, as the pain exploded into joy.

“Time for a boy-job” she laughed. She pushed my thighs apart and went down, taking my clit into her mouth and sucking it under immense pressure, in a tiny parody of a blow job. She shivered her tongue over the tip until, after what seemed like hours of pleasure, I trembled into a shuddering climax.

“I love eating your cunt,” she remarked, wiping her swollen mouth on her wrist. “You’re musky – herbal.”

“Tha-anks,” I panted. I had no idea I was so orgasmic, but it was the smoothness, the nudeness of my pussy which was driving me over the edge. Before I could push my damp fringe from my eyes she was peeling apart my raw cunt with her fingertips and pushing three slender fingers inside. She found my g-spot, ruthlessly rubbing the vaginal roof in a way that gave me a rollercoaster tummy and made my arse twitch. Just as my whooping breaths were about to explode into another orgasm, she changed tack and, reaching forwards, put her fingertip on my cervix. This was new.

“Ooh!” I said. That sly, dirty bitch eased her fingertip into the tiny mouth of my womb. A weird, molten feeling swept my legs, somewhere between an anal and a clitoral feeling. I replaced my sodden gag.

She inserted four fingers to the knuckle.

“Fuck,” I said. My slick cunt could not resist as she eased her thumb in too and slipped her hand in. I removed the gag.

“You’re f-fisting me. Fuck, Clea, you’re fisting me!”

“Quiet,” she said. Waves of lascivious joy built as she eased her bunched fist up and down in my stretched, soaking pussy. A final crashing orgasm rolled over me like breaker after foaming breaker on a perverted lesbian beach. Just as the climax reached its zenith she extended her middle finger and inserted it once more into my tight cervix. I thought the top of my head would come off.

“Shiiit!” I hissed. “Shit, shit, shit!”

She eased out her foamy, creamy hand. My shaved cunt was smoking with inner heat. When I got my breath back I turned to her. I was woozy, addled, near sleep, but I wanted her to come! To pay her back for buggering me with her dad’s shaving brush, I went down on her and when her arsehole was good and slick, wormed first one, then two, then finally a straining three fingers up her bum and pumped them in and out as I licked. She bucked in rhythm, gasping with pleasure, her arse squeezing in time with my lapping tongue.

“Faster!” she gasped.

I pounded her, licking so hard I’m sure it must have hurt. She came with a hoarse, ragged cry and nearly fractured my hand, clenching her sphincter in spasms of pleasure, muffling her burning face with a pillow.

All the long night we fucked and slept, slept and fucked, masturbating mutually in the wee small hours, sixty-nining languorously as the sun came up, each gripping the other’s apple-smooth buttocks, dabbling in the blowsy pink pouches of each other’s spread pussies. Our final act, before Clea’s alarm went off, was a slow, achingly erotic scissor-fuck, sliding our poor, sore cunts up against each other, riding each other’s natural lubrications, moving slowly but working hard to squeeze one more tingling orgasm from our numb bodies. We sweated during this one, shaking slowly, rubbing the raw orgasm from our bodies until we came together, gasping with relief, dripping with perspiration and our sweet emissions.

I left after a heavy-eyed and awkward family breakfast. I could hardly sit straight on the bus ride home. When I got in I slept, but on waking, I stripped, bathed and inspected my new downstairs coiffure. It was unusually puffy after licking, flicking, sucking and fisting all night long. This led, of course, to wanking. I spread myself on my cool coverlet, Clea’s stale knickers in my mouth, and rubbed my smooth, clean, naked pussy again and again, the handle of my hairbrush eased on a tide of oil into a place for which it had not been manufactured.


IN THE HOT SEAT

Laura, Sutton Coldfield

I confess; I already knew exactly what I was going to tell her. I just wanted to bide my time and savour the moment. The scenarios played over in my mind countless times in the long weeks building up to our meeting. It always ended the same way, of course; gasping with pleasure as I reached an inevitable, unavoidable orgasm, remembering the lesbian encounters that excited me the most.

The doctor looked at me quizzically over the rim of her glasses and asked me when I’d first had lesbian tendencies. I leant back in the adjustable black leather chair and savoured the attention, really soaked it up. A fan frantically rotated on the painted ceiling above me, but still, my normally pale cheeks felt flushed and hot. I told her the truth; that I’ve always been attracted to women, but never wanted to admit it.

I’m sure she emitted a frustrated sigh. She knew, and I knew, that she’d need to re-phrase the exact same question again. The doctor was a busy lady; a professional. She did not need this. She asked when my lesbian inclinations had come to the forefront. It was textbook stuff.

I closed my eyes and felt welcome cold air blowing against my face. I told her that I was eighteen and on holiday in the south of France with my parents. My folks pretended to be respectable and old-fashioned, only we spent our days on secluded nudist beaches because my father was insistent that “the sand is much better quality there”. Of course, it had nothing to do with Dad checking out the naked women, who’d play bat and ball and Frisbee all day long with everything going in all conceivable directions.

The doctor interrupted me, told me I was drifting from the point. Her voice was completely expressionless, her tone without any emotion. She clicked a black high heel shoe against the laminated floor.

I managed to disguise any irritation and continued in full flow, telling her that the nudity didn’t really do anything for me, that it was too exposed, too blatant. Then one evening, after a long day at the beach, I was sent to get some food from the camp site. The sun was fading and there was a nice breeze. A girl was serving. She was probably in her late twenties and, oh my word, she was stunning, with long brown hair down to her cute little upturned arse, olive sun-kissed skin and a French accent that just made me melt.

I sensed the doctor leaning forwards. You’re listening now, I thought. She’d stopped scribbling notes in her pristine blue folder. I imagined her breasts straining against the fabric of her cream blouse and I wondered what panties she wore under that pencil skirt of hers.

I went on with my story. When I got to the front of the queue, the girl smiled at me. It felt like a secret smile, though, like she knew exactly what I was thinking. She took my order, hurried around preparing the food. And then . . .

I paused at this point. It was solely for dramatic effect, naturally.

She asked what happened next. There was a suggestion of interest in her voice that was not previously there.

I told her that the girl leant forwards to get something from the bottom shelf, that her white T-shirt was loose. She was not wearing a bra. And that I saw everything.

Everything?

Everything, I repeated, with a smile. I told her about the perfect, soft, round tits with tiny dark nipples that I’m sure – no I’m certain – looked hard to the touch. How it was just for a few, wonderful seconds before the girl leant back and the moment was gone. The girl handed me my order and gave me a look that said everything. She knew exactly what I had seen.

The doctor ran a delicate hand through her long, tussled dark hair and asked me how it had made me feel.

And I told her exactly how it made me feel; that I was hornier than I’d ever been in my whole damn life, how it was the first time I’d felt my cunt twitch without me even touching it. I ran in the direction of the tent as fast as my legs would take me. The excitement was just too much, though. The camp swimming pool was on the way. There were only two people in it, a man and a woman, probably in their fifties. I had my swimming costume on underneath my shorts. I tore the shorts off and I lowered myself into the steaming Jacuzzi, where I frigged myself underneath my swimming costume until I came almost immediately, in fast, maddening spasms.

She made some more notes. I dared not look at her; dared not look at the expression on her face. There was a faint, musky smell of sex in the small office and, probably a little too optimistically, I wondered whether it was solely from my own arousal. I adjusted my short, tight skirt.

Still, her tone remained neutral when she asked me whether I felt the event changed my attitude to sex with other women.

I resisted the temptation to tell her how it really made me feel; how my body trembled with excitement all day long, burning with lust and desire. My fascination was only further enlightened by my first lesbian encounter, at a drunken party, with a cute girl (I’ve forgotten her name) with a light sprinkling of freckles on her cheeks.

I told her that it made me want it more, that I had a burning desire to tease, to do anything that was out of the ordinary.

She asked for a specific example.

Damn, I thought. I could sure give you a specific example. I longed to slip my hand inside my low-cut top and massage a nipple. They craved to be touched, to be stroked.

I resisted temptation and decided on an example to share. I explained that it was when I was working in the City, when I was only twenty. I was the one who ran around doing all the jobs nobody else wanted to do, like making the teas and doing the filing. I told the doctor that it made me feel important, right in the thick of the action, surrounded by execs in suits, and yet she just fiddled with the nib of her pen. She wanted me to get to the point. It felt good, knowing that I had aroused her interest.

I continued to tell her how a woman sat opposite me on a train to London Bridge every day. She was probably in her early forties and looked like she had an important job, as she was always immaculately dressed in suit jackets and taking urgent business calls. At first we just exchanged polite smiles. She wore a wedding ring. Then one morning I wore black fishnet stockings under a skirt that fell about half way up my thigh, and at this point I pulled my own skirt a few inches higher to demonstrate the length to the doctor. I ran a hand over my smooth, naked thigh and told her that when I casually glanced up, the woman was staring, open-mouthed, and that I recognized the look from the men in the office. It was a look of pure, unadulterated lust. I smiled at the older woman and she blushed, went as red as a beetroot. It felt kind of exhilarating, that effect. The woman was much older and more important than me and, of course, she was married. And yet, I said to the doctor, I knew I was calling the shots.

She nodded her head and I continued. The teasing stage continued for quite some time. One day I “accidentally” left a button on my blouse undone. The bra that I wore underneath was skin-tone colour and most definitely encouraged the imagination. Another time, I parted my legs just a few extra inches, allowing her gaze to travel all the way along the trail of my smooth thighs. I’d smile at her knowingly, but it was only ever brief and fleeting. I could tell by her nipples, poking through her blouse, that she was aroused. All the other passengers, sat on either side of us, were blissfully unaware of anything untoward going on. It was all very innocent. This continued for weeks. The train journey became the most exciting part of my day.

The doctor asked how things came to a head.

I told her that it was a Friday morning in the summer. It was absolutely pouring down with rain and felt very warm and sticky. The woman sat opposite me as usual. I could smell her sensual, feminine perfume, but I completely ignored her, avoided any sort of eye contact. I could feel her frustration. The train reached the station and I stood up to depart. Just as the doors opened, I turned and looked her straight in the eye. She held my gaze. Getting off the train, I took a completely different route. My hair was damp from the warm rain. My skin glistened. When I glanced around, the woman was behind me, trailing me by about twenty yards. I smiled. I just knew that she would follow me.

When she kept moving towards me, I continued.

I stopped under a little tunnel, I explained to the doctor, which was sheltered from the rain, and stood against the brick wall. Just hundreds of yards away, the city was packed full of people, professionals in suits on their way to work. Here, there was nobody. I heard high heels tentatively clicking against the cobbled pavement. The woman appeared around the corner. Her face was flushed and her steps looked uncertain. She must have known that she was taking a massive risk, that she might have been making a huge mistake. But still, she walked closer, her eyes darting from side to side. She stopped inches from me, and for a moment, just stood there, anxiously waiting.

“What did you say to her, Laura?” She wanted to know.

“I waited until she looked at me in my eyes,” I told the doctor. “Then I said, slowly and deliberately, ‘So, are you going to fuck me or what?’”

The doctor cleared her throat. “And?”

“And,” I replied, now unashamedly rubbing a hand against my nipple through the light fabric of my blouse, “she did.”

There was further coughing. On cue, she asked if I could provide any specific details.

I explained that the woman rolled the hem of my skirt higher, so that it rested on top of my ample hips. She didn’t bother taking my panties off; she just pulled them to one side. The woman forced her face between my juicy tits and tore at the bra with her teeth before hungrily sucking on a hard pink bud. There was a ferocity that I hadn’t expected. This seemingly respectable married woman had fizzled over the edge. A finger was pushed inside me, and then another. I raised my legs and wrapped my thighs tightly around her slender waist. I bit into her neck in a desperate attempt to restrain my sudden uncontrollable gasps of pleasure. A train approached on the track on the bridge. Everything started shaking. Nothing could be heard over the sound of the train. I screamed at the top of my voice as she fingered me to an orgasm.

There were more scribbles. The doctor asked if I ever saw the woman again.

I told her that no, we always travelled in a different carriage afterwards. There was just one time, when we passed each other in the street, a few months later. We just exchanged a delicious, knowing smile. It was our little secret.

She continued with her notes. Her handwriting was very creative, with exaggerated curls at the beginning of her letters.

“So what’s your diagnosis, doctor?” I asked, sitting upright in the leather chair.

She looked at me now. Her hazel oval eyes sparkled. She laughed affectionately. “I’m sorry, Laura,” she said, “but I’m not a psychiatrist.”

I knew that already, of course I did. She was a sex therapist. I had volunteered to contribute to her latest book which, she said, was an in-depth analysis of female fantasies.

She said that she really appreciated my contributions, that it was most enlightening and would definitely enhance her research.

She looks the perfect professional, I thought, in her skirt that falls just below the knee and cream blouse with just one button left undone. Her thick, dark hair was tied back in a bun behind her neck. There was just a subtle layer of lipstick on her full red lips. I knew that it was just that, though – a look.

I flatly asked her, without blinking an eyelid, whether she felt that she had gained a greater understanding of what made me tick sexually.

She flashed a smile which displayed a row of perfect white teeth and said that yes, of course she had.

“It’s just I guess I’ve been a bit selfish,” I said, moving closer to her in my seat so that I could almost sense her body heat. “One aspect that I failed to disclose is that I’m excited by exploring what makes other people tick sexually, just like you are.”

She looked less controlled now. Her top lip trembled, ever so subtly.

“I assure you that all my research is for my book, Laura,” she said, avoiding eye contact. “There is no other possible benefit.”

I moved closer again. The sole of her shoe brushed against my knee. The delicious scent of her perfume was more apparent now, but that was not the only aroma in the room.

“Okay, doctor,” I said, remaining professional. “If you assured me that, theoretically speaking of course, if I slid my hand between your legs, I wouldn’t find that you were soaking wet, I’d completely accept your word for it.”

She visibly gulped now and said that as it was just theoretical, any conclusion will be inconclusive.

My hand slowly slid along her long legs, brushed against the surface of her black tights, and I felt her tremble. Her hands grasped the handles on her chair. I noticed her fingers reddening. My caresses continued higher. She made no attempt to resist them.

I whispered in her ear, as my fingers pushed the frilly panties to one side, that it was fortunate, then, that my own research was much more practical.

Her juices were flowing, trickling all the way down between her buttocks. She felt sticky and deliciously hot.

I muttered that the practical research was much more conclusive.

The doctor moaned, deep from the throat, and tugged on my blonde hair. My index finger circled her clit, which stiffened under my touch.

“I’ve been teasing you all along,” I said, probably confirming what she already knew all too well.

She kissed me passionately, her tongue snaking inside my mouth. She tasted warm and sweet and sensual. I increased the intensity on her clit and she responded by playfully biting into my upper lip. My own cunt was pulsating. I knew my panties were drenched. She pulled her lips away from my mouth. She could not take any more.

“I’m such a bad girl,” she moaned, as her body shuddered and she came over my hand in long, shattering waves.

She panted in my ear. Her breath was warm and damp. She frantically struggled to unbutton my blouse, but her fingers were trembling. She pulled my firm tits over the top of my lacy bra and firmly groped and squeezed them. There was a hunger, a need in her touch. My nipples responded instantly. I’m such a bad girl, I’m such a bad girl, I remembered her saying.

“I think that you like to be treated like a slut,” I muttered, pressing her mouth over my nipple. Hot saliva trickled between my round globes. She nodded her head and moaned approval. She continued sucking my ripe nipple, the tip of her tongue rolling over the bud.

“You act and dress all prim and proper,” I continued, my voice just a growl, “but really your sexual cravings are stronger than any of the women you interview. You are a real slut, doctor,” I cursed, pulling on her brunette hair. She momentarily prized her limpet-like lips from my nipple and moaned, “I am such a slut, Laura, and I like to be treated like a slut, too.”

I pulled on her hand and bent her over my lap. Her flannel skit was quickly pulled high over her waist, her panties rolled down her thighs. I massaged her pert little arse cheeks with my hand and then slapped them. She yelped girlishly as the cheeks rippled. Her skin was pink and delicate. I slapped her again. This time, her were groans were deeper, more passionate.

“Little slut,” I repeated.

“Oh God, lick out my slutty little pussy,” she begged.

I didn’t need to be asked twice. Only, I wanted to choose where we did it. I lifted her from her feet and held her in my arms. She was so slender that she was light as a feather. I dropped her down on her own desk. She rested her buttocks flush against the edge of the table. I knelt down on my knees and planted my lips between her legs. Her face shook from side to side. Papers fluttered all over the floor. My tongue darted inside her sizzling pussy, and I pushed it back and forth in a fucking motion. Hot juices covered my chin. Sweat trickled down her thighs and over my cheeks. It was only a matter of time. She was at the point of no return. She wailed loudly as her knees trembled and another orgasm overtook her body.

Two sex addicts together was an irresistible cocktail, full of sparks and explosions. We swapped positions and roles and continued fucking all afternoon until eventually we collapsed in a hot, sweaty heap on the reclinable leather chair where it had all begun.

When the book was published six months later, my confessions played a starring role. I received a signed copy from her. Inside the front cover, she had written a personal message.

To Laura, please continue with your very individual research! If there is a sequel, we will make sure that we work on it together. Regards, The Sex Doctor


THE SHREW TAMED ME

Carla, Aberdeen

Believe me, I was frightened. I had only done six school plays, and two others at smaller theatre companies. Mary’s Court, the company I was trying out for now, was one of the most important in the area. Rumour was that several of its actors went on to the professional stage, and many who played there had occasional bit parts on TV and in commercials. Jenny Paragon, who had been on daytime TV until she quit for the theatre, was the director of The Taming of the Shrew. She was tough at the auditions, and I never expected to hear from her again.

When I got a callback from Ms Paragon, I heard the usual, “Carla, you were very good but . . .”

That was the way it started out, and my heart dropped, as it usually did when I was turned down for a part. I almost blocked out the rest of Ms Paragon’s sentence, but the meaning finally came to me.

“. . . You’re not quite right for Kate, but I would consider you for Bianca, if you’d come in for another reading.”

I was ready to express my thanks for the audition and my hope that I would do better next time before the meaning of what she said sunk in and I realized that this was not a call to let me down lightly but an actual callback.

I said nothing and she continued, “Do you know the opening scene of Act Two?”

I knew the scene, of course. It was where Kate, who is Katherina to everyone in the beginning of the play, ties Bianca to a chair and demands information. I told her that I would be happy to come in to read again for Bianca. She asked if I could come to the stage door of the theatre at eleven the next evening.

“If you don’t have a ride, I’ll make certain you get home,” she said.

I thanked her profusely and then dove for my volume of Shakespeare’s comedies.

I suppose I should have told you more about myself in the beginning, especially considering what happened after that call. I’m nineteen and not terribly brilliant, but I think I’m a good actor. I have an excellent memory for lines – not a photographic memory, but a good memory.

While I read and then studied the lines, I found myself thinking about Ms Paragon, with her auburn hair, her very nice breasts, larger and better shaped than mine but not enormous. Thinking about her created a strange tingle in places I usually didn’t tingle unless I was pleasuring myself.

I never thought to ask who would get the role of Kate, but it didn’t make any difference. I had a callback for a decent part, and I would do my very best.

A callback, oh, my God, a callback!

I studied the lines until very late. I awoke in the morning to dreams of the gorgeous Ms Paragon and I running naked through a field with Tudor type houses all around us in Padua. Of course, Padua is in Italy, but dreams don’t always make sense.

At work the next day, I found myself repeating lines, and wondering what woman would be walking around me and demanding answers as Kate. The whole time I thought about that, I thought of Ms Paragon in the part.

Usually at an audition, I wear a sweater and jeans, but you never know what kind of costuming a director and producer will use when they do Shakespeare these days. I figured a skirt and blouse at least. Bianca was supposed to be the feisty younger sister, more attractive than Kate, so I gave myself the whole treatment when I came home from work. I took a soak in the bath while I recited Kate’s and Bianca’s lines. I worked for almost an hour to get the right look without wearing obvious stage make-up.

I applied bright red lipstick. My tits are hard and somewhat flat, so I wore a tight bra that pushed up hard on my breasts so that the nipples popped over the top. It set up a pretty picture that would be appreciated by most guys, and maybe by Ms Paragon, too. The truth was that I didn’t date men much and most of my sex was with other girls my age.

“You look good enough to eat,” Ms Paragon said, holding the stage door open for me.

I blushed at her choice of words, but I had obviously been successful with the image I wanted to project.

I asked her about the casting, and she pretty well shut me down about that and said I would be the only one auditioning tonight.

She explained the scene, saying that I was to be tied in a chair even in this audition.

She had me sit in a chair that was already set up, and quickly tied me to it. She walked around me and tested the tightness of the thick red ribbon. She had commented on how good I looked, but I said nothing to her about how she looked. I noted the way her tits, naked under her black sweater, jutted out against the wool. I got those tingles in my special places. My pussy was dripping, wetness soaking into my panties as we did the short, opening scene of the second act.

“. . . I pray thee, Sister Kate, untie my hands.”

It was the last line she let me say before she demanded we do it over.

“Carla, it doesn’t sound like you want to be untied,” she said, with a sly turn at the corner of her lips.

“I do, I really want to be untied,” I insisted as the character, not as me, Carla. The problem was that I wanted Ms Paragon to do something to me as much as I wanted the part.

“That’s better, take that attitude.”

I liked being tied up with her threatening me, but never putting me in danger. It was an odd kind of sensation. I wanted her to hurt me in some way, not necessarily with violence, but with . . .

“What’s going on in your head?” she demanded.

“I . . . let’s do the scene again.”

We did it again, and a third time, and by that time she was satisfied with my delivery of the line, but she did not untie me.

She gave a wicked smile, and she squatted in front of the chair to look up at me. At the same time, she had drawn her long skirt all the way over her thighs. She wore no panties and the folds of her sex were open. The moisture was pouring from my pussy now, and soaking back to the crack of my ass.

“What would you do for the role of Bianca?” she asked as if making a demand rather than an offer.

As exciting as it was, it was also scary. I had never made love to a fully adult woman before. Ms Paragon had asked the question again, and I said, weakly, “What would you want me to do?”

She told me I had a great attitude, and she stood straight up in front of me. I lost the hot angle at her pussy but her nipples still jabbed out like fingers beneath her sweater, and she suggested that we reverse roles. I would tie her up and read Kate. She had a sly look the whole time she spoke and I was both afraid and excited, not about reading Kate but, well, my pussy was telling the story.

I felt her hot, sweet and sexy breath on the back of my neck as she untied my hands, and I found myself wondering if she had brought me in for this private audition because she wanted me for a part, or she wanted something else. But I didn’t dare think about that, because I wanted what she wanted. I wanted her to touch the nipples of my breasts, but she didn’t. Instead, she just took the ribbon with which she had tied me, stepped in front of the chair and looked down at me with those hot, green eyes.

“Do I really have a chance for this part?” I asked her.

“My dear, you have several parts. Which part I want from you, I’m not quite sure. Which parts do you want from me?”

My pussy was drenched, my clit was throbbing. I wanted to say “Pussy”, “Lips”, “Tits”, any of those but I settled on, “Everything, every part.”

She grinned and nodded, and I knew we were playing from the same mental script.

She drew her skirt over her thighs again, and spread them just as she had done when she squatted in front of me.

“Is this something you like?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

I wanted to kiss her first, but I was the ingénue, and she was the director. She had all the power, but it was power that I willingly chose to give up. No more words were said for a while, and I went to my knees and parted hers, and then I parted her thighs. I parted her pussy even further with my thumbs. Like my clit, hers was throbbing. I did not tie her to the chair because we were no longer reading words, but merely reacting to each other’s desires. I ran my thumbs closer and closer to the throbbing clit.

“Kate would never do that,” Ms Paragon said.

“I’m not Kate, I’m Bianca,” I said, falling into the role. “I do what Kate leads me to do.”

My heart was pounding, my pussy throbbing. I thought of that night when I was drunk with my best girlfriend. I wanted to do those things again. I wanted to eat and be eaten, but there was never the right occasion; this time it was perfect.

“You look good enough to eat,” I said, repeating her line from earlier in the evening. I had no idea what time it was or how late I would get home, but I didn’t care and I asked her to take off her sweater.

Without a word, she reached down and peeled the black sweater all the way over her head, letting me see those lovely tits with their hard, jabbing nipples.

My own tits were swelling like they had never swollen before, but I liked the way my bra acted as a harness now and was pushing them up and over. The wire hurt the undersides. I knew from Ms Paragon’s stare that she liked them, so I didn’t mind the pain.

I put my right index and middle fingers on her clit and pressed it with a little circular motion. First, her eyes rolled back, and then her head went back. Her staring at the ceiling was less intimidating but it was also less exciting. I told her to look at me and watch, and she did. I smiled and she gave a grimace of pleasure as I slid two fingers into her pussy and brought my face closer. I hesitated only a moment, looked up, and then brought the tip of my tongue to her clit.

She neither spoke nor moaned, but I knew from the almost imperceptible rotation of her ass on the chair that she was enjoying everything that I did. I was enjoying it too, but at the same time, I needed pleasure. As I licked Ms Paragon’s pussy and sucked clit, I slipped my left hand between my own thighs, urging the saturated wetness of my panties against my pussy.

I licked and I moaned, I captured her with my lips, and my heart continued to pound. Her hand moved behind my head and she pulled my face harder against her well-angled pussy. I pushed my tongue inside her as far as it would go.

I took my hand from my own pussy and pushed both of my hands up the front of her body. I massaged her tits while I tongued her pussy. When I pinched her nipples, she let out not a, “eek” sound as my friend had done, but deep, low sigh of, “Oh, yeah.”

Now, I only vaguely cared if I got the part. I was making her moan and giving her pleasure as her plays had always given me pleasure.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she said.

They were tiny repetitions and not the moaned-out sighs of a woman pretending to come. She was coming for real and because of that and the work of my left hand, I was coming too, and I embarrassed myself with my own moans, my own loud but legitimate sounds of pleasure.

I kept working at her even as I worked my own pussy and then, finally, her whole body went stiff. She shuddered, and then she shuddered again, and then she relaxed. When she finally calmed down, she looked at me, reached out for my face, and brought her lips to mine.

“You are such dear girl, you will definitely play Bianca.”

It was the absolute best I could hope for in terms of the play, but it was the end of our pleasure for the evening, and I was disappointed that on the way to my flat, all she talked about was the play and the rehearsal schedule. She gave me a copy of the edited and annotated script and dropped me off at my flat.

Even as we went through rehearsals, Ms Paragon, who was now known as Jenny to everyone in the cast, gave no indication that we had ever spent those hours together alone on stage at what was supposed to be a simple callback. But it did not keep me from pleasuring myself to thoughts that I might be with her again sometime.

“Shrew” got excellent reviews in the local media, and one reviewer noted the “true sisterly relationship between Kate (Jenny Paragon) and Bianca (Carla Hayes). Each seemed to bring out the best in the other.”

I was on a cloud at the review, which singled me out as a “. . . promising newcomer to the Aberdeen stage”, but I was sad that Jenny Paragon and I only related sexually that one time at the callback.

At the wrap party, two months later at a nearby pub, I sat with the rest of the cast members at a large table in a small, private room. I had too much to drink and an older actor who was once on television started to hit on me hard, as he did lightly on every female in the cast.

Jenny told him to leave me alone. I said it was OK, and I thought that was the end of it, but a few minutes later, Jenny said, “I’ll give you a ride.”

“I was planning to give her a ride,” the old TV actor said.

“I’m sure you were,” Jenny said.

She did not ask what I wanted, she just told me what she was going to do, but she did help me to my feet before she lead me to her car.

I was wasted and she was treating me like she was my mother. During the rehearsal period, she was super critical of my performance, and on the way home, I expected more criticism, so I leaned my head against passenger side window. She complimented me not only on my performance, but on taking everything that she dished out.

I didn’t tell her how often she turned me wet during the performances, especially in the scene where I was tied to the chair, but I think she knew.

“Do you want to go to my place?” she asked.

It took so long for the words to register through my stupor that she had to ask the question again. I finally gave a weak yes. She never responded, but she stopped driving towards my place. I didn’t know exactly where she lived, except that it was a better section of town than mine was.

When we were in her flat, I thought she was going to be all over me with fingers, tongue and pussy, or that she would want me to do the same things we did at the private callback, but she just helped me to the sofa. I flopped, pretending to pass out. I waited and waited, and then I must have fallen asleep. I awoke in the middle of the night, disappointed because Jenny did not try to undress me, nor, if memory served me correctly, had she tried to do anything else. She just woke me a bit later and forced some aspirin on me.

That was the extent of our intimacy, and I was frustrated. I had no close friends that I could confide in about my obvious lesbian tendencies, and I was not experienced enough to even know the right places to go to make contact. I figured that Jenny had her fill of me that one evening at the callback, but I still hoped she would cast me in the next play where she also had a part.

Just after dawn, I went in to take a pee, and while I was still on the seat, Jenny stood in the doorway. She was wearing a pink nightgown and her tits jabbed out as they had nearly two months before.

She said nothing and neither did I, but I stood from the seat. Instead of pulling up my panties, I let them slide to my ankles and I pushed them aside with the toes of one foot. Slowly, I unbuttoned my blouse. I unhooked my skirt and let it all fall to the floor. I stood in my bra, not the sexy one I wore that night, but the sensible one I wore for the performance on stage.

“You look lovely,” she said.

“Can I come to bed with you?” It was the most forward thing I ever said to a woman or man at any time in my life.

She told me that I could and she turned away. I removed my bra and washed thoroughly. I tried to be casual, but I am certain I rushed. I had only a mild headache thanks to the middle-of-the-night aspirin.

“You get on the bed,” she said, now naked. “I owe you.”

Yes, she did owe me, I had thought that since that first night, but I never breathed a complaint. I climbed onto the bed and she slithered her entire body between my legs, dragging her tits over my belly and bringing her mouth to mine.

Her kisses, her touch, everything pleased and overwhelmed me. Slowly and steadily, she kissed every bit of my body: eyes, ears, cheeks, neck. Her lips, her tongue, her fingers explored me, sending sensations that no man was ever able to trigger.

Yes, this time she was doing me as I did not know how to do her. She was teaching me love as she had taught me to perform the very important part in the play. She seemed to love me as a sister would love me, but she treated me like the most experience lover that has ever been.

Oh, yes. Her tongue dragged the places I had explored with her. She nibbled and licked in ways I did not know how. She taught me that night and in the nights to follow, during and after other plays she had directed. When she was ready to let me go, she turned me over to a director of a professional stage and thus began my career as an actress, as well as a woman.

By the way, my name is not really Carla Hayes and her name isn’t really Jenny Paragon. Some of you would know my name if I told you. It’s not a marquee name, but I do make a living at what I love. “Jenny” taught me to be not only a woman’s woman, but to teach others to be the same.


I CHASE STRAIGHT GIRLS

Mona, Winnipeg

I read a blog post a couple weeks ago explaining the “common misconceptions” with regard to lesbians. There’s only one point I remember, because it made me laugh out loud. It talked about how straight girls are afraid of us because they’re so anxious we’re going to hit on them. According to the blog, that “never” happens. We dykes have expert gaydar, we know our own kind and we never stray.

Well, let me tell you right now, that’s total bullshit.

I chase straight girls all the time. I chase them almost exclusively. The more a woman insists she’s not into other women, the more I want her. It’s the thrill of the chase, I guess. Bathhouse and bar chicks are boring – they’re so fucking easy! I can walk up to a group of pretty femmes on the dance floor, and those girls will be licking my boots by the end of the song. Where’s the fun in that? Fawning femmes are neat when you’re just coming out, but I’ve been around the block so many times my head is spinning. I like a challenge.

Lately, I’ve developed a taste for married women, the yummy mummy, rich bitch types in particular. They’re so resistant because they’ve got husbands and kiddies – though sometimes I think they’re more concerned about what the neighbours think. Luckily, I’ve devised a brilliant way to slip inside these women’s homes when they’re alone and lonely without sparking gossip across the entire block: I started up my very own little one-woman painting business.

I figure this is pretty brilliant. See, a lot of these yoga mums have money to burn on all this home décor bullshit, but they’re too lazy to paint their own damn walls. At the same time, they’re not totally comfortable inviting some strange man into the house while hubby’s at work and kidlets are at school. Perfect business opportunity! I posted signs all around the swanky neighbourhoods advertising the services of a trustworthy female painter. Got so many damn phone calls the first day my voicemail overflowed!

It’s pretty much always the same story: I come in for the initial assessment and the quote, and they kind of cringe at the sight of me. I’m no Bettie Page, that’s for damn sure, but what I lack in looks I more than make up for in confidence. And you know what? That’s what straight girls are after. I come on to them in their own homes, and by the end of that first visit they’re laughing at my crude jokes and writing me a cheque for paint supplies.

Last week’s conquest was a prime example. Crystelle was another one of these blonde bombshell grapefruit diet types with legs to her tits and tits to her teeth. We’re talking drop-dead fucking gorgeous. This woman could have done porn – she certainly had the name for it, and a body to match.

So I came over on the second day of Project Crystelle with my paint and my tape, a drop cloth, rollers, brushes, all that jazz. She’d hired me to redo her dining room in the new season’s ugly-as-shit fashion colour, and who was I to refuse? If I did a good job all around, she’d surely hire me back next year to paint it all over again.

While I covered her solid dining table and hardwood flooring with heavy cotton cloth, she stood in the doorway watching my every move. Well, I wasn’t going to waste an opportunity to flirt. I was shameless about it, in fact. What was she going to do if I got a little too crass, call my boss? So I looked that pretty woman up and down and I told her flat out that I wouldn’t mind dropping her on the table and painting her naked body with my tongue.

Obviously, Madame Crystelle wasn’t used to being spoken to that way, and certainly not by the help. Her eyes blazed with an emotion that had long been familiar to me – a combination of rage, curiosity and instant infatuation. Even though she folded her arms across her big boobs and took a step back, I knew I’d have her on that table by the end of the project. She obviously wasn’t getting enough from Mister Man. I could feel that from her, like a gaping wound. The girl needed to get her pussy licked, and she needed it soon.

That first day on the job, Crystelle would go away and come back, always hovering in the doorway like a ghost, like she thought I couldn’t feel her presence there. She only spoke up once, to say she was having a pot of yogurt and to ask if I wanted one, too. I jumped on that, telling her I loved yogurt because it reminded me of pussy: sweet and tangy, always leaves you wanting more.

Crystelle blushed and bit her bottom lip. I asked her if she’d ever tasted pussy, and she busied herself, wiping down the kitchen counters, which were already spotless, pretending like she hadn’t heard me. I asked again, and she giggled and said no, no she never had.

“Well,” I said to her as I handed back my spoon and empty pot of yogurt. “If you ever get the urge, I’ve got a nice wet pussy that’s ready just for you.”

She let her hair fall in front of her face, as if she could hide how eager she was to take me up on my offer. All she said was, “Good to know”, before turning away to wash my spoon.

When I went home that night, my muscles were aching from a long day’s work, but my pussy was ten times worse. Self-denial was part of the game when you chased straight girls. Lobster wouldn’t taste as sweet if you ate it every night, would it? Same goes for women.

Second day on the job, I arrived at Crystelle’s house after her husband had left for work and she’d dropped the kids off at school. When she opened the front door, man, my eyes nearly popped out of my head! What she had on barely passed for clothes: retro short shorts, white with turquoise trim, and a tube top that barely covered her nipples. Crystelle’s huge tits overshot the thing in every direction. I couldn’t take my eyes off those beautiful breasts because I was so sure they were going to come flying out of that teeny tiny top at any moment.

I said something stupid like “nice outfit”, and stepped by her so close I could feel her body heat through my clothes. That outfit was a sure sign she was ready for me. She must have spent the whole night imagining how it would happen. I wondered what was going through her mind as I set up for the day, pouring more paint and dipping my roller into it, spreading a slick coat against her walls. I’d primed them the day before, so this was the first time she was seeing the ugly tangerine colour I was putting up. When I asked her what she thought of it, she just said it was fashionable. Her friends would be impressed.

“But what about you?” I asked. “Isn’t there anything you want that’s just for you?”

When Crystelle didn’t answer, I knew it was time to take a risk. I set down my roller and strode across the room, but when I looked up at her, she was biting her lip, trying not to cry while her eyes got all pink and puffy.

Crying women turned me on like crazy, and when twin tears fell down her cheeks I grabbed her and held her close, kissing her hard. She made the sweetest sounds, like kittenish sobs, but I didn’t let go. Pressing one hand to the small of her back, I traced the other down her ass, squeezing one cheek through those sporty-girl shorts.

At first, she didn’t react. She let me kiss her, but she didn’t reciprocate. Then her tongue started writhing against mine, twining and whipping in my mouth. She held my face gently, and the move was soft but it made me sizzle. I slipped both hands beneath the waistband of her shorts, and she groaned as I gripped her ass. I wasn’t gentle with her. She had the choice to pull away if she wanted to, but I wasn’t going to make that an easy decision.

I was the one who broke away from our kiss, but only because I knew how to make her weak in the knees. I licked her neck and she shuddered, moaning softly as she jerked her head to the side. “Oh, that feels good!”

“Yeah it does,” I said, super-cocky, before sucking at her throat.

She pulled away, gasping. “No,” she said in a whisper. “Don’t leave any marks.”

I squeezed her butt even harder, and asked, “Why not? I want you to think of me every time you look in the mirror.”

Crystelle blushed and giggled, but said, “My husband . . .”

“You think he’ll notice?” I asked, even though I knew that comment would cut close to the bone. “When was the last time he even looked at you?”

Bowing her head, she bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut, like she could lock up those tears. I’d gone too far. See, I can read these straight women like a book and it’s clear to me when their husbands have strayed, or just lost interest. Crystelle was a gorgeous woman and I told her so. When she didn’t believe me, I showed her how serious my attraction was.

I told her she had great tits and I wanted to see them. Well, that obviously embarrassed her, but not enough to keep her from tugging her tube top down. Her tits sprang up like flowers in the springtime, and the fragrance of her skin struck me like a sweet perfume. She had pretty pink nipples that pursed against my cool breath. As a mother of two kids, she’d either had work done or she was insanely fit. Either way, just the sight of her made my pussy pulse. Crystelle was the kind of woman most men would follow to the ends of the earth. Me? I already had her in my grasp.

She was so tall I barely had to bend to lick her tits. Sweeping one hand to the front of her very tight shorts, I found her pussy shaved – hot and soft and so wet, her juices were dripping down her thighs. No panties on this one, not even a thong! I groaned as I pressed my fingers between the folds of her blazing cunt. In my mind, I could see what a pretty pussy she had. Her mound was creamy white and her labia glistening pink. She was ready to come at my command, and I would surely take her there more than once before the day was through.

As I teased her fat clit with my fingers, I also flicked her tits with the tip of my tongue. Crystelle made it easy for me by squeezing her breasts together, so close her nipples almost touched. Her skin tasted salty and sweet, and I couldn’t get enough. I lapped at her tits, side to side, sucking, even biting as she cradled them for me.

When I slipped my left hand between Crystelle’s bum cheeks, she arched and yelped, “What are you doing?”

Poor woman – her husband had never tried to shove anything up her ass, and she’d never thought to ask for it. Even with me, someone she’d never have to see again once the painting was finished, she was very reluctant. Just the thought of a relative stranger prodding at her asshole made her feel awfully embarrassed. At least, that’s what she claimed. I’m sure she was exhilarated as well, because when I kept right on pawing at her bum she never once told me to stop.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” I asked between licks at her nipples. I circled one finger around her puckered little asshole while my other hand went crazy on her clit. “Don’t you want more?”

She gave in, crying out, “Yes, oh please more,” as I sucked her nipples one after the other. Her skin was so soft against my tongue that I couldn’t wait to taste the pulpy flesh of her pussy. There was nothing I loved more than eating a woman out. Girls went wild when I got between their legs. But I wanted to make Crystelle come so hard her knees gave out before getting her up on that table and making her come all over again.

I rubbed her clit in sweeping loops and her ass opened up just enough for me to press the tip of my finger inside. She groaned in a wonderfully throaty way that made me tremble, and I knew I could get her over the edge if I just kept sucking her tits, playing with her pussy and fingering her ass.

Her pebbled nipples felt so damn good against my tongue, I imagined stripping out of my overalls and rubbing them against my fat clit. But I knew that wasn’t in the cards. The thing about straight girls was that they didn’t know what to do with another woman. It was easy enough for Crystelle to lie back and let me pleasure her, but I didn’t expected reciprocity. I wasn’t that stupid.

She held my head with both hands and pressed it like a vice when she came. Crystelle was a screamer, and she obviously wasn’t concerned that the neighbours might hear, because she went on and on, crying out streams of pornographic curses. Her ass clamped down on my finger and her hips bucked wildly against my hand until she’d obviously had enough and pushed me away.

But I hadn’t taken my fill of Crystelle, and I pushed back, urging her up on the table.

The drop sheet shifted under her bum as I pulled off her shorts and her tube top. When she was totally, beautifully naked, she spread her legs. She was still gasping for breath as I got my first look at her pussy. It might have been pink before I’d arrived that day, but after the fuss of my fingers on her clit, her labia were brilliantly red and engorged. I couldn’t resist their call.

Tearing a brand new paint brush from its plastic wrap, I went to her, bending between her knees. She asked what the brush was for, but I said it was a surprise. It had a thick base, brightly lacquered with shimmering blue paint. It would be perfect.

I teased her thighs with the horsehair bristles, and she laughed, but that was the least of my plan. When I got near her pussy with it, she asked if I was going to brush “down there”. Her trepidation opened up the part of me that loved sparking fear in another woman’s eyes, but when I teased her cunt with the bristles she just giggled. I shoved the handle up her snatch, but that was only to get it good and slathered with her pussy juice – it really wasn’t thick enough to make much of an impression, as much as she cooed with delight and leaned forwards to see the paintbrush jutting from her pussy.

Before removing it, I lowered my face between Crystelle’s milky thighs and licked her clit. She just about climaxed the moment my tongue met her bud! It made me wonder when her husband had last pleasured her this way. Not that I was an expert on men, but it seemed to me they didn’t know what they were doing when it came to clits. If they did, there wouldn’t be so many married women and straight girls giving in to my advances.

I flicked Crystelle’s raspberry bud with the tip of my tongue, and she grabbed my head, pressing it side to side like she’d done before. That didn’t dissuade me. I licked her even harder, with the meat of my tongue now, showing her just how velvety smooth I could be. She went wild, kicking and screaming until I pulled the paintbrush from her cunt.

Her feet fell to the table and she gazed down at me beseechingly, as if to ask why I’d taken her toy. But that toy could be put to better use. I pulled hard on the drop cloth, bringing Crystelle’s ass to the edge of the table. Instead of letting her feet drop, she perched her ankles up on my shoulders. She watched me, wide-eyed, as I pressed the tip of the paintbrush handle against her puckered asshole.

“What are you doing?” she cried, and then said, “No!”

I said, “Yes,” and my word was final.

Hovering between her thighs, I licked her clit with focus and power. Her asshole opened up like magic. I shoved the brush in slowly, hoping her pussy juice was enough to lubricate its path. She squirmed and squealed, but she didn’t say no again, and from what I could hear while I ate her pussy, she seemed to enjoy it.

There’s something special about the sight of a woman with a paintbrush shoved up her ass.

I sucked her clit and she came hard, screaming everything but my name. Her words turned into gibberish. She writhed on the table, grabbing at my hair and pulling it with those long, strong fingers of hers. I kept at her even when she said it was too much. I pushed her limits, fucking her ass with the brush, making her come harder by the second.

When I decided she’d had enough, I backed away, leaving the paintbrush sticking out of her asshole. I liked the way it looked.

She was dazed, that was obvious. She lay there on the table as I got back to work. Whether she was sleeping or watching me, I didn’t know. Eventually, she asked if I would pull the paintbrush from her ass, and I did, handing it back to her like a gift. She took it with her but left her clothes on the floor as she walked upstairs. The shower hissed and she was in there for a good long time.

When she came back down, she was dressed in pants and a long-sleeved shirt. She was cool with me, almost frigid, but that was always the way with the married ones. It didn’t take long for the guilt and regret to sink in. This society programs women to feel bad about feeling good. That’s just how it is.

I never expect these girls to fall in love with me, and I don’t think they ever do. That’s not my goal, anyway. I like being single. I like chasing straight girls. I love the thrill of the sport, but I’m more of a capture-and-release type hunter. They can keep their husbands and their kids and their big-ass houses and their boring sex lives. They can keep their memories, too – of that one time, that secret time, when they were seduced by a raunchy painter.

Crystelle could be cool as she liked, but she’d never forget the woman who ate her pussy on the dining room table, the woman who diddled her clit and shoved a paintbrush up her ass. And I’d never forget her either, because I had my own reward. When she left to pick up her kids from school, I shoved her wet shorts and her tight little tube top in with my gear. If I ever got lonely, I could always bring those out and give them a sniff, and remember the sweetness of a straight girl’s pussy.


COMING OUT

Isobel, California

My friend Renee was the most beautiful woman in the company. She was tall and slim, with a great figure and a face like a model. She was always beautifully dressed – tasteful and business-appropriate, but tending to the provocative, with tight skirts, bright colours and low-cut tops. All the men in the office followed her with their eyes every time she came to my office. I often saw them hitting on her. She was friendly, even flirty, but I never saw any sign that she was responding to any of her eager admirers.

Our professional relationship was very good. As the only two female department heads in the company – and both young and attractive single women – I knew we were the subject of gossip and speculation. She was three or four years older than I was and had more experience in management, and I would not have been surprised to find she was jealous or competitive. But she had been nothing but welcoming, even congratulatory, when I was promoted and often dropped in to chat and provide advice. I admired Renee’s easy style.

One Friday at closing time she came by my office and said she was going out for a drink with a few friends. If I didn’t have plans, did I want to come along? I was flattered to be invited, and grabbed my purse and followed her out. We went down in the elevator and I was conscious of her perfume – not the usual flowery scent, but something muskier, earthier. I thought it sexy and again wished I had her innate sense of taste.

“It’s just a few blocks from here,” she said. “Let’s walk.” It was a beautiful summer evening and the walk was a pleasant relief after the long day in the office. She chatted on about issues at the office, and I must confess I was only paying minimal attention. I couldn’t help noticing how many men looked her over, even stopped after they’d passed to watch her walk by. I get my share of looks, but nothing like that. Perhaps it was just because I was with her, but I seemed to be getting a lot more attention than usual myself. It made me feel sexy and I enjoyed being able to drop the professional manager persona and be appreciated as a woman.

Some of my replies must have been a little too automatic, because she suddenly stopped and looked at me. “Okay, Isobel,” she laughed. “I get it. No more shop talk on a Friday night.”

I laughed. “No, it’s fine. But I was just noticing how many men are staring at us.”

She looked around in surprise. “Are they? And why not? You’re a very beautiful woman.”

“I think it’s reflected glory. Is it always like this for you?”

She shrugged carelessly. “I don’t know. Sometimes. I hardly notice it any more. Ah, here’s the bar. I hope you’ll like it – it’s one of my favourites.”

We went in and it took a few minutes for my eyes to adjust to the dim light. When they did, I saw it was crowded at the tables and bar, with some nice mellow rock music playing low enough so that it did not prevent conversation, and a small dance floor. There seemed to be no open tables. Renee looked around and led me to a small table in a far corner. It was covered with a long white tablecloth.

“You better stay and hold this table. What’ll you have?”

“A Lemon Drop sounds perfect.”

When she returned with the drinks, we sipped and chatted. My drink was quite strong, and the gin on an empty stomach went straight to my head. Perhaps that’s why I said what I did.

“Renee, I admire you,” I blurted out. “You manage to be sexy and professional at the same time. I’m always trying to find the right balance between the two. You make it look so easy. Guys are always chatting you up, and you seem to enjoy it, but then you brush them off and they don’t even seem to mind. You’re just so cool. How do you do it?”

She laughed. “It’s easy, love. I can stay cool with all the ardent young men because I don’t care about them.”

“You don’t?” I asked.

“Oh, I like the dear boys, and the attention is fun and flattering, but there’s no way I’m going to give any of them a chance.”

“Why not? Because you’re co-workers?”

She shook her head with an amazed smile. “No,” she answered. “Because they’re men.”

“What?”

“Look around you, my poor lamb.”

I did. The tables and dance floor were crowded with groups of attractive young professional people, laughing and drinking. Then I noticed two women at one of the tables kissing. A couple of men were dancing together.

“This is a gay bar!” I exclaimed. “But then . . .”

“Yes . . . ?” she asked with a smile.

“You’re a lesbian?”

“Well, duh. I thought everyone knew that. I make no secret of it.”

“No, I didn’t know. Oh, now I feel stupid.”

She reached across the table and patted my hand. “There’s no need. I’m pleased to know people don’t call me the ball-busting dyke in Marketing.”

“Oh, no, everyone loves you. I’ve never heard a word against you, really.”

“I think most people know. It doesn’t stop the guys from hitting on me – I think they see me as a challenge – but it makes it easy for me to flirt and joke with them without hurting feelings.”

I stared at her. “I feel so hopelessly provincial,” I said. “It simply never occurred to me.”

“Are you shocked?”

“No, of course not. But you’re just so feminine and sexy, I never dreamed.”

“Lord, girl, do you think lesbians aren’t sexy?” she laughed. “We’re the horniest bunch of women around.” She leaned closer. “Maybe you should try it.”

“Is that why you invited me out?”

“Well, of course, you goose. Isobel, you are so fucking hot.”

I laughed in embarrassment, but I was aware of the flash of heat that went through me at her words. “Renee! Me? You’d like to . . . well . . .”

“Fuck you? Kiss you? Lick you? Run my hands all over that delicious body? Yes, I would.”

I blushed and looked away nervously. I glanced around, but the tables were so small that people clustered around them, turning their backs to their neighbours. No one was paying attention to us. Renee and I might have been alone.

“I don’t really know what to say,” I stammered at last.

“It’s a three-letter word,” she prompted, watching my eyes.

“But I’m not a lesbian.”

“How do you know?”

“How do I know? I like guys, okay?”

“Have you ever been with a woman?”

“No. Never.”

“But you’ve wondered about it?”

“Well, yeah, sure. Doesn’t everybody?”

“Fantasized about it? You know, when it’s just you and the vibrator?”

“Renee!”

“Don’t tell me you don’t have a vibrator! Oh, girl, the wasted years!”

“No, I . . .” I looked around and lowered my voice. “I do have one. And sometimes I fantasize about women.”

“There, you see? You’re gay. Being a lesbian doesn’t mean you hate men – it means you’re turned on by girls.”

“But I wouldn’t even know what to do. In my fantasies, I just sort of lie back and let her do things to me.”

“That can be arranged,” Renee said, putting her hand over mine. She continued to study every emotion that crossed my face. It must have been quite a show.

“But I don’t even know if I’d like it,” I said, getting desperate for an excuse. “I mean, it turns me on when I think about it, but what would it be like to really do it – to have another woman’s mouth down there, you know?”

“Licking your cunt,” she said. Her voice was different – deeper, almost raspy. I realized she was intensely aroused. I’ve certainly been with many men who wanted me. But they started grabbing, unbuttoning, trying to take control. With Renee there was none of that. She knew exactly what I wanted, and she wanted to give it to me.

“Yes,” I whispered, weakening by the second as I stared into her eyes, burning in the dim light. “Licking my cunt. And, and the other stuff.”

Renee was trembling. I could see it in her neck and where her dress was stretched between her breasts. Her hand was moist on mine. Somehow our fingers had become woven together. She kept staring at me, and it was like being stared down by a tigress. The hunger, the desire in her eyes, burned through me. She leaned close to me, as if to whisper a secret. I leaned forwards, smelled the warmth of her hair, that delicious perfume again, and something else, something even earthier. I realized with a shock that it was the smell of sex. My God, it was her. No, it was us. Both of us were as wet as water slides.

She brought her lips to my ear, and my skin twitched at her breath on my neck. I had no idea what she was going to say, but I trembled to hear it.

“Kick me if someone comes,” she said. I jerked back in surprise.

“What? What does that mean? I don’t understand.”

She glanced around at our nearest neighbours. No one was looking our way. She gave me a look that would have fried bacon. Then she sank out of sight.

I stared incredulously at where she had been. What was she doing? Then I felt the table jiggle. I jumped when I felt her hands brush my legs. She took hold of my skirt and pushed it up around my hips. Then she rested her head on my bare knees. I couldn’t believe what she had just done. I glanced around, but no one was looking in our direction. I pulled the tablecloth toward me and spread it wide across my lap, covering me to the waist in front. I reached under the table and tried to bat her away, get her out of there before somebody saw us. I felt her hair spilling across my knees. It was so long, and so soft. I grasped a handful and tried to gently pull her up, but she resisted, keeping her head bent, her forehead on my knees. Her hair felt so good in my hands. She had beautiful thick auburn hair, and I realized I had often longed to touch it. I ran my fingers through it, then stroked her head. Still, Renee remained motionless, waiting. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do.

Then I felt Renee’s hands take hold of my ankles and start to pull them apart. I stiffened at the touch and resisted at first, horrified and fascinated by what was happening, and terrified we would be discovered. But the thought of Renee, the beautiful, brilliant Vice President of Marketing, kneeling on the floor of a bar, waiting for me was so fucking dirty and exciting and outrageous that I felt ready to faint. When she pressed my ankles apart again, I let her spread my legs. Feeling my surrender, she raised her head. Her hands came up to rest on my thighs, then slid under my skirt and caught my panties at the hips. Oh, yes, that was exactly what I wanted! I wanted no covering at all. I wanted to be totally exposed to her. I raised my ass slightly and she pulled my panties down over my hips. As she slid them down my thighs, I could feel the coolness of moisture on my inner thighs. The panties were soaked through, and she must have felt that too as she worked them over my high heels. She knew how excited I was, how much I wanted her. Pussies don’t lie.

With my skirt hiked up I could feel the cool air moving on my thighs. But I felt nothing but heat down there, knowing her head was between my knees, staring at my pussy. It must be dark down there; she probably couldn’t see much. But her head was only a foot from my cunt, and both of us were intensely aware of it. The thought of her eyes on me was incredibly exciting. I wanted to be totally exposed to her.

When she pressed my knees apart again, I spread my legs as wide as I dared and she wriggled between them. I felt her hair brushing the hyper-sensitive skin inside my thighs, her hot breath on my mound. Then her mouth came down on my slit and I nearly screamed.

Renee was an expert at her work. She did things to me I didn’t know I needed done. I had thought I couldn’t get any hotter, but I was so wrong. And I couldn’t move, I couldn’t cry out, I couldn’t react in any way. I was clutching the edge of the table so hard my fingernails turned white. My eyes were open, but I was aware only of what she was doing to my clit. In ten seconds I was coming, lifting my hips to push myself harder against her tongue and lips. She brushed her teeth lightly across my clit, and I jerked to another spasm, then another and another. Finally she released me, and I slowly relaxed from the greatest orgasm of my life.

“Would you like another?” said a voice, and my eyes snapped into focus. A waitress was leaning over me, pointing to my empty glass.

“N-no,” I managed to croak out. “No, I believe I’ve had enough.” She looked at my face with some concern. “Are you all right?” she asked. Lord knows how I looked at that moment. I was sweating, my pulse was racing and I had bitten my lip.

“Yes, thank you, I’m fine.” The last word squeaked out, because at that moment Renee slipped three fingers into me. The woman was still looking at me curiously.

“I’m fine, really,” I said, flashing her a crooked smile.

“Is your friend coming back? She’s been gone a while.”

“Oh, yes, she’s coming back. We’ll definitely be coming back here.”

When the waitress had gone, I glanced quickly around to make sure no one was looking my way, then reached down and tapped Renee’s head, still resting on my bare thigh. The table jiggled as she extricated herself and a moment later her beautiful face appeared across from me. Her hair was in disarray and her lipstick smudged, but her eyes were glowing with pleasure and excitement and she wore a huge grin. She picked up a cocktail napkin and delicately wiped her lips and cheeks, and I felt another wave of heat as I realized she was wiping my pussy juices from her face.

Her big, gorgeous eyes looked deep into mine.

“Well, what do you think?” she asked, as if I’d just tried a new cocktail or shade of lipstick.

I smiled and reached across to take her hand. “You were right, Renee,” I laughed. “I guess I am a lesbian.”


DRIVEN INTO EACH OTHER’S LEGS

Trixie, Montgomery

I guess maybe we were a little drunk. Or a lot. Anyway, we were sitting across from each other at the wobbly kitchen table in my dilapidated double-wide trailer, when Lenore started bitching about her good-for-nothing husband, again. And I kind of snapped.

“Yeah, yeah! He doesn’t work, always gambles and cheats on you with every skank in the trailer park and every slut server at Porky’s down the road. Blah, blah, blah, blah!”

Lenore stared at me, her hands gripping her half-empty glass. The tall, slim brunette is normally shy and quiet, except when she gets a few in her and gets on about her husband, Colby. Now, her dark eyes flashed and her nostrils flared, her knuckles blazing white on the glass and the long muscles clenching all along her pale, tattooed arms. She normally never gets upset, either, except when someone interrupts one of her woe-is-me jags.

“And what would you suggest I do about it, Trix?” she hissed, her precise diction telling me she had gone stone-cold sober, and mad. Her small breasts bobbed up and down in her tight, white tank, her pretty face set grim and her red lips pressed together.

I hadn’t meant to anger the woman, at least not too much; she was my friend, after all. But I was plain sick and tired of her taking the short end of the stick off her runt of a husband and then complaining to me about it. My own husband, Lenell, was quite the asshole, too. But I didn’t whine about him all the time.

“Well, uh, why don’t you cheat on him?” I helpfully suggested. “If he’s banging sleazy Sue-Ellen two trailers down, like you say, cornholing easy Enid at Porky’s, like you claim, then why don’t you fight fire with fire? Grab yourself a dance partner and samba some bed sheets. What’s good for the goose is good for the gander, right? Get your tail feathers ruffled and beak it to the bastard.”

Lenore kept staring at me. I got kind of uneasy, what with my mama drilling it into my head that “silent waters run deep”. I knew Lenore kept a hunting knife in her purse on the floor.

When she did finally speak, she cut me to the quick. But not with any knife.

“Maybe you’re right, Trix,” she half-whispered through clenched teeth. “Maybe I should cheat on Colby – with another woman.”

While I was trying to process those provocative words in my fuzzified mind, Lenore reached across the table and grasped my hand. “What about it, Trix?” she said, glaring into my eyes. “You want to get back at our no-good, unfaithful husbands; have some fun, just us two girls?”

I wasn’t sure if she was serious or not. “Uh . . .”

“Come on! You said I should do something about it. Well, let’s do something about it. You’re in the same boat I am, Trix. Lenell is as faithful as a tomcat. So let’s put on a little show for our cheating husbands, pretend we’re cheating with each other.”

It was almost dumb enough to make sense, especially in our slightly intoxicated conditions. We knew our bastard beaus would be coming back to the trailer any minute, so why not give them a queer scare, tit for tat and tit to tit?

Lenore nodded, then stood up and wrenched me up with her, her red, white and blue-painted fingernails digging into my hand. She moved us out around the table, then pulled me up close to her. She breathed in my reddened face, her thunderstorm eyes flashing lightning.

“How ‘bout it, Trix? I’m a nice-looking woman, flexible and passionate as all get-out, hungry for lovin’, and revenge. And you’re a nice-looking woman, too, with big appetites yourself. Those lush curves of yours are just calling for some sweet caressing. Those big, swollen tits and that hot, juicy pussy, needing, wanting hands and lips and tongue all over them, petting, licking, sucking, fucking. What’d you say, Trix!?”

She was working herself into a frenzy with the act. Me along with her, I had to admit. My jugs were tingling, nipples popping like hers, simmering pussy surging with damp. I’d thrown Lenell out of our bed the last two nights in a row. It had been a long time between lovings for me. Why not a play-date with Lenore, to shock the sleazy men to their senses?

Lenore jerked me up against her and planted her lips on my kisser, surprising me with her intensity. I jerked my head back, stumbled backwards, fell over the arm of the big brown leather couch where Lenell had been bedding down the last couple of nights.

I stared up at Lenore as she stripped off her tank and shook out her long, dark hair, showed me her small, hard tits and harder pink nipples, the tattoos emblazoned all over her stomach and chest, and the pair of silver nipple rings she sported. Then the woman literally dove on top of me, launching herself into the air and landing on my laid-out body.

I’ve got plenty of cushion, but the impact still sent the wind gushing out of me in a whoosh. Lenore pressed her advantage, pressing her hot, naked breasts into my plump, teed tits, running her long fingers into my short, dyed-blonde hair and hooking on tight, planting her wet, open mouth on my mouth again.

I writhed, whipped my head to the side. This passion play was a tad too realistic.

“Come on, Trix! Don’t be such a pussy!” Lenore jeered in my face. “Get yourself some pussy!”

I didn’t like being called a pussy. I’m no coward. If Lenore could dish out the pretend girl-loving, let’s see if she could take it.

I grabbed onto the woman’s hard, humped butt cheeks and sunk my claws in, jerking her pussy against mine. “Okay, Lenore!” I growled. “You that desperate to get back at that three-timing husband of yours, then let’s do it! Let’s kiss, French, suck, fuck! A couple of dykes getting even with their unfaithful dick-spouses!”

I thrust my head up and slammed my lips into Lenore’s lips, shot my tongue into her stunned mouth and thrashed it around.

Sure enough, she pulled her head back. I’d called her bogus bluff and now she was hit with sober second thoughts. I pumped my hips, undulating my cunt in my capris against her jeaned pussy, pumping her ass with my hands, painting her lips with my tongue. Her eyes went wide as her big mouth, her lean body stiffening against my hot, lush, lusty form. It was to laugh!

Only, double-wide-damn if I wasn’t actually getting turned on now. The passion, the intensity, the fury, the hot chick’s body draped over mine, her nipples poking into my nipples, our pussies sandwiched together, the sense of mutual male neglect we both shared – it was getting to me. And her.

I pulled my head and tongue back, stilled my frenzied body, staring into Lenore’s eyes. She stared back at me, shocked with the same wild emotions I was feeling. Why not make love with another woman – for real? What was wrong with that? If it felt so . . .

Lenore answered all my questions for me, slowly bringing her mouth down onto mine and sealing it tight to my lips. We kissed deeply and breathlessly. You could’ve heard a hairpin drop, if it weren’t for the hammering of our hearts together.

Lenore drew her head back and smiled at me. I slid my fingers into her silky dark tresses and pulled her back down and kissed the woman full on the mouth with a controlled, yet urgent need. This was going to happen, no acting except on instinct, no stopping it now. The threshold had been crossed: Lenore and I were actually going to have sex, us two girls!

Our tongues entwined, filling each other’s mouths back and forth, the pair of us swiping tongues and swapping saliva like a pair of teenies experimenting for the first time. Lenore brushed my lips with her tongue, kissed all around my mouth, bit into my chin. I answered back, licking her lips, kissing her nose, biting into her long neck.

It was so easy, so erotically easy and pleasing. We both knew how to pleasure a woman, had been doing it by ourselves forever. Why not together? I slid my hands out of Lenore’s hair and caressed her bare shoulders, then clutched her bared breasts.

She arched up and forwards. I squeezed her firm, ripe breasts, looking up into her eyes. Her mouth broke open in a moan. I stuck out my tongue and flicked the tip against one of Lenore’s stiff, pierced nipples. She arched even more, moaning deeper.

My face was on fire, my body burning. This was all new to me. And yet it seemed so natural, so exciting, something we both should have done a long time ago. I popped Lenore’s nipples even more erect with my grasping hands and gorged on one, taking it and half of her tit into her mouth and sucking hard.

“Oh, Trix! Trix!” she gasped, her body quivering against mine.

I fed on her breast with vacuum suction. Then I popped the one gleaming boob out of my mouth and popped in the other, pulling on it like I expected to suck milk. Lenore’s arms vibrated on either side of me on the couch, her chest flushing red under her blue and green tats.

She wanted my tits, to grope and suck on. I willingly obliged, nothing holding us two lecherous lezzies back now. She pulled up my tee and I pulled it right up over my head. My breasts spilled out, into her grasping hands. God, it felt good! Her hands were warm and strong and knowing, kneading my mounds, shoving them together so that the nipples almost kissed.

Lenore kissed my nipples. She bent her head down and puckered her lips against one swollen nip, then the other. It was my turn to moan and quiver. I shook like I’d been plugged into the electric generator outside when Lenore cupped a nipple on the end of her long tongue and then scooped it right into her mouth, sealed her lips around it and sucked. She did the same to my other throbbing breast-tip.

My chest blazed, Lenore’s hands and mouth lighting my fire big-time, sparking my pussy with jolts of joy. I grabbed onto her ass again and thrust up against her, fucking her pussy with mine, as she mauled and fed on my tits.

There was no stopping this crazy lez train. We gals had punched our tickets, the last stop: total ecstasy. Our pants and panties flew off like they had no business ever being on, and we lay together, humped together, in each other’s arms on the couch, Lenore on top of me, our bodies melting together, tits and pussies glued.

We kissed, Frenched. I smacked Lenore’s tight little butt cheeks hard enough to make them ripple and her squeal. She bit into my neck, stuck fingers into my mouth for me to suck on.

Then she suddenly jerked up her head and rasped, “Scissor! Let’s scissor!”

I didn’t have a clue what she meant. It wasn’t safe running with a pair let alone inserting them – was it?

Lenore scrambled up out of my arms and plopped down on her butt at the end of the couch. She shoved me forwards on my back with the strength of ten girl-lovers, then scissored her legs in between my legs, showing me the way. The woman had obviously done some sort of research, maybe had something like this in mind all along. I couldn’t give it too much thought, because right then our pussies smooched together, and I went molten.

Our sexes met wet and wild and hairy and puffy, squishing together lips to lips, slit on slit. We were connected, as close and intimate as two women can be. We wallowed in the sensations, rubbing our pussies together. I scrambled up on my bum and grabbed onto one of Lenore’s bent legs, and she grabbed onto one of mine, so we had added leverage and could grind our cunts together. I expected sparks to fly and smoke to billow – and they did, inside us both.

And right then, as we were glaring at one another and pumping our pelvises in frantic unison, bumping cunts with a fearsome female intensity, the door of the trailer suddenly burst open and our husbands staggered inside.

Colby piled up into Lenell’s back, as my guy stared at the awesome, unexpected scene – Lenore and I locked together at the pussies, naked and nasty and breathing hard enough to blow the both men down.

“What in the name of God’s holy—” Lenell began, his whiskey breath almost igniting in the heat given off by us lewd lezzers.

We were caught red-pussied, and cunt-proud of it. And we didn’t need any men around anymore for any reason.

Lenore yelled, “Get the fuck out of here, you dirty bums! Can’t you see Trix and I are busy!”

Colby gaped over my husband’s shoulder. He’d never heard his wife yell at him like that before, never’d caught her in the scissored legs of another woman before. His bugged eyes jumped from Lenore to me, then back to Lenore.

“You heard the woman, Lenell!” I belted at my own beau. “Fuck off! And take your rum-dumb with you! Lenore and I got some cheating to complete!”

Lenell gulped and tried to flap his gums.

“Out!” Lenore and I both screamed.

And the pair of “men” stumbled backwards out the door and down the steps.

“Now, where were we?” Lenore breathed, turning back to me.

I showed her, humping my pussy against hers. We got the rhythm going again, faster, more frenzied. The heat built, the wet velvet friction of cunt buffing cunt making us gasp and groan and tremble with approaching lesbian orgasm.

Lenore broke the lock, whipping her legs away from mine. She meant to get even more intimate, fully dive into the lezzy experience. And this time I knew exactly what she had in her mind and in her heart when she swung over top of me on the couch as I slid down onto my back again.

Her knees landed on either side of my face, her pussy dangling overhead, dark and dripping. I grabbed onto her ass again and lunged my head up, slamming my lips against her cunt, kissing her moist, swollen pussy lips.

She whimpered half in joy and half in disappointment. She’d wanted to smack my snatch with her mouth first, since she’d been the main aggressor all along. But her whimper turned to a full-throated groan of delight when I lashed the length of her slit with my tongue, ladling a second and third lick out over her sodden mound.

She gripped my thighs and plunged her head down, plugging her tongue in. She speared into my slit with her hardened tongue, parting my pussy lips and ploughing into my pussy tunnel. I shivered full-length, rocked with sensation – raw, wild, sexual sensation. I dug my fingernails into the woman’s butt cheeks and lapped at her pussy as she burrowed her tongue into my cunt, squirming it around inside of me.

It was a headlong, tongue-led rush to total release. I tapped Lenore’s half-inch clit with my tongue, smacked it, making her quiver and yelp. She upped the labial stakes, slurping my pussy from top to bottom and then sealing her lips around my welled-up clit, sucking on it. I shrieked into her pussy, and then bit into her clit, vacced it up and pulled on it, my cheeks billowing and body and brain ballooning with orgasmic pressure.

Lenore went off first. She deserved the honour, for getting the whole ball of wantonness rolling. She shuddered, jumped, moaned hot ecstasy all over my clit, setting me off. I shivered repeatedly, uncontrollably, the dam bursting and flooding me with utter joy.

We somehow maintained our lip-grips on each other’s pulsating clits, even as we spasmed and squirted and rode the red-hot, fire-breathing rocket sky-high to lesbian heaven.

Lenore and I don’t worry about our husbands doing us wrong anymore. Because we’re too busy doing each other. Why sit around moping about no-good men, when there are so-good women to enjoy?


SPANKING COUSINS

Lara, Amsterdam

I was seventeen when I met my cousin Mina for the first time. She was four years older than me and for reasons I never understood, our mothers had stopped talking to each other when we were both very young. Only when Mina was living on her own did she contact us, wanting to reconnect. I remember how happy my mom had been when Mina had first called, how much she’d wanted to see her. Mina had an interview for an internship with the local news station in Philadelphia and my mom convinced her to come and stay with us for a few days while she was “in our neck of the woods”, as she had put it.

Let me settle one thing first for my own peace of mind: I’m straight. Actually, there’s nothing I love more than cock. But at seventeen, I wasn’t so sure and I was definitely curious. I had discovered the world of anonymous erotica and was masturbating nightly in my bed, even though I was still a virgin.

Mina and I had to share a room because my parents had converted my older sister’s bedroom into a home gym when she’d gone off to college and the third bedroom was being used for storage and was loaded with boxes of things they couldn’t seem to throw away. The only other empty bed in the house happened to be in my room. The thing I’d worried about when I found out was how I was going to get off without her hearing me or knowing what I was doing underneath my blankets.

Well, that first night I figured I’d just have to skip my session. It wasn’t like I was going to take out my favorite book or something, not with an audience. I remember lying stiff as a board as Mina’s breathing grew soft and regular in her bed. Meanwhile, I was wide awake and my fingers were already moving towards my clit, my body conditioned to orgasm before sleep. I lay on my belly and spread my legs as wide as I could and, with my hand inside my panties, I rubbed and rubbed, visualizing all the spankings I’d read about, all the sex. When I came that night, maybe it was because I was trying so hard to be quiet, my body rocked and my hips moved completely out of my control. It was like I was humping the bed and when I finished and lay still, I realized Mina’s breathing had changed. I knew she was awake. I just hoped she hadn’t noticed.

“Lara?” she asked.

Any ideas of saving face were shattered in that moment when she spoke.

I flinched.

Then I played dumb, pretending I was just waking up. “What? Mina, is that you, Are you still awake?” I asked, acting like she woke me.

“I’ve been awake for a while.” She answered, turning to lie on her side facing me. “What were you doing?” she asked. I could tell from her tone she had a huge grin on her face. I was mortified, my face flushed and I dared not move.

“I was asleep until just now. What’s the matter, do you need something?” I asked, following with, “I really need to get some sleep.”

She pulled the covers off herself and sat up, switching on the light. I used that moment to pull my hand out of my panties. I imagined how obvious I was lying on my belly with blankets up to my neck.

“I was just curious what you think about. When you do it, I mean. When you touch yourself.”

“I wasn’t touching myself,” I answered, acting like the thought shocked me.

“You don’t have to be shy with me, Lara,” she said, standing. She walked over to my bed and, before I realized what she was going to do, she yanked my blankets away, beneath which I lay with my night shirt up around my middle and my legs spread. I started to turn over so I could sit up.

“No, don’t move. Stay just like you were,” she said, placing her hand at my lower back, lifting my shirt a little higher. “I found a book when I was unpacking,” she said.

I lifted my hand to brush the hair from my face, but before I could, Mina grabbed my wrist and, lifting my hand to her nose, she inhaled. I looked at my fingers, the telltale sign of moisture hard to miss. I just lay there as she sniffed then opened her mouth and, with her lush pink tongue, first licked then sucked the juice from my fingers.

“Your parents don’t know about those books, I’m guessing?” she asked, walking to the dresser and opening the drawer where I’d thought they’d be safe. She chose my favorite, the one about an English boarding school for girls. She opened it and began to read aloud. If I’d ever wished for the earth to open up and swallow me, this was the moment.

“‘Julia was made to bend over Headmistress’ lap and lift her skirts. One of the girls came round with the dreaded paddle in her hands . . .’” She closed the book and her gaze drifted over to my vanity table. As I watched her, it came to me that when Mina had found those books, she’d already planned what she was going to do. A part of me knew exactly what that was and, although the thought scared me, it also thrilled me. Mina picked up my wooden hairbrush and turned back to me.

“I don’t have a paddle, but I’m sure this will do,” she said. She walked to her bed and picked up her pillow. “I want you to lie on your belly like you were when you thought I was asleep. Here, put this under your hips. I want your panties down this time. Then I want you to reach down and rub yourself like you were, only now, I’m going to give you the punishment you were fantasizing about for real. I’m going to give you, um, let me see,” she flipped the book open and read to herself, “ah, thirty strokes,” she said.

She approached the side of the bed and stood, lifting her eyebrows. “Come on, don’t tell me you don’t want it,” she teased. “I can see you’re already turned on by the idea. Now turn over and bare your bottom for your spanking.”

She put the book down and patted her hand lightly with the hairbrush.

“My parents will hear,” I said.

“Not if you don’t cry out,” she answered. “Their room is clear on the other side of the house,” she said, and she was right. Their room wasn’t even on the same floor and the way my dad snored, they wouldn’t hear if a marching band walked by the front door of the house.

I turned over onto my belly and placed the pillow beneath my hips. It gave just enough lift so that my buttocks were raised to better accommodate the hairbrush. I then reached back to pull down my panties. I took them half way down my thighs and, burying my face in my pillow, I stretched my arm down to find the wet spot. I was too nervous to come, but my privates were sopping wet and ready.

Mina pulled my panties further down and muttered something as she stood back and checked my positioning. Then, before I knew it, I felt the first strike of the hairbrush on my bare buttocks. I’m still not sure if it was the surprise of it or the sheer pain but I let out a yelp into the pillow. She struck again on the other cheek and as she did it, I imagined my buttocks flattening out beneath the wooden brush before springing back up for more. I stopped rubbing myself and just gripped my crotch, trying to manage the pain of the coming strokes. Before I knew it, my pillow was soaked with tears.

Mina, I imagine trying to comfort me, told me we were about half way through and that I should come before she finished or she’d be forced to keep going above the promised thirty. I couldn’t imagine she would but as she continued with the spanking, I rubbed and pinched my clit. When orgasm overtook me, my hips began to rock and thrust upwards to meet her strokes and she struck harder as I did this. I lifted my face to breathe, my climax more powerful than any I’d had before and, to my surprise, when Mina stopped, I found myself still arching my back, wanting more of my punishment.

“Your ass is bright red, Lara. Just like Julia’s in the book,” she said, putting the hairbrush down. “I bet you’re soaked,” she said, reaching between my legs. “Spread them for me so I can see.” I obeyed. Her fingers slipped between the lips of my sex and fingered me. “You must have come hard,” she said, continuing with her exploration. She then found my clit and somehow, although I thought I would simply fall apart, she brought me to orgasm again, just rubbing and pinching my clit with one finger moving inside me.

When she let me go, I lay panting and turned over onto my side. “Mina,” I began.

“Yes, dear?” she asked from across the room as she replaced my hairbrush.

“I’ve never felt anything like that before, but I . . . I liked it.”

She smiled as she came back to me. “I’m glad because I plan to punish you every night this week,” she said. “Now it’s my turn. Would you like to see me naked?”. I looked at her and sat up, nodding. In one quick move, she dropped her nightie to the floor. She let me take her in, her body small, tanned and tight. Her breasts were the only things that had any fat on them. They were large with very dark, hard nipples. She reached for her panties and took them down. She was shaved bare so I could easily see her pussy lips and wondered how wet the spanking had made her. “Have you ever tasted a girl?” she asked.

“No.” I answered, feeling very young and naive next to my beautiful, experienced cousin.

“Come here,” she said, as she sat on her bed, her legs spread wide. “Come kneel between my legs and taste,” she continued as I knelt. She pulled my head into her pussy and I inhaled her scent. She was all hot and wet and a little sweaty. I would forever call it the scent of arousal because she was so moist that when I put my tongue to her, it just slipped right over her pussy. With my hands I parted her thighs further as she lay back and closed her eyes. She moaned as I licked and sucked and then, when I put my finger inside her pussy, she came, her hips moving in time with my finger.

Mina did as she promised, each night spanking me either with her hand or the hairbrush. On her last day before she left, my parents told me to take Mina to the mall for a few hours so she could do some shopping. Mina ran upstairs to grab her bag and when she was ready, we headed out. She didn’t say anything until we were alone in the car and on our way.

“How’s you bum?” she asked, reaching over to plant a kiss on my lips.

“It smarts,” I answered, keeping my eyes on the road and my hands on the steering wheel.

“Are you going to miss me when I’m gone?” she asked. “Miss your spankings?”

It took me a moment to answer. “Yes.”

She then turned away and surprised me by taking my book out of her bag. She opened it. “Tell me your favorite part,” she said.

“First tell me if you’ve ever done anything like this before.”

“My sorority sisters used to spank me,” she said matter-of-factly. “Only when I needed it. And I have to admit, I sort of liked it.”

That surprised me and when she continued, I was absorbed by her story. The sorority sisters would gather every Friday night before dinner for punishments. The offenders would be called out and made to stand at the head of the group, bend over a small, old-fashioned school desk, lift their skirts and lower their panties. Each girl could choose whether she wanted to face the crowd or have her bare backside to them, although sometimes the group called out what they wanted and the girl would have to obey. Mina admitted facing the group was more humiliating than having her bare ass to them, but she always enjoyed watching a girl’s face as she was punished, too, although both views were apparently pleasing. Well, they would sometimes use a paddle and sometimes a strap, and that hurt the worst. The girls who were being punished would have to count out the strokes and, once it was over, kiss the instrument that was used and thank the sister delivering the punishment before returning to the audience.

I was so engrossed in the story that I almost missed our exit to the mall. Once I parked the car, I opened the door but Mina pulled on my arm to wait.

“I brought something with me,” she said, taking out my hairbrush.

“We can’t! Not in here!” I answered, panicked someone might see.

She laughed and told me not to worry. She’d find a quiet spot for us where she could give me my final punishment before she left.

We spent an hour or so shopping, walking in and out of stores like we were just two friends out for a nice day. Then, when we were at one of the larger department stores, Mina told me she had to use the restroom. I knew it was time from the look on her face and I nearly creamed my panties as we walked towards the restrooms. Once there, Mina pulled me into the “family room”, the room designated for use by families with small babies. It was large and even had a comfortable couch on one wall, I guessed for breastfeeding moms. Mina took out the hairbrush and looked around.

“Go stand facing the couch, Lara.” I did as she said. “Take your shorts and panties down and put your hands on the seat of the couch.” I again followed her instructions, taking everything down to my ankles and bending over, arching my buttocks high and spreading my legs to shoulder width. “Count!” she ordered when she began.

I counted: one, two, grunt, three . . . having to brace myself against the back of the couch when the brush came down harder on my soft, bruised cheeks. I turned to watch Mina as I counted. Her expression was concentrated and fierce as she brought the brush down again and again and as the burning intensified, so did the heat between my legs. Once we reached thirty, I would have collapsed but I knew she liked to see her work when she was finished so I held my position. Mina knelt behind me and I stepped out of the clothes that had bunched up around my ankles, taking my legs wider. Facing forwards, I hoped she would do what I so wanted her to do. Her hands spread my cheeks further and, without a word, she ran her tongue over my sex. I moaned when she moved around, wrapping her mouth over my clit and pushing her fingers inside me. A few moments later, she withdrew and lay with her back on the couch.

“Come lay on top of me, Lara,” she said.

I was so aroused that I didn’t have to think. I straddled her, lowering my soaking sex onto her waiting mouth, and as she began to lick me, I buried my face in her delicious pussy, took her clit into my mouth, and sucked. Someone knocked on the door at this point but neither of us answered, we just kept licking and sucking until we were both bucking with orgasm.

When we finally left the restroom, we met the glaring stares of a couple and their two small children. Mina smiled and greeted them, then took my hand in hers as we walked back down the hall, both of us wholly satisfied, at least for the moment. Instead of more shopping, we got back into the car and kissed each other goodbye.

Although Mina didn’t end up getting that internship, we’ve seen each other a few times since that first visit. Whenever we meet, I bring my hairbrush with me and although it hasn’t always been possible, we have managed to sneak away for our secret sessions now and again. I don’t know if we’ll ever stop, maybe when we’re both in committed relationships, but for now, I’m content and happy and believe she feels the same.


HOUSEMATE HUMILIATION

Leah, Walsall

When Juliet and I advertised that we had a room to let, we didn’t realize it would lead to us meeting the girl who would turn our very loving twosome into the kinkiest of threesomes. Our last housemate, Cheryl, had left to go backpacking round Australia with her boyfriend, and we needed to find someone to replace her in order to help meet the payments on our mortgage.

We must have seen a good dozen applicants before Anna turned up on the doorstep. I wouldn’t say we were picky, but whoever shared with us not only needed to be cool with the fact Juliet and I are a couple, but had to have a lifestyle that offered us plenty of opportunities to have the house all to ourselves, so we could play our favourite sex games.

You see, you’re as likely to find Juliet and me in the kitchen as the bedroom, because nothing turns me on like the feel of cold metal against my skin. It’s a strange fetish, I know, but one that my gorgeous girlfriend knows just how to satisfy. When she runs the back of a teaspoon over my stiff little nipples at the same time as she’s plunging two fingers deep into the clutches of my pussy, she can have me screaming the walls down in pleasure.

Juliet also likes to take the lead in our sex games, and she plays the part of the strict but loving mistress to perfection. Most of the time, my orgasm is at her discretion; it can be frustrating, because only once she’s fully satisfied – and she takes some satisfying, believe me – am I allowed to come.

Of course, we didn’t tell Anna any of this as we showed her round the house, explaining how the washing machine worked, how to deal with the slightly temperamental shower and how to separate the rubbish for recycling. We’d made our minds up pretty much as soon as she stepped through the front door that she’d be someone we’d be happy to share with. Not only was she bright and sparky, with the same sense of humour Juliet and I shared, her job as a nurse meant she’d be working shifts on a regular basis, which suited us down to the ground. When we told her the room was hers if she wanted it, she didn’t hesitate to accept.

Anna settled in just as easily as we’d hoped she would, and soon it was like we’d all known each other for years. Juliet and I weren’t overly physical around her, even though she’d realized almost without having to be told that we were lovers, though we couldn’t resist cuddling on the sofa together on those evenings when the three of us watched silly rom coms and worked our way through a couple of bottles of wine. And when Anna was busy on the night shift, the two of us took every advantage of her absence to play our favourite games of domination and submission.

One Friday evening, Juliet came home with a wicked grin on her face and I knew she was in the mood for fun. She told me she’d bought a new toy from a sex shop that I was sure to love, and she couldn’t wait to test it out on me. A little apprehensive, I hesitated at first. Anna would be home tonight, and though part of me was intrigued to discover just what Juliet had in store for me, I sensed we needed privacy to enjoy it to the full. She assured me it was fine; she’d had a text from Anna earlier in the day to say she was going to the cinema with a couple of friends, so we had a couple of hours to indulge before she got back. Then she handed me the bag containing the toy.

When I opened it, I discovered a slim metal butt-plug. My pussy flooded with juice just looking at it. We’d often talked about introducing anal play into our games, but this was the first time either of us had done anything about it. Even as my stomach clenched with apprehension about what that cool length of solid steel might feel like as it slid inside my arse, I wanted to beg Juliet to bend me over and insert it.

She did the next best thing, ordering me to strip naked where I stood. Even though we were in our kitchen, with the lights on and with a clear view into the room if our neighbours happened to look out of their own kitchen window, I didn’t hesitate. Shimmying out of the neat skirt suit and white blouse I’d worn to the office that day, I placed my clothes on the kitchen chair. Then I added my tights, bra and finally my by now rather damp knickers to the pile. There’s always something about being naked in the presence of someone who’s still fully dressed that makes me feel deliciously vulnerable, and my nipples crinkled into peaks as Juliet scrutinized my exposed curves. She ordered me to put my hands on my head and do a slow turn, so she could admire my breasts and bum at her leisure.

Instructing me to bend over the kitchen table with my legs widely parted, she told me not to move till she returned. It seemed to take ages for her to come back into the room, and when she did she had a bottle of lube with her. She drizzled some of the sticky liquid on to her fingers, and used it to grease up the butt-plug. By now, I was so excited my juices were coating the insides of my thighs, and my breasts, squashed against the hard wooden surface of the table, ached for attention.

Her fingers, slick with lube, brushed over my wet crease, sliding between my pussy lips and stroking my clit for the briefest of moments. I wanted to beg Juliet to keep touching me there, but I knew whatever happened to me tonight was on her terms. She could force me to do all kinds of deliciously depraved things, and I wouldn’t resist in the slightest, because I love submitting to her. And knowing her as well as I do, I was sure my gratification would be delayed for as long as she wished.

But when she turned her attention from my clit to my anal pucker, I sensed I was going to have real difficulty in holding back. Her touch felt so good, so dirty, as she stroked me in that most intimate place, and I couldn’t help thrusting my arse back at her.

“Any more of that and I’m going to have to tie you in place,” she warned.

I groaned aloud at the thought and was going to beg her to do exactly that – but at that moment the kitchen door swung open and Anna walked in on us.

You can imagine the scene. Anna’s eyes were wide with surprise and something that, if I hadn’t been so flustered, I would have recognized as intrigue. I tried to rise from my bent-over position, muttering an apology and hoping Anna wouldn’t be so offended by what she’d seen that she’d move out of the house. But Juliet put her hand in the small of my back, pinning me in place.

“Hi, Anna, you’re just in time to help me discipline this slut.”

As Juliet spoke, she held out the butt-plug. To my utter disbelief, Anna took it from her, smiling as she came to stand behind me. The next thing I felt was the end of the plug pressing against my arsehole. Fighting my instinct to clench against the slippery intruder, I relaxed and let Anna slowly push it up inside me. I’d never had anything buried there before, but I couldn’t deny it felt amazing. The fact I’d been penetrated with something metal, the fuel for my long-held fetish, made my humiliation all the more exquisite. It would have been even better if I’d had something in my pussy, too, and once she’d inserted the plug fully, Anna made to explore my cunt with curious fingers, but Juliet told her I hadn’t earned that yet.

“Do you want to know how to really turn this slut on?” Juliet asked Anna. “Get her to a state where she’ll do absolutely anything you tell her to? Then watch this.”

Snatching up my discarded tights, she used them to tie my wrists behind my back. This made my position even more uncomfortable, as I’d been able to hang on to the edges of the table before, but now I was totally at the mercy of my girlfriend and our housemate.

Juliet opened one of the drawers by the sink and took out a shiny metal tablespoon. She ran it slowly up the backs of my bare legs, raising goose bumps on my skin and sending the most beautiful thrills through me. Trailing it across my buttocks, she moved it in tight circles that had me whimpering and begging for more. And all the time I was aware of that wickedly tormenting plug in my arse, filling me like I’d never been filled before.

She was driving me crazy with need, and she knew it.

“She really likes that?” I heard Anna ask, clearly bemused by my need for this bizarre stimulation.

“Loves it,” Juliet replied. “Touch her tits or pussy with something metal, and she’s yours to command.”

Those words must have awakened something in Anna. I heard a zip come down, and the rustle of clothing. Obeying Juliet’s order to stand up and turn round, I did so and was confronted by the sight of Anna, naked from the waist down, beckoning me with a finger and asking me to prove what a good, pussy-licking little slut I was.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Anna’s pussy lips pouted from beneath a fluff of dark blonde hair, and I couldn’t help noticing that a gold ring glittered in one of them. It seemed our demure housemate had a few secrets of her own.

On Anna’s command I got down on my knees before her, a little awkwardly given my bound wrists. Aware of Juliet’s watchful eye on me, I snaked out my tongue and lapped at Anna’s inviting cunt. She tasted salty, with an undertone of sweetness, and I grew bolder, sucking each of her wrinkled inner lips into my mouth in turn. When my tongue brushed against her piercing, the feel of the metal ignited my lust all over again.

She wasn’t shy about giving me instructions, ordering me to suck her clit, push the tip of my tongue up into her pussy hole and even lick her arsehole. All this I did under the watchful eye of Juliet, knowing that if I didn’t please Anna, my chances of getting any satisfaction of my own would fade into oblivion. From the way Anna was moaning, though, tangling her fingers in her long, dark hair and jerking her pelvis against my face, I knew she was close to the edge. Just a few more licks, feathering the point of my tongue over her stiff bud, and she gripped my head hard as she rode out her climax. When she finally let go of me, my chin was sticky with her juices and my senses were overwhelmed by the taste and smell of her.

Now it was Juliet’s turn, and she definitely intended to raise the stakes. Sprawling back against the table, having taken off everything but her suspender belt and sheer black stockings, she all but hauled my face into her pussy. Unlike Anna, she shaves herself absolutely smooth, so she can better appreciate the sensations of my tongue exploring every fold of her cunt. Even though I’ve licked her out so many times, having Anna there to watch added a whole new dimension to our pleasure.

I’d raised myself up on my haunches so I was at the right height to attend to Juliet’s sex, and in that position, my bare arse was thrust out prominently. It must have presented a tempting target, because Anna grabbed the tablespoon and started swatting my backside with it. Every time the cold, flat back of that spoon connected with my cheek, it caused the butt-plug to move inside me, stimulating me in ways I’d never experienced. Too much of that treatment and I knew I would come, with or without Juliet’s permission, and I really had to hang on to every shred of my self-control to prevent that from happening.

Anna beat me over and over again, urging me to get my tongue all the way into my mistress’s pussy and give her the licking of a lifetime. “And woe betide you if you don’t,” she added, fully immersed in her new role as a dominant, demanding mistress. I was almost tempted to hold back, just to see if Anna would make good on her threat, but I knew better than to leave Juliet hanging.

Instead, I redoubled my efforts, with the result that it was only a matter of moments before Juliet was coming all over my face. Her thick cream gushed into my mouth as she writhed and humped her arse against the table. That wasn’t enough for her, though, and I had to bring her to two more orgasms before she finally declared herself satisfied.

Only then did my mistress release me from my makeshift bondage and tell me to make myself come. She knows how humiliating it is for me to have to bring myself off in front of her, and the fact I still had the plug in my arse, coupled with Anna’s presence, added to my feelings of shame. Still, I did as I was instructed, strumming my clit and pinching my nipples. So keyed up was I after everything I’d been made to do, it only took me a minute or so before strong waves of pleasure washed over me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had such a powerful orgasm, and when it was over, I found myself thanking both Juliet and Anna for using and abusing me in such delightful ways.

When it was over, Juliet said she hoped Anna hadn’t been too shocked to learn about our kinky sex games, and my need to feel cold metal stimulating my skin. In response, Anna simply grinned and said she couldn’t wait till we could do it all over again.

Lying in bed that night, Juliet confessed that she’d invented the story about Anna going to the cinema. The whole thing had been a set-up to ensure we got caught in the act. But I couldn’t be angry with her for very long, not now I had two very sexy and demanding mistresses who would make sure my metal fetish was explored to the full.


A ROOM WITH A VIEW

Mandy, County Durham

The dawn chorus woke me at 6 a.m. on my first morning at Stonehaven, so I got up to make a cup of tea, then retreated back to the chunky pine bed. Two days of peace and quiet, no work, no kids, no phones, no emails, not even a neighbour! With only the cows for company at my little retreat, I drifted back off to sleep, something I hadn’t done for a long time. There’s something about the country air that is magical, and I was going to enjoy every second.

My dream began in a place that wasn’t familiar, and progressed to the bedroom of Stonehaven. In my slumber, my fingers began to wander beneath the heavy cotton sheets. My nipples were erect as I squeezed and nipped the pert buds, the sensation escalated as I kicked off the sheets to feel the sun streaming through the bedroom window. My back arched, and one hand wandered down to my pubic area. I teased my neatly trimmed bush by stroking it lightly, sending shivers up my spine. I parted my lips to feel a hot, wet clit protruding, begging to be rubbed. At this point my eyes were still closed, and I imagined a dark figure standing at the window, and had that intense feeling of being watched. I began to caress my clit with a circular motion. Lifting my finger to my mouth, I tasted my juices. I was in that zone where I wasn’t awake, but I wasn’t fully asleep either. I had always found it easy to make myself come, ever since first discovering myself as a teenager; now, in my forties, I had perfected it to a fine art. Turning myself on to the verge of orgasm was a pleasure that had to be savoured, and I had all the time in the world that morning, or so I thought . . .

The roar that I heard sounded like a generator, right outside my bedroom window. I quickly pulled up the sheets, and sat up in bed. Someone was cutting the lawn! Wrapping the sheets around me, I crept to the window, pulled shut the curtains and wondered if the gardener had been that dark figure watching me. I thought about jumping straight back into bed, but instead, I wasted the day watching mind-numbing daytime television. My husband had thought it a good idea to pack me off to this tiny bungalow in the Peak District, miles from anywhere, and I was going to do absolutely nothing for two whole days.

Unpacking my case, I found my favourite, most comfortable clothes: he knows me so well. Favourite pyjamas, my best toiletries, a new scented candle and my rampant rabbit, along with a four-pack of AA batteries. What more could a girl want? Ahh, yes, wrapped in a pair of jeans at the bottom of the case, a bottle of Jack Daniels, my hero!

Later that day, I showered, threw on a white linen skirt, blouse and cardigan. I went for a walk down the leafy lane into town, I was sure I had spotted a pub on the way in last night. What a beautiful part of the world. I could smell wild garlic and bluebells. The fresh spring air brought with it a vibrant rush of freshness, the type that cleansed the soul. Life was great, and I let the cool spring air blow swiftly up my skirt.

“The Horse and Groom” sat in the dip of the steep lane leading into the village, I hadn’t realized how long I had been walking, but it was 7 p.m., and I was ready for a glass of something refreshing. The barman, a burly gentleman with a very distinguished grey beard, rosy cheeks and a lovely big smile served me a large glass of Pinot Grigio. I thanked him and sat back on the barstool to observe the locals. He guessed I was staying at one of the local holiday cottages and commented that Stonehaven was one of the better ones. Then he said that his wife knew more about the place as she did a bit of maintenance for the owners, who were family friends.

Another glass of wine later, I was introduced to Jill, the landlord’s wife, and ushered to join some of the locals in a game of dominoes. My first opponent was Jill, and we chatted about my holiday accommodation. As she clicked the final domino onto the wooden board, it was game over: she won. She was an attractive woman, on the larger side of a size fourteen, with a low cut V-neck T-shirt, big breasts and long blonde hair pinned up with a tortoiseshell clip. She had naturally pretty features, and like her husband, she had a lovely smile. The wine flowed, and conversation moved to what a glorious day it had been. She commented on the amazing view from the garden of Stonehaven. I didn’t think a cows’ field was particularly amazing until she added the view was only amazing this morning. Oh my God, it had been her looking in the bedroom window. She raised one eyebrow as the penny suddenly dropped. I felt the blood rushing to my cheeks. She lowered her head and whispered in my ear.

“You have the most beautiful breasts.” She smiled up at me. “But you really should close those curtains, otherwise this gardener would never get any work done.”

I could not believe the situation I had found myself in, but it was exciting. I was turned on by the fact that it was a woman who had been watching me that morning. I have never told anybody about my experience, but what you continue to read is a true account of what happened on my visit to Stonehaven.

“And the dominoes winner this evening ladies and gentlemen is Jill, who receives 10 one-pint tokens,” announced the landlord.

“Fix, fix!” the audience joked.

That evening, we chatted, we laughed and we flirted. Her husband occasionally glanced up from the bar and smiled at us both, until the last customer left, then he joined us with a malt whisky. They were nice people, I could have sat and chatted all evening but I was supposed to be having a relaxing few days chilling out, not getting lashed with strangers and waking up with a hangover. My new friends offered to drive me home.

I could see Mike looking in the rear view mirror and his eyes were smiling in anticipation of something. Jill stretched her arm across to my crotch and started rubbing between my legs. I could see the wicked expression on her face from the corner of my eye. My skirt was beginning to rise as she gathered it up with her other hand. She pushed my legs apart and through my cotton panties, she felt my clit, which stood to attention. I could not believe what was happening, but Mike thought his luck was in: he had a birds’ eye view, as he tilted the rear view mirror downwards. It was strange not being able to resist, and it didn’t feel wrong, so I let it continue, this unrehearsed fumble in the back of a car. It felt dirty, but it felt so good. I slid further down the seat so my bum cheeks were perched on the edge, and she parted my knickers to touch the soaked pussy beneath. My breathing was now irregular, and Mike was driving with one hand on the steering wheel. I could guess what his other hand was doing. When we pulled up at Stonehaven, I pulled down my skirt, like a naughty teenager. Mike turned around and smiled, knowingly. No words were spoken. I got out of the car and walked backwards into the bungalow, waving at my new friends, thinking what a strange experience I had just encountered. I took a large glass of JD to bed with me, and slept like a baby.

Early the next morning, I woke to hear digging in the garden, and looked out of the window to see Jill in her dungarees and wellington boots, hair tied back, getting to work on a flowerbed. I tapped on the window.

“Good morning,” she chirped. “Get the kettle on then.”

Over the quaint little Formica table in the kitchen, we drank our tea and ate bacon butties. I couldn’t help but notice she was looking at my tits the whole time; my top was very low cut. Her tongue licked her lips, slowly, like she was licking something other than salt from them. She had removed the braces of her dungarees so they hung by her sides, and the gap between her T-shirt and knickers was apparent between the brass buttons. A thin cerise coloured elastic thong could be seen through the gap.

She stood up, and asked if she could use my shower. I led her to the small bathroom along the dull corridor, and before we reached the bathroom door, she pinned me against the wall and kissed me passionately. Her tongue darted around mine, and her lips tasted like salty bacon. She caressed my neck with her soft lips, and her hands found my already hard nipples. She squeezed my breasts; she somehow knew what I liked, but I suppose a woman knows what a woman wants. It was dark in the passageway and we never made it as far as the bathroom. I flung open the bedroom door, and we both landed on the bed. The curtains were closed, but the room was light enough to see, and dull enough to be sexy. She straddled me, and I could feel her mound pressing against mine. I wondered if she was as wet as I felt. She crossed her arms, and removed her top over her head, knocking her hair clip onto the floor. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her ample chest was tanned and in proportion to her voluptuous figure. Her blonde curls fell over one shoulder as she gave her head a flick. One side of her mouth curled into a dirty smile as she undid the brass buttons of her denim dungarees, revealing a bright pink thong. She slid her hand down into the front of her panties and moaned, her fingers glistened as she painted the juice over my lips and I tasted her.

She pulled off my vest top and pulled down my bra so my tits were pushed together by the underwires. Her mouth engulfed each breast as she felt behind to unclip the back fastening. My breasts tumbled out straight into her hands, then each one in turn was sucked by her luscious lips.

She climbed off and stood up, as her dungarees fell to the floor, leaving her naked with the exception of the startling pink thong. Still on the bed, I turned over onto my knees and crawled towards her. She grabbed the back of my head and thrust it towards her pussy. I licked the silky pink pouch and felt her soft lips beneath. My tongue darted in and out as she grabbed my swinging breasts and fondled them roughly. Her breathing quickened as she pushed me back onto the bed and unzipped my skinny jeans. I wriggled out of them, taking my knickers off at the same time. I couldn’t wait for another woman to taste me.

She crawled slowly from the bottom of the bed like a wild cat stalking prey, her tits swinging to and fro. She parted my legs, pushed my knees up and apart and traced a line down the inside of my thigh with her tongue. She was teasing me. It was intense and wonderful and I could not control myself. I was ready to explode into her mouth, and she hadn’t laid a finger on my pussy yet! She sucked my inner thighs, and flicked her tongue into my hole. Parting my labia with her soft hands, she found my clit, I let out a massive groan.

“Oh my God, make me come,” I screamed, “I can’t wait any longer, suck my clit . . . please!”

“Be patient, you sexy beast,” she giggled and sat up. “Turn over,” she ordered.

I sat up and turned over onto my front. She straddled me and started to massage my shoulders, my back and my arse. Licking, sucking, biting, and all the time her hands wandered all over my body. She climbed in between my legs and licked me from behind, her tongue darting in and out of my pussy as I stuck my hole into her face. Her fingers found my clit as I sat up, doggy-style, on the big pine bed, and she rubbed it furiously as she licked me out. I couldn’t control myself any longer. Waves crashed against the shore, lightning struck, fireworks exploded, and I came into her mouth, spurting my juices over her face.

I turned and tossed her backwards onto the bed, ripped off her thong and stuck my fingers into her tight little pussy. The juices were lush and thick, slimy and smooth. I pushed my whole face into her pussy; the smell was sweet, tantalising. I licked, flicked and teased. I sucked, fucked and pleased her to the verge of orgasm, then I remembered my faithful rabbit was in the case on my the side of the bed.

“Fuck me!” she screamed. “I want you to fuck me!”

As I sucked her clit, I moistened the vibrator with her juices, and gently inserted it into the glorious black hole. Her back arched, and she took it all. Twisting my trusty friend around so the ears tickled her arse, she screamed.

“I’m coming, oh fuck me harder, I’m coming, yes, yes, yes!” I could taste her. It was sweet, like Carnation Milk. I rested my head on her thigh, and slowly removed my fingers, licking them like a kid with an ice cream cone.

We drifted off to sleep that morning in that magical place called Stonehaven, and she left without finishing the flower bed. I never saw her again, I doubt I ever will.

When I returned home, my husband was surprised that my candle was intact and the batteries hadn’t been used. I told him I had just spent the whole vacation in bed, which was true, I suppose. We fucked in the kitchen with rekindled passion. His big, stiff cock felt harder than usual, and I felt refreshed and happy, ready to face the real world again. Perhaps one day I will tell him about my adventure, but for now, reader, it remains our little secret.


MALE FANTASY, FEMALE FANTASTIC

Allison, New Haven

It was our husbands who started us off. And then they weren’t around to stop us.

Brent and I had gone over to Vanessa and Ron’s for an evening of dinner and conversation. We’ve all been friends for a couple of years now, ever since my husband met Vanessa’s husband through work. Vanessa and I hit it off right away and the four of us started getting together for dinners, movies and plays about every three months or so. But we didn’t really get intimately acquainted, so to speak, until that fateful get-together when, after an excellent meal and a few too many glasses of red wine, Ron broached the subject of erotica, and what turns women on.

“Hey, I’m just curious,” he said, sitting back on the sofa and grinning. “We all know what turns men on, right, Brent?”

My husband darted his eyes at me, then looked down at the glass of wine in his hand. Brent’s a pleasant, patient man with a well-paying job, but he’s not the most passionate soul in the world (or the suburb of Westwood, for that matter). I’d married him mainly because he’d come along at the right time, with the right things to offer me. It was just at the tail-end of my decade-long wild streak, after too many bad jobs and worse relationships had left me unhappy and disillusioned. I was looking to settle down and that’s the bottom line, I guess.

Brent looked up and smiled at me and said, “You know what turns me on? My wife, Allison.”

It was just the sort of sweet, safe thing Brent would say. It got a hearty laugh from Ron and earned a warm, affectionate smile from me.

“Well, I can’t disagree with that,” Ron said, leering my way until Vanessa slapped him on the knee. “I mean, about my wife turning me on, too,” he added with a chuckle.

I think Brent and I both hoped that would be the end of the topic for the evening. But Ron wasn’t done with it just yet. “But – besides my wife – what really turns me on,” he continued, winking at Vanessa and me, “is two women kissing each other.”

Vanessa slapped her husband on the knee again, and Brent and I laughed sort of nervously. “All you men are fascinated with two women making love, aren’t you?” Vanessa commented, looking at Brent when she said it.

He dropped his eyes back down into his wine glass.

“Hey, what’s better than one beautiful woman?” Ron asked. “Two beautiful women, of course! Like we have here tonight.”

Vanessa sighed and looked at me and rolled her eyes. “Well, Allison, should we put the guys out of their misery? So we don’t have to talk about it all evening.”

I stared at the woman. “I’m sorry, what?”

She got up off the sofa where she’d been sitting next to her husband and walked over and kneeled down on the carpet in front of me. She placed her dark, slender hands on my knees and looked into my eyes with her gleaming brown eyes, her full, glossy lips parted slightly. She was wearing a black dress with a plunging neckline, and I could see the depth of her velvety cleavage and the twin points of her braless nipples where they pressed against the dress.

“How ’bout we just give the guys a little kiss, to shut Ron up on the subject,” she breathed at me, winking.

I tore my eyes away from hers, glanced at Ron, then at Brent. The two men were staring at us, rigidly attentive. We’d already shut Ron up, although his mouth was hanging open.

I shifted back to Vanessa’s warm gaze. Her perfume had a sweet scent that muffled my inhibitions and heightened my senses. The woman’s crouching body was lithe and supple like a panther’s. I set down my wine glass without looking and leaned forwards, then slid my hands over Vanessa’s and touched my lips to her soft, moist lips.

We both jerked our heads back, shocked at the electric current that had passed between us. Not from static.

“Wow!” Ron gulped, beaming.

Brent was glaring, glassy eyed, at the pair of us, too.

I smiled and coiled my left hand around Vanessa’s long, slim neck, parted my lips and pressed my mouth against her mouth again. Only, this time we stuck, lingered, luxuriated in the warm sensations, kissing long and indisputably passionately.

My body flooded with heat, my mind with the hot, tingling memories of the lesbian flings I’d had in the past, during my wild period – brief, torrid, tumultuous lustful sessions usually in the back bedrooms of crowded apartment parties or the far bathroom stalls of crowded nightclubs. Meaningless trysts meant for rebellion and shock value, but still undeniably, memorably pleasurable.

I hadn’t kissed another woman in five long years. And I don’t think I’ve ever kissed a woman so deeply and deliberately and soulfully, in such hushed and heightened surroundings. Our lips slowly broke apart and we stared at one another, dazed.

“Does that satisfy you now, Ron?” Vanessa murmured, her eyes sparkling at me.

Ron gave his head an exaggerated shake. “Yup! That’ll do me. Until later tonight, that is, sweetheart.” He rocked up off the sofa and gave Vanessa a pinch on the arm. Then he turned to Brent and said, “Say, have I shown you our new big-screen HD 3D TV? It’s down in the basement. Come with me.”

While the two men trotted off to talk toys, Ron boasting that his was bigger than Brent’s, Vanessa and I cleared away the glasses and carried them into the kitchen. The sink was full of dishes, and Vanessa was about to turn on the tap and start rinsing some off, when I grasped her right arm and turned her around, then kissed her hard on the mouth.

She jerked back against the counter, stunned, grabbing onto the sink in behind for support. Her breasts bobbed up and down, taut against the thin material of her dress, nipples almost poking right through. Her innocent display of womanly affection for the benefit of the guys had aroused my primal lust for ladies all over again. I suddenly couldn’t control myself, alone with the beautiful woman, the taste of her still on my lips.

I gripped Vanessa’s buff, bare shoulders and then ran my hands down her toned arms. Her skin was smooth and silky. She trembled, a smile quavering on her lush lips. “W-Where’s Ron when you need him, huh?”

I kissed her again, brushing her lips with my tongue this time, sliding my hands down onto her waist. “We don’t need Ron, or Brent. We have each other.” I flowed my hands up the curved contours of her waist and onto the firm mounds of her breasts.

“Oh, Allison! Please!”

It was half remonstration and half exhortation, all pleading. I cupped and squeezed Vanessa’s breasts, pressing my lips into her soft, scented neck. She gasped and almost collapsed backwards right into the sink. But she didn’t try to break away. And I had no intention of breaking it up. It had been too long between ladies for me.

I didn’t think for a moment that I was cheating on Brent, mind you. It was just something – the passion, the lust – that had flared up between two women, to be shared between two women. The situation and setting was just right, the sensuality too overwhelming to be stopped.

I kissed, licked Vanessa’s lovely neck, fondling her beautiful breasts. And she suddenly embraced all that I was feeling, wrapping her long arms around me and pulling me tight to her luscious body.

I brought my head up. She mashed her mouth against mine. Our tongues darted together, joy sweeping through us, both of us shuddering with our unleashed feelings. Vanessa’s hands glided down my back and onto my buttocks. She squeezed the thick flesh, groping my back mounds, urging me – us – on, showing me that this wasn’t her first time with another woman, either. The men had aroused our lust, now we were glorying in it.

Our tongues swirled and swirled together, my hands clutching and working Vanessa’s breasts, her hands kneading my buttocks. Then I pulled my head back, pushed it lower, at the same time scooping Vanessa’s breasts out of her sexy gown.

I cradled the hot cones of flesh in my hands. Her nipples were thick and hard, dark as the night. I stuck out my tongue and twirled it around one nipple, then the other, the contrast of spinning wet pink on stiffened deep black making us both shiver with delight. And then Vanessa shivered alone, as I delighted in sealing my lips over one of her rubbery breast tips and sucking on it.

“Oh, God, Allison! Yes!” Her long fingernails sunk into my buttocks, her breasts thrusting forwards into my face.

I tugged on her one nipple with my mouth, then jumped my head over and consumed half her other breast, pulled on it, my cheeks billowing and tongue flailing, all the time eagerly groping her tits. Her heaving chest shone with my saliva, especially at the tips.

Then I slid down her body, my hands running over her curves the other way now. She swiped the straps of her dress off her shoulders and shoved the garment down. I pulled it all the way down, so that the dress puddled at her feet, and her pussy was exposed right before me.

She was trimmed bare, except for a tuft of downy black fur at the top of her slit. Her lips were dark and glistening, engorged. I breathed deep of Vanessa’s cunt, the spicy scent awakening more semi-suppressed sexual memories in me. Then I looked up at the woman, into her widened brown eyes, which were staring down at me, and I stretched out my tongue and licked her pussy.

She full-body shuddered, and wailed, “Yes! Oh, yes!”

I sunk my tongue into her petals and licked all the way up. Did it again, and again, and again. Her tangy juices rolled onto my stroking tongue, the taste and texture and heat of her pussy making mine brim with simmering liquid, my body flush with shimmering heat. I pressed my tongue as deep as I could into her delicious pink and dragged it the length of her slit over and over.

“Oh, God, Allison! I’m—”

She grabbed onto my head and yanked me into her cunt. She spasmed and squirted, just as I took her swollen clit into my mouth and sucked on it.

Vanessa came violently, vibrating against the kitchen sink and myself, her breasts and pussy jumping. She almost tore my hair out as she drowned me in her hot, ecstatic gushes, my head buried in between her quivering legs.

She was only too willing to comply with whatever I suggested after it was all over.

I rose up and kissed her, swirling some of her essence into her mouth on the end of my tongue. Then I hissed, “Fuck me!”

She gaped at me. “I . . . how—”

“With your fingers! Fuck me!” I tore my blouse open and pulled it off, ripped my skirt open and flung it aside.

I was on fire, burning with lust. My breasts and pussy strained my underwear, swollen with emotion. I jerked my cups down and popped my breasts free, yanked my panties to one side, exposing my cunt. My nipples were erect, yearning for licking and sucking and biting, my pussy dripping to be filled and fucked. I pulled Vanessa’s face down close to my chest with one hand, grabbed onto her wrist with my other hand and jabbed her fingers against my pussy.

Her tongue shot out and flogged my nipples, wet neon pink on jutting cherry red. I shivered and gasped. Her hand covered my sodden mound, fingers stroking my cunt lips. I groaned and shuddered with erotic sensation.

Vaguely, I heard male voices far off somewhere. But barely, above the pounding of blood in my head and my pussy. There was no call for men here; this was pure woman’s work: absolute pleasure.

Vanessa inhaled one of my nipples and sucked on it, plunged two of her fingers into my pussy and pumped. She looked up at me from my tits, anxious to please. I grinned down at her, pleased, very pleased – the vaccing on my breasts and churning in my cunt were driving me wild.

Her fingers penetrated deeply, pumped rapidly, plugging into my pussy with a skill no man could ever match. She unlocked my nipple and then sucked up the other, nursing on my breasts as only a woman knows how.

I was surging, the pressure building and building inside of me, Vanessa’s pistoning fingers and sucking lips and thrashing tongue pumping me overfull to bursting. And then she drove me to the very edge, by slapping my bare butt cheeks with her free hand, stinging me, stunning me; her forceful smacks sending her flying fingers even deeper inside me, jumping more of my tits into her swallowing mouth.

I was up on my toes, ready to explode. Vanessa shot a finger down in between my gyrating buttocks, along my bum cleavage, and slithered it right into my ass. She sunk into my anus up to the third knuckle, then pumped, like she was pumping my pussy with two of her other fingers.

“Ohmigod!” I shrieked, seething with rapture, impaled both in front and behind, rocking on Vanessa’s fingers, the woman biting into my nipples.

I arched, seized up, shattered.

Orgasm scorched through my body in superheated wet waves, as I was sent heavenward.

By the time our husbands finally journeyed back up from Ron’s man-cave, Vanessa and I were back sitting on the sofa, chatting comfortably. It had just been some girlish fun between women, nothing more, nothing less. And if Brent and Ron want to watch next time, so be it. As long as they don’t get in the way.


THE ROCKING HORSE

Belinda, New York

When I look back, I wonder how I survived. It was sheer will power, I think, with help from a woman. Until her, it would’ve been easier if I’d killed myself, but I was too eager to live and too stubborn to die.

My problems started at home, a hell-hole where mom and I were punch bags for an alcoholic bastard. I hated my dad. One day, when he punched my face, making me fall and crack my head open, I hit him with a frying pan, shattering his nose. “Cock-sucking bitch!” he shouted as I ran away. I was sixteen years old then and I never went home again.

I’ve done too many vile things for someone my age living on the streets. Odd jobs didn’t last, so I soon discovered the easiest way to make a buck was to sell myself; getting my ass slapped and giving blow-jobs in a back alley became routine.

There were terrifying moments when I narrowly escaped a cut throat and being asphyxiated for resisting intercourse – or rape, more like. Most times I had to threaten the brutes with a long kitchen knife stolen from a hardware store by a vagrant acquaintance named Pocky, who had acne and rotten teeth with enough bad breathe to power a tank.

I didn’t win every time and, after a boozed-up old geezer duped me with the promise of food and fifty bucks if I went to his apartment, I walked like a crooked nun for a while. He seemed okay, but it was a grave mistake; alas, when you’re hungry and broke you do idiotic things. He was too powerful and gave me a black eye, bruised ribs and a hard belting on my bare butt; and, when he threw me on my stomach onto the bed while the full weight of his pot-belly kept me in place, he stuffed his stiff, unyielding cock into my virginal anus for so long I nearly barfed. Being fucked dry hurts badly and my ass was sore inside and out.

After he finished, I went to his grubby bathroom to clean myself up. When I got back he was soundly asleep – the fool! I emptied his wallet and quickly left with $275 and change. I’d earned it for being treated like that, so why not? But when you’re a street kid, bravely thoughtless and willingly agree to go with a guy, you take your chances. It was a horrible, rough rutting, but I made good money for one day.

I had brains and wanted to go to college but gave up because my ambition was scorned upon. I remember my dad screaming I was only fit to be a whore; he was right about that. From later experiences, I learnt that men are brutal and despicable; I don’t trust them. Therefore I prefer women, even if some want to spank me – they kiss and make love better anyway.

One night I performed for two ladies in a house in Soho. They let me have a shower and I had my first Martini and hors-d’oeuvres. It was a trio-oral-dildo session and my initiation into the real lesbian world. I had to kneel down and give oral to one of them while the other sat on my back, pulling my hair and calling me nasty names, and then they changed places to start over. Afterwards they made me stand up to receive simultaneous oral from them front and back. Having that done made my legs quiver weakly and my internal muscles juicily vibrate tremulously; it was a different kind of orgasmic thrill. That was when I discovered that women’s tongues were terrific. The three of us were satisfied and I departed happily with cash in hand.

Eventually, I found a safe lesbian bar where I could sit feeling safe and cosy when it rained or was too cold to roam. Nothing much happened there, except laughter, sexy intimations and touchy-feely moves with kisses and hugs.

Living on the streets is a bugger and I became an expert scrounger and thief. I could pick pockets, steal groceries from open boxes outside small stores and grab stuff in supermarkets. It was a cinch. I took soft drugs whenever I could but didn’t inhale or inject the hard stuff – I couldn’t afford them. Protecting myself and doing things I didn’t want to do turned me into a tough, callous bitch with a hard-nosed exterior that disguised my nervous uncertainty inside. I didn’t have a choice; I had to live. Consequently, I learned to put up with a lot of shit.

My sorrowful existence began to take a turn when I met an astounding woman, who would encourage me to change my life. She picked me up in the same lesbian haunt. I was at a loose end, feeling decadent, and had spent my last pennies on a soda and needed some dough.

I’m medium height, cheeky attractive and too thin, I’m told. I’ve got pistachio nut-shaped brown eyes, pouty lips and unkempt short hair, which was badly dyed into the colour of a toffee apple. So I’m called Toffee-Top and look like a boyish waif.

I don’t know what it was about her, but I’d the feeling I couldn’t escape if she got her claws into me. She looked superb, wearing a tight-fitting outfit. Her make-up and coifed hair were meticulous, enhancing her huge, dark, penetrating eyes and sensual lips. She had a generous figure that reminded me of a Romanesque painting I’d seen. She was taller than me, with a curvy waist, nicely shaped booty and boobs sticking out far enough to poke me.

I was surprised when she began to talk to me, because I tended to attract the traffic-battered, dollar-a-slot cheapies. She started chatting like I was a familiar friend without introducing herself first. Instead, she muttered casually that she was fed up going to bed weeping in her loneliness and the time had come to do something about it. She said, “The reason is, to date, I’ve played for the excitement of the game and its pleasures. Yet the end results have been temporary feelings of love – which happens too often – and then I feign the assumption that I’m ahead of the game; but it’s an artificial compromise and not where I want to be. I’m tired of messing around. I want love – real, permanent love.”

Jeez, that was a mouthful! I mean, what kind of person would start off with a new acquaintance like that? I decided to give her the run around for fun, but she upped me on that.

“Sooo, what do you do for a living?” she asked, delicately holding a glass of white wine with her other hand tucked on her waist. Her presence alone was daunting.

“Nothing,” I replied, nonchalantly sipping my soda.

“Sooo, if you do nothing, will you be mine and belong to me, Sweet-Pussy?” she purred. “I think you’ll be very lickilicious!”

What? I didn’t know how to respond . . . even though the lick-y-blah bit intrigued me. Her suggestion jolted my thoughts: Is she for real? Belong to her? Bullshit, I told myself. She’s weird – stay away from her! I said I wasn’t her type, not knowing who or what she was. She queried that and asked how I could randomly classify her. I yelled at her, saying I wasn’t interested and to go away, making some people nearby turn their heads. She was unruffled and asked me what it was I wasn’t interested in, which frustrated me, so I yelled again and told her to get lost.

She reprimanded me, wagging a finger in my face while tut-tutting that I was very rude. She said she’d been told I was a wicked street waif and she’d seen me a few times before. She knew I got spanked for cash and gave ugly men oral. Oh! How frightfully awful!

She was irritating. I retaliated by saying I wasn’t and that it was none of her business. But she persisted and suggested I was lying. I told her vehemently to stop questioning me and for fucks sake leave me alone.

I remember her staring at me. And you know what? Suddenly, for some absurd reason, I felt stripped, like she could read my mind . . . as if she knew the real me. And there was something else. Her stature was riveting and her beauty had a soft aura I rather liked. She was bewilderingly irresistible. But I’m not that easy to get. If she wanted me, she’d have to be a little more persuasive.

She continued to prod and kept telling me I was a little Sweet-Pussy street waif who needed a lesson in manners. I’d heard that ploy before and wondered why people always used the phrase to get me over the knee. A lesson for what? Doing nothing, being half starved and stealing, and they want to give me a lesson? Fuck them!

“You’re a waste,” she accused. “But I think you’re worth saving. Let me help you.”

“And you’re an asshole busybody!” I’d had enough of her tedious babble. Sure, I was a toughie; no one bossed me around. I’m a drifter and do what I want to do – humph! I turned to leave, but she put a hand on my shoulder and said: “No; please don’t go.” So I stayed.

“What’s your name?” she asked, slowly stroking my cheek with her soft, manicured fingers, drawing herself close, kissing me and then pinching my bum.

I shivered and gave an exaggerated sigh; she was getting to me. I told her, in a la-di-da manner, that at the moment it was Toffee-Top, but my real name was Belinda. She ignored my sarcasm and pointed out how easy it was to politely answer a polite question.

I duly noted her aloof lesson in etiquette and asked what her name was. It was her turn to reply in a pseudo-jeering voice that at the moment it was Flogina Flaggelanti, but her real name was Imogen.

Her answer made me smile. I seldom smiled these days.

Then she informed me seriously that she never said what she didn’t mean and that her suggestion had been truthful. She asked me to go with her, to the safety of her bosom, and that she’d take care of me. I was a wreck, I told her, and nobody cared a shit about me. I said I wasn’t worth the trouble.

She disagreed and told me there was always hope and to trust her. I didn’t believe her. She pondered what I’d said and advised me not to be so miserable and that a bath, proper hair-do and a change of clothes would make a world of difference, adding that I could do with some good food and vitamins to put some meat on my skinny, neglected body.

I asked her what would happen afterwards. She said she’d teach me the importance and meaning of life, whatever that meant, and that she wasn’t going to pay me a dime. Oh, she was deep all right! I was of no importance and had no meaning whatsoever to anybody and didn’t care about anything – except my animal instinct for survival.

She was compelling and I’d nothing better to do; a scrub and grub for my starving belly, new clothes and a hair-do sounded good to me. Then I thought, “Shit, why not?”

I succumbed to her invitation, or should say, her will. I didn’t know exactly what I was in for, but the least I could expect was food – if she kept her promise – then a red butt and sex. It wasn’t too much of a price to pay in my disgusting state.

We left the bar and there was a limo waiting for her. I didn’t even know anyone who took a taxi, let alone a limo. When we entered her narrow stone house on a tree-lined street, she wasted no time and led me to the bathroom. She told me to strip, threw my clothes in a trash can, ran a bath that she filled with scented whatever, and gave me a toothbrush and paste to use immediately. It was a high Jacuzzi-type bath with two steps up in front and two steps down on the inside, with jet holes all around it.

It felt good as she washed me all over, not missing my armpits, ears, between my toes, my cunt and asshole. The very fact I’d agreed to go with her doomed me to her command, but she hadn’t told me about the luxuries of such a bath. I felt her touch, her lips upon me, “checking” my cleanliness by sticking her fingers in all my orifices, massaging my body with a soapy sponge and making me feel alive and sensitive. It reached the stage when I didn’t know if I was wetter inside or out.

I don’t know what soap, shampoo and conditioner she used either, but, oh boy, I’d never smelt so clean! When she was satisfied, she drained the water out and re-filled the tub, stripped and got in with me. She kissed my lips sensuously and then asked me to wash her everywhere too. She kept looking at me with her devastating eyes as though I was a succulent trophy, her prized possession. It made me blush – me – of all people, when I made her groan with appreciation and actually enjoyed the arousing accomplishment.

But it didn’t change her plans. She sat on the higher step and told me to bend over her left knee lengthways, so that my legs straddled her thigh with my arms and knees resting on the inner and outer steps. I discovered the position had a specific purpose. We were both warm and wet from the water and when she smacked my butt it had a different sting to it than on dry skin. It surprised and delighted me, because her slaps ranged from soft to hard and were sexily given. Some whacks landed with a closed hand and others with open fingers that produced a different noise and feel that varied with my reactions to them. Between times she splashed more water on my bottom and continued, first alternating a few on each side, then five or six in the same spot in rapid succession. “Ouch! Yeow! Oops – nice!” And then – aah! The purpose! As she continued, my clit pressed against her slippery thigh bone with each smack and gradually made me writhe to clasp and release my pelvis and eager cunt against her, until I was smitten with orgasmic shudders.

Then she told me to lick her dry – an impossibility – so I started from her ankles and finished on her forehead, sucking her boobs until her nipples nearly popped off, which made her groan even louder; then I returned with her guidance to her clit, while she masturbated herself with my hand holding hers, which was entirely sensual. Luckily the bathroom had no windows, because I really believe her screams would’ve shattered the glass in them.

She called it “punishment”, which bewildered me. It wasn’t that at all; it was erotic and highly pleasing and my squeals were from joy, not pain. She told me it was a lesson and if I didn’t clean myself properly in future – insert here a wink – I’d get another dose. I dithered with that; it posed an interesting conundrum.

However, my ordeal wasn’t over. After we dried off she took me to a spare room. It was sparsely furnished with only an armless chair, a small cupboard, a rack of implements, a hammock-style sling made of nylon webbing that hung from the ceiling supported by three chains and a rocking horse the size of a Shetland pony. She told me to wait and left, she said, to put on her gear.

She soon returned and told me to mount the horse.

“Not that way,” she instructed. “Sit with your bottom facing its head.”

I looked at her quizzically and got off to remount. It was an antique, a “Genuine English Rocking Horse,” she told me proudly, that she’d picked up at a yard sale and had carefully restored herself. The saddle was therefore small with a raised, rounded cantle at the front and a lower pommel than a real saddle at the back. The body was white/beige in colour and its other features were painted red, including the leather reins and girths holding the stirrups. The horse was supported by two wooden runners shaped like those on a sled, attached to which was an electric motor.

I was not positioned correctly and she grasped my hips, pulling me slightly backwards so that my clit and vagina were spread directly on top of the cantle, with my torso resting on the back end of the seat and hindquarters of the wooden beast. Then she pulled my legs up and tethered my ankles with ropes against the horse’s neck. Around the horse’s body and my waist, she fastened a long leather belt tightly and then secured my wrists to its tail. Thus limited in movement, the only parts I could shift slightly up and down were my head, pelvis and butt, which was raised up boldly waiting for her attention.

She stood at the back of the horse where I could see her, the tight PVC outfit clinging to her, accentuating all her curves with her vulva, breasts and bottom exposed enticingly.

She held a long riding whip that must’ve been three feet long and didn’t look fun. I was suddenly afraid. I hadn’t been flogged before and I told her it would be inappropriate, but she threatened that nothing could be too much for a naughty street waif and a drop out who was wasting her life. Then she asked me to tell her all my sins. I sensed that she’d lured me with promises she intended to break like all the other damn bastards I’d encountered and that she was a cruel bitch who was going to abuse me.

She swished the whip through the air and I quaked with angst. She ordered me to tell her. I refused. She walked slowly behind me and lightly slapped my clean, fresh, soap-scented backside a few times. Naturally, as her hand landed my bottom wobbled and, because I was expecting the whip to follow, it made me squeeze my buttocks together and forced my clit to rub against the cantle on the saddle. Then she stroked the whip across my skin, which made me clench my muscles, and again my clit was agitated from rubbing against the hard wood.

I didn’t want a whipping and so I succumbed. I told her my whole bad life’s sob story, hoping she’d go easy on me for my true confession. She neither interrupted, nor criticized, nor reprimanded me, except for sympathetically tutting now and then.

“All that,” she said when I finished, “is serious, especially your street habits, which must never be repeated – understand?”

I said that I did. Then she announced discipline to the tune of twenty-four lashes while walking around the horse menacingly. I nearly shit myself.

She slashed the whip through the air and I tensed again, forcefully, crushing my sex organs against the bloody wooden saddle. I was getting wet. But the whip landed on the horse, not me, so close I could feel it whiz by me as it swiftly passed through the air twenty-four times.

I didn’t know whether or not the lash would land on me – that was the scary part – and it heightened my fear, making me grind myself against the saddle, until eventually I had a peculiar orgasm. I say peculiar, because it was surprisingly jolting. The thing was, I couldn’t move easily, so my clit and vagina were prisoners of the horse, who had taken control of my sensibilities.

I had to ask her what the catch was – whether this was a game or trick, and she was only going to really flog me later on. I mean, her actions were strange.

“Toffee-Top,” she answered. “The catch is you; the game is tying you to the horse; the trick is to teach you the difference between pain and pleasure and the fear of a whipping that might happen . . . that’s your punishment.”

It’s what? I wondered. I asked in a shaky voice if she was going to flog me eventually. She replied maybe, maybe not – it depends on me; she’d wait and see. In the meantime I could stay put.

She switched on the electric motor and the horse began to rock back and forth in a constant, easy rhythm . . . and began to rock my clit against the wooden cantle, relentlessly.

It was then I began to learn what she meant. Do you know what it’s like being tied down, unable to move properly? Have you any idea how much the body can ache when you’re in a paralyzed position? It’s bloody aggravating and painful, that’s what! Have you any idea, when you can only move your cunt area upon a jutting piece of wood, how many orgasms you can get? Well, let me tell you: a lot! Pain from pleasure and pleasure from pain is excruciating.

She smiled and drooled while she stroked my bottom with the whip for thirty minutes, but with so much tension and drama from not knowing, it seemed like an hour.

“You’ve been very, very naughty, Sweet-Pussy,” she said, raising the whip.

I knew it was coming; and this time she flicked it, tapping my buttocks continually, but lightly enough to cause only faint, blushing marks and to let me imagine what she could have done. “Expect six of those to really hurt if you displease me,” she said as she untied me.

After that will-I-will-I-not-get-whipped session, I breathed a sigh of relief. Then she told me I had to get rid of the dark rings under my eyes and needed lots of sleep. No . . . really? I was ordered to bed. I asked her where and she said her bed, silly – where else? In the meantime, I hadn’t been offered food yet. I could’ve eaten the rocking horse.

I got into the bed and she nestled down behind me spoon fashion, gently fingering my clit until I gave a little twitch that indicated I didn’t have the energy to come again with much enthusiasm. Yet, what I couldn’t understand was that nobody had made an attempt to please me before. It didn’t make sense. I couldn’t grasp what she was all about.

She let me sleep for a couple of hours and then she woke me up by kissing me on the mouth so tenderly, I wanted to hold her forever. Step one had been achieved; step two was five boxes containing full sets of formal and casual clothes, pairs of shoes, make-up and God knows what else. Her kindness filled me with gratitude. I mean, look at it from my point of view: I hadn’t done anything extraordinary for her yet and there she was, grinning at my pleasure. And my stomach was still grumbling for food.

“Now we’ll have a treat,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes that I got to know very well. “We’re going out for dinner and we’ll have dessert at home.”

It seemed we got back in a hurry, or I ate too fast – one or the other. She undressed me like a mare in heat and then shed her own clothing. She had a lovely, firm body and I felt like a lascivious, diminutive, skinny brat standing beside her. She hoisted me up easily and carried me to the bedroom, biting and kissing my neck and cheeks on the way, making me shiver with excitement. She put me on my back and straddled herself over my face. Her perfumed smells were intoxicating.

“Dessert,” she said.

I hadn’t “attacked” someone before, but she’d made me so happy I put all my knowledge into it. I licked, slurped and tongued her clit and cunt furiously, grabbing her butt, pinching and scratching it, sending her out of her mind, begging for more, until her yells of delirium overpowered her and she collapsed beside me.

She got off, shaking like a leaf, and enfolded me in her arms, clasping her leg around mine as if she never intended to let go. I said I belonged to her. She said we belonged to each other, that she was my destiny, but that I must continue to behave myself – meaning to obey her. I said I’d do my best.

Why she chose me when she could’ve had the pick of the bunch has always amazed me. I didn’t think I was that special then, but I know why now. She told me later she didn’t just want a lover, but also a friend and companion she could trust and care for; someone who would be part of her business life as well. She added it was because I’d looked cute and my toffee-top had pissed her off. Then she admitted that saving me from disaster was a challenge she found intellectually stimulating, yet she really wanted me too; but I soon realized her plans for me went way beyond an impossible dream.

She insisted I had to enrol for further education to study art. I wasn’t qualified for university or anything high and mighty and her suggestion was sensible, so I agreed.

Imogen told me she’d always been a dominant lesbian and when she wielded a paddle at a college hazing for the first time, she knew it was an activity she enjoyed. But, as I said, she’d seen me before in the bar and just before she chose me, she decided I looked too lost and frail for severity and thus created her “helpless-victim-rocking-horse-pain-and-pleasure” philosophy, which she thought would be effective enough, with some mild playing to spice it up.

Although I earned discipline sometimes, she said, with me it was different because I had a lovable bottom rather than one needing to be cruelly treated. She asked me how I liked it and we giggled when I said I liked her hand on the bare over her left knee. She preferred that too, but if I needed a real spanking she wouldn’t hesitate, and for excessive misbehaviour, I would get a whipping. I shuddered at the thought. However, her special way of administering punishment made us both hot and horny, with her acting the bitch while I pretended to scream and beg for mercy. I couldn’t say no to it, and perhaps you understand what I mean.

She told me that she’d drifted into the art world and became an antique dealer, operating in a swanky studio-type store downtown. She had a separate art gallery nearby, as well as an interesting warehouse on the edge of town, full of antique junk for general public sale, where she makes a bundle.

After I’d recuperated mentally and physically, as she put it, I was gradually introduced to her profession. She was obsessed that I learn properly, and I if I didn’t pay heed or was lax with my studies, she gave me what for, as promised, followed by the usual threat of whipping. So I passed the exams – a commendable accomplishment for me; and although I didn’t have a degree, my diplomas enabled me to use the right jargon competently. She was thrilled and said, “You see, Belinda, what you can achieve when you put your mind to it?”

I replied, “Yes – with a little help from a reddened butt,” which made her smile.

For my reward she took me to the spare room. This time she said we’d take it in turns on the hammock-sling, first me and then her. I’d never tried it before and it looked complicated, whereas it turned out to be a lovely contraption to sit on while being teased and fucked. Like the rocking horse, it could swing; unlike the horse, it was extremely comfortable.

She told me to relax in it with my feet on the webbing and my legs wide to expose my parts for entry. There was no tying up or anything like that, but the trick of aiming a dildo to slide in each time I swung forwards, and to exit on my return swing backwards, was something that I had to learn. Gradually, the motions made me wet and soon I was begging for it, with my tongue hanging out while I gasped and uttered my desire for her. She overwhelmed me by the minute as she stared at me with her beautiful eyes. The sensations she was causing were tantalizing me to a climax. The dildo going in and out and not staying put made me impatient and eager to have it thoroughly screw me into oblivion and put me out of my aching agony. She saw that and stopped the swinging, then worked the dildo fast and furious, tickling my clit at the same time. Finally I burst and made the hammock shudder with my twists and jerks, which were uncontrollable. Then I got off, jumped and clung onto her like a crab. I couldn’t stop kissing her, so wild and thankful was I for the way she loved me. Then I did it to her. I could make her emit grateful shrills, too.

When Imogen got worked up, her thirst increased and she fastened a strap-on dildo. I guess she was inspired by my crab-like hug, because she fucked me standing up while I enveloped her around the waist with my legs, my back supported by a wall and my arms clinging onto her shoulders. It was devastatingly effective and a wonderful feeling. I was pinioned but had full control of my movements and was able to guide the oh-so-lovely pink silicone penis as she manoeuvred it inside my dripping cunt to touch every sensitive part of it. My butt moved up and down as I squeezed my muscles; it made me feel so wildly impassioned, my whole body seemed to jiggle like a bobblehead doll. It was one position I couldn’t reciprocate. I tried, but she was too heavy for me to indulge, so I fucked her doggy fashion while she knelt on the hammock-sling instead.

Anyway, she started me in the warehouse and, as it happened, my scrounging days were not wasted. She taught me a lot, especially what, and what not, to buy. Practical experience is invaluable. She dubbed me “Special Picker” and we worked in tandem. She scoured the obits and houses for sale and then pretended to be a potential buyer, but in reality hunted for antiques, while I went outside to sniff about for potential bric-a-brac.

As a newcomer, I had a daily limit of $100. Anything over that required her permission. The day came when I tried to impress her by spending $250 without her authorization for something she valued at $50. I wasn’t learning properly.

When we got home she was in a foul mood and ordered me to fetch the riding whip for six lashes. I was filled with apprehension and scared to death.

I could see in her eyes she was serious and I’d no grounds to complain. What upset me most was her attitude. It was cold and she barely said a word. Instead, she took my arm and threw me over the back of an armchair and pulled my bandolino pants down, leaving me wearing a skimpy thong. Then she spanked me thoroughly – so hard, I cried. Certainly I deserved to be punished further and was therefore astonished when she said, “I love you too much and can’t hurt you with a whip; and I won’t. Just don’t bother me.”

While she didn’t want to cause insufferable pain, she didn’t speak to me for the rest of the evening, which made matters emotionally worse. My heart felt painful because I’d upset her. In bed, she turned her back on me, which was awful. I vowed never to err again, and I didn’t much after that.

When we woke up the next morning, she hugged and kissed me, rolling on top in the missionary position. We like that: the touching, caressing, looking at each other, rubbing our genitals together and against our thighs, kissing and licking our nipples and lips and roaming about, re-discovering our bodies, grinding our clits together again and murmuring our feelings until we reach our pitch and explode. Then we hold each other after our orgasms in an embrace of blissful contentment.

One ritual that never changes between us, is riding the old rocking horse. Aha! You spotted the word: “us”. Yeah, she’s on it backwards occasionally, as well. As you can imagine, it’s become a mute friend, getting worn out by our clits.

Oh, and yes – I nearly forgot: I now have long, sleek, blonde hair, look sexy-chic and dress in expensive leathers. I’m a totally different, confident and successful woman now. Not bad for a no-good-drop-out waif who nobody cared about.

“I knew you’d succeed,” she keeps saying with pride, and on my thirtieth birthday she made me a full partner.

So, as I speak and conclude my story and look at her sitting opposite on this quiet, early evening after work, sipping a cool glass of wine, my serene, beautiful partner, who I’ve come to adore and love passionately, smiles at me.

“Let’s go eat out and have dessert at home,” she purred.

Who was I to complain?


THE COMMUTER

Wendy, Washington

It started with my usual bus ride. It’s a route that avoids the freeway, as my office is on one of the many shorelines that grace Seattle. The bus glides right in front of my office building. I’m an office manager for a young management firm, and probably the oldest of the employees. They ride their bikes and mopeds, sit inside and outside, some not even coming in, preferring to work from home in their pyjamas or not, I suppose, but for me, I like my office and the interaction, and making sure the paperwork is in order for the various firms we are contracted to. I direct the ITs to computer crashes and make sure the office is running smoothly, a job that with each passing year gets less and less strenuous. But I won’t be laid off. We still have clients who deal strictly with paper and manila envelopes. My computer’s address book is full, but my rolodex is still atop my desk.

They threw me a cupcake party for my fiftieth birthday. I was surprised. How did they know? But of course, information on each other permeates our screen reminders. I was touched, the cupcakes were luscious.

In the office, I constantly catch snatches of conversation about how dates went and didn’t go. I’m one of the single ones, married awhile back, divorced and now satisfied to watch the field, rather than play it. Satisfied somewhat, anyway.

In my office, it’s hard not for me to get horny. I’m an unrepentant crotch-watcher, and when one of my cow-orkers comes from the copy room sporting a long one down the thigh, or a biker shows a hard, hot slant in his biking shorts from his balls across his thigh, or a young girl swivels her chair leaving her legs open just so, the pale skin disappearing beneath the flimsy shade of a retro sundress, I feel the quiver in my quim. My eyes watch those things as they parade around the office, come in and ask me questions, stand, listen and go get more coffee. The tight jeans. The summer dresses, showing the contrasting-colour thonged bottoms. Or nothing at all, just the jiggle of firm bottoms. Bare feet slipping from shoes. The occasional absent-minded rubbing of a hard one against the edge of my desk, sprouted mainly because he’s young.

There’s a loose screw that’s just a notch above my eyesight in a panel on the women’s restroom. That screw is the one I see when in the midst of masturbating my head rises, and my eyes pop open as my fingers do their thing. My faithful screw. God help the workman who comes in someday and tightens it.

One morning I sat on the bus, in the front, on the side-facing bench. I like sitting close to the front as I can get off the bus quicker. I’m not one to like shuffling to the door. But the front has its down side as that’s where the quirkies and the crazies sit, too, some smelly from too many days without showering. They sit across from me and stare, with no book or paper. I feel uncomfortable if I’m wearing a skirt, thinking their eyes are waiting for my parting thighs.

But that morning, a young woman danced onto the bus and sat across from me. She was black haired, buoyant and tattooed. She wore several earrings in one ear, and a black bra under a white T-shirt. Her skirt was plaid, her boots hefty and clunky. But her face was that of an intelligent angel, with flawless skin and bright red lips. Her eyebrows were sharp and black. I smiled at her and she smiled back, then pulled out a copy of Josh Bazell’s Beat The Reaper, a book I had been longing to read. I watched to see where she was in the book, but it was near the beginning. No use in asking how she liked it. I pulled out my own reading, a downloaded review of the newly revived Death of a Salesman. Over the top of my sheets, I watched her. She scratched. She scratched far up her thigh, and opened her leg, revealing briefly a pair of white panties. She smiled as she turned the pages. She decided to rest her booted foot on her other knee, and there she was, displayed in all her glory to me, the white panties covering her black thatch.

Oh help me! That would be her puss if the panties were gone.

The bus rolled along, and we jostled and jiggled. Her legs stayed open. I blushed, though out of a sense of embarrassment for her – as if she’d be mortified if I pointed out to her that I could see everything, though unfocused. She turned the page and laughed. Something funny happened. It was a gentle, infectious laugh that I might’ve joined had not my throat been filled with my heart.

Then her smile left her face and she seemed to lean forwards. She put her foot flat on the floor and held the book with both hands. I sighed. The bus picked up speed as it crossed the bridge and careened down South Lake Union. She bit her lip and slid a hand down between her legs, as if to force her thighs open, then touched herself right on the panty. Just a flick. I gasped and shuffled my papers. They got away and fluttered down in front of me. Mindlessly, I chased them to the floor. I was gathering the sheets when I looked between her legs and saw her slit in faint, pantied glory. They were well-worn white panties, almost transparent. It was brief. I coughed out of lust. I could feel the bus rumbling on the road, through my knees and hands. I gathered the papers, then looked up again. She was down there with me, in a squat. I saw her near entirety, legs splayed, thighs with wonderful definition all the way to her heavenly, hairy pussy.

“You OK?”

Yes, I thought, I can see your pussy.

She helped me to my feet. I sat back, and she sat across from me, smoothing her skirt.

“You sure you’re all right?”

I nodded. The bus stopped and she leapt up and out, flicking me a brief wave goodbye.

At work, I rushed through the lobby and onto the elevator. I could see only my stall in the restroom. I gave furtive hellos as I flew past fellow employees.

Inside the stall, I raised my skirt and slid down my panties. As my butt touched the seat, the images of her parted thighs came into focus. My fingers went to work. I shook and shuddered, eyes closed, thinking about her threadbare undergarment and the thatch of black bush that pushed against the panel. My fantasy might have been less detailed than reality, but I brought forth a come that suppressed all true accuracy. She could have had her legs wide open with her fingers parting her labia for all I imagined. I imagined one shoe falling from her foot as she sat across from me, smiling and strumming for my hungry eyes. I bit into my sleeve, as my third wave nearly brought forth a groan that surely would be heard for what it was. I looked upward to see my faithful screw as I dabbed my clit, one shoe off, bare foot feeling the cool, tiled floor.

Reassembled, I joined my co-workers.

“You must really have had to go,” said Jena, a woman holding a stack of papers, “you just rushed right past me into the can.”

“Sorry, good morning, Jena.”

That night, I relived my bus ride with no limit to my noise making. I came like a rocket. I laid in bed thinking about her. Wondering . . . we had sat like seasoned patrons in a theater, her and I, she with her book and I with my roaming eyes.

There were two other commutes of note that week. The girl was present for both. Each time she showed me something new. One morning she wore ballet flats and a short skirt. She crossed her legs slowly, showing me the strip of a red thong that seemed to part a slash of black hairs. I wondered if she bikini-waxed. The next day it was back to boots, and this time, the book was Jackie Collins. I was a bit disappointed. Such a downward slide in reading matter. But that was until she opened her legs wide and touched her inner thigh. It was a faint pink panel that swashed her cunny that day. She rubbed her legs together, then cleared her throat. I was rooting for Jackie. Give her more, Jackie, make those legs fly open.

My trips to the restroom had caught the attention of my receptionist, who thought I should make a doctor’s appointment. Prostate cancer is nothing to sneeze at, she said, frequent, urgent trips to the bathroom is the first sign. I looked at her and smiled, sure that women didn’t have a prostate gland.

“I’m okay. It’s just the amount of juice I drink at breakfast.”

I went to my office and closed the door, blushing hard. My God, was I that obvious?

But nothing prepared me for Friday.

It was sunny that morning and the commuters were few. They had opted to take the day off, I assumed, something that I thought about doing, but I couldn’t miss my favorite show. I sat in my seat, as the bus rolled to her stop. She appeared in a T-shirt, no bra and her trademark short plaid skirt. She smiled and said, “Good morning” to me as she sat. I got ready for further conversation, but she pulled out John Updike’s Couples and opened mid-book. I sighed. I’d read that book, as well. I thought, I’ll ask how she likes it, thus far. But before I spoke, she raised to her tiptoes and parted her legs, and there, with no panties and no hair, was her pussy. Bare and pink as a lily. She ran her hand over it, then quickly closed her legs. I thought I spotted her eyes look up at me, but I was unsure. Too aroused to care, I sat with my magazine, waiting. Waiting for another flash. It came with a subtle leg cross. As subtle as a woman can be with a shaved puss and short skirt. Her hand rested in her crossed thighs and as she turned the pages her leg jiggled. Sweat broke out on my forehead. I opened my own legs slowly, but wore panties. Not a visual equivalent for her. Just as the bus reached her stop, she opened her legs and dipped her finger inside herself. She stood and smiled, the same goodbye-bidding smile, calm and assured, then left the bus. I watched her dash into an older building with the name “Foster” over the door

My heart was beating like mad. My pussy was keeping time to the rhythm. I sat in my seat wondering if the bus driver could see me if I took a dip into myself. My legs quivered, opening and closing. I needed to come, bad.

I was poised that morning, though. I greeted each employee with care, and even set meeting times and looked at reports. I sat on the edge of my seat wondering when, oh, when I could play with myself. They came and went; even the bike messenger with the big cock stood around, torturing me. His dick and my commuter’s pussy. The combination was too much. I excused myself and hurried to the elevator, down to the supply room floor. There was a restroom there, I remembered from my temping days. No loose screw, but it will have to do, for I was roaring. I closed the handicap stall door, and relished in the amount of space, as I raised my leg on the handrail, and looked at a drawing of a cock entering a pussy, which someone had drawn in exquisite detail, on the door.

I got off quick, shuddering and bouncing, my breathing in sporadic shots. My leg almost spasmed from being perched on the bar. but my vagina was crying tears of joy, as my fingers worked all around my labia and against my clit. Each vision of her bald slit broke into particles, each one containing another more vivid image. I saw her stand and walk across the aisle to my seat, raise her skirt and press her pussy against my waiting tongue. I lapped at her as she gripped the hand railings. Oh Jesus, then the bike messenger entered her from behind, first of all sliding his cock between her legs so I could get a brief taste, before it disappeared up her ass . . . Mercy! Mercy!

I shouted. I clasped my hand to my mouth and went quiet, hoping no one heard me. I sat still. Waiting. My panties were almost under the stall door, into the stall beside me. I retrieved them and put them in my purse. My shoes were off and scattered on the floor. My blouse was unbuttoned. I nearly stripped for this one. Damn her. But thank you dear girl . . . thank you.

The rest of the day, I worked in a cloud of arousal and fear as I sat panty-less amongst my co-workers. I knew there were women in the office that didn’t wear undergarments, but I wasn’t one of them, and to be in their company, surreptitiously, was doing a number on my head. I kept sliding in my seat, hoping I wasn’t leaving a stain. During a meeting, I reached for a scratch and felt no barrier as my finger went straight to my cunny. I parted my legs and took a dip of defiance. It felt wonderful. At the end of the day, I stood around and chatted, flaunting my near naked state to an unknowing audience. I walked with a swishing feeling, my butt smoothed by the skirt, nothing else. I wondered if anyone noticed.

My night was filled with self-induced passion. My hands were all over myself. I plucked my nipples, thinking about sitting at my desk, legs open. Hoping someone would drop something. I imagined being in the copy room when Marsha a young intern, was changing the paper. I’d squat down with her, revealing myself wet and inviting, and Marsha would smile wickedly, lead me over to the coffee counter, help me up and open my legs for a finger thrash and a lick. Then a quick flick of her tongue, a precursor to things to come.

And come I did. Hard. My hips journeyed from my mattress skyward, as my bus mate’s face came into view, her hand as busy as mine across the aisle from me. In my repose, I smiled.

I rose from the bed and went to the bathroom. Sitting on the toilet, I shaved my pubes then ran my hand over the smooth, pale skin. I checked my labia with a mirror, my arousal so riveting, the mirror shook. I opened my legs wide, and wriggled my feet. I couldn’t wait for Monday.

I rose early that day and went through my things, choosing carefully a skirt that would do the trick. I found an old pleated number, navy blue. I tried it on and though it was a bit tight, I rejoiced in the sinfulness of its length. I bent over in front of the mirror. My thighs showed dangerously high, the hemline barely covering my bottom.

I wore sensible shoes and a short-waisted jacket. It was sunny. The weatherman promised a warm day, but I was already sweating. My legs quivered. When the bus arrived, I boarded under the smile of the driver and took my usual seat. I almost shrieked when the cool plastic and my bare butt met. I crossed my legs and thought I felt a squish of moisture ooze between my thighs. I pulled out my book. I wanted to finger myself so bad.

As the bus approached her stop, I felt waves of arousal and fear working my heart. What if she was not teasing, just clumsy? What if she was just a young girl riding the bus, being friendly and here I was about to show her my vagina? What if she screamed? Or worse, what if she took the day off?

The bus stopped, the doors flapped open and an old guy got on. He was moving slow. In my head, I was pushing him to the back of the bus. Then, pulling a cart, came my girl. She was dressed in a short, green, rumpled skirt, with fishnet stockings and red tennis shoes. She wore a white blouse with two buttons undone. She was as lovely as ever, no makeup, alabaster skin against her shiny black hair. She wore green eyeliner today, and burgundy lipstick. She handed the cart to the old man, who pulled it further to the back of the bus. She smiled big at me and though she looked at my skirt, she said nothing. She sat across from me in her usual seat and reached into her backpack for a book. She parted her legs and showed me a sight that took my breath away: she had shaved, as well. Her pussy was full with luscious, fruitful labia, bright pink, delicate and lacy. The insides of her thighs were smooth and I detected a slight scent of body lotion. I shuddered. I parted my legs for a plunge, when she closed her legs and placed her book on her lap. She smiled at me. I closed my legs quickly, my face crimson, which I was certain she noticed.

We rode with our respective books, until I crossed my legs, slow and high. I watched her over my reading and saw her eyes rivet to my parted thighs. She licked her lips, looked down at her pages and slid a hand inside her blouse. She turned the page and watched for my next move.

I went on, unabashed. I opened my legs wide and rubbed my bare puss. She watched and bit her lip, uncrossing her legs and re-crossing them onto her hand. She set her book aside, and jiggled her leg. Her lips quivered. I placed my book in my lap and pushed my skirt so I could get my fingers inside my slit. As the bus jounced, we played with ourselves, in brief flicks, each of our books hiding our naughty business, until she leaned forwards and came, covering it with a cough. She sat up, red-faced and smiling. I was close, but in need of further assistance . . .

It was her stop. I almost cried. She stood, walked to me, holding her book in front.

“How’s your book?” she said in a whisper.

“Good,” I said in a lustful croak, “how’s yours?”

“Happy ending,” she said.

She stood in front of me, moving closer, letting a few people pass before getting off herself. I smelled her lotion. I smelled her most private scent on her fingers as she held her book.

She turned, stepped off the landing and stood at the bottom of the steps for a brief moment, then walked to her building. She looked back. I never saw her on the bus again.


A RESPECTABLE WIFE

Carol, Lancashire

That’s what I am – a respectable wife.

Anyone would tell you. Brought up by “nice” people (I hate that mundane word), did my homework, got my exam results, did a three-year course in history at a good university, got married at twenty-one, had two children, now at school. I consider myself well educated.

Thinking back on it, I followed what everyone sees as life’s pattern. I did what was expected of me. But when I turned thirty last year, I looked back on my life and wondered where all the fun was. Answer: what fun? OK, I’d been a bit wild at university – parties and the occasional joint, but nothing too outrageous, but I’d quickly settled into being a suburban mum. Callum, my husband, works in merchant banking and, apart from a very good salary, gets impossibly good rates on our mortgage so we have a beautiful home and when we had Sarah and Anna, I gave up work. I always intended to keep working, or at the very least go back to work, but Callum insisted there was no need, despite my protests that it had nothing to do with need, and his parents and my own bullied me into staying at home, even though I was bored out of my skull during the days. I did a bit of voluntary work – still do – but I felt like a Stepford Wife – dutifully waiting for my man to come home, looking immaculate and with a meal ready for my hunter-gatherer.

Bored.

I remember the day that all changed very clearly, like it was yesterday. We’d had a few weeks of very hot weather and I used to get a glass of wine and my Kindle and sunbathe in the back garden. We have neighbours but most of them are out at work during the day so it’s pretty private and there was nobody to spy on me when I was out there. It passed the time.

But on that day my reading was disturbed by a football bouncing over the fence into our garden and landing in the decorative pond Callum had built. It was followed by a silly-sounding voice that said, “Can we have our ball back, missus?” It sounded a bit like a child and I briefly wondered why a child would be off school and playing football at this time in the day, when Karina, our neighbour on the left hand side, appeared over the top of the fence, grinning at me.

Because I didn’t think anyone was about, I’d taken off my bikini top but I felt shy and pulled it up. She told me not to bother on her account and that I didn’t have anything she didn’t. Fair enough. What she thankfully hadn’t spotted, I hoped, was that my fingers had been doing the walking and when the ball came over I was seconds away from a powerful climax, something I don’t often get from Callum. I was daydreaming that I was at a garden party and everyone there was watching me masturbating. Maybe I’m a secret exhibitionist.

I apologised and told her I hadn’t thought anyone was about.

She told me she was bored, too, and fed up with staying home all day with nobody to chat to. I know what she means – the neighbours round here are so stuffy, I don’t chat to them much anyway. But Karina seemed nice so I invited her round for a coffee. Instead she suggested I go round to hers for another glass of wine.

I said I already had a bottle open in the fridge, then realized that probably sounded rude, as if I was refusing her friendship. We’d lived next door to each other for about four years and had never spoken apart from a good morning or good afternoon if we happened to pass outside. “Plenty for both of us,” I added.

“Your place or mine?” she asked in a poor imitation of a Hollywood movie gangster accent.

We settled on her place and I fastened my bikini and put on a wrap to go round there, the bottle of wine and two glasses in my hand. She was at the front door waiting for me and closed it when I entered, the air-conditioned coolness making my skin goose up.

She invited me through and skipped off upstairs to get her bikini on.

As she went, she pulled off her shirt over her head. She had nothing under it but was so at ease with doing it there was nothing provocative in the move. Even when she turned round to ask if I needed a bite to eat, giving me a full view of her lovely boobs, it seemed so natural. I’ve never been happy baring my body, but I guess she’s freer than I am. She disappeared upstairs and I went through to their garden, where she’d already put out a couple of cushioned loungers.

A few minutes later she came back, a big bag of kettle chips in her hand. She’s very easy to talk to and I regretted never having made contact before. Her skin’s quite pale, as blondes’ skin often is; I count myself lucky that I have fairly bronzed skin to start with – some people say I look Spanish or Italian.

As if reading my thoughts, she told me she had to be careful about sunbathing as she burns easily, and started rubbing herself with sun cream. Her front and legs done, she asked me if I would put some oil on her back and shoulders. My puritanical upbringing was shouting at me (in retrospect maybe I realized something was about to happen), but it would have been silly to refuse, so she told me to hold out my hands to squirt the lotion in. When I did it, before she squeezed the bottle, she sniffed – I blushed like mad because I knew she could smell me on my fingers. My blushes just admitted it to her.

“Don’t worry about it,” she told me, “we all do it.”

It didn’t stop me blushing though. She turned her back and I sploshed some cream on her shoulders, right on her spine, making her start because it was cold.

“Ever done it with another woman?” she asked suddenly, so suddenly I thought I’d misheard. I asked what she said and what she meant. Mutual masturbation. Of course I denied it. I hadn’t.

More to change the subject than anything else, I smoothed the cream on her shoulders. After a few minutes she unfastened her top and took it off, explaining she didn’t want lines. I could hardly object; she’d caught me topless before, but I didn’t feel very comfortable. No, that’s not right. I felt tense, as if I was doing something I shouldn’t or that something was about to happen and it was getting out of control.

She told me I had a very gentle touch and I thanked her, but what she did next completely floored me. She reached round as I was applying sun cream to her hips and pulled my hands onto her breasts, holding them there so I could feel each oily mound resting in my hands. I tried to pull away but she held them there for a few seconds before letting me go.

My mind was a confused mess. Why had she done that? Was I just being too prudish? She was so completely nonchalant about everything, the next moment we were settling back on the lounger and chatting about mundane things while we sipped wine and ate those crisps.

After a while she picking up the sun cream and asked if I wanted her to do me.

“No!” I said; an immediate defensive reaction.

She said OK, but was obviously surprised and perhaps even a little offended by my sudden outburst.

I told her I didn’t mean to offend her and apologized for reading so much into virtually nothing.

Or so I thought.

But I didn’t manage to finish my words. Quite suddenly she was kissing me, hard on the lips. Whether it was the shock or the wine or a combination of the two, I still don’t know, but I felt completely powerless to object. A bit like a rabbit that gets caught in your car headlights and can’t move.

Eventually she broke.

She told me she’d wanted to do that since she first saw me. I didn’t know what to say.

She said she needed more oil and told me to hold out my hand again. I did as she asked, but this time, after she’d squirted a generous blob, she pulled my right hand down, used her left to pull her pants aside and pressed my hand in between her legs. Just like that. I tried to pull away but she held me, telling me she was desperate and needed it. I know how she felt. She had stopped me half way through pleasuring myself, so I needed it too. She started to move my hand backwards and forwards until I was doing it on my own, my fingers dipping inside her on each forwards stroke. It felt uncomfortably comfortable. A few minutes later she tensed, reaching a jerky, noisy climax.

After a few seconds she asked me to carry on, telling me I was “just so beautiful.”

That made me laugh. I don’t think I’m beautiful. I’m just . . . me. Average. Ordinary.

Her turn to laugh. “Let me guess,” she said. “Moral upbringing, parents go to church every week, husband more interested in work than home . . .”

She described me exactly.

Suddenly she was up, holding out her hand for me to follow her.

I asked where we were going but she pulled me to my feet, leading me inside the cool house again.

“Where are we going?” I asked again, a bit nervous.

Upstairs, she told me, and when I hesitated she added that we were going to look in a mirror and to stop being scared.

I followed her upstairs and she led me to stand in front of the full-length mirrors that formed the doors of her built-in wardrobes. She stood behind me and spoke.

“Just look,” she said. “I know you look in a mirror every day, but do you actually see the real you? Or just the you everybody’s manufactured?”

I had no idea what she meant.

She said to look at my face and stroked the backs of her fingers down my cheeks, saying I have nice, fine cheekbones and perfect skin. And my hair . . . she ran her hands through it, so flowing and thick and shiny, she said. Then she added, “As for your figure . . .”

Time was stretching somehow – I should have pushed her away and left that room, but even as I thought that, I instantly remembered what I’d be escaping to, and that, when I really thought it through later, was more something to escape from. I had no value in my relationships. People didn’t need me – they needed the space I occupied. Callum wanted a wife; the fact that wife’s name was Carol was irrelevant. I’m not saying he doesn’t love me, “Carol”, but he needed “the wife”. In the same way my kids need “the mother” without considering what goes on inside that mother.

Karina interrupted my reverie, telling me she knew what I was thinking. “You’re wondering what happened to the girl within,” she told me.

How did she know that? Some kind of telepathy? I needed to know. Why was my neighbour so far ahead of me?

She said she’d been there. Done it. She felt the same way.

“So you snog your neighbours?” I responded. Did I sound disapproving? What right had I to disapprove?

She said no, she’d never done that before, honestly, so I asked her, “Why now?”

She said it was a spur-of-the-moment thing. Because I just looked so gorgeous. It took her a lot of courage, she said. Her face was near mine, her breath in my ear. It was a pivotal moment while her face started to move slowly, nuzzling my hair against my neck.

She says I smell so fresh, her nuzzling turning to a series of small pecking kisses on my neck. Her hands, meanwhile, had encircled my waist; I wanted them as they stroked the flesh of my tummy. Behind me I could feel her pressing against me, from her pelvis pressing into my bottom to her button-hard nipples grazing my back.

And I watched as her hands moved slowly up as she increased her kissing of my neck and made me shiver. I knew where she was headed and I didn’t want to watch, so I tipped my head back onto her shoulder, closed my eyes and gave her full access to my throat. Her hands continued, outside my bikini top, cupping my boobs and flicking my nipples with her nails. She moved slightly and I felt my bra being pulled up and my breasts falling out underneath.

Keeping one hand on my left breast, her other hand started downwards, across my belly and into the waistband of my bikini, not stopping until she had curled a finger inside.

That embarrassed me and I turned towards her rather than let her (or perhaps me) see what was happening. All that did was make me walk into an inevitable kiss. With my eyes shut it was easier to not think about what was happening: that kiss and her hand mauling my boobs in a gentle, feminine, understanding way. I wasn’t being man-groped, I was being caressed by someone who knew what she was doing, all – I later found out - solely from her frequent treatment of her own body. Her right hand was between us again, sliding noisily into me. She stopped long enough to drag my hand back to her and we did each other, our hips jerking and the kisses coming so utterly naturally.

Make no mistake, this shrinking, inexperienced violet was giving as good as she got, in terms of the kiss anyway, and when she unfastened and removed my bikini top so our chests were crushed together, I was lost to the mutual warmth of it all, my eyes firmly shut so I didn’t have to admit to my reflection what was happening to me. The only time I opened them was when one of us reached our orgasm. While trying to deny I was having lesbian sex with my neighbour, something compelled me to watch her face, or mine, in the mirror, at the moment of climax.

We saw sense later that afternoon, guiltily breaking and going back out to the garden, both of us remaining giggly, topless and coiffing wine until it was time for Sarah and Anna to come home from school.

Back home, I wondered whether the girls – or Callum, when he came in – could see anything different about me; whether they could detect guilt – but the girls wanted their tea and TV and Callum wanted to delay our meal slightly because he had some calls to make. And so I sat after my meal with another glass of wine, my Kindle, my memories and dwindling guilt, reading the same page over and over again because my mind was completely elsewhere.

The following morning, fuelled by a vivid dream of Karina and I being discovered naked together by Callum and his parents, I waited until the house was empty before taking a deep breath and going next door.

She opened the door, rather sheepishly, and invited me in.

“Karina,” I said, at the very same moment she said, “Carol”

And then it was all too easy. The guilt was mutual; an equal and shared thing. We didn’t need to forgive each other because the balance was perfect. Instead we crashed together again, trying to devour each other, our pulses racing and our breathing pounding. I was pushing her until her back hit the wall and she could go no further. We found each other’s bodies with a new confidence; all reticence had evaporated – we just needed each other.

After a few minutes we parted, both of us smiling because we knew we had an entire day ahead of us.

“Come on,” she said, holding out her hand for mine and leading me back up to the same bedroom as the previous day.

We both knew why we were there this time. Rejoining the kiss, we spent deliberate minutes exploring each other through our clothing before gradually, trading item for item, we stripped each other nude and fell into bed. I had to remember she was no more experienced than I was. It was a case of feeling our way about. And, more excitingly, kiss our way about.

Sure, I masturbated, more often than I’d ever admit to anyone, so I knew the mechanics of it all, but doing it to yourself is a whole world away from someone else doing it. Callum did it for me occasionally – or more accurately for himself, but he was clumsy and didn’t ever do it quite right. This time it wasn’t me calling the shots – Karina’s fingers thrilled me, at times going against my natural rhythm or touching a spot I wouldn’t normally have touched, and that felt so new and unexpected.

I enjoyed touching her, too – when you’re touching yourself, you can feel both sides (through your fingers and at the same time through your body) but with her, all I could feel was my fingers; I had to watch her reactions a moment afterwards to gauge how it felt to her. I had this constant urge to push as many of my fingers, three of them, into her as possible, while she bore down on them She later said we’ll manage a whole hand one day, but for now we were way off that.

But not once did I actually feel guilty. If anything, I felt free – free to be me and not just meeting someone else’s need. It didn’t take us long to climax. She pushed me on my back and really went at me, rubbing fast yet gently; some sixth sense telling her the way I like it. When I had my orgasm and calmed down, I pushed her down and did it back, then we lay in each other’s arms for a while, chatting and laughing.

“Are we lesbians?” I asked her.

It made her laugh. She had no idea and didn’t care for labels. I didn’t care either. Why try to fit labels?

Later on she tried what we both knew we would do. She knelt over me and we kissed, then after a while she moved down slightly to do my nips. I held my breath as she moved lower, making a trail of kisses along my tummy, her hair tickling me and giving me goose bumps. She moved lower again until she was kissing my mound and pulling my private hair between her teeth. I shut my legs; for some reason I felt self-conscious that after all the action of her fingers it would smell or taste nasty, but she just wrenched them apart and dived in. The feeling of her tongue there was just dreamy, and when she surrounded my clit with her mouth and sucked my lips inside her lips, if you get what I mean, and kind of swirled them around in her mouth and ran her tongue along them, I just couldn’t stop coming.

I’d imagined I’d be really scared about doing it to her but after how I’d felt I couldn’t wait. I tried to remember what she’d done so I could do it back to her; she seemed so much more experienced, even though she insists it was her first time too. Whatever; I made her come and come until we were both completely exhausted. I loved her taste. I licked and sucked and wished I could drink her (I tried it once, some time later, getting her juices onto a spoon as I pushed it in and out of her, then collecting it in a glass so I could drink it afterwards).

We had a shower and some lunch and then got ourselves all worked up again, spending most of the rest of that day head to toe, kissing and licking and touching where we fancied. I was sad when it was time to leave.

“Enjoyed yourself?” she asked me when we were dressed again.

“Mmmm,” I crooned.

She asked if I wanted to do it again.

“Yes, right now. Tomorrow. The day after . . .”

We kissed and had a final exploration of each other’s bits before I had to go back home.

That was our first real day, but we’ve had plenty more. Callum thinks I’m more relaxed and I guess he’s right. I almost laughed out loud when he said he was glad Karina and I had become friends.

“You’re good for each other,” he said in a kind of condescending way.

If only you knew, I thought.

But we see each other most days and even on the days we have good intentions we usually end up making love. Our periods are just a bit of an inconvenience but whoever’s not on gets a special session from whoever is.

Yesterday I was talking with Callum about holidays; we’ve not had one for ages.

“You and Karina ought to go away together, you’d enjoy that,” he suggested.

Too right we would. I called her to see what she thought and we’re making plans. A week or two on some quiet beach in the sun, with nobody we know and no pressures. Wow. Best of all, no having to go home at nights.

Two respectable wives.


MS SHANKS

Ellen, Bristol

I woke up with a thumping headache and a sick feeling that highlighting my retirement party speech with, “I really, desperately want to fuck that fabulous Ms Shanks”, had been a bad idea. I lay in bed the next morning after and groaned because I felt awful. Fifty two year old women aren’t supposed to say that they want sex with their younger boss, but I had.

Too much drink or not, I had said it in front of everyone. That’s the way to go, Ellen, I groaned to myself as I lay in bed with arm across my eyes. I had probably given everyone the shock of their lives and I would like to say I was too drunk to remember anything, but I could still clearly see the blank looks of all the people staring at me, open mouthed. Their silence spoke volumes.

My supposed big send-off – after taking early retirement to avoid the prospect of redundancy – was meant to be a special occasion. Maybe even dignified. A dozen colleagues, or, to be exact, ex-colleagues, gathered at a restaurant on a Friday night to enjoy a farewell meal and a few glasses of wine. “Speech!” they all chorused, so I gave them a speech. A little slurred, perhaps, but with heart. Oh, I was careful not to slag the company off too much, tried hard not to say that the MD was a shit and his directors knew nothing. But then none of the higher-ups were there so I accept I may have let slip the odd expletive about them.

I suppose that’s why Ms Shanks wasn’t there, too. That’s not her name, of course, but everyone in accounts called her that. As department manager she gave her apologies for her absence well before the event, no doubt having been to worker leaving events before and having witnessed badly behaved people like me, she knew it was best to avoid embarrassment. She may agree that the directors were ridiculous but better for her career prospects not to be suspected of agreeing.

So no Ms Shanks there to ogle, but I still fancied her. That must be why I let my feelings get the better of me and revealed my masturbation fantasy to all my former colleagues. Perhaps it would have been safer, publicly, to stick to the likes of fancying Brad Pitt or George Clooney. My friend Joanna in the office always said be careful who you fancy and what you say. She always said it’s best not to upset women like Ms Shanks and never, ever let her hear you call her that name.

Her. Ms Gorgeous Shanks. Oh, God, why did I say that about her in front of everyone else? On my last afternoon she had come and perched on the edge of my desk and wished me all the best, saying I was a good worker and she was sorry to see me go. Yeah, right, I always say. But I did appreciate her saying something to me, even though all the time she was speaking I had to fight the urge to stare at those long, slim legs of hers and the way her stockings gleamed in the office lights and that expensive suit skirt she wore that gave the merest hint of the curve of her thighs and the way it creased a little across the top of her legs, below her more or less flat belly. I used to think more than 60 per cent of her height was legs. Improbable, but it excited me.

You wouldn’t believe the number of times I had watched her walk across the office, pause at some fellow-worker’s desk, and tried to get as much of a glimpse of her legs as I could. But she always dressed soberly and even if I dropped my pen and got down to retrieve it, I couldn’t see as much of her legs as I wanted.

But yes, she wore stockings, and their sheen told me she knew she had good legs. If you’ve got it, flaunt it, and while business didn’t let her flaunt it too much it was clear she knew what her assets were. Good nylons made her pins look better, and I was in love with them. I wanted to run my hands up her legs, up her expensive skirt, find the silky smooth bare flesh above her stocking tops, brush the taut suspenders, find her hot, damp pussy and show her how skilled an older woman can be at making love. Make her mine with busy fingers and eager tongue.

It was supposed to be my private fantasy and I had blasted it out in public. I felt sick with anxiety at what I’d said at the party, but then I told myself that it would get better. I was an ex-employee and they weren’t my people any more, and just as my headache would fade so too would the gossip and giggles among my former colleagues – eventually. I might not be able to face my friend Joanna again but I’d get over it. She would, too, probably distancing herself from me, calling me a crazy old bitch even though she was a year older. Thus I would slide into history and for those who remembered anything about it, I would be just this sad, middle-aged woman with no one in her life so she had to rely on lesbian fantasy. An old woman desperately fancying a female twenty or more years younger than her would be worth a laugh for a while, but it would be replaced in time with some other scandal or crisis. In an office of so many women, another one would be along soon enough.

Despite my pounding head, I got up and went to start the day in the bathroom. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and thought that for a woman of my age I didn’t look too bad for a drunken bitch. A way-too-talkative drunken bitch, but my tits were still OK and my waist hadn’t thickened too much. I showered and rubbed my pussy idly as I did so, but then I always do. Warm water does that to me. And as I rubbed I imagined that maybe it wasn’t too bad after all. Perhaps Ms Shanks would never hear about my drunken gaffe and even if she did, all she would do was laugh that some crazy old bag wanted her. Probably tell her fiancé as they had sex and he’d chuckle and say, “Would she finger you like this?” or “I bet she has a dildo but it isn’t as good as my cock, is it?” or some such nonsense.

I had seen his picture on Ms Shanks’ desk. Handsome man, and she had a lovely engagement ring she had shown us all a few months before. I’d oohed and fussed over it as everyone else did in the office, and privately wondered what she would do on her wedding night, whenever that was. No doubt, I reflected, it wouldn’t involve me or a strap-on.

But I didn’t have a dildo either. My electric toothbrush is for my teeth alone. I might live on my own but I’ve always been happy with my own fingers. I have lain awake at night before, playing with myself as I thought of Ms Shanks and her amazing legs. Shit, she could wrap them round my waist anytime. I patted my waist a little, glad I hadn’t put on too much weight over the years; the woman’s long legs would certainly go round me if she ever did make love to me.

I stopped fantasising long enough to go and think I would be late for work if I didn’t hurry. But it was silly. Not only was it Saturday but even if it was Monday, I didn’t have a job there. So I climbed back into bed and snuggled down with my hand back between my open legs. Time for some serious play here, until I drifted off into a doze, thinking of Ms Shanks.

A bell woke me up. It was a little after ten and I stumbled out of bed, hauling a silk dressing gown round me, still under the weather from drinking so much the previous night. It would be, I thought, a sales call offering me something I didn’t want at a price I couldn’t afford. But if it was by any chance one of the girls from the office it would probably be Joanna or even Rita, calling to see how I was and if I remembered what I had said last night. I rehearsed my pretend loss of memory and then a quick survey of my supposed shock. “Surely not,” I’d say. “Well, how unlike me. Must have been the drink.”

But it wasn’t Joanna or Rita or even that cow Wendy, who would really enjoy my discomfort. I had got out of bed stupidly thinking it was the phone, but it wasn’t. I stood in the hallway of my house and realized it was the doorbell that was ringing.

I opened the front door gingerly and peered out. I even gave a small gasp and my eyes widened. There was Ms Shanks, on my doorstep. Looking at me with a mix of cool displeasure and curiosity. She was neatly dressed in a blue business suit, her long legs still as glorious as ever. But I wasn’t looking as much at her legs as I used to. Her face told me that this was no courtesy call.

“Can I come in?” she asked, and without waiting for answer stepped smartly into the hall. “We need to talk.” She pointed towards the living room. “I presume this way?” she added as she marched off.

I followed the woman I adored into my own living room, and my heart was pounding. But of course I had the right to ask her to leave. There would be no problem as I no longer worked for the company. She wasn’t my manager now. I didn’t, however, say anything. I was, I admit, in awe of her.

“If it’s about last night,” I began, only for Ms Shanks to interrupt me.

“Of course it’s about last night,” she said as she settled into a chair without being invited. I was still standing and wasn’t quite sure if I should sit too, so I didn’t. I just stood like some awkward teenager being told off by her teacher. “It’s about what you said.”

“Oh that,” I nodded as I spoke. “It was, you know, just the drink.”

She shook her head. “No, Ellen, it wasn’t drink. It was you speaking, irrespective of how much alcohol you’d had. You said you wanted to do something to me.” At that Ms Shanks crossed her incredible, nylon-covered legs. Her high heels looked razor sharp, her ankles so perfect, and I admit I gulped. There was no flash of upper leg, no tantalising hint of taut suspenders or even a slip; the woman is too classy to let such things be revealed. I know because I had watched her so often at work and even in my fantasies she was always so elegant, so in control. So above me. “You said you wanted to fuck me, correct?”

Her voice jolted me out of my brief reverie. I couldn’t think of what to say in my defence so I pulled my silk robe across me in a defensive gesture. I also desperately wanted to sit down and shrink back into a chair, but that was out of the question. I stood, my face burning. Women of my age shouldn’t be embarrassed, but I was.

“Answer me,” she said. Not sharply, but with authority. She could do that at work, asking someone in a quiet but strong voice what they were doing, or not doing.

“I didn’t mean it.” I gulped as I spoke and wished I hadn’t been so stupid at the party. No one needed to have known what I was thinking. Then it hit me and I looked at her. “Who told you, about what I said?”

A smile played on Ms Shanks’ face. She leaned back in the chair and re-crossed her legs, slowly and deliberately. Where it was left over right before, she now put her right leg over her left. This time I saw a faint glimpse of stocking top. Deliberate, I knew. The woman was teasing me because she knew.

“Please,” I gasped, but I wasn’t sure what I was pleading about.

“You really have to learn to keep your mouth closed,” she said. “Unless it’s busy doing something useful for me.”

“What?” I asked, my voice cracking.

“Oh, Ellen,” she re-crossed her legs again and even eased her skirt back as she did it. More shapely thigh. Definitely stockings, too. I glimpsed the welt of them. “It’s time I think for you to be honest.”

“I am,” I mumbled, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her legs. My face was burning and she was laughing gently.

“I want you to apologize to me, but in a heartfelt way.” The woman paused and stroked her own thigh with her long, elegantly manicured fingers, lightly making out the small bump of her suspender clasp. The gesture was obvious. “If you get on your knees and kiss my toes, perhaps you will find out.” Ms Shanks’ foot – her right, in a black polished stiletto shoe that was teasingly catching the light – waved invitingly. “But you have to be very good.”

I have no idea why I didn’t protest my sensible revulsion or express any pretend reluctance, but I got on my knees and carefully removed her shoe. No, forget that: I know exactly why I did it. I was in love with her legs, and so why not her feet too? Up close there was a faint aroma of sweat as I eased the shoe off and I took a deep breath to catch the scent of her foot. Her toes, perfectly painted, were visible through the fine nylon. I put my mouth to her feet, opened my lips and began to suck her toes, carefully and lovingly. I sucked them one by one, running my tongue over them, around them, tasting her flesh through the fine fabric. I heard her say above me, “If you bite them, you will be sorry.”

I didn’t bite them, even though I suddenly wanted to nibble all she had. Everything. Every part of her superb body. I had my hands on her feet as my lips and tongue paid homage to her toes, and I slipped one hand a little up over her ankles, but she leaned forwards and tapped me – not hard but firmly enough – on my head. “No,” she intoned. “You do not have permission yet to worship my legs. You must earn that.” My hand dutifully returned to cradling her foot.

I had to earn her trust, yes. I had to earn her permission to love her. I knew that. I licked and tongued and sucked and kissed and was so overwhelmingly grateful I was having the chance to do this. My pussy was in little spasms and I yearned to touch myself, but though my robe had fallen open, I didn’t dare. I held Ms Shanks’ foot in both hands as if it was precious. One day I would reach up her legs and she wouldn’t stop me. One day I would slide my hand up her skirt and touch the places I wanted to. One day, if I was very good.

Behind me the door opened and I heard someone come in to the room. A chair, the one I had thought I might sit in earlier but didn’t dare, creaked under someone’s weight. It was, of course, the person who had told Ms Shanks about what I’d said. A colleague. A lover of Ms Shanks, probably. One who had kept her passion quiet.

Of course I wasn’t alone. I couldn’t have been the only one to admire this young woman’s legs. There was someone else, I now knew, who cared as much as I did for the touch of them, wanted to fuck her as I did. But they had kept their mouth shut because they got to do it, or had reasoned the way to Ms Shanks’ heart and cunt was in being careful and cautious. The chair creaked again as the figure rose. I guessed, without pausing my worship, that Ms Shanks must have indicated that the newcomer could move. I didn’t break my adoration and was aware of my friend Joanna kneeling next to me. Joanna, who was older than me, quiet and married and utterly loyal to her dull husband, joined me. Joanna pressed her lips to Ms Shanks’ foot, her tongue vying with mine as we explored and caressed the woman’s smooth, beautiful stockinged foot between us.

Our lips touched, but Joanna and I weren’t there to have pleasure; we weren’t there to kiss each other. We were there to serve Miss Shanks’ wonderful foot and toes. And I told myself that Joanna was probably just as determined as me, I imagined, to get to be the first one to caress this elegant woman’s wonderful legs and reach up and touch that deep, hot place that I was sure was between her sexy legs. Or we’d do it together, running our tongues up her nylon-clad legs and kiss that smooth flesh above her stocking welt and smell the rich scent of her wet, aroused cunt.

All Joanna and I had to do was keep our mouths shut and out tongues out, ready, and take it in turns to satisfy Ms Shanks.

And when we’d done that, when we’d explored ever curve of her fabulous legs, we would worship and caress her firm breasts and perfectly rounded rear and, above all, delight in her pussy. I was sure we would do anything to please her, whatever she wanted, whatever she demanded. Because she could demand anything she wanted.

As I sucked Ms Shank’s beautiful toes with my face pressed cheek to cheek with Joanna’s, I imagined us kneeling and carefully painting her toes in whatever shade pleased our mistress. And when her toe nails were dry we would ease stockings up her legs and clip waiting suspenders to them, checking the nylons were perfectly smooth and wrinkle free and then adjust the woman’s skirt. Briefly I even fantasized that Joanna and I would be there on Ms Shanks’ wedding day, helping to dress her in her gown. And if her husband was half the man I hoped he’d be, my friend and I could be kneeling at the end of the honeymoon bed, caressing this wonderful woman’s majestic legs as she lay on her back with her happy husband on top of her.

But then I drove that thought away. There would be no wedding. Joanna and I would perform so loyally, do so well that Ms Shanks would call it off. No man could give her the pleasure we could, no man could worship her so passionately or so thoroughly. We might not be permitted to fuck her as I wanted but our tongues were more than capable.

And then I grinned, because there was something about the picture of the man on her desk that had troubled me. I realized it had been clipped from some magazine; he was a foreign actor and her “fiancé” was purely for show, as was her engagement ring. And indeed, the hand that had tapped me on the head earlier had no ring. It was all illusion. I smiled and lapped harder, sucked more eagerly.

I was in love, finally.


COUNTRY ROADS

Melanie, Forest Hill

Mrs Rose called me a late bloomer because I was nineteen and still hadn’t learnt to drive. I had my learner’s permit, but driving seemed scary. All my friends had either gone out with their parents at fifteen, or else had no inclination to drive, like me. But Mrs Rose said I must. She drove a pick-up truck and claimed driving was the key to a woman’s independence.

And Mrs Rose was by far the most independent woman I’d ever met. My grandparents lived way out in the country, and she was their neighbour. She wasn’t actually a “Mrs” at all, since she’d never been married. Mrs Rose always told my cousins and I to call her Jan, but my grandparents were sticklers for formality and they didn’t think it proper to call a woman her age “Miss” anything.

So “Mrs Rose” it was, and Mrs Rose she stayed.

I don’t think she was actually as old as the lines around her eyes suggested. She had that colour hair where you couldn’t tell if it was white or blonde, but she always wore a straw hat over it. I’d gone to her place to buy snap peas, since she sold produce to anyone who might stop by, but we got talking about driving, and soon she was set on teaching me.

Since I couldn’t imagine learning in her big old pick-up, we walked back to my grandparents’ property and my grandma reluctantly allowed us borrow her old-lady Toyota. Scared as I was to learn, I’d always heard it was easiest on country roads. Less traffic than in the city. Also, there was something about Mrs Rose that made me feel safe. If we broke down or whatever, she’d know what to do.

I was so nervous when she got me to start up the engine that I thought I might pee my pants. I couldn’t remember which was the gas and which was the brakes, and no matter what I did, I second-guessed myself. I felt so dumb.

But Mrs Rose kept telling me I was doing fine. Thank goodness there was no traffic on the arrow-straight country road. I would have wet myself for sure if I saw a car coming at me.

The more I drove, the better I felt about it, until we came to a four-way stop and there were other cars there. Oh no! My legs shook so hard Mrs Rose set one hot hand over my naked thigh, right under the hem of my short shorts.

There was a feeling that ran through me, like lightning, and all at once my nipples were so hard they hurt. The day had been so hot I hadn’t worn a bra, and I stole a glance down to see if it was obvious. Oh God, it was! My nipples were pointy and thick as pencil erasers, sticking straight out through the clingy jersey of my sleeveless top.

Out of the corner of my eye, I looked to see if Mrs Rose had noticed how hard my tits were. Would you believe she was staring right at them? Right at them! Her fingers pressed into the tan flesh of my thigh and I didn’t know what to do. My pussy started to pulse, that traitor, and I told myself the impulse was purely physical, just a response to a stimulus. I couldn’t possibly be sexually attracted to Mrs Rose, with her crow’s feet and sun-damaged skin. Could I?

A car behind me honked, and I started through the intersection without looking. There was a car coming at me from the left, and I looked down at my feet, searching for the brake. Mrs Rose grabbed my hand on the wheel, still digging her fingers into my thigh, and when she told me to floor it, I sailed through that intersection.

I kept driving, way faster than the speed limit. I wasn’t even looking. I didn’t care. I just wanted to get away from the car that had honked because I was so embarrassed.

But my body embarrassed me, too, with its impulses, its throbbing and arousal. No matter how fast I drove, I couldn’t get away from that, just like I couldn’t get away from Mrs Rose’s hands on my fingers and thigh. She was still clinging to me.

She told me to slow down but I said I wanted to stop. I started shouting at her, hyperventilating almost, as I pleaded with her to tell me how, tell me where I could pull over.

Finally, she relented and guided me into a sandy strip that looked like a driveway but didn’t go anywhere. I stormed from the car because my body was full of energy, much too much, and I shook it from my fingertips. The grass had grown high beyond our makeshift parking space, and I chopped at it with my hands.

Mrs Rose appeared behind me, and I didn’t even notice until her hands were on my shoulders, not massaging me, but holding me steady. She told me it was all right, no harm done. I’d driven very well for my first time out. I didn’t believe that for a second, but her touch reignited the pulse I’d felt before.

Turning around, I hugged Mrs Rose and smelled the earthy aroma of her oversized linen shirt. She wore an apron in the garden, but not now. Just the shirt and Capri-length khakis. When I pressed my body into hers, I could feel that she wasn’t wearing a bra either. Her breasts felt soft and comforting, and an urge came over me to suckle.

I shook that idea from my head. It seemed way too weird or incestuous or something. Not that Mrs Rose was family, but I’d known her since I was a kid and she was probably around my mother’s age. Just . . . weird.

Holding me tight, she whispered into my ear that she’d noticed how I’d grown. I could feel her smelling my hair. Grown how? I wondered about that, but I didn’t ask. Did she mean that we were the same height now? Or was she talking about my long, tanned legs, or my hips, or my breasts?

It was obvious what would happen by the way she held me, running her fingers down my back. I didn’t know if I wanted it, but my body knew. My pussy throbbed so hot I was surprised it hadn’t burned a hole in my shorts. My nipples felt like they’d had ice cubes pressed against them – not cold, just very, very hard.

She asked me outright if I’d ever been with another woman. I was shocked by the question, or more by the fact that she’d posed it to me in such a forthright way, but I answered. No. Never. My friend Hunter kissed me on the lips in grade seven, but that was it. Nothing salacious. Not with boys, either. Only kisses. I’d never had sex, and they called me a tease because I had a body they liked and wanted and lusted after. But they couldn’t have it.

I don’t think she believed that I was a virgin, but why waste time convincing her? Instead, I bent my head back a little so my hair fluttered against her fingers. She still had her straw hat on, and the blazing sunlight filtered through the holes in it like slices of heaven. Her smile was bright and generous, but her eyes were dark with a lust I’d seen many times before. It followed me like a wolf, always hungry, always wanting a bite, a lick, a drop of blood.

She wanted me, and I gave myself to her.

It wasn’t my mouth that she kissed, and that surprised me. She went for my neck, attacking it, nipping and licking. In moments, my knees started to tremble. There was something overpowering about her. She was slim like me, but strong. When she held my arms, I didn’t struggle. I looked up at the glints of sunlight slicing through her hat, and I surrendered.

I was so turned on by the feeling of her mouth on my neck that my legs refused to hold me upright. Mrs Rose grabbed the hem of my top and pulled it over my head as I fell to my knees. There I was, naked from the waist up, bathing in summer sunlight. I looked down at my bare breasts, and so did she. My nipples were so pink they were almost red.

There was a noise like a growl from the back of Mrs Rose’s throat, and I could feel her attraction like electricity in the air.

She set my top on the front of my grandmother’s car and yanked me up by the armpits. I unbuttoned my shorts, and unzipped them without waiting for her to give the instruction. Sure, I was a virgin, but I knew want – my own, and Mrs Rose’s.

When I stepped out of my flip-flops and shorts, the sunburnt grass underfoot stung my soles. I threw down my thong, which my grandmother scoffed at when she did the laundry. Mrs Rose seemed to appreciate the look. Or maybe it was my pussy she admired. I’d shaved it the day before, because we’d gone to the beach and I wanted to wear my itty bitty bikini. Maybe Mrs Rose would have liked me in that bathing suit. I suddenly wished I could show her. I wanted to pose for her like a pin-up model. I wanted to dance for her, and strip. I wanted to please her.

She patted my shirt on the car and told me to hop up, and I did. The sizzle of it blazed through my top, and I was glad I’d put my flip-flops back on before setting both feet on the fender.

There I was, utterly naked, pussy shaven, and sunbathing for Mrs Rose on my grandmother’s car. I opened my legs, and she moved between them.

My thighs first. She kissed all the way from my knees, down and down, starting on the other leg when she got too close to my pussy. It was such a devilish tease, I wanted to smack her, but I also wanted her to tease me. I liked it. I liked that she didn’t give me everything I wanted right away.

Mrs Rose let out a wonderful noise, like a hum of enjoyment, and she told me my pussy smelled divine. She parted my shaved lips with her thumbs as I pressed my palms against the sizzling car, trying not to slide down it. When she got a look at the pink of me, she licked her lips. I could only see because her hat was sliding down the back of her head, giving me a clear view of her face. In the summer sun, her skin glowed and she looked gorgeous, more beautiful than any woman in any magazine.

I loved the way she stared at my pussy, with worship and adoration. I’d never felt so wanted. When she inched forwards between my legs, I held my breath because I knew this was going to feel better than anything. Then she licked my pussy, really slow, teasing me still. I trembled on the hood of that car.

The day was hot, but her tongue was hotter. It blazed against my clit like liquid fire. She’d obviously done this before.

My nipples strained naked in the heat, and I wanted so badly to play with those rosy buds, but I knew the second I took my hands off the car I’d slide down and tumble to the burnt grass. So I watched Mrs Rose through the valley of my perky breasts. I watched her eat my wet little pussy in rapture, like it was the sweetest thing she’d ever tasted in her life.

Every so often she looked up into my eyes to gauge my arousal, and sometimes she arched up high enough that I could see down the front of her oversized blouse. I saw her breasts, and they were fuller and more luscious than I’d expected. Now I really wanted to suckle them, even if that was really fucked up and crazy.

I pushed my pussy against her lips, rolling my hips to stroke my clit against her face. My straining bud had grown fat and red as a cherry. She took it in her mouth and sucked, pulling on my tender flesh with her lips. I went wild, thrashing on the hood of the Toyota. It was too much and still not enough, and I writhed so hard Mrs Rose took hold of my thighs and held them steady as she sucked between my legs.

In the distance, I heard the approaching whoosh of a car on the country road, and I stiffened a touch. What if they saw me naked on my grandmother’s car, with Mrs Rose’s head between my legs and my fat clit in her mouth? What would they think? Oh God!

I heard the vehicle whiz by, but I didn’t turn in time to see it, which meant they probably didn’t see us either. That’s what I told myself, and the relief freed me up enough to surrender to the orgasm that had been sitting like a waiting beast in my belly. It attacked now, and raged through my bones, making me flop about on the car like a fish out of water. I screamed and swore. Hopefully nobody heard me. I didn’t think there were any houses nearby, but you never know who’s out and about.

Mrs Rose ate my cunt until I couldn’t take it anymore. It felt amazing, what she was doing between my legs, but the pleasure was too extreme. It coursed through me like hot ocean waves, and that was wonderful, but her mouth on my clit was making me loopy. She sucked, sucked, sucked until my clit felt huge and hard and tender. I screamed, and she backed away, watching my naked body come to grips with its first sexual experience.

When I was blissful and sleepy, she read my mind and unbuttoned her blouse. I eased forwards and sank into the splendour of her breasts, suckling one and then the other in the hot sunshine. Her breasts were warm and her nipples hard. I sucked them with my eyes closed, feeling heat all around me, smelling the earth on her clothes.

After she’d buttoned up and I’d dressed in my top and shorts, we sat in the hot car. We didn’t do anything or say anything, just sat together until the stifling heat became too much to bear. Then she started up the engine and drove us back to my grandparent’s place, which I was grateful for. I didn’t think I was in any condition to drive after that amazing orgasm.

As she waved goodbye to my grandparents, who were sitting on the veranda of their country cottage home, Mrs Rose offered to take me out again the next day. I took her up on it, of course. I knew I had a lot to learn.


THE ITALIAN JOB

Amanda, Northumberland

My name is Amanda and I own an exclusive boutique in a small Northumberland town steeped in Roman history. My husband Neil and I opened our shop three years ago. We specialize in sexy lingerie, most of which is imported from Italy. Our goods are expensive and luxurious, and a lot of our trade, as you can imagine, is done online. We do however have a handful of private clients who visit our shop for individual fittings.

I am going to tell you about a particular day at work that I will never forget. I’m letting you in on my dirty little secret because, frankly, it turns me on to think that I can share my experience anonymously, although perhaps I’ve given too much away already.

On a cold afternoon in November last year, the snow lay thick on the ground and we didn’t expect any walk-in custom, so we arranged to do some photographs for our online shop.

I set up the backdrops and carefully unwrapped the new range from the lavish packaging. Our current stock was classy; it had to be, considering the price tag, but this new range was verging on the perverse. My hubby assured me that because I was his model, he would blur the bits he didn’t want the public to view. In any case, I wasn’t shy and all our shots were from the neck down, so modelling the stock didn’t bother me at all. In fact, I quite enjoyed it.

As Neil set up the tripod and lighting, I squeezed into the first outfit, a sexy little black under-bust basque with matching thong. I had shaved the night before and because my complexion is pale, I applied some false tan, which worked a treat. My hair was tied up, but as I let the long, curly locks fall down my back, I caught a glimpse in the full-length mirror on the fitting room and had a little smirk to myself. I wondered how Neil was going to concentrate on websites when I did the rear shot. I sprayed a little body oil onto my hands and rubbed it up and down my long, athletic legs, then a smudge between my boobs and on my shoulders. With a squirt of my favourite perfume, I was ready.

He raised his eyebrows as I walked into the room, my pert breasts supported by the boned bustier, a tiny gap showing my pierced bellybutton and the slightest pair of panties covering my bits.

“Wow, babe, you look amazing!” He complimented me on my amazing tits and we got down to business.

He had me in all manner of positions used by the professionals to sell underwear to the general public, or the gullible public as he likes to call them. As predicted, when I bent over for the rear shot of the thong, the flash went off and I heard footsteps on the wooden floor. He stood behind me with a huge, bulging mass in his jeans. He cupped a breast as he pushed into my arse, his other hand grabbed my hair and yanked my head backwards, pulling me upright. My hand reached behind and I felt his cock bursting out of his designer jeans. The blood rushed to my face. He never fails to arouse me.

The animal print fur stool we used in the photos was about to be put to good use. I turned and sat on the stool as he unzipped his pants and his huge cock jumped out, slapping my face. I pulled his jeans down to his knees and licked his shaven balls, whilst stroking his throbbing cock. I love to suck cock and sometimes I have to resist shoving it straight into my mouth, as foreplay is just as thrilling. When my tongue reached the throbbing end, I teased it with the tip, flicking it over the sensitive end. I didn’t resist for long before I had it tickling my tonsils. I got a feeling like no other as it travelled slowly to the back of my throat and beyond. After a few minutes, he pushed my head away, as he was on the verge. I turned around and bent over, my arse in the air, hands resting on the stool for support. He pulled the thong to one side as his finger entered my already soaking pussy. He caressed my clit as he dropped to his knees and thrust his whole face into me. His tongue darted between my pussy and my arsehole and I began to moan loudly. A hot flush began to rise from my lower regions to my face, bringing an explosion of ecstasy as my breathing grew faster. My eyes were shut and I was in that zone.

Suddenly the shop bell rang, signifying a customer had just entered the shop. Neil jumped up and ran into the fitting room. I quickly threw on a satin gown and went to greet the customer. Browsing in the shop was a well-dressed couple. Making my apologies for my attire, I explained to them that during quiet times I model outfits for the website and that we were in the middle of a photo shoot. I could see the man in his fifties was looking me up and down, mentally removing my gown. My nipples were still erect and it was obvious from my flushed cheeks that they had disturbed something steamy. The cut of the corset I was wearing was such that my tits were pushed upwards and together, giving me a cleavage to die for. The woman, who was in her thirties, smiled and said that she used to do some modelling in her younger years and joked that her photographer always kept the door locked.

By the cut of his suit and the Jimmy Choo shoes that she wore, I could tell these people had money, and when people have money I like to keep them in the shop until they spend some. They told me their requirements and I could see by her face that she was impressed by our Italian range. We always keep champagne in the fridge for this type of client, so I offered them both a comfy seat on the chaise lounge and popped back to the kitchen to crack open a bottle.

Neil was stood in the kitchen with a huge grin from ear to ear.

“That was close, hun,” he chuckled. I giggled and returned to my clients, who were in mid-snog on my posh sofa. Neil popped out of the back door to pick up some milk.

The woman introduced herself as Sarah and her “friend”, she introduced as Roger. He looked like a Roger, or a Nigel: he was a posh sort. I couldn’t quite figure what their relationship was, though. It’s not my business to question and as we have a mortgage to pay and I can sell sand to the Arabs, I started the hard sell.

Sarah loved the new range in the catalogue and as they sipped on champagne, she chose the black basque that I was wearing. I explained that I had been trying on the very same item when it arrived and Roger asked if I would mind showing it to her in the fitting room.

She followed me into the plush, velvet-lined fitting room and took a seat in the waiting area. I pulled the ribbon from the gown and let it fall to the floor. I always keep a pair of five-inch heels in the fitting room. Heels make all women feel sexy, and when trying on expensive underwear, one always feels sexier wearing heels.

She asked me to approach her and seemed to appreciate the cut of the £200 basque. She didn’t appear shocked at my breasts, which sat, nipples erect, on the balcony. Her eyes were level with my crotch and she asked if she could feel the fabric. Assuming she meant the satin bodice, I nodded, but her hand headed straight for the silky triangle of my pubic mound. She stroked it slowly and nodded with approval. I hoped that her fingers didn’t wander any further to the wetness that lay beneath. She asked if Roger could have a look before she bought the item in her size and, reluctantly, I agreed. We’d had a slack month in the shop due to snowfall and we needed the income. Roger entered the large fitting area and smiled with delight.

“Rather splendid, my dear, rather splendid indeed.”

I didn’t know if he was complimenting the outfit or my tits.

“Could Roger have a feel please?” Sarah chirped. At this point I was pleased that Neil had gone to the shop. The situation had started innocently, but I could see where it was heading. I took a step towards this strange couple who sat, champagne in hand, staring at my pussy. His hand reached out and three fingers slid into the front of the panties and he rubbed his thumb against them at the front, getting a real feel for the expensive garment. He asked me politely if I could turn around, as she had done. I figured he was a bum man, like Neil, so I did, sure that that would clench the deal. It did; she ordered one in her size, and when I tuned back around, she had her hand between her legs, head tossed back, eyes shut.

“So, young lady, how about modelling another outfit, slightly more revealing this time?” asked Roger, oblivious to his friend’s actions.

“You’re paying, sir,” I responded with a wink.

I pulled on the gown and nipped back into the shop to find something a little more revealing. After all, I was on to a lucrative sale.

Crotchless or nipple holes, I pondered, and decided on both. A striking red outfit with black frills should turn them on, I thought. So I carried the garments into the changing room and pulled the curtain shut as the odd couple sat, tongues down each other’s throats. I was used to this type of behaviour, so it didn’t shock me.

I slipped off the thong and basque and donned the little red twin set, draping the black set over the top of the rail, thinking I might keep it. When I opened the curtain, there was Roger, sniffing the black thong, and Sarah, smiling. I coughed, a comedy-type cough, and couldn’t help but smirk thinking of my juices flowing freely half an hour previously.

“Mmmmm,” Roger moaned, as he admired my erect nipples, “Crotchless too? We’ll take both outfits, my dear, but we must have these ones, not a fresh set. Is that alright?”

Roger was obviously turned on by the smell of my juices; his expensive trousers struggled to restrain his throbbing cock, which was massive to say the least!

“You’re the boss,” I replied, as I topped up their glasses. “Can I get you anything else?” .

“Well,” he bit his bottom lip, “we do enjoy something a little special on our outings, but not every shop offers the service that we require.”

“Oh,” I replied, “and what would that be, sir?”

Sarah’s eyes widened with delight at my willingness to oblige and her face flushed, but not with embarrassment.

Now at this point I must stress how much I appreciate a straight-talking individual.

People who pussyfoot around the point and never express what they really feel can really piss me off, but this bloke was frank, to say the least.

“I’m willing to pay you £500 extra, if you could sit on my friend’s face, right here, right now.”

I would like to say I hesitated, but I was so turned on after my earlier romp had been cut short, I agreed without thinking about it.

Sarah lay on her back on the sofa as I took instruction from Roger as to where to position myself. As he sat at her feet, he told me to bend over and slowly lower myself onto her face. He ordered her to open her mouth as my clit touched her nose and her tongue entered my already soaking pussy. I thrust back and forth as Sarah moaned underneath me. I grabbed my nipple and twisted it up through the little peep hole, then held my hair up and turned around to watch Roger. She sucked my clit as her hands held my pussy wide open and Roger sat and sniffed the black thong as he fingered her to the point of orgasm. Her tongue darted between the fabric of the crotchless thong and I moaned with fake delight as she came. She screamed and the vibration on my pussy was strangely exciting. I sat on her face until she stopped screaming and gyrated my hips in a circular motion that at certain points prevented her from taking a breath. I felt in charge, but Roger was clearly the boss in their relationship.

“Thank you, dear,” he panted. “Now, could you remove those delicious panties and bag them up for me?” I nodded, pulled on the gown and headed for the till to complete our transaction.

I had left the changing room, but could still see in through a gap in the curtain. When Sarah dropped to her knees and unzipped his trousers, I peeked through the corner of the curtain to see him ramming her head against his cock. I was right in my earlier estimation: he had at least eight inches and she took it all. Hoping she would swallow, my hand wandered down to my pussy. I had unfinished business to attend to. I was dripping wet with love juice and her saliva and it felt divine. It didn’t take long; a few hard, fast rubs and I stood erect with my head tossed back in ecstasy. I am a noisy lover, but my moans were drowned by his. He came in her mouth and she swallowed the lot. She even licked the last of the come from the end of his dick, with a huge smile. There was a fellow cock sucker I could relate to; she loved it as much as I did. Quickly, I stripped off and put on the gown; the thong was soaked.

As I completed the sale at the till, I sniffed my fingers and could smell that musky, sweet odour that Roger appreciated so much. The card was accepted, the total bill including my extra service, listed as “afternoon delight”, was £980. I thanked the strange couple and escorted them to the front door. Neil was trudging through the snow on the other side of the street, holding a bottle of milk.

“Cuppa darling?” he asked.

“No, I think some champagne is in order, let’s finish what we started earlier, we’ve had a good month,” I replied. I locked the door and led him by the hand into the rear of the shop.


NO REGRETS

Sarah, Kirton

Everyone knows the phrase “lesbian until graduation”, right? It’s probably the least authentic that porn gets . . . only, for me, it was real. Or so I thought.

I had a great boyfriend. We met in the fourth year of secondary school, when Ant transferred from upcountry, and not even impending exams could distract us from falling for each other. With my pale, freckly skin and frizzy red hair, and his dark, Italian looks (well, Ant was short for Antonio), everyone said we were complete opposites, but we weren’t. We liked all the same things, shared the same sense of humour . . . it really was like finding my other half, and I didn’t hesitate to fall in love.

We both knew that going to separate universities would be hard, but we thought we could manage it, and I was so proud to have won a place at somewhere I really wanted to study, no matter how far away it was.

Ant was going to be at the other end of the country, however, and I knew I was going to miss him like crazy. I cried buckets when he came to the station to see my train off, and clung on to him like a child hugging its mother’s knees on the first day of school. I knew I’d see him when we both went back home for Christmas, but it wasn’t the same.

Still, I’d wanted to strike out on my own, and I was determined to follow that through. I did, too, and about halfway through the first term, I’d already started making friends . . . and going to quite a few student parties! I met Kelly at one of those, and we got on really well from the start.

I knew she was gay. It was obvious at that first party, because her girlfriend was there, and they couldn’t keep their hands off each other, especially after a couple of vodka shots. They were a great-looking couple, I had to admit: Kelly was slightly taller than me, but busty, with a round, heavy backside, and long blonde hair that flowed down to the middle of her back. Her girlfriend was shorter and more athletic, with a bob of shiny brown hair, pretty green eyes and really good legs, shown off in the shortest miniskirt I’d ever seen.

Now, I’d never really been into girls, or thought of myself as attracted to women, though I could certainly appreciate the virtues of my sex. I mean, who doesn’t see a beautiful woman and notice how attractive she is, or look at two girls locked in a passionate clinch and think how incredibly hot they are?

I must have had that going on at the back of my mind, though it wasn’t until after the Christmas break that it really surfaced. I’d gone home and seen my family, and that was great, but Ant and I had had some stupid row over nothing, and it had ended up with tears, tantrums and a whole lot of frustration when I got back to my lonely college digs, the wounds still unhealed. For the first time ever, I’d felt like I couldn’t trust him, and that maybe we weren’t going to last the course.

We’d talked on the phone since, but the reality of the distance between us was sinking in, and I was finding it hard to deal with how much I missed him.

I was trying not to talk about it, because Kelly had broken up with her girlfriend at New Year’s, and I didn’t want to make things awkward. We were at her place, drinking red wine at the kitchen table, like all good students who think they’re sophisticated, and her three housemates were out for the evening.

I wasn’t drunk, though maybe I was a little mellow. Perhaps we both were. She had her head propped on her hand, her hair all tousled, and she wore a dark blue cotton tunic that tied up across the neckline, leaving a little keyhole opening through which I could see the shadowed weight of her breasts.

We hadn’t started off talking about anything in particular, but we’d drifted into girly gossip – who was doing whom, and how long it had been since either of us had got anything – and my eyes kept slipping to that little glimpse of flesh. I didn’t even notice I was doing it at first. They were just there . . . these big, luscious boobs that pressed gently against the edge of the table; soft, round globes restrained within the thin fabric of her top. I blinked as I realized what I was thinking, and tried not to let myself blush, but it felt like the room was closing in on me, and sweat broke out at the base of my spine.

I didn’t think Kelly had noticed but, as I glanced at her face – and it was a struggle to tear myself away from the two objects that had been commanding my attention, I can tell you – she was smiling at me over the rim of her wine glass. Her lip gloss had worn off slightly, leaving a sticky smear on the glass, but it still made her mouth sparkle, and I almost couldn’t breathe because she was so beautiful. It seemed amazing that I’d never noticed it before, and yet I wondered why I should, and why I should notice it then. I shifted against the hard, cheap wooden chair, my pussy growing warm in a room that felt ever hotter. Maybe I shouldn’t have drunk so much.

I thought I must have been totally hammered when I heard Kelly ask me if I was checking out her breasts. I blinked, my mouth working uselessly on words that came out as a garbled stammer . . . and then there I was, staring at her fucking tits again.

I’d never even expected to find her attractive, but I couldn’t help it. I was just transfixed by the way her breasts filled out her tunic, straining against the fabric as she leaned forwards. The shadow of her cleavage peeked from the tied neckline, and I wanted to bury my face between her breasts. I wanted to feel the softness of her skin on my cheeks, and I wanted to take each of her nipples between my lips, then suck and lick until they turned to pebbles against my tongue.

She said it was OK if I was, and she asked if I was interested in her. Her voice seemed to be coming down a long, echoing tunnel, though it seemed so casual she might just have been asking if I’d seen a particular TV show the night before.

I stammered out some other loose collection of words – something about not being gay, something about Ant, something about being sorry if I’d offended her – and she just laughed.

“It’s natural,” she said, swigging back the rest of her wine. “You’re lonely, and frustrated, and you need taking care of. That’s all.”

I started to protest, to say that wasn’t true . . . except it was. It was truer than anything. I put my wineglass down and just stared at Kelly, and she raised her eyebrows, as if she was just asking me an honest question.

“D’you want to?”

There probably hadn’t been a more honest question asked anywhere, ever, and I gave the most honest answer I could.

“Y-Yes . . . I mean, I—”

She grinned. “One night, no strings, no questions. What d’you think?”

I couldn’t think. My whole head was just a rushing swirl of possibilities. I nodded fervently. Yes – yes to anything she wanted – and maybe it was because I was still angry at Ant, or because I was so lonely and so fucking desperate to be touched, but then I was getting up from the table, and so was she. I wanted to be closer to her, to smell the scent of her skin and her hair, and to feel her warmth against me, and then we were close. Kelly put her arms around my waist, and she was kissing me, or maybe I was kissing her. I didn’t know – didn’t care, really, because all that mattered was that our mouths were touching. I had lip balm on that tasted like synthetic strawberries, and she wore the sticky remnants of that lip gloss, which had made her mouth look so incredibly tempting. Her kiss was so gentle, so soft; inquisitive, more than anything, I guess. I felt her breath on my mouth, and the slight moistness of her lips parting against mine. It drove me crazy. I kissed her back, harder. I wanted more, wanted her tongue in my mouth, her teeth on my lower lip, her breath in my throat . . . and she didn’t disappoint.

She pressed close, and my nipples were like chips of solid ice, rock-hard and tingling as I felt those heavy, soft breasts push against my chest. My hands slid around her waist, and before I knew it I was running my fingers over the back of her little denim skirt, so full of that round, weighty arse. I squeezed, and she laughed. My pussy was already wet, and it felt like the sound of Kelly’s giggle was a feather stroking across my slit.

She took my hand and led me to her bedroom. It was a mess, to be honest, but I rather liked the implication she hadn’t been expecting company. We broke kisses long enough for her to untie and remove her tunic top, showing off those luscious breasts, which were almost spilling out of a pink-and-white polka dot bra that, as she unzipped her skirt, I could see she was wearing with a black lacy thong. The thought of that little strip of lace having been under her skirt the whole time drove me wild. Her hair hung down in ruffled, untidy tresses. She was the loveliest thing I’d ever seen. Kelly helped me out of my shirt and jeans, and though I felt briefly insecure next to her generous curves, it passed quickly. She kissed me over and over, and I couldn’t get enough of her tongue in my mouth, or the smell of her musky, fruity perfume.

“I love your freckles,” she said, tracing her fingers down my arm as we half fell, half flung ourselves onto her bed. I felt like she was writing poems on my skin, and it was wonderful.

She kissed my neck as her fingers skimmed lightly over my breasts, caressing them through the plain, black mesh panels of my bra. I flexed under her touch, pressing up against her. She was so warm, so soft . . . so curvy. When Ant and I fucked, he’d tease my tits for a while, then he’d grab them, rolling the soft orbs against his broad, strong palms. Kelly didn’t do that and, though at first I wanted her to, I soon realized she knew what she was doing.

She traced my nipples through my bra, circling with gentle, feather-light strokes until they stood out, rock hard, and I was pretty sure they might rip their way through the thin fabric. She kissed her way down, her tongue teasing my skin with soft, wet trails as she worked between my breasts, hands slipping beneath me to unfasten the bra. I sighed, pressed up against her, my fingers raking through all that lovely, soft hair that whispered against my body. I could feel the heat of her pussy where she was crouched over me, just the thin lace panties she wore separating her from my thigh, and I realized how much I wanted to have her bare against me. I wanted to feel her wetness, her heat . . . I wanted to touch her delicate folds, maybe even to taste her.

Part of me was filled with confusion then. All this hunger, this incredible desire for another woman, was so new. I’d never felt anything like it before – not for anyone – and I began to be afraid of what it meant. As Kelly tugged my panties down over my hips, exposing my neatly trimmed pussy in all its eager, dampened glory, I’d never felt more of a woman . . . or more conflicted. And yet I never once dreamed of asking her to stop.

I squealed when her mouth touched my pussy, and pulled my knees up in some mad, intense reaction that must have looked like I’d just received an electric shock. Hot waves of embarrassment immediately broke over my cheeks. I mean, it wasn’t like I’d never been licked out before, but I was so wet. I was wetter than I think I’d ever been, my lips swollen and dripping with my juices, and it felt like little trickles of electricity were bursting all along my slit.

Kelly just grinned and wrapped her arms around my thighs, her hands clasped tightly on my backside. Gently, but firmly, she pushed my legs down and apart, and I sucked a breath across my teeth as her actions spread my pussy open to the air. I was stretched out, leaning back with my full weight on my elbows, my head spinning and my heart pounding as I peered down at her. She was so beautiful, splayed out on the bed with her face between my legs, her blonde hair spilling out all over her back, and her tight, round arse marked by that single little strip of black lace.

She kept smiling up at me, her face a complete picture of naughtiness. My clit throbbed, as if it could strain towards her mouth. I’d never thought someone could make me so desperate to be touched, and I begged her to do it, a stream of breathy, needy little “please” noises breaking across my lips.

She did. Her tongue flicked across my clit once, twice, three times, pulling intense judders of pleasure from me, then she pushed her face into my pussy, licking wide and full, sucking greedily and rubbing at me with her lips and chin and nose. She latched onto my clit as rolls of overwhelming bliss sang through me, her tongue a hard, unyielding, probing instrument of delight as her whole head shook from side to side, rubbing and working at me until that little bundle of nerves blew into overload, and I was squealing and shivering my way through a noisy, intense climax. She didn’t stop, even as I was coming. She just kept working me with her tongue, pounding away just below my clit, her fingers digging into my buttocks to keep me where she wanted me, until I struggled to break free, unable to take it anymore.

Kelly crawled up the bed, and I grabbed at her, still panting from my orgasm. I wanted to taste myself on her wet, glossy lips. My juices were all over her face, and then they were all over mine, and we were smearing them as we kissed, desperate and heavy. She reached down and slapped my slick, sensitized pussy with her fingers, sending jolts of aftershock through my clit and making me gasp and squeal all over again. I writhed under her touch, aching and throbbing with a combination of that hard climax and the desire for more.

“I . . . I need it,” I panted plaintively. “Inside me . . . I need it in my pussy . . .”

She rolled me over, pushed me onto all fours, and that surprised me, because I didn’t think that was a girl thing, but I was hardly in a condition to argue. The next thing I knew, Kelly was behind me, leaning over me with her breasts brushing against the small of my back as she slipped two fingers into my sopping, desperate hole.

I groaned and shoved back against her, needing the heat of her body just as much as the feel of her inside me. She put her free hand on my back, pushing me down with her palm so my spine was bowed, my shoulders square and my arse stuck out towards her.

“That’s right,” she purred. “Arse in the air, beautiful.”

I loved the way she took charge of me. I’d have done anything she wanted, if she’d told me to. She started to pump then, and it was like she had a homing beacon on my G-spot. It was amazing. She knew every spot to touch, and just how to hit it, and she was ruthless. I was close to coming before I knew it, my arms growing weak and shaky, and I was doing just what she told me: collapsing down onto my elbows, my face buried in the bedclothes. I had my arse in the air and my legs spread, my pussy there just for her delectation. I felt her move, and then Kelly was behind me, crouching down, still finger-fucking me with so much vigour it felt like the best cock I’d ever had. Better than Ant, I thought, and it suddenly hit me that what I was doing was so wrong – that despite the harsh words he and I had exchanged, and all the arguments and mistrust, I was the one who was cheating.

Right at that moment, I was a low-down, filthy, unforgivable whore.

And I loved it.

I guess I should have stopped right then, told Kelly it was all a terrible mistake, got my clothes back on and gone home, but I was much too far gone. All I felt was liberation, as if – for the first time since Ant and I had been apart – I truly owned myself. Sure, it was tinged with plenty of guilt, but it was too late.

I was so wet that the sound of Kelly’s knuckles slapping against my pussy filled the room. She had three fingers in me, crooked to milk every sweet spot I had, and my hole slurped hungrily with every movement. I could smell the heavy, musky mix of my scent and hers swirling together in a thick, intoxicating perfume. I know how turned on she must have been, and that only made me hornier. She got her free hand on me then, alternating between rubbing and pressing down hard on my clit as she pumped, and I lost it completely, letting a shriek rip through the room.

“I’m coming!” I moaned, over and over, but Kelly just kept it up.

“Come for me,” she commanded. “Come on, bitch, come for me!”

And I did. I came like never before, sweating and growling and screaming as she milked my pussy for everything I was worth. My head spun and the whole world seemed to break into pieces around me, until there was just my pussy, and Kelly fucking it, and the overwhelming pleasure she gave me. Everything else seemed to fade away, and I wouldn’t have cared in the slightest if it had never come back.

She kissed me when I was done. Rolled me over – or, I guess, I just flopped against the sheets, all spent and useless – climbed on top of me, and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her, pulled her close, and loved how we tasted of each other. I could feel her hot, wet pussy pressing down on my thigh, through her soaked black panties, but I couldn’t work out why she still had them on.

I reached down and tugged at the wisp of lace, and that made Kelly grin again. Her smile, all lit up with sex and lust, was so beautiful. She shimmied out of the thong and knelt across me, naked in all her curvaceous power. Her pussy was shaved; pale skin under thin tan lines, and as I dragged myself into a sitting position, I finally got my mouth on her breasts. Mouth, hands, tongue . . . they were everything I’d imagined, and more. As I kissed and sucked at her thick, hard nipples, she guided my right hand to her pussy, and my fingers slipped into her wet, tender folds. She was so smooth. The combination of touching and tasting her – those heavy, soft breasts pressed against my face as her sweet nectar coated my fingers – was incredible, though I knew I wasn’t as skilled as she’d been. I kissed, stroked and fondled her for a while, rubbing my fingertips against the hard little nub of her clit as she began to grind against my hand, but it was clear Kelly wanted to take her pleasure further.

I thought she’d want me to go down on her, and for a brief moment I was uncertain. I wanted to, but I wasn’t sure I was ready, and then I hated myself a little bit more. There wasn’t time to dwell on it, though, because Kelly was climbing astride my thigh, her arms wrapped around my neck, and her smooth pussy lips spread across my skin, like an open-mouthed kiss, her clit pressing down on me in a hot bead of need and want. Her hair was much longer than mine, and it tangled around the two of us, blonde against red as it got mixed up in my frizzy strands, and we traded wet, sloppy kisses as she started to grind.

Her hot, wet pussy moved over and over on my smooth skin, and when my mouth wasn’t on hers, it was on her breasts. She pushed my face into them, instructing me to kiss, lick, even bite her nipples. I grabbed her thick, heavy arse as she rode me faster, her rhythm always impeccable. We got tangled up in each other as she started to come for the first time, her breaths growing high and fast, followed by a low, guttural moan, but she never stopped. Before I knew it, I was close to coming again, and we ended up rolling around the bed like some demented creature, the two of us pushing skin on skin over and over again, never able to get enough.

As the night moved on, I know at least one of Kelly’s housemates came home. I heard the front door slam as I was pumping two fingers in and out of Kelly’s beautiful, slick cunt, bending my head to suckle greedily at her plump clit. I’d forgotten all my worries, totally consumed by my desire for her, and the salty-sweet, intoxicating taste of her pussy lay heavily on my tongue. I was going to say that someone else was in the house, but Kelly was too busy coming, the walls of her pussy rippling around my fingers and her thighs shaking as she grabbed at those luscious breasts of hers, squeezing out yet another climax with a harsh, panting cry.

I don’t think either of us cared who could hear, and I don’t even remember when we stopped or fell asleep.

Now, I’m not saying I didn’t feel guilty. The morning after, I woke up feeling like the hangover fairy had hit me with a crowbar, but that was nothing next to how bad I felt when I thought about Ant.

I wasn’t sure what to say to Kelly, because she was so incredibly casual about the whole thing. “No strings,” she kept telling me, like what we’d done had barely happened, much less really mattered.

It wasn’t the last time, though. Even after I spoke to Ant on the phone, and we had a long heart-to-heart and talked about why we’d argued, and the strain of not seeing each other, and promised that we wouldn’t let it come between us in the long run, I still couldn’t help myself.

I never told him about Kelly. I wanted to, I think, but I just couldn’t . . . and yet, not two weeks later, I was at her place again, squealing into a pillow as she ate my pussy, drenching every inch of me in sweat as I shook and shuddered through orgasm after orgasm. We spent plenty of nights that way over the next year, and I knew it was wrong. I knew I was cheating . . . and I knew Kelly was using me as much I was using her. We never really dated, or did any “couple” things but, when the urge got too strong, we got together and fucked like animals – and, the whole time, I could safely promise Ant that I hadn’t so much as looked at another guy.

He came up to see me in the summer. I wasn’t expecting it, and had very little time to plan, but I was delighted to see him. You might not believe me, but I did still love him, after all.

Ant was there for two days, and I had plenty I wanted to do with him. Chief among those was what we were up to not an hour after he got off the train: back at my digs, I was bent over the desk in my bedroom, my skirt pushed up and my panties around my knees as Ant fucked me, his bags just dumped on the floor and the smell of trains and travel grime still on him. It seemed so long since I’d had his cock inside me, and it filled me with a kind of satisfaction that’s hard to explain.

Afterwards, he went for a shower and I stripped off to lie on the bed, waiting for his return, and plotting all the things I wanted to do to him.

“I like these,” he said, picking something off the floor as he came back into the room, a towel wrapped around his waist and his tanned skin glistening with moisture.

I stared, absolutely dumbstruck to realize that a pair of Kelly’s panties was dangling from his fingers – a little wisp of bright blue lace that must have got mixed up with the piles of clothes and books I started to clear up when I knew he was coming.

“Didn’t know you’d started wearing thongs.”

I didn’t know what to say. Heat flooded my cheeks, and I just beckoned him to the bed, hoping that having him close would wash away the sudden wave of guilt I felt.

Ant dropped the towel and came to join me. I had always loved how he felt under my hands, with his square, muscular build and his broad, strong back. I was still wet enough that, as he hung over me, kissing my neck as I arched up for him, he could sheath himself in me almost in one stroke. I groaned, loving the sense of being impaled on his dick. He moaned my name as he fucked me, pressing down against me, crushing my breasts to his chest.

I opened my mouth, welcoming his kiss as I knotted my fingers in his hair. He rolled his hips, taking me over and over, deeper and deeper, then bringing one hand to my pussy, pressing his thumb against my tight, needy clit. I gasped, arching my neck, and stars danced across my eyes. We rolled over, and I had him beneath me, looking up at me with such love and affection as I rode his hard, thick cock. I took his hands in mine, brought them to my breasts and encouraged him to squeeze me hard, and he did, moulding my soft orbs in his palms, my hard nipples scraping against his skin. I threw my head back, losing myself in how good it felt, and barely aware of the thoughts creeping into my head. Big, smooth, soft, beautiful breasts, with my face buried between them. Nipples that hardened against my tongue, and the thick, sweet perfume of another pussy rubbing against my own.

I ground my hips in circles, swallowing him up inside me, so eager to be filled and owned, fucked full of him. His cock throbbed in response, his body lifting to meet me as I squeezed my thighs around him. His hands trailed on ceaseless journeys between my tits, waist and arse, fingers sometimes caressing me gently, sometimes a palm smacking at my backside as I bounced. I loved the short, sharp sting of it, and it made me bite my lip and smile as I worked myself off on his dick. The room was quiet, but for the damp panting of our mingled breaths and wet slapping of our bodies. I was getting close, and so was he. Ant gripped my hips, pulling me down hard onto his cock as he thrust up into me, and yet I was thinking of Kelly. I hardly even recognized it at first, but I was. As I reached down, rubbing my clit, heat pooled in my tummy and my pussy walls began to ripple around Ant’s thick cock, while his breathing grew short and ragged. I wanted to make him come. I wanted to ride him to the heights of pleasure that I knew were there, just a little more; just a little further.

“Oh, Kelly!” I panted, as my climax bloomed through me.

Ant was coming then, too, coming with me, and yet being pushed so far away from me. He stared up at me, his mouth open and his dark eyes stained with alarm. I couldn’t believe I’d said it, couldn’t believe I’d been so stupid.

He finished hard all the same, and we parted, still gasping and sweating. I shuddered with pleasure as his cock slid from my slick pussy, the condom already starting to hang off him like a crumpled flag.

I don’t know what I’d thought. Maybe that I could fuck Kelly the whole time Ant wasn’t around – right up until I left uni, “lesbian until graduation”, as the saying goes – and I truly did believe it didn’t have to affect what I had with him. Apparently, it’s called denial.

Of course, we argued. I told him everything; even about the bright blue panties. I don’t know whether he was more shocked, hurt or intrigued. Neither of us had ever thought I’d do something like this. It didn’t really matter, though. Ant left that night, and though we did try to make things right, it never was the same.

Kelly got a new girlfriend soon after, and we stopped messing around. I suppose I was more hurt than I had any right to be, but I had plenty of time to think things through on my own. Now, five years later, I’m finally happy. I have a wonderful partner, Michelle, and I’ve embraced who I am, what I want and the fact I don’t have to hide anything.

But, as for my confession?

The truth is, I don’t regret a thing.


THE FIRST REUNION

Ellie, Boscombe

My name is Ellie and this is what happened when I kept an appointment at The Gypsy Cafe, shortly after my eighteenth birthday. It was an appointment that had to be kept because four years earlier I’d sworn to Queen Shar that I would be there.

I smiled at the thought, sipping strong coffee and knowing deep down that “Queen Shar” probably would not show up and that I, ‘Princess Eleanor’, would not have to face my punishment.

I could quite believe that she was still Queen Shar somewhere in the world but somehow, along the way, I’d become just Ellie.

I’d convinced myself that Shar would have forgotten all about it. I accepted, sitting there waiting, that I was being as naive as I’d been back then when we’d played our last game together. It was the last game because her parents came home early and found me bent over a stool wearing only my knickers, about to be spanked by Shar. As a result, we were forbidden by both our parents ever to meet again, ever to play again.

And that was supposed to be that, except that we did sneak a meeting here one dangerous time after school. We’d sat at this very table in the window of The Gypsy café, sipping grown up espresso coffee in defiance. We made a solemn, tearful pact that we’d meet again in four years’ time on the first day of September at five o’clock.

We’d been playing dressing up games forever. It was fun. Nothing had ever happened until that day we got “found out” by Shar’s parents. I’d no idea what was so wrong about what we’d been “found out” doing or what we’d been found guilty of. Nobody ever told us.

But what I did know was that it seemed like they’d spoilt the purity of our game, of our play.

I remembered how that last game had begun. I knelt before Queen Shar, awaiting her judgement. She was “dressed” in an exotic beach towel and another gorgeous ruby red towel was piled high on her head. She was wearing her mother’s highest heels and stood with hands on hips, looking down on me with all the severity of a Queen about to deliver her verdict.

She was supposed to find me innocent of whatever crime it was I had undoubtedly not committed. We used to bandy phrases around: “Magnificent fairness”; “the purity of justice”; “the benevolence of power”. And then, in gratitude for justice and her wisdom, I would hug her and praise her as befits a true Queen, and that had been the best bit of the game for me.

But she found me guilty! I can remember that moment now as clear as the High Street outside the cafe window.

“Guilty!”

My intake of breath had been genuine, not acted – as was the slice of fear that came with it. This was all new – and inexplicably exciting.

“This court is fair,” Queen Shar had said in a deeply impressive voice not quite her own and sounding vaguely Russian. “What sentence do you feel is right and just?”

I’d had no idea how to reply and, panicking under the weight of her stern gaze, I adapted a phrase my mum always used as a threat when she thought I’d done something wrong. “I think I deserve a proper good spanking.”

“Then it shall be done.”

I remember standing, facing a stool, resigned nobly to accept my punishment, and the slow, deliberate removal of the towel I was wearing, leaving me just in my white school knickers.

She coaxed me to bend over the stool and to grip its legs. I remember thinking this was the most exciting game we’d ever played. But only moments later it was made shameful and wrong.

Our families argued over who’d led who on and nobody would listen to us.

Shar and her family moved away not long after – not because of what we did, though to me it always felt as if it was.

I had imagined how that unfinished game might have developed so many times over these last four years – the storyline growing not from actual experience but with grown-up knowledge of the world.

I took my cup to the counter and asked for another espresso. As I waited, I realized it was well past five. I suppressed a sharp pang of regret as I collected the coffee and turned to go back to my seat. There she was, outside, walking towards the cafe, my Queen Shar.

It was as if the entire High Street outside had been blurred away to reveal her. It wasn’t the piled-high hair, the tall-heeled boots, the soft, black leather short skirt or well–fitting, all-covering, all-revealing matching leather jacket that told me Queen Shar had arrived, it was her eyes – dark, searching and finally finding me, and me alone, through the cafe window.

The surface of my coffee was shaking as if there was an earth tremor about to shake the entire neighbourhood, but I realized it was just me when I set the cup down on the table and sat. The coffee had stopped shaking but I hadn’t.

She entered. Heads turned. Talk slipped into whispers momentarily as she made her way to my table, her eyes concentrating solely on me.

The feeling in my stomach was unique. I had never experienced anything like it before: huge excitement spiced with streaks of fear running through a tremendous, almost unbearable, anticipation. Yet I didn’t know what to expect.

And I am free again. I am not engaged to Gary, the fork lift truck driver. I don’t work on the production line at the metal box factory. I am Princess Eleanor.

Queen Shar sat opposite, her eyes revealing little more than the smoke of a smile. I knew I must be silent. It was obvious how delighted we both were that the other had shown up.

She pulled my coffee towards her and sipped.

The intensity between us was so fierce I was sure the entire cafe, the entire High Street, was aware of it, but the world travelled on around us, leaving our exquisitely private bubble untouched.

Her eyes became loud with pleasure, amusement and love, but her voice was quiet and stern, with that faint Russian accent, when she said, “You have been found guilty. This court is fair. What sentence do you feel is right and just?”

In the thrall of her beautiful gaze I had no hesitation in saying, “I think I deserve a proper good spanking.”

“Then it shall be done.” She knocked back the coffee as if it was a whisky and stood up. “You must come with me, Princess Eleanor.”

In silence, Shar drove me to the other side of town. We went up the stairs to the third floor. She unlocked a door. There were two suitcases inside with airline tags on them. “I need to go home for a while,” she said. “This is friend’s flat.” She flicked the topic away with an elegant finger, and a glimpse of pain in her eyes, only adding, “I delayed departure only for our reunion. There is war. My grandparents need me.”

I caught a stitch in my heart with the thought of losing her so soon, a sharp and unexpected pain.

A stool was set in the middle of the tiny lounge, a coffee table obviously pushed aside to make space for it. It wasn’t just any stool – it was the stool.

She gripped my arm, turning me to face her, and I found myself lost in a kiss I can scarcely describe, it was so soft and yet insistent. The warm touch of her hands on my face relaxed me further and even when they moved to undress me, I couldn’t have felt more at ease. Everything was right.

It had been agony deciding what to wear for the reunion, but inspiration made the decision easy. I was a factory girl but today I was dressed as a business woman in a white blouse and flattering black skirt.

Queen Shar undressed me with cruel slowness. The buttons on the white blouse released with lingering care. The white lace figure-enhancing bra I’d bought to show her how grown up I’d become was unhooked and discarded without her even touching me. I so wanted her touch. And then the slow slide of the zip, the fall of the black skirt revealed – my white school knickers.

“Oh!” she said with a delicious, knowing smile.

For once I was grateful for my mother’s policy of “you’ll grow into them” – but when I’d struggled into them before leaving for the reunion, they’d felt a little too intimately tight. In the mirror the camel-toe effect looked so rude but I’d trusted my instincts.

When Queen Shar’s finger traced that white cotton line between my legs, I shivered with pleasure and knew it had been the right choice. She kissed my lips and then my throat and my head lolled back in bliss.

She whispered, “Princess Eleanor is cold and she must be warmed up.”

The firm grip of her hand on my upper arm, masculine in its implacable confidence and power, again took charge as she turned me round to face the stool. “First I will warm you, Princess. Then I will spank you.”

I loved her fake accent. I loved the newfound freedom of my passion.

“You stand still with your palms flat on the seat of the stool. You will be brave and not cry out loud. Obey?”

“Obey,” I replied solemnly as I bent forwards, hands on the stool as ordered, and closed my eyes, swimming in feelings, striking a noble, defiant pose.

Her hands caressed my bottom with tender respect, and then her fingers explored the intimate lines created by the knickers, reaching between my legs from behind until one finger pressed so firmly, so exactly, on the right spot, I gasped.

She said, “When you disobey and make those sounds, I can ask question. Your answer will be truth-pure. Yes?”

“Yes.” I bowed my head now in submission.

“Your boyfriend is . . . ?”

“Gary.” I said it in a whisper, not out of respect for him but in awe of the presence of her fingertip.

“Has Gary ever done this to you?”

“‘This” started out as a rub of her finger, immediately becoming a shimmering spangle of feelings which I instinctively tried to suppress until it exploded all through me. I remember thinking I’d walked into the most beautiful flower shop in the world but the whoosh of colour and the slow shower of petals I experienced came from me. I’d thought ecstasy was a drug.

“No,” I managed to say eventually.

“I guessed. You will be silent now.”

She slapped my bottom. That’s all it was, just a firm slap, but then there came another and another. With one hand pressing the small of my back, she slapped me with the other hand and then changed sides.

I could feel my buttocks warming evenly all over – a strange, gradual sensation. I was finding it harder to keep quiet and became aware that I was panting. And in the sweet mystery of all that was happening, I learnt that orgasms don’t just come in singles, days or weeks apart, they can come . . . I crashed through the second climax like a runner breaking the tape – but I couldn’t stop running and cried out, “Oh, Queen Shar, my Queen Shar!”

She stopped. In the quiet there was only my panting and the sound of her leather jacket telling me she was breathing heavily, too. Looking back now, I realize that was the first time I’d ever thought of leather as being sexy.

I expected a question, but the silence hung in the air until she said, “Stand up.”

She bunched the knickers and pulled them up tight between my cheeks. The sexual effect was incredible. “Now you will bend right over the stool and you will grip its legs.” She kept hold of the knickers and used them to coax me over into position. The firm way she handled me and the anticipation of having my now-bare bottom smacked was intensely exciting. “Now. Truth-pure. You will answer with one word only. You work?”

“Yes, with Gary at the factory.”

“That is too many words. The factory is good?”

“No.”

“This Gary – is he fast lover or slow?”

“Fast.”

She spanked me and I discovered the difference between a slap and a spank. The sound hit me first and then the after-burn took over. I gripped the legs of the stool harder.

“Too fast?”

“Yes.”

She spanked me, and although it hurt in the moment, I was finding the complicated after-effect sensuous and rewarding.

“Gentle lover or rough?”

“Rough.”

She spanked me. The sensation of the previous blow tingle-tangled with the weight of the latest one.

“Too rough?”

“Yes.”

She spanked me and then changed sides.

In those moments of respite I wanted to cry, not because I was in great pain but because of the discovery with every spank that “truth-pure” is a needle, sure and sharp, and you can’t argue with it. I was silent in the knowledge.

“You don’t come together.”

“No.”

“You come alone, when he’s finished.”

“Yes.”

She spanked me. I’d thought the needle couldn’t get any sharper.

“You don’t love him.”

“No.”

The next spank was harder than all the others and with it she uttered the words with unforgettable vehemence: “Dump him!”

She swapped sides and although I accepted the inevitability of the next blow, I dreaded it because my bum was on fire and . . .

But she touched me. Instead of pulling the knickers tight again, she loosened them and let go of me. I heard her take a step back, heard her breathing. I kept very still, trying to process truth, sensation and lust . . . lust because, bent over the stool, all I wanted to do was see her, touch her and thank her.

“One thing, final,” she said icily. “I am Queen Shar?”

I loved that question mark and responded to it with my childhood response without hesitation, “I am Princess Eleanor, loyal to Queen Shar.”

Her answer was new and stronger than anything before in our play. “And one day you will be Queen Ellie.”

In the following silence I felt the soothing touch of her hands over my tingling buttocks and then she took down my knickers with care and said, in a clear, everyday voice. “You are free now.”

I got up, turned and with a quick, bare step took her in my arms, hugging her hard but kissing her soft, trying to say thank you. Her returning kiss was loving but restrained. When she broke it, I whispered shyly, “Your Majesty, may I undress you?”

She nodded and led me to a bedroom where she sat on the edge of the bed and leant back, contemplating me, flecks of uncertainty showing momentarily in her eyes.

The fire in my belly and the wonderful achy burning feeling all over my bottom made me drunk with love. I knelt and started to take off her boots. Her eagerness betrayed her cool demeanour, so in mischief I slowed down.

She smiled a smile I will always remember, uncertainty gone from her eyes, replaced by desire, desire for me.

I slid the zip down the back of each boot with tender care before taking them from her. She wriggled her toes in freedom. I held her ankles together and kissed each toe in turn. Her muted squeal of approval thrilled me.

I got up and took both hands, pulling her up. Beneath the leather jacket she was naked and even as it slid off her shoulders, my lips found one nipple and my hand the other. My free hand, eager and hunting, found the zip at the back of her skirt. She shimmied it off her hips and was naked beneath it. I stroked her pussy in timid wonder.

Then Queen Shar took over, kissing me hard, her hands holding my head still until breathless we broke apart.

She stripped off the duvet. “Get on the bed,” she ordered.

I lay in the middle, naked and ripe with love. And then to my surprise and delight she pulled three long, flexible canes from under the bed and, one, two, three, slotted them down through the handles at the side of the mattress. Each one had a string at the end.

We used to make tents when we were girls and this version had been our most sophisticated – she pulled each cane over by the string to form an arch and tied it to the opposite handle.

She tossed what I now realized was an oversized duvet over and joined me beneath in the “tent”.

In the dusky light we touched and kissed and cuddled in a way we never had as children and I felt, with blinding clarity, that I was on the crossroads of my life. It wasn’t about the next kiss or the next wonderful sensation. I was standing there at the crossroads and scattered everywhere around in all directions was the rest of my life. And my Queen Shar was going away.

She clamped a hand roughly over my mouth, pressing tight but murmuring, “You must listen. It wasn’t meant to be this way. I must go away. We might never meet again.”

I tried to protest but she pressed harder.

“We might never meet again and we must live these moments that way. Listen. You work, which is good for money, but factory isn’t right. Top computer girl in all school, ahead of all the boys? No! No! Find a course, study. Change your life-course. Dump Gary, you deserve better. You deserve this.”

She took her hand from my mouth and replaced it with her lips, the stark contrast exquisite. Her words swirled off into memory without argument and the tide of my feelings rose up all over again.

“You deserve this,” she whispered as her hand parted my legs enough to allow her finger to enter me. “And this,” she murmured as it slid up onto my clitoris and loved me slowly. “And this.”

I sensed her reach under the pillow, felt something hard entering me and then the most delicious purring vibration began inside me. Her finger returned to love me and her lips found my nipple. I dissolved into jelly.

The last thing I remember before that unique orgasm was her saying, “And this . . . search for it, without me. Find it. You deserve it.”

It was the longest, most intense, quivering moment of all and it felt in that one instant as if this was life and all of life.

She kissed me all the way back down to earth, removed the vibrator and cuddled me into a deep blue oceanic sleep.

When I woke, she’d gone. I was alone in our beautiful tent. I got up, hoping she’d be in the kitchenette, but the flat was silent and cold.

There was an envelope on the coffee table, addressed to Princess Eleanor. I opened it. There were instructions – to take down the tent. Put clean linen on the bed. Take the canes and the stool and the vibrator. Take our memories – and the knickers – and keep them safe. By order of Queen Shar. And then a postscript: Live Life!


SPANKERS

Carly, Springfield

It was my last night with my friend, Sabrina, and her husband, Don. I was scheduled to fly off home the next morning, back to my own husband. So, Sabrina suggested a final night out on the town, just us two girls.

I was really amazed at how much Sabrina had changed. I’d first met her back in college, when we’d been paired up for a dorm room. She was such a wild child back then, always getting into trouble and hardly ever studying. Her black hair had been razor-cut and streaked with purple, her tats on full display on her arms, chest and lower back, her wardrobe consisting of little more than slash-skirts, booty shorts and torn crop tops, the girl sporting ear and nose and nipple and pussy rings by the dozen.

I’d gotten mixed up in some of her hijinks, almost gotten expelled along with her a couple of times. But, somehow, we’d still both managed to get our degrees – hers in Fine Arts and mine in Commerce. And then we’d parted company, headed back to our home cities, only speaking to each other every six months or so after that.

Just talking to her on the phone over the years, however, I could tell she’d matured and settled down. But, still, it was a shock to see her face-to-face for the first time in ten years, and meet her husband. I could hardly recognize the self-proclaimed “crazy chick” from college. Her hair was styled short and conservative, the tats covered up or removed, almost all the piercings sealed up from lack of jewellery, her personality downright calm and collected. And her husband was exactly the kind of milquetoast I never in a million years would’ve expected Sabrina to marry, if she ever did marry.

Don’s a pharmacist, with a personality as bland as a little white pill. He’s short, balding and plump, with a round face, grey eyes and wire-rimmed glasses. Sabrina towers over the man, and uses her pretty face and lean, attractive body to obviously get anything she wants. But she still treats him with respect and borderline obedience. They seem to have a very happy, if extremely low-key, marriage.

The couple had taken me out to dinner, the theatre, some museums and art galleries, but I’d never actually been out with Sabrina alone until that last night of my visit, which I was seriously thinking then would be my one and only visit. But that’s when all sweet hell broke loose, and Sabrina showed her true colours once again.

The woman had changed into a short, plaid skirt, a white blouse and black buckle shoes, and had mussed up her raven hair. Some of her tats were showing again, and she was wearing a silver nose ring and earrings, the indentations in her tied-up blouse indicating nipple rings. She urged me to dress like I was back in school, too – grade school – but she wouldn’t say why. She just promised me “an education”, as I slipped on a short skirt, my pearl-white blouse and a pair of knee-high black boots, and tied my long, red hair back with a blue ribbon.

I watched her heavily gloss her lips and rim her eyes with mascara, some old, warm memories suddenly flooding back to make me hot all over. Something more exciting than “The Mousetrap” was going to be sprung tonight, I just knew, even before Sabrina gave my nipples a playful tweak and flicked her serpentine tongue over my lips.

She kissed Don on the top of his bald head, and we were off.

Sabrina handed me the card in the car. It was an eggshell-white business card, with “Spankers – We’ll Make You Blush” embossed on it in blood-red letters, along with an address, phone number and website.

“‘Spankers’?” I asked.

Sabrina smiled and patted my bare knee, driving out of the parking garage and onto the city streets. “It’s a club. A place I go to – occasionally. You’ll see.”

I saw. Never’d seen anything like it before.

It was located in the basement of a decrepit old brick building in the downtown core. Music blasted my ears and flashing lights and strange sights blinded my eyes, as soon as we descended an iron staircase and pushed our way through a heavy, red metal door. It was a small bar filled with big sound and wild people – all women, almost all dressed in various shades of form-fitting leather, PVC and latex, most exhibiting more tats and piercings than an outlaw bikers’ convention, some wielding whips, chains and other torture devices that would’ve been at home back in the day of the Inquisition.

I took a step back, stunned.

Sabrina took my hand, pulled me forwards.

The pair of us girls were dressed downright churchly compared to the perverted-up throng of women. Angry-looking dominants and meek-looking submissives stared at us as we threaded our way through the mob and the tables, the ladies sneering and whimpering as befitted their positions on the peccadillo pecking order.

“Do you want a drink!?” Sabrina screamed at me when we reached the black leather bar set against the far, red velvet wall.

I jerked my head from side to side. Alcohol couldn’t have prepared me for this, and it couldn’t anesthetize me to it now.

“Good! It only dulls the pain!” Sabrina yelled back. “And we don’t want that!” she added with an evil grin.

The old Sabrina, the wild, young Sabrina. Her red-glossed nails bit into the palm of my hand as she dragged me through a thick-padded door at the back of the bar, down a flight of crimson-carpeted, concrete steps.

The sound of the thumping music and shouting voices was instantly cut off, replaced now with the faint sound of leather creaking and cracking, and muffled cries of pain and pleasure. We were standing in a red-lit hallway that led off into the dark. There were red, padded doors lining either sides of the hallway. From behind these doors came the lashing and slashing sounds, the shouts and squeals of passion.

“Sabrina!” I shrieked, shattering the relative calm. “Sabrina,” I whispered, “what is this place? What have you gotten me into?” It was just like our college days, only much more well-organized, professional rather than amateur.

“The name says it all, girl,” Sabrina replied. “Spankers.” She kissed me on the lips. “Ready to really renew our friendship?”

My face burned, like my lips. I’d had a brief lesbian fling with Sabrina back in college; nothing serious, just sharing the same bed in our tiny dorm room for a few nights after my boyfriend at the time had dumped me, just experimenting. We’d never brought it up, or followed it up, again.

But now Sabrina was pulling me forwards with the same old urgency, to a place I’d never expected to go. It was called “Hell’s Classroom – Bad Girls’ School”. Last door on the left.

Sabrina popped the door open and we went inside, into a small classroom populated with six wooden student desks and one wooden teacher’s desk, a blackboard complete with chalk and brushes, a presidential portrait; and one severe-looking “teacher” wearing a shiny red latex bodysuit open at the breasts and pussy.

“You’re late, girls,” the woman snapped, rising from her desk and striking a wooden yardstick against her flattened palm.

“Sorry, Mrs D,” Sabrina snuffled in a little-girl voice, bowing her head. She quickly tucked her lithe form into a student desk, and I followed suit, staring at “Mrs D”.

She was in her mid-forties, her dark hair pulled back into a tight bun, her smooth, dark face devoid of all make-up. She had large, brown eyes and plush, full lips, both eyes and lips shining malevolently. She wore horn-rimmed glasses to go along with the outrageous bodysuit and four-inch red-leather heels. Her bare breasts were small and taut, tipped by coal-black, thick nipples, her pussy strip-shaved with a line of dark fur.

“What is nine times eight?” Mrs D asked Sabrina, strutting up to the blackboard in front of us.

“Ummm . . .” Sabrina got it wrong.

Mrs D struck the blackboard with her yardstick. “372 divided by 12?” she rasped.

Sabrina got up, picked up a piece of chalk and bit her lip, staring at the blank blackboard. She chalked “12”, then “372” next to it, drew a half-bracket between the two numbers. But thanks to calculators and computers, she’d forgotten the science of long division.

“Bend forwards,” Mrs D snarled, exasperated at the girl’s dawdling.

Sabrina slotted the chalk back onto the ledge, then gripped the bevelled bottom of the blackboard, moved her long legs back and bent forwards at the waist, sticking her bum out from under her short, pleated skirt. Mrs D flicked Sabrina’s skirt fully up with her yardstick, then smacked Sabrina’s bare bottom with the stiff, three-foot wooden length, making me and my girlfriend jump.

I hadn’t realized Sabrina wasn’t wearing any underwear, had never expected to be watching her get whacked on the bare butt by a dominatrix dressed as the teacher from hell in a faux classroom setting in the dungeon of an all-female BDSM club. Sabrina’s pale, mounded buttocks quivered and clutched, the soft, smooth skin flaring red where the brutal yardstick had flailed.

“Thirteen times eleven?” someone hissed.

I gave my head a shake, tore my widened eyes off Sabrina’s blushing bottom and gaped at Mrs D. She was staring straight at me, her question hanging out there like the threat it was, yardstick rubbing against her palm.

“142! No, 143!”

“Stand up. 11,988 divided by 18.”

I dropped the chalk and my head when, like Sabrina, I couldn’t figure out the answer without my smartphone. She helped me step back, bend forwards. The blackboard shook in my damp hands. Mrs D picked up the hem of my skirt and set it down on my arched lower back, then slashed her wooden ruler across my pink-pantied bum.

I jumped and screamed, Sabrina along with me, holding my hand.

More impossible questions that only a fourth grader could answer came fast and furious. Sabrina and I lined up against the blackboard, Mrs D behind us, sharply whacking Sabrina’s buttocks, then mine. Simple addition and subtraction, which our addled minds couldn’t handle. The crack of rigid wood against delicate, quivering butt cheeks, the shrill cries of girlish voices. Mrs D thrashed us for our ignorance, trying to get through to us with her yardstick, and succeeding, on one level, at least. My bottom and body blazed, the pain singed up from my smacked ass and scorched all through me, shimmering into something else – pleasure, as it slowly dissipated.

Sabrina kissed me on the mouth whenever I was punished for my ignorance, and I returned the favour. We were in this together, us against her, two schoolgirls taking cheap shots from our shared enemy, soothing the brutal beat of discipline with soft, warm, wet kisses, adding to our rising emotions. I pressed my mouth against Sabrina’s trembling lips when she was lashed by Mrs D, swallowing up the girl’s gasp of hurt and delight. Our bottoms were soon latticed with red, flaming streaks where the yardstick had landed.

The subject shifted to geography. The weaponry of wanton instruction shifted to a strap. Mrs D set her heated yardstick down across her desk and pulled a black leather strap out of a drawer, then strolled alongside us quivering girls again. The strap was about a foot long and two inches wide, a quarter of an inch thick, with a pebbled surface. They’d been banned in licensed schools for decades, but not Mrs D’s classroom of lesbian correction.

“The capital of Australia?”

Sabrina moaned, “Sydney?”

Crack! Right across her seared buttocks. She was jolted by the heavier, harder blow, the pain in her blistered bottom driven in even deeper. I grabbed her in my arms and we hugged each other tight against the onslaught, desperately kissing, Frenching, filling our screaming mouths with our searching tongues.

“What is a land mass surrounded by water on three sides called?” Mrs D hissed in my ear, deftly shifting the strap over to her other hand so she could swing at my butt.

By this time my skirt and panties were off, spanked or stripped away, lost, anyway, in the cauldron of hard learning. I was as bare and blasted as Sabrina from the waist down, my bum cheeks bright red, pussy brimming with juices.

I’d never experienced anything like it, had never realized the deep-down excitement spanking could bring one, how it could meld friends into lovers. I assumed that’s why Sabrina had chosen the classroom setting, to blaze a future for us out of the wild past. Or maybe it was just her idea of perverted penance, for all the trouble she had caused in school; or perhaps it was punishment to be dished out to her for cheating on her husband with another woman. I’m not sure, and I sure didn’t care right then, caught in the crossfire of the all-girl spank conflagration. I was in it to the end, both our ends.

“An island?” I gulped, even though I knew the answer was wrong when it kissed from my lips to Sabrina’s. I just yearned to bond with the girl as fully as two women can.

Mrs D accommodated my wicked desire, with extreme prejudice. She whipped my butt with her strap, and I was shocked up against Sabrina, vibrating with sensation. Our boobs squished together, nipples jabbing hard and throbbing, pussies touching and melting.

More questions were flung at us, and we blithely and incorrectly answered. More blows were administered down upon our buttocks. This was Jeopardy! of the most deliciously jeopardizing, where every wrong answer was the right answer. Mrs D blasted our impudent bottoms, juicing us together. We clung to one another, rubbing pussies, swirling tongues, grinding nipples, taking our punishment as one and revelling in the pure pleasure of it all.

It went on until Mrs D finally concluded that we two were just too stupid, or sexed-up, to have any worthwhile knowledge beaten into us. Then she switched to inflicting ultimate joy on us, to preserve her strength and sanity.

She stood behind me and jammed her strap in between my legs, along my pussy. I jumped, staring into Sabrina’s eyes, my slit firing with feeling, just like my bum was beaming with it. And then Sabrina jumped in my arms, as Mrs D thrust the strap right along my pussy into my girlfriend’s swollen lips, then scrubbed back and forth, rubbing both of us at once.

The woman sawed that flesh-heated length of leather in between our shaking legs, along our shimmering cunts, rubbing us wonderfully. We undulated to the hyper-erotic rhythm of her butt-crasher-turned-pussy-pleaser, riding it.

Mrs D joined the yardstick back into the fray, gripping the strap and stick together and buffing our dripping slits with both. She slapped Sabrina’s ass with her free hand as she did so, then mine, doling out a little more pain to heighten our surging pleasure. They were love-taps compared to the lashes she’d ladled out with the flat sides of her tools of the teaching trade, but they did the job, exquisitely, spanking us past the point of no sexual return, sealing our renewed lovership in scorching ecstasy.

Sabrina moaned, then wailed, shivering in my arms and against my breasts and pussy. I felt her hot juices of joy gush against me, into me, and I joined her in pressurized orgasm. My stroked clit burst and a sheet of white-hot flame tore through my body and into my lover. We were consumed in the inferno of our mutual, monstrous bliss, souls seared with sensation, like our bums.

Mrs D’s hard face never lost its stern expression. She kept right on stoking our molten cunts and smacking our burning bottoms, until we were spasming on the very edge of sweet unconsciousness. A true professional right to the end of our educational session.

Needless to say, I was shaken and staggered by the amazing experience, both physically and emotionally. I couldn’t sit still on the plane for more than a few minutes at a time. And now I can hardly wait to go back and revisit my wild friend who has changed on the outside, maybe, but not on the inside – where it really counts between lovers.


ROSES AND PROSECCO

Samantha, Montréal

It was early morning as I drove across Pont Champlain on my way to work in Montréal, crossing the St Lawrence River that a French explorer, Samuel de Champlain, first pioneered.

A mist rose above it that partially covered the view of the city, making the distant, eerie skyscrapers look mysterious as their lights peeped dimly through its haze. It was chilly and damp with a window open, but I knew there was promise of a sunny day.

I live on the South Shore and it’s a forty-five minute journey each way, as long as I can beat the peak hour traffic. If reports indicated long-term congestion I’d sometimes call one of my few friends for dinner and a pleasant oral afterwards, depending on the mood. I say “few friends” because it’s the truth – there are two, to be precise, neither of whom wants a committed relationship. That has usually suited me because of my working schedule and commitment to the legal profession, but lately work and my relationship with my two fuck-friends have become stale.

As I drove, I recalled my first encounter with the same sex when I was eighteen at a pyjama party for girls only. Some idiot suggested we wear Baby Dolls, and we all arrived with our bottles of beer and liquor together with plates of titbits. I drank as much as anyone else, but wasn’t used to it and got smashed. Then I said the wrong thing to a blonde a head taller than me – about six-four – and I was in her home.

I’m usually reserved and polite, but with the booze my remark was too bold. I think I told her that for a person her size a frilly pink outfit was silly and made her look gawky, then I hiccupped and smiled. She didn’t.

A few hours later she sidled up to me and suggested a game of Ping-Pong in the den. I was stupid enough to agree. Even so, when we got there, I thought it strange that she locked the door. She fetched a table tennis bat, saying she was the only one who would play the game. I hiccupped and smiled again, unaware of her intension, but became agitated when she tied my hands behind my back and gagged me with a handkerchief. I was too far gone to resist.

She kissed my lips roughly, making them tingle thrillingly, and then grabbed me. She flung me over her knees, bared my bottom and whacked me until I yelled and cried. She asked me who was silly and gawky now and I remember stuttering that I was. She continued for several minutes, then picked my limp body up, threw me on a couch and finger fucked me rapidly until I came. After that, she kissed me savagely and I began to respond, but she stuck the bat handle in my cunt and made me writhe until a second orgasm hit me.

I can’t remember her name; but despite the spanking – which was awful and never happened to me again – it made me realize that I would be a lesbian for the rest of my life.

At university my roommate, Leah, found me irresistible and it wasn’t long before I succumbed to her enticing toughness, from which I learnt my favourite way to be handled sexually: rough, with good dollops of TLC afterwards. She wasn’t a beauty by any stretch of the imagination, but she was attractive and had a good, kind heart. She was also honest, loyal and didn’t mess around, which pleased me; I won’t dedicate myself to anyone who doesn’t have those traits.

She introduced me to the sensuality of massage, applying lubrications and using a strap-on dildo for pleasures I never knew existed. She was very persuasive and cajoled me into doing things I thought would be rotten. I’m referring to my first anal ramming, which wasn’t my idea of “female” sex. But after she’d greased my entry and we got into a side position, she inserted it and began to move softly in a tantalizing rhythm . . . and my attitude slowly began to change.

I can tell you it’s a fantastic position for intimacy. I was lying on my side and she was lying behind me. Being cuddled and having my back parts lovingly kissed at the same time sent glorious shivers through my body, and my anus relaxed. I didn’t realize until then how sensitive and sensual it could be. It set my internal nerves on edge, teasing and rousing them to speed through my body and set fire to all the other nerves within it. And when she put her arm around me and fondled my vagina and aching clit with her fingers, I felt as if I would die from the ethereal sense of being out of this world and in another place.

When I had the first orgasm, I thought I was going to die again, until two more followed in succession and I realized I was definitely alive. In reversed positions, the satisfaction I received from satisfying her was incredible too.

Leah died in a car accident before the end of the first semester. I always wondered what would’ve become of us if the tragedy hadn’t happened. I was terribly sad and cried for days. I didn’t have another college relationship after her and concentrated on my studies and career. I’ve been a lawyer for twenty years now and really want to quit and be an artist. I’m also becoming bored, tucked away on my hobby farm alone and sticking things into myself for temporary satisfaction, not that my orgasms are inadequate; it’s just not the same as when they’re caused by a horny companion.

But let me take you back to the present.

I parked on my habitual slot off rue St Paul in the old city area because my office is on rue Saint Sulpice, a short walk away. My secretary greeted me as I entered. She’s shared by the other two lawyers in the firm, Miranda and Amon. I’d just taken off my jacket when Miranda asked if I could spare a minute and I stepped into her domain.

“I’ve got a stinker,” she said, opening a buff folder. “There’s a certain Lady Geneviève, who smacks bottoms for a living and got herself into trouble – real name, Judy.”

I knew her, because I’d advised her on legal matters before when she started her business. Miranda seemed to be eternally embarrassed of cases involving anything that wasn’t straight. I knew what she was up to when she said she wasn’t sure if I wanted to handle it.

She said she was overloaded at the moment – liar – but thought she was putting me in a difficult position that would compromise the firm by having the likes of Lady Geneviève as a client. I asked what she’d done, to put her out of her misery, because she clearly didn’t want the case.

Her answer made me chuckle. Apparently, Judy half-killed a guy who was now suing for assault and battery. I said he was stupid and couldn’t win. She queried that, and I explained a dominatrix offered a service, a contract, which never exceeds the client’s wishes.

She came to the point and asked if I wanted to defend her. Of course I did; it was right up my alley. She breathed an audible sigh of relief.

At 2 p.m. the next day, the vivacious lady sauntered into my office. She was dressed elegantly and her titian-coloured hair was pinned up on the back of her head. I’d only met her once before and had forgotten how absolutely stunning she was.

We shook hands and gave each other a polite hug and blew kisses in the air. I asked how she was doing and she puffed with exaggerated exasperation and told me she was royally pissed off. I asked her to tell me about it.

“It’s in the file, Sammy,” she said. “I already told Miranda everything and she cringed at the details.”

We laughed. I said I was her new lawyer and to repeat the details. She smiled. I found it endearing and wanted to strip and ravish her. Then I reprimanded myself and got my mind back on track. It was unusual for me; but there you are – a lawyer who is human.

Apparently, he was a top bureaucrat from Ottawa, a miserable fink who’d tried to abuse her; he’d wanted sex. I knew two facts for sure; clients paid up front and sex was taboo in her profession, so I asked what he’d done. When she’d refused and asked him to leave, he’d gotten out of control, bad mouthed and threatening. She’d kicked him out, naked, throwing his clothes after him. I asked her how she’d kicked him out. She said she did it literally, so bad her spiked high heels nearly went up his ass, the scumbag.

I said that’d been dangerous, but good for her. I knew plenty of scumbags; especially the weirdos who think they’ve got a free ticket to be abusive.

She looked timid and uncertain when she asked if I’d take the case. I agreed, wondering what else I could say to keep her there. She was enchanting.

She was genuinely concerned, though, asking was I sure, what if someone recognized me and connected me to seedy places I might’ve visited years ago and what about my reputation, having her as a client in a public court. I told her not to worry. In a client/lawyer situation no one would crucify me for defending her and if his lawyer raised dirt I’d raise a lot more.

She sighed deeply again and her bosom heaved. I had difficulty diverting my eyes and had an urge to kiss and tongue the crack between her breasts and all the other cracks she had. I coughed in silent frustration. We were done for now and she stood up to leave, asking me to send my invoice to her private address.

I stared at her and said my services would be free. She replied I was kind and asked would I really do that. I said only for her and if she wanted anything else – anything – she only had to ask and I’d be there for her beautiful, charming self. I supposed she was used to flattery, but she didn’t indicate that. I was blatantly flirting, but, hey, at that moment I would’ve cut off my right arm for her.

When she left, it only took a few minutes to size up my course of action. Who needed a court case for a scumbag? Please understand, I’m not usually one for contacting crooks in the Mafia world, but I’ve represented a few and, quite frankly, if you win, they regard you as a friend whether you want to be or not. Anyway, sometimes a dirty duty has to be done.

My contact was a guy named Mario and I dialled his number to “hire” him. I knew he loathed female abuse and killed such men for sport, so to speak. He was riled up and ready to go before I finished relating the circumstances, which is why he got into trouble so much.

Confidentiality is paramount for a dominatrix, especially credit card information; but I had it on file. From that I got the guy’s address, obtained his marital status and job details and how often he took a crap. He worked for the government. He’d be a wimp.

“Sure, my friend,” Mario said. “I’ll handle it. We’ll eat at Da Franco Ristorante afterwards and I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I never called you,” I replied. He knew what I meant and that I’d pay him cash out of my own pocket, untraceable and no questions asked.

A week later I received a letter from the scumbag’s lawyer abruptly stating that the case was dismissed on the grounds of mistaken identity – the fuck-head. I owed Mario a favour.

I took the letter as my entry into Judy’s personal life, yet I’d no idea what to expect. Would she find me attractive? Would she be objectionable or readily sympathetic about my planned gesture to visit her? I juggled my thoughts back and forth and decided to take the risk.

The following Sunday, I learnt she’d decided to have a lazy day, so she was surprised when someone buzzed her apartment. No one did that without calling ahead and clients only used her advertised number to be directed to the “dungeon” she owned in a grey stone building facing the waterfront, on rue de la Commune opposite Alexandra Quay.

“Yes,” she said curtly over the intercom, indicating irritation at being disturbed.

“It’s me,” I replied, and she recognized my voice and let me in. I took the elevator.

“Well, well,” she sang, sounding happy after opening the door, and planted a full kiss on my lips, which made me tingle with pleasant surprise. “Doing the social rounds or what?”

She suddenly realized she hadn’t taken a shower or groomed herself, and pulled the collars of her robe together, trying to hide her chest and flicking her head back to get her long unbrushed hair off her face. She apologized because she wasn’t expecting anyone. I didn’t give a damn. She looked good to me and I had a great urge to paint her – lots of times, actually.

I stood there grinning foolishly with a bunch of red roses to signify, I hoped, the possibility of romance, and two bottles of prosecco to indicate a celebration.

In my opinion, prosecco is the same kind of stuff as regular French champagne. It’s a sparkling wine with a little less body and a lighter taste; not as good, but tasty nevertheless and comes from Italy at considerably cheaper prices. However, a while ago, to save for an evening with a very special lover, if I was lucky enough to get one, I bought a top prestige cuvée – a magnum of 1976 vintage Dom Pérignon champagne – that cost over a thousand bucks.

But, I’m digressing.

So I’d confronted her by surprise and we sat down on a sofa. I told her she looked a picture of delight. I was pushing the envelope but she didn’t seem to mind; from the way she kept blinking her eyes with her lips slightly curled up at the edges, and the ways she allowed her robe to flap open enough to reveal more of her illusive crack, and below it, her slim, inviting legs, with one thigh crossed over the other, I was sure she was encouraging me.

We chatted about the case, which I explained without going into details and not mentioning Mario by name. I said it hadn’t cost a dime. She didn’t believe me and said it wasn’t fair to give my services for free and then pay someone to do whatever it was had been done. I gave her a freaky lawyer’s smile. Then she breathed one of her exasperated sighs that I found kind of cute – well, anything she did was cute – and excused herself while she showered and took the bottles of prosecco to put in the fridge.

The way she sashayed out of the room agitated my vagina and made me wet.

She came back refreshed, without make-up, with her hair bundled up into a top-knot, dressed in a sapphire blouse, tight white slacks, no bra and bare feet. She was sexy as hell and I nearly lunged at her in my eagerness to feel her gem of a body.

She was a beauty without a single blemish on her skin, but, perhaps due to the lighting, I noticed for the first time how old her eyes were in contrast to her near-fortyish age. It hinted that she’d seen a lot during her life and had taken it all as a burden on her own soul. She gazed at me wisely, I thought, and must’ve been considering the odds. If she was on the same wavelength, yeah, I’d have to agree that a match between a dominatrix and a lawyer would strike some as being a rare concoction.

I started twiddling my fingers and couldn’t keep still, constantly shifting to sit in different positions, although I was comfortable. She noticed and asked why I was fidgety when I was always cool, calm and collected and I replied that I didn’t know. She said I knew very well and asked was I nervous. I said yes, mumbling, “Because of you,” and biting my tongue with an image that she’d kick me out, using her spiked high-heeled boots. Instead, she put her hand on my thigh and gave me another wise look.

She suddenly veered away from the conversation. She got up, proposing brunch, and didn’t wait for a reply. I shouted after her and said, naively, that I didn’t think she could cook. Her head leaned out of the kitchen and she asked me if I thought she was only capable of smacking people – of course she could bloody well cook! I could only remark, “Oh,” and then she added that that sort of remark could result in a sore bottom.

Well, she likes doing that, although I did tell her I wasn’t into it myself. Yet here I was, involved with Judy the Dom and wondering what her approach in the bedroom would be, if indeed she was one who wanted to practice in private what she forbade professionally.

She informed me her eggs benedict recipe was a dream and I replied that it sounded great. She scampered back with a pot of Mocha Java coffee, mugs, cutlery and serviettes on a tray and asked me to go out onto the balcony and set the table. It didn’t take her long before she shouted that the meal was ready and she was coming. I suppose it was meant to be a warning.

I remember the minute she stepped onto the balcony; it was the moment that changed our lives. She was naked. I suddenly lost interest in eggs benedict. She giggled as she bent over to kiss me and started taking off my clothes as well. I didn’t object. It was a nice warm day and the balcony was surrounded by green opaque glass, against which stood a higher lattice trellis encased in evergreen ivy. No one could see us. Funnily enough, I wasn’t embarrassed. In fact, I thought it was kinky.

I scoffed the delicious meal with glee and could have had another portion. After we finished, she gave me a strange, inquisitive look.

“Sammy,” she asked softly. “Do you think we could?”

It was like she was carrying on with the thoughts I’d had, on the same wavelength. I’ve always wondered how she did that, but all she says when I ask is, “Voodoo.”

I told her eagerly that I believed we could make a go of it. She threw a lot of barriers in the way, but I would hear nothing of them. I said the fact we had different professions would have nothing to do with our relationship. But she was worried about her business and I assured her nothing had to change. It sounded like we were having a business conversation, negotiating terms, but of course we were only trying to put everything into perspective.

We talked for about two hours, had a few gin and tonics between times and then decided to fetch the prosecco and flutes, kissing now and then as we did so, gliding our hands softly across our boobs, backs and bottoms, gradually building up our appetites for whatever would happen, which was obvious to both of us; and yet we held back. We returned to the balcony, still au naturel, both wanting each other, but needing to know more about ourselves first.

She poured and made a toast as my glass clinked against hers; then I told her what’d been on my mind for a long time.

“I’m fairly well off and thinking of quitting my job,” I said.

She asked me why and I told her because it bored me, that I dabbled in sketching and painting and it’s what I wanted to do, especially erotic images of her. She beamed radiantly and said she’d always fancied herself hanging on a wall, nicely framed and nude. I said I’d do her from all different angles and she cheekily inferred I didn’t just mean paintings. We were making ourselves randy as the sun began to sink and it got a bit chilly, sending us indoors. It was a seduction towards the first chapter of our new beginning.

In the meantime, she asked me if I liked Frangelico, a hazelnut and herb-flavoured liqueur. We laughed when we both declared it was a favourite. I said it must be our karma, but she rebutted by saying she didn’t believe in that rubbish since there were few things in life that couldn’t be avoided, because we do what we do willingly and can reject what we don’t want. I couldn’t argue with that.

I thought Judy must be more experienced sexually than me, but I was totally inaccurate with my assessment. The answer wasn’t complicated, she said. Her daily routine was anything but sex, despite the clients being naked. She’d developed a technique of regarding them as objects, rather like a doctor. She’d had sex, of course, but always knew she was more inclined towards a lesbian relationship, but had been too reticent and, to repeat the standard excuse, too busy to bother.

After supper she fetched two cordial glasses with a half-full bottle of Frangelico to complete the celebration of the case and our joyful rendezvous. And I suppose, with the barbequed steak, mixed salad, ribald laughter and plenty of booze, we gave ourselves the necessary Dutch courage to giddily meander to her bedroom.

When we got there, giggling like a couple of kids, she grabbed the blanket and sheets and flung them on the floor shouting, “Whoopee!” Then she pushed me down and jumped on me.

It’s amazing. I hadn’t had the same feelings with the other women, except Leah. Consequently, we went at it enthusiastically with the exultation of two bodies simply being together and enjoying our mutual discoveries.

I’ll never forget that night. We were animals. Our love making was soft and sensual, rough and hard, using all the invigorating protrusions we could get at, which often didn’t seem quick enough as we rolled about, she on top and then me, fighting, it seemed, for every ounce of sex in us, fingering our nipples, licking our clits, sinking our entire faces into the sweet juices of our cunts, stimulated by the exotic taste of them. Then I chinned her warm chasm again, lapping her insides with my tongue, making my nose tease her clit until she writhed and screamed from the sheer joy of her pulsating orgasm. Then she fisted me, sucking my clit gently at the same time, until I too was beyond control and my whole body jerked from the gleeful spasms that spread through me like a ferocious, untamed fire.

The perspiration from our efforts was warm and sticky, but we held each other tightly as if there was no tomorrow. And as the evening light faded into darkness, we declared our love and dropped off to sleep, each apart with our dreams, yet together in our embrace.

When we awoke, cuddling comfily, she asked me what my fantasies were. I thought about it briefly and reinforced my dislike for spanking and blurted out my partiality for anal and my fear of being tied up, gagged and helpless. I don’t think anything could surprise her about human nature and the frailties that could plagued one’s consciousness, because, with that wise look in her eyes, she clamped my legs together with hers, put her hand over my mouth and smacked my thigh, which was unexpected, and I suddenly thought, “Nah, she wouldn’t do those things to me.” Then she promised plenty of fun, because fantasies and fears together can fulfil elusive desires. Her fantasy was dominance and sex in a “strappado” position with a woman she loved – namely me – which she’d not tried before. Perhaps we’d like it. I said I’d give it a try, but I’d no idea what it was. She said wait and see, it was new for her too, which left me on tenterhooks, only to discover later what she’d meant by “elusive desires”.

The following day was Monday and neither of us wanted to get up. We just lay there, holding each other, saying nothing. I don’t know why it was funny, but I laughed because I didn’t have any important appointments that couldn’t be cancelled; she hadn’t either. So we smiled and shrugged, took a shower and ate a leisurely continental breakfast.

As she asked me to tell her more about my wish to be an artist, an idea suddenly formed in my mind.

“You know,” I said. “It would be nice if you came to live with me. I’ll work from home and also be your exclusive, personal lawyer, and it’s a short commute to your dungeon.”

She asked me where that was. I said in the boonies, McMasterville on the Richelieu River, with twenty-five acres, two horses, a cow, five chickens and a goose that roams about thinking it ruled the place, as well as an overweight cat called Plumpy and a mangy stray dog named Muffin, that wouldn’t go away.

She asked me if that’s what I really wanted, to be with her. I said yes, absolutely, positively yes. So instead of going to work, we took a trip to my place and there was no turning back.

On the way, she asked me to stop at her dungeon. She ran in and returned quickly with a sports bag, threw it on the back seat and said, “OK, let’s go!”

We soon arrived at my property. I had spent years renovating the old farm house and she adored it. I left all the oak cross and vertical supporting beams in place and exposed the interior plastered walls to their original bare stone work, which gave a “dungeon-look” to all the rooms, which was not intentional but now took on a different meaning. I also knocked the original two bedrooms and bathroom into one, resulting in a huge loft-type area, and again had to leave all the wood beams and supports in place to avoid collapsing the roof.

Throughout the house were scattered a noticeable mismatch of antique furnishings I’d picked up over the years, including a four-poster bed. She was instantly enamoured when we entered the bedroom, and noticed a large butcher’s hook on the centre ceiling beam, from which hung an ornate wrought-iron chandelier with eight lights that I’d purchased during a trip to Budapest. Next to it, five feet away, was another hook that was there when I bought the house.

I saw her tongue pass swiftly across her lips before she turned to me and said it was a fortunate room and ideal for what she had in mind. I asked her what and she said she’d planned a surprise and that the hook hadn’t been anticipated, but would make the scene extremely acute for me. I was none the wiser.

We went downstairs and I made coffee. She sat on my “Throne Chair”, as I call it, a carved piece of furniture that was the centrepiece of the room, looking like a princess about to voice a command, expecting to be instantly obeyed. Then she stared at me with a crooked smile and suddenly fetched the bag that she’d dumped by the front door and repeated what she’d said in the car: “OK, let’s go!” And I followed her meekly upstairs.

She told me to strip, then gave me a hair band and found a pair of my high heeled shoes to put on while she began explaining the items as she took them out of the bag. It was a simple assembly, but only the double dildo and tube of jelly were familiar.

She produced a rope made of scarlet blue nylon with matching velvet wrist and elbow bands. A third item was a black steel rod attached to ankle restrainers. It was obvious she was going to tie me up, but I trusted her even though I was beginning to feel queasy. But the fourth item gave me the creeps – a studded dog collar. She told me these were the basics required for a “strappado” – a restraint position – that could be quite disturbing and painful if a victim suffered it for a long time. Therefore, her fantasy was to make me powerless and bring me to agonizing heights of pleasure that I couldn’t imagine.

I watched curiously as she looped the rope to the spare hook on the ceiling beam. She told me to stand under it two feet back then fastened my ankles to the rod, after which she bound my wrists and elbows tightly together behind my back. She attached the rope to the wrist restraints and hoisted my arms backwards and up to keep me suspended in the same position, my heels fortunately supporting my feet – otherwise I’d be on my toes – yet automatically forcing my spinning head to bow downwards as though in prayer, with my bottom sticking out for the taking, all of which was exceedingly uncomfortable. I was trussed like a chicken ready for slaughter. I shivered helplessly in my stark nakedness when she patted my butt sharply on each side. I didn’t like any of this at all.

Then the nasties started when she forced the dog collar into my mouth and buckled it behind my head, despite my attempt to persuade her not to, telling me to shush, darling, and that I wasn’t completely gagged. All right, I could still breathe, but it was a weird compensation for my compromised state.

My compensation for submitting was only beginning, she promised, since she was going to combine my fantasies with hers and that I would overcome the fear of being tied up and gagged and that my mind would be lost in the utter ecstasy of the experience.

Then she pulled out the final item from the bag – another studded dog collar – and held it in front of my face, saying not to worry again, it was light, and promising it wouldn’t cause any harm. So many promises and all I could do was to continue quaking with distressed emotions as my arms, legs, spine and neck began to ache and throb.

I was more worried about my torturous stance, which was excruciatingly painful and a punishment all of its own, than whatever she intended to do. But as she glided the dog collar across my back and slapped it softly on my buttocks while massaging the front of my body and pinching my nipples, my mind concentrated peculiarly on that.

Then she crouched below my face, took my head in her hands and kissed me, first slowly, then hard, sliding her tongue in my mouth, sucking my lips to distraction and making me feel sensuously weaker from her passion.

The problem was my body couldn’t writhe in rhythm with her teasing and I was helplessly at her mercy. But gradually I became aroused. And when she took me from behind and eased all her fingers into my cunt, twiddling them around on its edges and within, then crouching at my front again and sucking my clit. The excitement from it made all my muscles, unable to move freely, beg to gyrate – anything – to express an emotional response. Instead, they twitched imperceptibly as an orgasmic volcano released its infernal heat and covered me with a devastating shower of extreme feelings of relief.

Kissing my neck and fondling my boobs, she whispered it was time for the double dildo, and the ultimate satisfaction of an anus and cunt fuck. She strapped it on herself behind me and then yelled, “Damn! Your ass is too high for me!” So she took it off and searched for a stool to stand on. If she’d taken off the gag I could’ve told her where to go. She couldn’t find it.

Disappointed, she returned and untied me. I couldn’t move my arms or legs until the blood circulation returned to normal; when it did, I was entirely grateful. She asked me if I enjoyed it, but I couldn’t give her an immediate answer, as I hadn’t quite absorbed the reality of what had happened: that the experience had been able to erase my fears and bring to the surface, as she’d promised, utter ecstasy. But I did tell her, despite the sexual pleasure, it was not an activity that I’d want to encourage frequently.

Then she suggested it would be sensible to stop playing anymore in view of the discomfort and the soreness I was feeling, and I eagerly agreed. But it didn’t stop us from hugging and declaring our love for each other again.

She decided to stay for the night, so I chilled the Dom Pérignon and took her on a walking tour of the property, which took over an hour. Plumpy, Muffin and the goose followed her everywhere. Then we prepared supper together and drank the whole magnum.

Afterwards, thoroughly tipsy, we embraced and I asked her if she’d move in. I saw the love and tenderness in her eyes and my prayer was answered.

“Yes,” she said. “I’d like that.”


A WAG OF THE TAIL

Nicole, Huddersfield

The day had started like any other, Francesca going off to work whilst I worked from home, then before she got home I spent a few hours preparing myself in the shower, making sure I was completely shaved from the neck down. Then, just before she was expected home, I sat back on my knees in front of the door, my legs spread a little. With my hands holding onto my ankles, I arched my back into a position that Francesca had always been very fond of. In that position I couldn’t see the door, but before unlocking it she would always jingle the keys so I would know she was there.

A cold breeze from the window we always kept open caused my nipples to pucker and ache, but I ignored it, determined to remain still and in position for Francesca. For a long time after we first met, we only dipped our toes into BDSM, small things at first – spanking, tying each other down, paddling, etc., but as our relationship grew I willingly became more submissive whilst she became more dominant. Although we didn’t spend all our time in these roles, it was nice to slip into them from time to time. I needed her to look after me and show me the depth of my urge to be submissive. Although at first she was hesitant, not really understanding my need to be told what to do and to be tested and rewarded, she eventually embraced it, becoming all I needed her to be.

A year after we got together she arrived home with my first collar; two days later the training cage turned up. I still remember how small it seemed but how safe it felt to be locked in at night in the corner of the bedroom.

She never needed to ask me twice to go in to it and quickly we fell into a routine which we ran through when we both decided we wanted to play that way. I was allowed to relieve myself before bedtime then went into the cage unless she had any needs to be seen to. I was released first thing to be allowed to relieve myself once more and stretch my legs.

Right on time, there was jingling from keys and in response I arched my back more, pushing my breasts further into the air, my body already incredibly turned on. As the door opened I remained completely still, but Francesca just walked straight past me as if she hadn’t even seen me. Until she said anything, however, I kept as still as I could, even though my muscles began to protest at the position I was in.

Finally, just as I was on the edge of collapsing, I heard her voice beckoning me, but at first I couldn’t quite tell where she was. It was only when she whistled that I was able to locate her and headed into the bedroom on my hands and knees.

“There’s a good girl. Now come here.” She patted a spot on the bed and happily I jumped up to sit on it. Leaning in, she greeted me with a smile and a kiss from her luscious lips, which I never get tired of looking at or kissing. Breaking away from the kiss, she reached behind her and pulled out a large box.

“This is for our anniversary, my pet.” Her voice was soft but clearly happy and my heart ached to kiss her more. She ran her hand down the side of my face and gazed at me, making me feel as if I was meeting her for the first time again. Butterflies swarmed in my stomach and sweat pricked my palms. She handed me the box and I took it, anticipation and curiosity filing me.

Nervously, I opened the box, only to find myself holding a collar made from delicate linked chains and topped off with black velvet. A single circular ring was the only variant in the design and it clearly marked the front of the collar, as the back had a clasp and a small padlock.

“Do you like it? I made it for you after I couldn’t find a design I liked.”

For several nights Francesca had been coming back from work and disappearing into her craft room where she hated being disturbed; the existence of the collar explained why. Tears welled up in my eyes and I looked away for a moment, clutching the box for all I was worth.

“I love it. Thank you.”

“I hoped you would,” she smiled, again lighting up her whole face. “Now let’s try it, shall we?” Before I had a chance to reply to her, she took it off me and placed it around my neck. It fitted perfectly and when the padlock clicked into place at the back, I felt complete.

From somewhere behind her she brought out a length of chain that she clipped into the ring on the front of the collar and, giving it a sharp tug, pulled me closer.

“Now, my pet, open that pretty mouth of yours.”

I opened my mouth without asking any questions and in a moment it was stuffed with a double ended dildo slotted into a mouth gag. The protruding dildo was thick and veiny and had a surprising amount of weight to it. A smaller version fitted inside my mouth, with the large one on the outside, then straps secured the whole thing into place.

“Show me how grateful you are,” she hissed. She was clearly turned on, but then so was I and I was desperate to show her how good she was making me feel. Before I had chance to do anything, her strong hands rested upon my shoulders and pushed me down the bed between her legs.

Once there I didn’t hesitate to do as she asked and began to push the dildo into her pink, dripping wet folds. I pushed forwards, driving the cock into her, but I did it slowly, not wanting to hurt her. However, she had other ideas and tugged sharply on the chain, jerking me forwards until I was completely embedded in her.

My nose pressed up against her slit, her scent surrounded me – her very own spicy musk with a coppery, sweet, tangy smell. I would have loved to lick her out but my mouth was full so all I could do was breathe her in, much to my frustration.

She shifted her hips, moving herself upon the dildo, then tugged on the chain, forcing me forwards and deeper into her. Her moans filled the room as her pussy dripped with the juices I was so desperate to lick.

Her scent covered me with every movement that she made as she slammed me against her. Knowing how much I was turning her on made my whole body tingle with pleasure, causing my own juices to run down my leg.

“That’s it my pet, fuck me hard, take me . . . make me scream!”

She yanked my chain, slamming me into her and I could tell what she wanted, so I shifted my weight and began to move in and out of her being as rough and carefree as I could. She didn’t want it gentle. The only thought that I had was to keep filling her, but I lifted my head a little so that my nose pressed against her clit every time I pushed the cock into her.

Every time my nose hit her clit I breathed out and shook my head as much as I could to make sure that I stimulated it as much as possible.

She let go of the chain and I could tell her breathing had quickened, her legs tensing and holding me tightly in their grasp. I didn’t stop moving, although I could tell that she was close to climax. Making sure she was full, when she did climax, I felt her shudder; she arched her back and screamed out in pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her. As I breathed her in, I could feel her clit throb and, although I couldn’t feel it, I knew her pussy would be clamping down hard on the fake cock.

I stayed still until she tugged the chain once more, then moved away slowly, making sure not to rub up against her clit as I knew how sensitive it would be.

“Come up here my little pet.”

Moving up, I saw how dishevelled her hair was but was struck with how beautiful she looked with a thin layer of glistening sweat over her body, her cheeks flushed with the afterglow.

She released the gag from my mouth and placed it to one side, before talking in a calm but slightly breathless voice.

“In a little while we’ll be having visitors. When they arrive I want you to be good and do everything they ask.”

She patted me on the head then made a quick hand movement to the cage.

“Until they arrive, in you go.”

I didn’t reply; the words stuck in my mouth. I’d never been shared with others at that point, although we had often talked about it. In the months leading up to our four year anniversary the discussions had been greater and had weighed more in my mind. We had found ourselves secluded and solely focused on one another. We hadn’t met in a BDSM club but it had been a BDSM themed event. We knew others in the scene but it had been a long time since we’d spoken to them – as far as I knew. My worries and concerns must have shown on my face because she took my head in her hands and looked at me.

“I wanted to do something special for this evening.”

There were so many things that I wanted to say but I just couldn’t find the words. She moved closer to me, her expression and voice becoming softer.

“I wouldn’t be doing this if I didn’t think you were ready, but if you really don’t want to, say so now. Talk to me my pet. Do you want this?”

My stomach churned whilst images and words tumbled through my head, preventing any words from leaving my lips.

Did I want this?

I thought of how I felt when I made her happy, how turned-on it always made me to have her tell me exactly what to do, and suddenly my nerves melted away. I wanted this. I wanted to make her proud and most of all I wanted to push myself to submit to others and give my body to them. I wanted the control completely taken away from me. Yet I still hesitated, knowing that I had to be certain, as if I agreed then pulled back it would reflect badly upon Francesca, though I knew she wouldn’t hold it against me. I took a deep breath and responded.

“I do but I don’t want to let you down. What if I can’t go through with it in the end?”

She smiled and pulled me down, kissing the top of my head.

“I have complete faith in you, and you know if you ever feel like things are getting too much you can just say so and it will all stop. I would never do anything I didn’t think you would be able to cope with, my love.”

I knew that she was talking to me as a partner and lover as well as an “owner”. She wrapped her arms around me and I felt so loved and completely safe that I knew she meant every word of what she said. As she held me tightly I couldn’t help but attempt to kiss her.

She let me, her lips soft, and for a moment it was as if we were kissing for the first time. My heart raced and my stomach knotted in excitement. It was then that I knew I would have done anything for her.

Without warning, she pulled away and let go of me, the tender moment brief and gone.

“Now into your cage.”

She pointed over to it and I didn’t hesitate. I jumped down from the bed and headed straight into it. She turned the key in the lock and removed the chain from my collar as I settled down.

“Be good, and get some sleep. It will likely be a long night.”

With that she was gone. I curled up and happily pulled my covers over me, relaxing my body, which was tingling all over, as she left me still very turned on. However, I knew much better than to relieve myself, so with the hope that relief would come soon, I closed my eyes, listening to the sounds of water running in the other room as she had a shower.

It didn’t feel like I’d been asleep but the next thing that stirred me was the cage being opened and a hand pulling the covers from me. Sleepily, I gazed up and looked out as Francesca’s face gazed down at me, her body in a corset and flowing dress that made her look even more gorgeous.

“It’s time,” was all she said as she clipped the lead onto my collar before moving back, tugging on it.

“Heel!” She snapped and I rushed to obey. My legs were stiff but I moved quickly enough to get out of the cage with no problems.

I was naked apart from my collar as I walked slowly on my hands and knees by her side. She could have walked far faster, making me pant as I tried to keep up with her, but that day she walked slowly and I had no difficulty in keeping pace with her.

We went out of the bedroom and turned right into our dining room. As we entered, I could see the room had been rearranged. The table had been pushed back to leave a large space in the middle of the room. However the space wasn’t empty. Stood in the middle of it I could see two pairs of legs, both in immaculate heels, one open-toed with luscious red nail varnish, the other closed-toed. I didn’t look up to see the rest of them as that would have been something I would have been punished for, if I was caught. I was on my best behaviour so I remained focused on the feet.

Open-toe walked slowly around me and I guessed it was her hand that ran over me, long nails leaving trails down my back.

“So this is her, then?” A strong American accent spoke as Closed-toe bent down to my side. I kept my focus straight ahead but caught a glimpse of flame-red hair out of the corner of my eye. Warm hands cupped my breasts, fingers pulling my nipples to a point. One got twisted and I had to bite my tongue until I could hold it no longer, letting out a hiss. Closed-toe chuckled and let me go before moving her hand down my stomach, whilst Open-toe continued to caress my back and arse. Closed-toe nudged my legs apart slightly and then I felt fingers driving upwards with no warning.

Very quickly I began to lose any sense of whose hands were whose, only being aware of the fact that they seemed to be all over me, taking control of my body and sending my emotions soaring, making me wetter than I had ever been before.

“Well, she’s a very wanton little thing, isn’t she? So wet and receptive.” The American voice was preceded by more fingers being pushed into me. Butterflies escaped into my stomach, my heart raced. I couldn’t help but push back a little, desperate to feel them so much deeper inside me. To my disappointment the fingers and hands were all withdrawn, but that didn’t last long as the same fingers were then pushed into my mouth. I didn’t need prompting to take them in as deep as I could, my tongue running over them, sucking at them, cleaning them completely of my own juices.

“Lead her to the chair,” the American said, the fingers moving away. Francesca walked me over to a single dining room chair that had been positioned on its own away from the table. Holding me to one side, she sat down and pulled her skirt up before spreading her legs.

“I want your tongue; make me feel like you did earlier,” she said so softly that I almost didn’t hear her, but the need and want in her voice wasn’t lost on me as she tugged the lead, drawing me closer to her. Greedily, I pushed forwards, happily lapping at her pussy, using the flat of my tongue to press against her, running up her slit before using the tip to push a little way into her and then finally flicking it over her clit.

The hands returned; one squeezed my breasts, fingers twisting my nipples; others explored my body. Without warning, an object filled my pussy completely, then hands took a firm grip of my hips and began to drive me back whilst I was forced to remain still by the chain.

I was being stretched and filled by what I could only assume was a strap-on, long nails scraping down my back, lips suckling on breasts. I couldn’t tell who was where, other than Francesca, whom I continued to focus on. All I knew was that it felt amazing and I didn’t want it to end.

I lapped as fast as I could, as I heard Francesca moaning, her legs lifted and tensed around me, the chain being tugged closer. I used my tongue to push deeper inside her, exploring as much as I could, knowing how much she loved it.

In between her moans she managed to pant out.

“Happy Anniversary my pet, let yourself go. This is all for you.”

My heart swelled and I slammed myself back onto the dildo as hard as I could, causing moans to erupt from behind me. I wriggled as much as I could, too, pushing back whilst straining to keep lapping at Francesca’s pussy. My nipples were being sucked and nibbled and I could feel the person moaning into them. I couldn’t look down, but I guessed she was playing with herself, coaxed on by the moans of everybody else and the writhing of all the bodies.

I remember thinking about how strange I must look but all that did was turn me on more, driving me forwards. I flicked my tongue rapidly over Francesca, before running my teeth delicately over her clit and sucking it. This caused her moans to turn into cries of pleasure. She slid down the chair and ground against me, so I responded, lapping and licking as much as possible, wanting to take her over the edge and beyond.

A hand snaked down my body from somewhere and, without stopping, began to rub against my clit. My body shuddered, the butterflies in my stomach going mad. I knew it wouldn’t be long until I climaxed but I desperately wanted to take my lover over the edge first so I lapped faster, pressing against her with the flat of my tongue. It didn’t take long before her cries of pleasure became pants, her legs became rigid and she lifted them up, resting them on my shoulders. Then I felt her coming. Her clit throbbed and her cries filled the air.

The one that was taking me also started to cry out in pleasure, as did the one sucking my nipples and playing with my clit. Finally, it was only me that hadn’t climaxed and for a moment I worried I would be left unfulfilled on purpose, but that worry left me as soon as I realized the fingers were once more rubbing against my clit, and so my body began to tense. I moaned into Francesca as my body finally got the release I had needed for so long. My whole body shook and I cried out from the pleasure crashing through me.

I stayed still for so long, not really aware of what was going on around me, and I didn’t take much notice of the others leaving. Francesca came in and covered me in blankets, letting me sleep where I lay, happy and fulfilled.

Since that day, we all get together on occasion. Sometimes I’m their pet and other times I’m the one who orders them around. I’m glad that Francesca suggested it and our relationship has never been stronger than it is when she’s crying out with pleasure from us all kissing and sucking her. I just wish it could happen far more regularly. Until then, when my collar goes on, I’m Francesca’s and I’ll do anything she wants.


SPLASHBACK

Gina, Worcester

I had hit the puddle at about 25 miles an hour and the girl was instantly soaked. I really didn’t expect the puddle to be that deep, didn’t think when I went through it the water would splash up so much. I never even saw the young woman standing at the kerbside, but she took the full force of the splash. More like a deluge, really.

It was raining and she had an umbrella up. Sensible girl. But an umbrella isn’t designed to stop the arrival of cold, dirty water at a 90-degree angle. Not in that volume, anyway. As fate would have it, the weather had been warm enough, before the downpour, to send the young woman out of her home in a light, summer skirt with a white blouse. Nothing that was suitable to deflect the horizontal impact of the water.

I glanced with horror at what I had done, but then I was able to hear her muffled scream of protest over the sound of the engine. I stopped my car, looked round and saw this bedraggled young woman standing by the kerb with water dripping off every part of her. It made, even though I say it myself, an impressive view. The water had not only soaked her but also turned both her blouse and her bra into a transparent sheen. I could see every curve of her breasts and waist, right down to the sopping waistband of her pale blue skirt. That, at least, stopped me or anyone else seeing her legs and hips through the wet fabric.

She simply stood, looking down in shock at herself, and I galloped from the car, blubbering I was sorry and I never saw the puddle, never saw her and I really, really didn’t mean it. “What can I do?” I said, and said it again and again. I had pulled out my small square of handkerchief and made as if to mop up the worst of it.

In response the girl just stood and laughed. Laughed at my small, pathetic hankie and me staring at her as if I had never seen a woman in wet clothes before. Well, I had, but not one as lovely as this, not as heart-bumping radiant as she was. This woman had a slim, delightful figure but enough shape to make her interesting, as they say.

At first I might have thought this young woman was merely being hysterical, but she wasn’t. She was shaking with laughter, and to her credit she was still holding up the brolly. “You’ll get wet, standing there staring like that,” she said and held the umbrella out a little to invite me under it. “Anyway,” she added, looking at my hankie, “which part are you going to mop first?”

Now, as a woman who fantasizes about other women (yes, we exist, but don’t tell my husband), I have admired young women before. One of the delights of modern living is seeing young women showing their bodies in a range of outfits which can make every shopping trip acceptable. I could dream I would get to bed some of them, though with far less hope than I used to nurture now that I am approaching my forties. I mean, I try to keep my weight down and watch what I eat but, despite the exercise things, just go south. I have largely given up the fantasy that I would run into the kind of exciting situation I was now in, with the young woman who was standing before me.

But here was the sort of slim female I had dreamed of, and she was utterly adorable. If very wet. She smiled at me and shook her head as I moved under the shelter of her umbrella. I said I was sorry again and she sighed.

“You said that already,” she said.

I took my suit jacket off and tried to drape it round her shoulders. I could, despite the bath I had given her, smell her perfume and I was aroused, which was ludicrous at that moment. I could, I am sure, have been sued for what I had done. I had no right to be thinking the way I was, because it wasn’t beyond the scope of the law for me to be charged with careless driving.

“I’ll make it up to you,” I said. I was standing a little outside the umbrella’s reach and my own blouse – a far more mundane pale pink affair – was slowly getting soaked down one arm.

The young woman noticed and said if we were there any longer, I’d look like her. I nearly replied that it would be worth it, but thought better of it.

“We need to get you inside,” I said instead. “Get you out of those wet things.” The words had slipped out without me thinking and I blushed, which she noticed.

“You know, for a wild driver you are funny,” she said.

“I don’t do this normally,” I mumbled.

“Really? So how do you normally meet people?” She asked.

My face was bright red now and I was stumbling over my words. I tried to say I wasn’t trying to meet her, but the words came out strangely. I think my heart was going to burst out of my chest. I couldn’t even look into her eyes for fear of falling in. I said something about her house.

“Oh, that’s a long way from here. You could, however, give me a lift there. But no driving through rivers,” she giggled, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

I helped the young woman – her name, she told me, was Lauren – into my car. She even said she was sorry but she would be making a mess of my seats.

Oh fuck that, I thought. Lauren could pee on them if it made her feel better. I gulped a little loudly as I got in the driver’s seat and she slipped my jacket off her shoulders.

“I don’t need your jacket,” she said lightly. Then she smirked. “It might hide the view.”

I gulped again. Was I dreaming? I had got a lovely young woman in my car, she was as good as naked from the waist up and she wasn’t mad at me. I really tried not to glance at the shape of her breasts as I drove but a little sideways glance was permissible, I told myself. Then I asked, which was potentially stupid, why she wasn’t angry at me for what I’d done.

Lauren sighed and gave a small shrug. “Because,” she insisted, “I am so wet it’s funny. If you had splashed my new tights I might have been angry. But you couldn’t have done this better if you’d tried,” she smiled. I wondered briefly why she was wearing tights under that outfit on what had been a typical summer day.

Yes, I saw her smile and almost didn’t look at her boobs, but I did. I gulped again.

“Look, Gina,” she said –I had told her my name, but had offered my full name and address to make the process of suing me easier. “I can tell a frustrated lesbian when I see one. Trust me, I’ve had worst chat-up lines.”

I feigned shock. I protested feebly that I was married, that she must be wrong. I even tried to show her the wedding ring on my left hand.

“Maybe you have a husband, but you are gay,” she said, sweetly. “Either you don’t know it yet or you are playing with me.”

Playing with her? God, I wish! I found it hard to look at the girl sat next to me, who sadly was beginning to dry off. At least her blouse and bra weren’t quite so see-through. But I couldn’t help wondering if she had really seen through my defences. Am I what frustrated lesbians look like? Is this how they behave? I said it was silly, all this talk. It was an accident. That was all it was. But, she responded, saying she had met women like me before. Older women who would do anything to get a younger female into bed.

“I’m not like everyone,” I said. I felt sweat break out on my brow. Not very ladylike, but I was heating up.

“I didn’t think you were like ‘everyone’. I thought it was only women who wanted sex with other women.” Lauren was being so blunt, so straightforward, I was having difficulty focusing on driving. In fact, I almost went past her house.

When she said I needed to keep my mind on the road and not on her, I tried to protest that I didn’t plan to seduce her, but she laughed in her usual way. “I haven’t had sex for ages,” she told me, “so with you staring at my tits and wanting to wipe me down, I figured you were up for it, too.”

I was in a state of shock. I was being offered sex and the stupid part of me kicked in. I couldn’t stay, I said. I was on my way to a regional sales meeting. Didn’t want to be late. I had pulled up outside her house and she looked at me and shook her head slowly. “And this meeting is more important than cleaning me up?” she asked.

I wanted to cry. Sometimes the thing you most want has a habit of driving you away. I wanted sex with this girl more than anything, but I was scared of the consequences. Irate boss, anxious salesman, disappointed husband. There would probably be more, but I couldn’t think straight. I think Lauren recognized my despair because she put her hand on me. On my damp arm, as it happened.

“Come in with me. You are all damp and you need to get out of those wet things.” Her eyes sparkled as she said it and the last bit of resistance in me dissolved, washed away on a tide of desire. I did what she said. I got out and I followed her into her house, a neat, semi-detached place behind high hedges. Private, where sex could happen and no one would know. We got into the hallway and she closed the door behind me. “Now, undress me,” she said with a smile. “You have been aching to do that since you soaked me.”

My hands were shaking, but I began unbuttoning her blouse. Carefully, in case I somehow made this dream disappear by being too hasty. I peeled back the two sides of her wet blouse and I could see her soaking-wet bra, the way the white lace cups clung to the curves of her perfect breasts, the tiny rivulet of water running into the smooth, deep valley of her cleavage. I did something I never thought I’d do; I leaned forwards and licked that tiny drop of water from her skin. I even said I didn’t want it soaking that lovely little white satin bow between her breasts.

Actually, the word I used was boobs and she chuckled, saying they were tits and they would look so much nicer out of the bra. Then I could dry them off.

I took Lauren’s blouse back off her shoulders, pulled it off her arms and let it fall to the floor behind her. Then I ran my fingers from the top of her shoulders along her bra straps, down to her bra. I traced the merest hint of her hard nipples through the wet lace, making small circles with the lightest touch, making those pink nubbins swell more. I was in heaven, and so was she, because she moaned gently. I reached behind her and deftly opened her bra clasp and slowly, gently, drew her bra off her shoulders and exposed her pert, high and delicious breasts.

Of course, I had seen them before, almost as if the blouse and bra weren’t there. A good soaking will do that. But seeing her tits, as she wanted me to call them, in front of me, naked and proud with just the merest gleam of moisture on them, well, if I had died then, I wouldn’t have cared. No, that’s not right. I put my hands on those two perfect orbs and gently squeezed, feeling Lauren’s hard nipples in the palm of my hand. It was then I knew that if I died, it would be fine. I had finally done what I had always wanted.

And my own body? My nipples felt as if they would burst out of my bra, my clit ached and my hot cunt buzzed. There was a fire in my belly like I’d never known before. My heart felt like it was pounding a message of lust.

“My skirt,” said Lauren, just standing there and accepting me feeling her tits. I fell to unfastening it, sliding it down her slender hips and letting it fall round her feet, seeing what I had hoped for: her white lace panties and the thin sheen of her tights. I gulped loudly in appreciation and both wanted to rip them from her and, equally, admire the view. “They need to come off too,” she whispered. “And I don’t want to get cold, so you better warm me up quick, Gina.”

Somehow I peeled the young woman’s tights and panties off her and slid them down her legs, got them and her blue cork-soled sandals off her feet. She put her hand on my shoulder to steady herself as I eased her legs and feet free. She had a small scar, probably from childhood, on her left knee and I might have wanted to kiss it, once I’d torn my eyes away from her beautifully shaved mound. Her clit was just peeking out, so she was ready, and I was too. I pressed my nose to her slit and I could smell that unique dampness, that aroma of the sex I always wanted. I was holding her delightful backside, cupping her cheeks in my still-shaking hands.

Now, at this point you will be thinking what I was thinking. Lonely, ageing, bisexual woman finally gets to enjoy what she always wanted. Lust rewarded, desire gratified, happiness ensued. Except that I learnt there is payback. Splashback, as Lauren called it. She took hold of my hair, wound it in her fingers and pulled my head back away from her slit before my tongue could get inside her and taste who she was, what she had to offer. She looked down at me and there was a different light in her eyes, and I felt something in me I never expected. Sure there was the tremble of imminent sex, but there was a tremble too that I had entered some trap and I was about to become a victim. Lauren just looked down at me and told me to look up at her and not move and open my mouth wide.

I did, and she slowly let a large, fat drop of saliva drop slowly from her mouth into mine. Oh, she didn’t spit, at least not then. But I saw the white saliva slide slowly, enticingly from her pretty lips and down on to my tongue. Then she did it again. Twice.

“Don’t swallow, yet,” she said after the first one. “I will tell you when you can drink me.” I felt each ball of her saliva hit my tongue, felt it run back towards my throat. Lauren was doing this slowly, seeing if I could obey. Then after the third drop and with me still waiting, she put her free hand between her legs, ran it between the lips of her cunt and then wiped her moist finger – wet, but not with rain – over my waiting tongue. I could taste her and I duly made a croaking sound in my throat, more like a begging noise. Her saliva had run down my tongue to the back of my throat and I was snorting air through my nose, not daring to swallow. Not very ladylike at all. “Now you can swallow me,” she smiled. Gratefully, I did, with a loud gulp.

“Shower time,” she said. “You are ready now, Gina.” Without taking her fingers from my hair, Lauren stood me up and then told me to bend and follow her up the stairs. I gasped as she pulled me, scared to resist, frightened to obey. But I followed her, somehow, followed her naked body with her gorgeous bum almost in my face, wondering what she would do with me. Oh, she would do something, and I was powerless to resist. I hoped we were going to her bedroom but I knew somehow we weren’t. Lesbian sex, the way I had fantasized about it so often, was not on offer today.

I was thrust, somewhat forcefully, into a large shower stall in her bathroom. I was pushed down and into the corner of the cubicle; she still hadn’t let go of my hair.

“This is splashback,” she said. “What goes around comes around.” And she told me not to move whatever I did, or the magic would end and I could go straight to my fucking boring meeting and when I was alone at night I could wank myself stupid thinking of what I had missed. I would never have this again.

And then Lauren let go of my hair, turned and offered me her backside. For a split second I thought she wanted me to kiss it as some sort of mark of tribute, but she didn’t. I knew a moment later, from the way she was half squatting over me, what was coming. Lauren, the sweet, sexy, naked girl who I had soaked and desired, pissed all over me.

I was, of course, soaked. A seemingly never-ending stream of pee, yellow and hot, gushed over my pale pink blouse and my navy blue skirt, soaking through to my sensible bra and practical panties. I was sitting with my knees drawn up and the stream of urine splashed up my skirt, over my tits, in my face and in my hair. Oh, Lauren knew what she was doing. She varied her aim just enough to make sure I was drenched. She was talking, too, telling me to get used to this, get used to being pissed on. Taste it all, bitch, she said, and I dutifully opened my mouth. Her piss was bitter and hot but I knew I had no choice. I tried to swallow it even though I was gagging, worried she knew I wasn’t trying to please her. But most of all I felt the heat of her liquid on my trembling, eager tits, and where I had spread my knees, the pee splashed against the sopping wet crotch of my pants.

Finally, she finished. She stood and looked down at me and laughed. “I have a big bladder,” she said. “I hold a lot and I give it all.” Then she turned away and left me sat in a puddle of her piss with the rest dripping from my hair, face, lips and clothes. I sat and shivered and put my arms round my knees to draw them in to me. Then I knew what I really had to do to please Lauren, which was all I wanted to do. I stood up and called her name.

“Please, I’m ready to piss myself now,” I said, and she came back to watch me: watch me make myself wetter and laugh as I soaked myself. But that’s what we do for love, I suppose.

I call in at her house whenever I can for my splashback and her love. Just don’t tell my husband how many of my clothes we get to ruin in Lauren’s bath and shower.


THE ACCIDENTAL LESBIAN

Ruby, Widnes

I bet most lesbians would call me a fake. Maybe I am. Maybe you should judge me.

For sure, I got into it by accident. There are no secret skeletons in my cupboard. You hear stories of latent lesbians in schools, especially boarding schools, which is where I went. But there was none of that. I hardly knew what lesbians did before all this started.

I remember the first time like it was ten minutes ago. I can and will blame the booze and boyfriends, whose brains were in their dicks at the time.

Darren and I would go out regularly with another couple, Lo and Dave (her full name’s Lauren but we all call her Lo). We got along really well, went on holidays together and everything. It was on one of those holidays it all started. We rented a villa a few kilometres outside a small town called Erquy in Brittany, France. The place was fantastic as a villa, but the town was completely dead in terms of nightlife, or any other sort of life, come to that. It meant we’d go shopping each day for fresh bread and local plonk. Afternoons were usually spent on the beach and evenings we either cooked a meal or went into the town to a restaurant or crêperie. Whichever we did, we always had lots and lots of wine – it was so cheap, like less than a quid a litre from the supermarket, though it was more expensive in the restaurants. In fact, we spent most of the two weeks fairly pissed.

The beach was good, too – a tiny, sandy cove that only people from the villas used, meaning it wasn’t all that crowded during the week but filled up a bit at weekends. There were no rules about what to wear (or if there were, we didn’t know them and nobody enforced them), so we spent most days topless. Some of the other locals using the beach went nude, but we weren’t that brave.

The boys were like dogs with two dicks. It was so obvious Darren couldn’t take his eyes off Lo’s huge tits, but equally Dave couldn’t take his eyes off my smaller, firmer ones. Typical boys, eh? Always wanting what someone else has. I’m amazed, considering all that wine, we didn’t get into partner swapping, but we didn’t, not in the obvious way, anyway.

Back to dogs with two dicks; the sun was quite strong so we always put cream on. Purely to help each other out, Lo and I would do each other’s hard-to-reach bits, like our backs, but the boys perked up and kept on about us doing each other’s tits. In the end (wine again) we gave in. I must admit her tits felt amazing with all that oil sloshed on them, and her hands on mine didn’t feel bad either. I remember thinking, “Hello, this is kinda sexy.” That first time, the boys started joking about having to go off for a wank, but they only went (or at least I think they did) for more wine. Maybe they fancied their chances even more.

That night there was no stopping them. We were all on the balcony and both the boys were coming on to us strong, pestering us to get our tops off again. Their logic was OK, I guess, because we had done it in the daytime, but on the balcony at night time, when we had on dresses and underwear rather than bikini bottoms, it seemed more daring. More forbidden, maybe.

But they convinced us and there we were, all four of us stripped to the waist with Lo and I in very brief knickers. The boys kept on at us to take them off, too, still not content – they wanted us to stand up and do a strip routine. Lo said if we did, they had to, but being typical boys, they just got up and whipped off their shorts. They were a bit self-conscious about being looked at by the other guy, but didn’t mind us looking at all. Like they had with our tits, Lo looked at Darren’s dick and I had a good look at Dave’s. They didn’t have full hard-ons, but they were both well on the way.

After that, how could we back out? They cheered us into standing together and dared us to take each other’s thongs off using only our teeth. It sounds hedonistic now, but, remember, we were pissed. When they were cheering and clapping I distinctly heard one of them say something about getting into the lesbo stuff.

Anyway, it’s easy enough to pull a girl’s thong off by gripping the sides and tugging, so we managed it easily. The boys were a bit miffed that we didn’t suddenly find the urge to have sex with each other and the atmosphere was a bit flat for a few minutes, but we sauntered back to our men and sat astride them, guiding their dicks up us as we watched each other and they watched, too. I’m afraid I got the giggles because Lo’s tits bounce so much when she’s shagging.

Anyway, maybe the boys had worked this out beforehand, but Lo and I ended up on the floor with our heads next to each other – I think the boys each wanted to be able to ogle the other girl. Then suddenly she leaned over and kissed me, full on the lips. Maybe sober I’d have had a hissy, but maybe sober she wouldn’t have done it. Pissed, though, it was nice. There I was, being rocked like a rag doll with Darren’s huge dick being rammed in and out of me and Lo was the same with Dave, and we were kissing. They boys didn’t say anything, I guess in case we stopped, but after a bit it felt really natural and dead sexy to be snogging while being shagged. It didn’t really occur to me that it was another girl snogging me – I was just enjoying it.

The guys were really turned on by it, and you know what happens when men get over excited. They both ended up coming inside us nearly at the same time. After that they were knackered and flopped out, then went inside to grab some beers. We felt lazy and sexy and completely unsatisfied, so I guess it was natural to keep on snogging. Neither of us talked much in case the other realized we were both the same sex, so we just got on with it.

We turned round so we were the same way up and we snogged and played with each other’s tits for a while. Mine are incredibly sensitive (I think small ones are more sensitive than melons) and her mouth on them was far better than Darren ever managed. He’s so clumsy most of the time and sees foreplay as a necessary evil he has to endure before he can shag me. This was a lot better. We were in no hurry. We didn’t even know where we were going with this, so unlike the men, who kind of have a roadmap starting at reluctant kisses and working their way in strict order via tits, shoving clumsy fingers in to see if we’re wet enough and then getting plugged in. Lo and I didn’t know the destination so we just enjoyed the ride.

We did get our fingers down to each other, though. We were both sopping wet from the boys’ come, but so what? At least we knew how to caress a clit, from personal experience. We ended up kind of humping each other’s hands while we snogged and used our spare hands on our bodies. The boys wandered back in and sat down to watch, by which time we were side by side, wanking each other off. They were going on at us to go down on each other but we told them to fuck off.

I don’t even remember going to bed that night. The following day the boys did all they could to get us in the mood for a repeat performance. One time when they went back to the villa for yet more wine, Lo and I had to have a talk. We decided we didn’t regret what had happened and would do it again, but we were really pissed off at the boys for being so selfish. We hatched a plan to let them treat us nicely and get us worked up, then pull the plug on them later. We really hammed it up, too, with me straddling Lo and massaging oil into her tits in full view of everyone, then, because of the position we were in, we managed to grind both our mounds together and started a slow rub until we both faked orgasms. (Except I found out later Lo’s was real.)

That night we executed the plan. They took us to a posh restaurant in the town and made sure the wine flowed. Back home they even got us to sit in the back seat together and we played it up by putting our arms round each other and snogging, even getting to the point where I got my hand up Lo’s skirt and she was acting all dreamy and moaning. How we stopped laughing, I’ll never know. Anyway, we got back to the villa and went arm-in-arm inside, leaving the boys to lock the car and chat and laugh like we didn’t know why.

Then the shock. Lo said, “We’re off to bed,” and dragged me by the hand into their bedroom. She locked the door and they were outside, not knowing what hit them. I whispered to her about how long we were going to make them wait, but she looked at me with this odd expression and walked to me, pushing me back on the bed and getting on top of me. She started snogging me and she wasn’t messing about – she used her tongue, the lot. She was all over me, kissing my neck and feeling my tits and not taking no for an answer.

I asked her what she was doing and she just said she was going to fuck me stupid. Pretty clever for a girl without a dick, but she pulled off my dress and bra and then my thong and she was between my legs, her tongue right on my clit. I didn’t even think about the boys after that. In any case, they’d stopped shouting and I guess they thought they knew the game and could wait as long as we could. It never occurred to me they could be doing the same with each other, but at that moment I wouldn’t have cared. Lo had two fingers right inside, driving me mad by scraping her nails on that really sensitive bit on my front vaginal wall that I can never quite reach, and at the same time doing long, slow licks right up the length of my crack. After a bit, she got me to wet one of her fingers on her left hand and speared that up my bum too. I’m still not sure about whether I liked that or not.

She made me come, though, a few times. Between each one she’d let me relax a bit and we’d snog. It was kinda kinky tasting my juice on her lips. I could see white blobs of it on her chin, too, and I was so pissed I just licked it off.

All this time, pissed and blessed out as I was, I still had at the back of my mind the thought that she’d expect the same in return. It took the edge off what she was doing a bit. She realized my mind was off somewhere else and she told me I didn’t have to do anything I didn’t want. That took the pressure off me in one way, but I dumbly put myself right back in the frame. For starters, I’ve always been quite competitive, so I wasn’t going to let her get one over. I thought if she could do it, so could I.

Knowing, all of a sudden, that I was going to give back as much as I got took the pressure away and I could enjoy what she was doing more, even to the point of grabbing her head and actually rubbing myself off on her. We ended up with her flat-out on the bed and me on top of her face, her tongue going right inside. I know we’re supposed to like clitoral sex over penetration any day, but that was amazing. There I was with her slurping noisily away under me and her whole body stretched out before me. She was still dressed but her skirt was up round her waist and her tits had popped over the top, so I reached forwards and shoved my hand down her knickers. She was so incredibly wet there and I put two fingers right inside and sort of pulled. It must have got her sensitive bits because she stopped licking me for a sec and just moaned out.

I stopped. She took the hint and carried on. I pulled again, she stopped again. It was like a game, till she reached up and put her hand on the back of my head to tip me over. I let her bend me forwards until my face was right down there. I thought, it’s now or never, and pulled off her thong and pushed my face in. It was like sliding about in oil, with her warm fluid all over my mouth and chin – I even dipped my nose inside her and got that all slicked up too.

What surprised me about all this is how long we kept at it. With Darren, a long sex session was maybe half an hour, but with Lo we’d been at it maybe two hours and were still going strong and still getting a lot out of it. At no point did it get boring and we seemed to flow from one thing to the next like we were fluid. With Darren, when we changed position, it was like, stop doing this, start doing that, almost like an advert break. With Lo, we just flowed from one thing to the next.

I’ve done a 69 with Darren, sure, but I don’t like it when he’s on top because he just rams his dick down and I feel like I’m going to choke. Nearly every time we’ve tried that I had to stop him. This 69 with Lo, though, had no dangers like that. We could, and did, roll over now and again so the other one was on top. Sometimes one of us would feel the need to rise up and sit down on the other one’s face and just enjoy it solo for a bit, which wasn’t selfish because we knew we’d get our turn. With Darren, if he came, that was it. When Lo came, she paused for a few seconds then carried on. Maybe I am a dormant lesbian.

Anyway, where was I? Oh, yeah, sitting astride Lo’s face, that’s where. We’d worked around so I was facing the other way, with her body on the bed behind me. In front of me there was just the whitewashed wall, which was very useful for something to lean against, since I was in serious danger of just passing out from the sensations. Looking down my body, I could see her eyes looking up at me just above what looked a bit like a beard, but was my pubes. She was muttering something but nothing much was coming out because I was pressing down on her mouth. Eventually I lifted off a bit so she could talk.

“My turn,” she was saying, adding “please” afterwards and looking up a bit desperate-like. So I arranged her over the edge of the bed with her feet on the floor and knelt down between them with her legs on my shoulders and my face buried right between her thighs. It felt so natural to be doing it. Next thing, there’s a banging at the door and the boys saying we’d had our joke now so open up because they wanted a shag. Crude or what? But Lo gave as good as we got. She shouted, “Fuck off, she’s licking my cunt.”

The boys were really angry, but more because we didn’t let them watch than anything else. The atmosphere wasn’t very good the next day, but we just thought it was funny and kept on with the lesbian stuff, like both getting in the back of the car when we went out and snogging as they drove. Eventually their hard dicks got the better of them and they pulled over and watched us. I quite like being watched.

I imagined coming home and back to reality would turn it all back to normal, especially when we came down from what felt like a continual alcoholic haze. But the boys weren’t about to let us forget and they had loads of camera shots to remind us, as if we needed reminding. Most weekends we see them and we meet up, and most weekends Lo and I end up snogging or having sex together. They boys don’t get fed up with watching and we don’t get fed up with doing, so it’s OK, right?

The boys don’t know this, but sometimes Lo and I meet up without them. We feel like naughty kids having a secret. We bought some vibrators and an amazing strap-on cock and we use them on each other. The best are what I think they call butterflies. They’re tiny vibros with straps that fix them right between our lips. We wear them when we go out for lunch or shopping and we tuck the controls in our belts or pockets so the other one can reach. We muck about, so maybe when Lo’s paying at the checkout I flip her button on, literally. Lo’s found a place that sells radio-controlled ones but they’re a bit dear so we haven’t bought any yet. When we get back home we are hot, hot, hot for each other and end up like in a man-woman fucking position with the butterflies buzzing together as we grind each other.

Does all this mean I’m a lesbo? Bi, maybe. Do I care? What do you think LOL.


PLAYING WITH FIRE

Jennifer, London

The sight of her wearing nothing but a strap-on is quite possibly the most exquisite thing I’ve ever seen.

I became instantly wet as I peered over my book to see her standing proud in the door way, and then lost for words, which was made evident by my gaping mouth as I watched her cross the room towards me. Her stare was fierce and the plastic toy bounced freely between her legs; it was a combination that served to tempt me in ways I had never felt before. There was a warranted confidence in every step she took and my heart pounded in my chest as she got closer.

She looked dangerous, scary, so fucking hot. Her red lips were perfect for biting, which she showed me vividly as she sucked one between her teeth, and her auburn hair was the perfect complement to the fire burning in her eyes. It was from a bottle, of course, but you’d never know as much; she wore it well. My God, she’s beautiful.

For some reason I felt nervous, but the storm of anxiety in the pit of my stomach only added to my desire, made me crave her more. This wasn’t unfamiliar territory for us – you can’t quite beat the full feeling of a silicone cock – but the dark, strangely inviting glaze that clouded over her normally bright blue eyes, and the stare that I was certain would burn straight through me, told me that tonight was different; tonight was about something else entirely.

“Come here.” She stopped before she reached the sofa, and I blindly followed her command, completely unable to do anything but.

My eyes didn’t leave her as I made my way slowly, tentatively, over to her, and my body trembled slightly – with desire, with nerves; I wasn’t certain.

A small sob escaped me as she grabbed a fistful of my dark hair and pressed those luscious red lips to my ear. “Did you think I wouldn’t find out?” Her words were a whisper but they blazed against my skin and I could feel her lips curl into a smug half-smile.

I couldn’t honestly say that I was wholly certain what it was that she’d “found out” but I barely had chance to contemplate it before she bit down on my ear lobe and I whimpered once more. I couldn’t work out if I was turned on or in pain, afraid or excited, but as she ripped open the buttons of my shirt, ridding me of the garment, I felt all the moisture in my body flood south, and suddenly the answer didn’t seem important anymore.

Without warning, she pushed me backwards so I fell into a sitting position on the sofa and demanded I remove my pants. A sadistic twinkle flickered in her eyes as she informed me that I was allowed to keep my underwear on, but as I would soon realize, this was punishment more than anything else.

She leant over me, her face mere millimetres away from mine. “I’m the only one you touch yourself for. Only me.” And I suddenly knew what my punishment was for; suddenly knew what I had done wrong. My mind flitted back momentarily to the night she was away, but as I smirked at the memory, her fingers found purchase in my hair once more. “Don’t even think about it.”

I could feel the head of her cock pressing against my lower stomach and I wanted nothing more than to tear off my underwear and plunge that thing deep into my already-throbbing pussy. If she keeps this up, I’m fairly certain that I won’t be able to continue with this little game, I thought to myself as my hips unconsciously rocked against her.

She lowered her eyes to my slowly thrusting hips. “I don’t think so.” The venom in her voice echoed her actions as she sank her teeth into my pulse point, catching me completely unaware. It vaguely crossed my mind that that would leave a mark, but it was no more than a fleeting thought as I felt the soothing warmth of her tongue replace the sting that her teeth had created.

She stood back and looked down at me as my brain fought between pain and pleasure. I’d known this woman, loved this woman, shared my bed with this woman, for two years, and yet, as I looked up at her, I couldn’t help but feel intimidated, powerless and slightly afraid of what was to come. But all the while my body’s responses belied the hurricane of emotions in my slightly uncertain brain.

“Open your legs.” I immediately did as I was told, my eyes locked on hers, as though I was caught in some kind of trance. “Wider!” I flinched as she yelled; I’d never seen this side to her, but I felt a familiar heat bubbling in my belly once more as I complied with her demand. “Good girl.” She smirked. “Now I want you to touch yourself.”

My instinct was to remove my underwear, but she stopped me, and as I rubbed my pussy over the thin material, I realized why – she wanted to restrict the sensation for me, disallow the skin-on-skin contact that she knew I was craving.

There was, admittedly, something incredibly hot about her watching me pleasure myself, something slightly taboo, and I fought against my heavy, lust-filled eye lids, determined to keep my eyes locked with hers as I did as she told me. Maybe if I give her a good show, she’ll allow me to get off tonight, I thought to myself as I continued my motions.

Finally, she permitted me to remove my underwear and an involuntary gasp left my lips as the cool air of the room attacked the wet heat of my pussy. I breathed a sigh of relief as my fingers finally made contact with hot, wet flesh. My skin was flushed, my heartbeat pounded in my head and I was certain I could come there and then.

I pressed two fingers deep inside myself and picked up an instant rhythm. I couldn’t help it; I was already a world beyond turned on and I needed to get off, now.

“Did I tell you you could do that?” Her words were firm and cold, a strangely beautiful contrast to the fire that was still burning in her eyes, and my breath hitched as I realized that I was in trouble again.

“Sorry, baby.” I sounded pitiful, really, but my throat was unable to force out much more than a whisper.

“You will be,” was all she said before she knelt over me, straddling my thighs as she plunged the toy cock straight into my mouth. “Suck it.”

I did as I was told and hungrily sucked the toy into my mouth, my hands grasping at her arse cheeks for leverage. Her fingers laced through my hair as she repeatedly thrust her hips towards me, into me, so deep that I was certain I would choke, but all I cared about was pleasing her, repenting for my sins.

I could hear her moan above me, feel her grip on my hair grow tighter, and I was surprised at how much more this was turning me on; her dominance, the pain, the whole sudden situation. I was a quivering wreck, and I was certain that I couldn’t take any more; I wanted to be fucked. I needed to be fucked.

And as if reading my thoughts, she pulled out of my mouth and flipped me over on the couch in one quick motion. My brain was mush; my actions were no longer under my control. I was on my knees with my back to her instantly, bent over, my legs naturally spread; silently begging her to fuck me. Oh God, please fuck me.

“What do you want?” I could feel my juices running down my inner thighs and I was certain she could see as much – did she really need to ask that question? “Answer me!”

“Please!” My response was instantaneous and fell somewhere between a cry and a plea as I felt my body reach new heights of sensation, frustration and anticipation.

“Please what?” I could hear some kind of smug satisfaction in her voice and I knew she was enjoying this. I suddenly became shy, lost for words, unable to tell her exactly what I wanted. “Jennifer?” She was growing impatient. “Please. What?”

But as I felt her press the head of her cock teasingly against my entrance, I realized that I was growing impatient, too, and my voice found itself. “Fuck me! Please! Now!”

She was inside me instantly, deeper than she’d ever been before. Both relief and pain washed over me and a half-moan, half-sob filled the air around us. I caught a glimpse of the white of my knuckles gripping the back of the sofa as my head dropped and my eyes rolled back.

“Oh, God.” My words were barely audible and before I had chance to fully appreciate being so completely full, she pulled all the way out and slammed into me once more.

She wasn’t being gentle, and no part of me wanted her to be; the pain was oddly pleasurable and I never wanted it to end. Her hands took a hold of my hair, not for the first time that evening, and she yanked back my head for leverage as she pulled out and drove her cock deep inside me once again. That time she didn’t stop once inside; she didn’t stop at all. I could hear her thighs slapping against my arse cheeks, the wet sounds of the silicone toy combining with my soaking pussy.

It was carnal, and rough, and ruthless, and a delicious warmth filled my brain until I was completely unable to string together one coherent thought. I was dying to touch myself, to give myself that release that I was so desperately yearning for, but I was scared that she’d stop if I even tried – scared that I would be left empty, wanting, needing.

And then suddenly I was.

I almost cried and screamed as she pulled completely out of me. The fullness had been relentless, all-consuming, and now without it I felt lost, abandoned, discarded. I was frozen to the spot, my body at war with itself, my emotions no better. I didn’t know what I thought, felt, anything; all I knew was that I needed to feel her inside me, on me, over me, and as my brain tried to catch up with my heavily falling breaths, I managed to force out a plea. “Baby, please.”

“Turn around.” She interrupted me and once again I did as I was instructed, far too overwhelmed by the possibility of having my pussy stretched, filled, once more. I shuffled down slightly on the deep couch and spread my legs as wide as I could for her. I had no shame at this point; I wanted her to see how wet she makes me, but above all, I didn’t want to make the same mistake I had before – not if her recent idea of a joke was the result of such tardiness. “You can take off your bra now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice; the material far too restricting. And as I dropped the garment beside me, she was above me, her lips hovering over mine as she hooked her arms under each of my legs and pulled me further down the couch. “You’re mine.” She growled; there was something slightly feral in her now-husky voice.

And hers, I was.

Her hot breath fanned against my lips and I wanted so desperately to kiss her, to convey how much I love her, want her, need her. But before I could give in to temptation, she was inside me once more, so deep that I was sure her cock would poke right through my belly button. She wasn’t much more gentle than she was before, but this time something was different.

A whimper tore from my lips, my head fell back and my eyes fluttered closed against my will. “Open your eyes.” The demand was soft but still laced with some kind of hostility; a dominance that I was still uncertain about.

I did as I was told and was met with her burning gaze as she ground herself into me. Exasperated, heavy breaths fell from my lips. My hands gripped at her shoulders as she moved faster, pounded deeper, and as I felt her begin to rub circles against my clit, my world began to come undone.

“Not yet,” she told me as she read the signs for what they were.

With a whimper I struggled to pull myself back from the edge. Her gaze burnt right through me, to the point where I was unsure what I saw there; love, lust, anger, desire, hunger. I was trapped in that stare as she slowed her pace inside me, but my body was screaming at her. Are you fucking serious?

“You’re not gonna do it again, are you?” she demanded.

The whirlwind of sensation and emotions tearing their way through me made it very difficult to even remember what it was that I was apparently not going to do again, let alone string together a coherent response. But as I felt her slow even more, almost to the point of stopping, I blurted out, “No! No I’m not. Never! Please!”

She thrust into me once again, resumed her previous pace instantly, and it didn’t take long until I was back on that beautiful edge, delirious and silently begging her to push me over it. The corners of my vision began to fade black as she applied extra pressure to my clit and I was close, so damn close, to the euphoria that I’d been craving since she distracted me from my once-enthralling book.

“Come for me,” she finally whispered against my lips. It was a sultry admittance that I felt I’d been yearning for forever. It was the sexiest sound I’d ever heard and I was like putty in her hands, literally.

Those words were all it took and I came apart beneath her. I was unable to win against my heavy eye lids as my head fell back and a warmth rushed through my brain, my skin, my whole damn body. I love you’s fell from my lips like a waterfall as I rode out my orgasm and for the first time that evening, I felt her warm, soft mouth against my own.

And as my breathing steadied, I opened my eyes and saw the fire in hers turn to glowing embers. I saw pure love etched on her face, and the frustration that I felt before at her teasing ways had completely dissipated.

I’d never watched porn without her before, but I decided that night that if that was the so-called punishment for such a thing, I may have to do it more often.


AND KIMI MAKES THREE

Miranda, Ottawa

There’s a bit of truth in that stale old rumour that lesbian sex is nothing but a quiet cup of tea in a room full of cats.

It doesn’t start out that way, of course. I can only speak from experience, but when Jody and I first started dating, it was fire. We were so hot for each other back then. I couldn’t keep my hands off her ass or my mouth off her tits. She would spend hours between my legs, licking my clit, thrusting her fingers up my snatch. God, it was amazing.

But that was a long time ago. After eight years together, Jody and I had gotten to the point where we had sex regularly enough, but . . . well, I don’t want to say it was boring. OK, maybe it was, just a little bit. That sounds mean, I know, but I don’t intend it that way. I love Jody more than I’ve ever loved anyone.

Anyway, one weekend Jody and I checked out the arts-and-crafts show they have every summer in our neighbourhood. We didn’t need anything, but Jody spotted this vase at a pottery vendor, and she picked it up. Typical lesbian weekend.

It wasn’t until we got home that Jody realized the vendor had wrapped her ceramics in one of those free newspapers with all the sex ads in the back: six pages of “Asian Escorts and Massage.” Wow, those photos got my body temperature on the rise!

Jody and I fell onto the couch, so close our thighs were touching. We opened up the newspaper and ogled page after page of young women in slinky lingerie.

The girls presented themselves like vixens in a variety of pin-up poses. Some smiled coyly or hugged their tits. My favourites were the bold ones, the girls who grabbed their firm little breasts and held them up, on display for everyone to see. Breasts always were my weakness. Some of them leaned forwards and pouted their lips, so you didn’t know whether to stare at their cleavage or their pretty pink mouths.

And, God, those mouths! Every time I blinked, I saw pretty Asian girls between my legs. I wanted them all.

“Do you think these are real pictures?” Jody asked me.

I couldn’t speak. My breath was taken away by the sheer beauty of those girls. What was it about them? Their mock innocence? Their sexy schoolgirl outfits? Those bikini tops that rose so high on their tits the fabric scarcely clung to their nipples? Fuck, I was getting wet just looking at those slutty photos.

The words didn’t help. The ads said things like:

100% Horny Playful Asian GFE!

Excellent Service, No Rush, Guaranteed!

Young, Busty, Cute, Anything Goes!

Fun, Friendly, Tight, Juicy!

“Tight and juicy!” Jody read. The words obviously had the same impact on her that they’d had on me. Her eyes sort of glazed over as she read the ads. And then she pointed to a picture of a sweet-faced girl with naked, pendulous breasts. Her name, according to the paper, was Kimi. There were little stars on the page to disguise her nipples, and she had an open red-gingham shirt hanging off her shoulders. I couldn’t get over those tits! They couldn’t possibly be real, such big breasts on a little girl.

“Should we?” Jody asked, pointing to the spot where it said: $40 NUDE ORAL.

I wasn’t going to pretend I didn’t want those girls. They could get me off any day of the week. I couldn’t hide my desire.

Jody was nervous, so I made the call. It was a cell number and went straight to automated voicemail, so I left a message. Not a minute later, someone calling herself a “booking agent” called me back to set up the date. She had a bit of an accent. I wondered if this was Kimi herself on the phone. God, those tits – they were all I could think about.

I’d never done this before. I wondered if the girl on the phone would think it was weird, two woman requesting a hooker, or if other lesbians paid for sex. Nobody ever talked about it, so I assumed it didn’t happen.

The date was set for later that evening. I don’t think Jody or I could have waited any longer. Or maybe we would have changed our minds if we’d had to.

We were a collective bundle of nerves as we waited for Kimi to arrive. I tried catching up on some emails, but I couldn’t concentrate. I don’t know what Jody was up to in that time. We didn’t talk about what might happen. We didn’t discuss it at all.

When there came a knock at the door, my spine went arrow-straight. I was sure, absolutely one hundred per cent sure, that I was going to have a heart attack. But I didn’t. I started thinking, “I can’t do this, I can’t do this . . .” but even as I thought it, I made my way to the door. Jody was already there, holding the handle. Just holding it. Just standing there. I put my hand on hers, and together we opened up.

The girl standing on the other side was pretty as a picture – but was she the girl in the picture? Hard to say. Without actually holding the newspaper ad up beside her, I really couldn’t tell. Maybe once that soft yellow cardigan came off, I’d recognize the tits.

Yes, our hooker wore a cardigan. It was cute, actually, with a little felt flower pin on the chest. Her whole outfit reminded me of a 1950s sock-hopper, but with a modern flair. Asian girls had a knack for looking good in quirky outfits. That’s something I never could pull off.

When we asked if she was Kimi, the girl nodded demurely. We welcomed her in and she entered, holding her purse and her jacket in front of her. I wondered if she dressed this way for everyone, or if this was something special for the crabby old lesbians. It did make me happy that she wasn’t wearing some slutty spandex thing.

“Nude oral?” the girl asked beseechingly. She held out her hand, and I realized she wanted payment upfront. Then she asked, “One or two?”

I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant, but Jody said, “Oh, on both of us. One and then the other.”

She smiled as I placed the cash in her hand – ratty, wrinkled twenty-dollar bills with the Queen smiling up at us. For the first time ever, I wondered why the Queen of England was on Canadian money, and then I chastised myself for thinking about something so irrelevant. There was a prostitute in my living room! I should be . . . well, I didn’t know what I should be doing. Then I started feeling nervous, and I looked to Jody, who smiled at me the way the Queen was smiling on the twenty. My stomach tied itself in knots.

Kimi asked us if we were a couple, and Jody responded that we were, but even her voice was trembling now. The girl smiled, and then asked how long we’d been together. It surprised me that she seemed curious about us. I guess I figured we were just money to her, just bodies, but she appeared interested in Jody and I as people, and that really put me at ease.

Her accent was thicker than the girl on the phone, but she communicated a lovely sort of enthusiasm in her eyes. She talked about the weather, about the arts and crafts show, which she’d been to as well. Strange to think the girl who was now our hooker had been walking around the crowds, just one more person. I guess I’d never really thought of prostitutes as real people.

When Kimi asked where we’d like to do it and who wanted to go first, I got nervous again. I actually felt a little weird about taking my clothes off in front of her. Jody must have felt the same, because she asked Kimi to strip for us.

In a flash, Kimi’s expression went from innocent to saucy. She grinned, with her lip turning up more on one side than the other, and just that subtle tease made my pussy pound. Maybe it wouldn’t be so difficult to get naked for this girl after all.

Our pretty hooker unbuttoned her cardigan and my legs went so wobbly I had to sit on the couch. Without a bit of shyness, Kimi shrugged off her sweater and I got my first look at her tits hugged by the firm cups of a white bra. The little bit of lace around her cleavage was just enough to bring her lingerie out of the boring category– not that any garment could truly be boring on a body like that!

Kimi stepped out of her skirt, giving us a good look at her long legs. She didn’t take off her square heels, and I was glad for that. She kind of reminded me of a naughty librarian who takes the bun out of her hair and becomes a sex goddess.

Bending forwards, Kimi grabbed her tits and pressed them together. I couldn’t take my eyes of that glorious line of cleavage as she juggled and jiggled her big breasts. Fuck, I wanted to touch myself. I wanted to touch her!

“You like my big tits?” she asked as she hypnotized us with the marvellous pair. “You want to touch my big fucking titties?”

“Yeah, yeah.” I was panting like a dog as I came around back and grabbed her breasts from behind. She sighed, and that sound made me want to come. I missed that enthusiasm for touch, that sensitivity. She let me strip off her panties, then undo her bra, and when her big boobs tumbled from the cups, I was there to catch them.

I told her to lick Jody’s clit. I wanted to hear my woman come while this gorgeous slut ate her cunt.

Jody raced out of her clothes as Kimi sank to the floor in front of the couch. I went with her, riding her back all the way, hugging her small body as I fondled her amazingly supple, soft tits. Her nipples were hard little pebbles between my fingers, and they were all I could think about until I heard Jody gasp.

Draped over Kimi’s naked back, I looked up to see her black hair cascading over one shoulder, her face buried between my partner’s thighs. I’d gone down on Jody countless times, but for some reason this was a thousand times more exciting. I watched her lips part. Her mouth opened wide as she cooed, “Ohhhhh!” The sloppy lapping sound of our hooker’s wet tongue on my girlfriend’s wet pussy ramped up my arousal so high I released one of Kimi’s tits and traced my hand down her back . . . down her ass crack.

I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to do this. Kimi seemed to trust us as much as we were trusting her, so I took a chance and found her pussy with my fingers. The newspaper ad was right – she was incredibly tight, and so wet her juice was dripping down her thigh.

Jody’s eyes fluttered closed as Kimi lapped her clit. Our living room filled with body sounds – the wet squelching of my fingers plunging in and out of Kimi’s cunt, the sweet lapping of Kimi’s tongue on my woman’s clit, and our whimpering, moaning, sighing, grunting. We were all so turned on. Three women, just a big ball of juicy female arousal.

I was so jealous of those two, because they’d been smart enough to take off their clothes early on. Me, I was still fully dressed and wishing my clothing would just melt off my skin. It felt so damn good to have half my hand shoved up Kimi’s snatch while she went at Jody’s cunt with her mouth.

Jody was kicking and screaming now, loving every moment of our hooker’s tongue teasing her clit. Fuck, I wanted to watch. I wanted to see Kimi’s face buried between my lover’s thighs, licking and flicking, sucking that sweet bud like a little cock.

The craving rose up in me, but I couldn’t decide what I wanted, exactly. Did I want to lick or be licked? Suck or be sucked? But then I remembered what I’d paid for, and I figured I might as well get my money’s worth.

Tearing out of my clothes, I threw myself beside Jody on the couch. Kimi moved from Jody’s pussy to mine, like a baby shifting from one breast to the other. Everything felt otherworldly, like a dream. Real life was never this good, never this easy. There I had a gorgeous young woman between my legs, naked, with the biggest damn tits I’d ever seen up close and personal, and what did it take to get her there? Nothing, really. Just a little phone call, just a little cash. It was too good to be true.

Sliding two long fingers into my pussy, Kimi rubbed my G-spot enough to warm my whole pelvis. I couldn’t believe how close I was to orgasm already. All the watching and waiting had turned me on like crazy, and I knew the moment her tongue met my clit I was going to blow.

I watched her pretty face as she drew in close. She kissed my clit, so gentle, so sweet, like a butterfly landing briefly on my skin and then taking right off again. She looked up at me and smiled, but I growled back at her. I wasn’t angry or anything, I was just so aroused I couldn’t control myself. At all! Grabbing her by the hair, I shoved my slick pussy against her face, which was already soaked with Jody’s juice. I rubbed off on her mouth while she squirmed and squealed.

I know I said things to her while my body worked itself into a frenzy of orgasm. “Yeah, bitch, you like that, huh? You love the taste of my fucking cunt, don’t you?” Stuff like that. Stuff I never said to Jody.

Kimi just kept nodding, gulping, gasping, saying, “Uh-huh! Uh-huh!”

The look in her eyes put me over the top. She was scared or something. Cautious, maybe, like she was trying to gauge if I was a danger to her.

I wasn’t, of course. I wasn’t a danger to anyone, but I scoured my pussy against Kimi’s beautiful face until I’d come in crashing waves, over and over, and I couldn’t take any more pleasure. Then she backed away, fixing her hair and smiling guardedly between Jody and I.

We thanked her and she thanked us, kneeling on the floor like some kind of sexual servant. After she’d gone, my woman and I sat naked on the couch holding hands for literally hours. In all that time, I kept looking down and expecting to see Kimi there like a toy poodle, wanting to serve us, wanting to bring us happiness and contentment. I hope she knows what she did for Jody and me, because that girl revived us. She really did.

Thank you Kimi, wherever you are.


PACKING HEAT

Lisa, Croydon

I knew it was going to be an interesting date as soon as Cass met me outside the cinema. She was wearing baggy jeans and a short-sleeved checked shirt, rocking her usual blokey look – though, with her slim curves and tousled dark blonde hair, she never looked terribly masculine to me. I liked it, all the same. I liked her simplicity, and her enthusiasm – and the dirty, dirty girl lurking under that cheerful, chipper exterior.

She gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek, and I thought it was my imagination that had made me think there was something unusual about her. I didn’t say anything, and we went in, chatting about our respective work days and all the little things that had happened since we’d met up last. We didn’t get to see each other more than a couple of times a week at that point, so there was always a frisson of excitement, and yet it still felt like catching up with an old friend.

We did all the traditional cinema-goer things: bought huge piles of popcorn and Coke, and ensconced ourselves in our plush seats with far more food than we needed, which we still managed to eat most of before the trailers were even over. Cass looked really relaxed, slouching in the seat with her legs splayed – her “bloke watching football” pose, I called it, much to her amusement – and, when I reached over for popcorn, hoping to catch her hand against mine in the tub, she shot me a really wicked grin.

I didn’t understand why until the lights went down and the movie started.

It wasn’t a terribly dramatic film. Just a bit of silly fun: superheroes and big explosions, with some leather-clad female eye candy doing gratuitous high kicks and martial arts moves that showed off their bums . . . not that I was complaining. With the popcorn gone and the drinks down to the watery last third that’s mainly full of ice, I had Cass’s arm around my shoulders, and I was snuggled up to her as the explosions and mutant-powered car chases rained around us.

I let my hand rest on her leg, just above her knee, because it was a comfortable way to sit. I wasn’t going out of my way to grope her, although, from the way she shifted as my fingers skimmed the denim, Cass wouldn’t have minded at all. To be honest, neither would I. The film was fine, but we’d never really meant it as more than a prelude to the evening ahead, and I was already looking forward to that.

She reached down and took my wrist, guiding my hand gently further up her leg as, on the big screen, bullets flew and people shouted. The cinema wasn’t completely packed out, but it was more than two-thirds full. The seats directly next to us were empty, and though I was fairly sure the guy and his girlfriend further along the row were more interested in their own tonsil hockey match than us, I still winced a bit at the thought of what I assumed Cass wanted. Sexy – and very naughty – though the idea was, there was no way I was going to finger her in the middle of a crowded cinema.

However, as my hand settled on her upper thigh, my eyes widened in sudden surprise, and I finally understood what she had in store for me. My cute, pretty girlfriend was packing a cock. Now, we’d played with strap-ons plenty of times, and Cass was an expert at driving me to distraction with a good, hard fuck, but she’d never worn one out before. I could just feel the outline of softly yielding silicon hidden beneath her baggy jeans and, when I glanced at her in the darkened theatre, with all the colours of the movie screen dancing on her face, she just grinned at me.

I swallowed heavily and my nipples grew tight inside my T-shirt. I couldn’t help but start to anticipate all the things she could do to me – and there were a whole host of other questions, too. Was she wearing her favourite black leather harness under there, with the chrome rings and triple adjustable straps? Was what I’d briefly felt just a soft packing cock, or did she have a whole six inches or more of dick under there? I was fascinated. The movie quickly paled into insignificance next to the possible contents of Cass’s underwear, and I couldn’t stop thinking about what she might have in store for me.

As I sneaked a sideways glance at my girl, I knew she could tell what I was thinking. She was still grinning like a Cheshire cat, and she shifted her legs slightly, opening out her crotch in a not-so-subtle invitation.

I couldn’t help myself. I let my fingers seek the weighty outline I’d found before, and traced its length along her leg. She had way more than a packing pecker under there. It was amazing that no one had noticed, and amazing, I thought ruefully, that no one noticed what I was doing then. To the casual observer in that darkened theatre, I might as well have been giving her a hand-job – and I had to admit that the thought was at least a little exciting.

In fact, I tightened my grip, boldly grasping Cass’s cock through her jeans and shifting in my seat as my arousal grew. It was a warm night, and I had a flared skirt on with my T-shirt and a light summer jacket, which I’d shed when we sat down. My thighs were bare under the cotton skirt and I pressed them together, my mind full of Cass’s hips rocking as she fucked me over and over. I couldn’t decide whether or not I recognized the dildo she was wearing. It might have been one we’d used before, and my pussy twitched hungrily at the recollections of all “our little friends”, as she called them. There was a pink one with a bullet vibrator in the head, a black one with deliciously textured bits along the shaft, and a rainbow coloured one that Cass had bought mainly because it was rainbow coloured. So many choices . . . but it was hard to tell.

“Bet you know what you’re getting tonight,” she murmured in my ear as I leaned a bit closer.

I squirmed. “Can’t wait,” I whispered back, and Cass smiled wickedly.

We kept it up – just sitting there, toying with each other – until the film was entering its last half-hour, full of predictable explosions and sub-plot resolutions. By that point, I’d worked myself into a real state, desperate to cut to the action. I wriggled closer to Cass, my voice plaintive as I protested, “Babe – I really can’t wait.”

Cass raised an eyebrow and, if her grin had got any wider, I think the top of her head would have fallen off.

I doubt anyone in the cinema realized quite why we got up to leave early. They were all so absorbed in the movie they probably didn’t even notice us go, stumbling out in the half-lit dark to find our way to the exit . . . and the lavatories.

I hardly believed I was doing it. I don’t think Cass did, either – it wasn’t exactly the kind of thing I regularly suggested, but then she didn’t usually surprise me like that. Heat flamed in my cheeks as we got to the ladies’ loos and dived inside. They were very bright, very clean. The shiny white tiles smelled of disinfectant and floral soap, and I practically panted with relief to see that all the cubicles were empty.

“Come on,” I begged, dragging Cass by the hand.

We slammed the door shut behind us, pushing the flimsy bolt across, and the cubicle was narrow enough to force us both so close together – not that either of us minded. Cass kissed me hard, shoving me against the toilet wall. The loo roll dispenser jabbed me in the back, but I didn’t care. I pushed back against her, rubbing my body against hers desperately as she plundered my mouth. I felt her breasts crush mine, her hips grinding as she rubbed that little bulge that had started all the trouble against me. My hands shook as I reached down to tug urgently at the fastening of her jeans.

“Fuck me, baby,” I muttered, in between kisses.

Cass undid her fly one-handed, already pushing up my skirt with the other. I shivered at her touch on my bare skin, my pussy throbbing with need. She kissed me again, her mouth flavoured with cola and buttery popcorn, and I groaned as her fingers tugged the gusset of my knickers aside and slipped quickly between my lips, teasing my wet slit.

The breath hissed between my teeth as she sunk one finger into me. It felt like possession and liberation all at once. I pressed down on her, wanting more . . . wanting the hard fuck I needed. The fact that anyone could walk in at any moment – other patrons, staff, anyone at all – made me giddy and light-headed, and so desperate to come that I thought I’d burst.

“You’re so wet,” Cass murmured, sounding faintly awed as the heel of her palm rubbed against my clit. “Can you take it?”

She had the cock out in her hand, poking through the open fly of her jeans. It was one we hadn’t used that often: purple, fairly soft and quite slim, but with a slight curve that had made it sit so well against her thigh . . . and that I just knew would hit all the right spots. I could just glimpse the straps of the harness against her pale skin, under the baggy denim, and I bit back a whimper.

“Just fucking do it,” I pleaded, lifting my leg to brace my foot against the toilet.

Cass grinned. She pulled her finger out of me, sucked it clean, then rubbed a quick slick of spit over the head of her cock before she pressed it to my pussy and shoved. I sighed as she impaled me, the smooth silicon gliding inside me, warm from her body but not as hot as my pulsing quim. With a few short strokes she was sheathed in me, the cock rubbing proudly at my G-spot . . . and then she began to pump.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to shriek and gasp, but I knew we had to be quiet. Here we were, fucking in a public toilet of all places, and – with the plastic loo roll dispenser still jabbing me, and my skirt bunched up around my hips, my pants tugged to one side – I’d never felt dirtier. I felt like a dirty, naughty slut, and it was the best feeling ever.

Cass reached down between us, one hand on my arse as we both tried to keep our balance, pulling me closer – pulling me down on her cock – and rubbed mercilessly at my clit with her free hand. We were kissing again, tongues duelling wetly as we tried to hide our pants and moans, and I had to fight not to squeak as the pleasure burst through me in sharp waves.

It was the most awkward place I’d ever had sex. Everything was a collision of elbows and confined space – because, let’s face it, toilet cubicles aren’t made for more than one person – and Cass was struggling to keep her rhythm. She made me bend over the loo, and I grabbed onto the cistern with both hands as she pushed my skirt all the way up and pulled my knickers down to the middle of my thighs, spreading my pussy with practised ease before she slid her cock right up me again. I let out a stifled groan at the way it filled me up in one hungry gulp, and my knees shook as my pleasure continued to build. I tried to work myself back against her, meeting every thrust she gave me, and the wet slurps of my pussy filled the tiny space. I heard Cass moan softly; she loved getting me so turned on I was practically dripping, and I could just imagine how good her purple toy looked, glistening with my juices as it pumped in and out of my pussy.

I regretted not being able to do much for her. As my head started to spin and my body took over – every muscle going from protesting at this awkward, naughty, unusual exertion to informing me that, no matter what I did, I was going to be coming very soon – I wished I could make Cass feel as good as I did.

Coherent thought kind of evaporated at that point, though, along with any real worry about being discovered. I was just a bundle of bliss and nerve endings, on fire with delight as my girl fucked a hard, thorough climax out of me. My pussy clenched around her dick, and I gritted my teeth as Cass gripped my bum, riding me right the way through roll after roll of pleasure. I bucked and wiggled with it, panting with stifled gasps and sighs as she reached around to press down hard on my clit, squeezing the last shakes and tremors out of me.

As she pulled out, I felt lost and disorientated. I straightened up, thinking I ought to pull my knickers up and rearrange my skirt, but instead I turned around and dropped to my knees on the toilet floor, greedily sucking my juices off the wet, warm toy that still protruded stiffly from Cass’s fly. I pushed my face in, past the base, hungrily seeking out her pussy, still encased in thick denim. I could smell her – the whole loo smelled of our fast, urgent sex – and I wanted to taste her.

She groaned, her hands on the back of my head suddenly, crushing me into her, and I knew how badly she wanted it. I strained to get my tongue on her, meeting her shaven lips and tasting the salt-sweet musk there, then desperately pulling at her jeans so I could get a little more room. Cass helped me, and we managed to make just enough space between the denim and the harness for me to suck her clit, pushing her over the edge into a brief yet satisfying orgasm.

We were both panting heavily when I got unsteadily to my feet; both bright-eyed, red-cheeked and beaming sluttily. We tried to tidy ourselves up before we slid out of the cubicle, but the first glance in the mirror over the loo’s sinks showed me exactly what we looked like: two very naughty girls indeed.

Cass smiled at me as she finished doing up her fly. “Back to mine, then?” she suggested.

I nodded fervently. “Fuck, yes.”

She grinned, and we made for the door. The film we’d paid to see must just have been finishing, because we passed a handful of people heading towards the loos as we left. I held the door for one woman, my cheeks heating up all over again as I thought how close we must have come to discovery.

“Thank you,” she said, and I know she had absolutely no idea why Cass and I looked at each other and burst out laughing.

I suppose I’m pretty glad of that, really!


TWO’S COMPANY, THREE’S PERFECT

Colleen, Loughborough

The situation with same-sex marriages seems to change by the day, not just in legal terms but in attitudes. For years I’ve been living with Alison and we always discussed marriage. Now that’s all changed.

It involved Charity – the girl not the good cause. Ali met Chas at work. I knew something was up because she talked about her new best friend all the time, to the extent I got miffed and decided to have it out with her. I asked her point blank if they were having a relationship.

“I was hoping you could answer that,” Ali said, which confused me. I think it was only then she realized what I thought. It made her laugh and she grabbed my face and gave me one of her heart-stopper kisses; they always get to me.

She told me she loved me and I had nothing to worry about, which answered my questions in part, but confused me too. Then she dropped the bombshell – she wanted to talk about this interloper coming to live with us in a three way relationship, adding I’d like Charity. We’d already said we weren’t the jealous types but that’s easy to say when you’re not faced with it.

Rather than talk about it there and then, which would have been my choice, Ali took unfair advantage of me and we ended up in bed together as scissor sisters. I love that. She was casually trying to suggest how much fun we could have as a threesome. Each girl has two breasts, she said, so that would be two mouths, one for each breast, suggesting one of us would be the receiver and the other two the givers. She then pointed out that each girl has two hands and two sets of fingers, and, with one being the giver again, both her hands could be occupied on (and in) the others. For oral sex she painted this scene of a love triangle, with each sucking and licking the next in line, and she said she imagined that whatever number one did would cause a reaction in number two, and that reaction would pass through to number three and on back to number one again, each time increasing the sensation until we drifted off on a spiral of mounting lust. She sounded very convincing at the time. I had to point out that if we tried our current scissors position someone would end up going hungry but she had an orally-based argument for that, too.

Then she hit my weakness. I like being used and abused, in a fetishy kind of way. I like it when she holds me down and I love it when she ties me up. I think it’s based on having all my choices taken from me. Imagine, she proposed, if I was tied up and maybe ordered to suck one girl’s puss while the other licked mine, and all I could do was obey.

I could imagine that very easily, and when Ali grabbed some of our special cords and gave me a demonstration of the possibilities, I just caved in. As if to underline it all, she told me that Charity told her she’s a squirter. I’d heard of that and even seen videos on the Internet, but I was never sure they weren’t all faked. Let me assure you right now that Chas is a squirter and it’s no fake, as I was later to find out.

Ali kept me there for a couple of hours and just about drove me mad with her probing fingers and wicked (really wicked) tongue. After just half an hour of that treatment I’d have agreed to anything, but after all that time I was just liquid.

The following morning, a Friday, arrived like a slap in the face. The previous night, spurred on by visions and possibilities, gave way to the morning’s doubts and concerns about jealousies. Wasn’t I enough for Ali? That was the main one. Was she enough for me? I had to ask myself.

But she was as breezy and cheerful as ever, though she knew where my mind was. Just before we went our separate ways to work she held me before I got in my car. “Just keep open minded,” she said to me. “If you don’t like it or really don’t want this, we’ll forget the whole thing. I love you far too much to risk anything.” And she drew me into another one of those kisses.

I was well aware of the creep next door watching us through his window. Maybe we shouldn’t be quite so blatant in public but the creep asks for it. I whispered to Ali that he was watching and she said why not give him something to watch. The next thing I know she’s got her hand up my skirt and all my legs on show. Then, as I got in my car, she put her fingers to her lips and licked them, looking right at him, and made that “wanker” movement with her other hand. By that time he probably was. Wanking, I mean. Ugh.

Off I went to work, knowing Ali would go out to her work and meet up with the mysterious Charity again. I suppose I formed various preconceptions about Charity, her name not helping. On the one hand it sounded like a church-fete, God-squad name and on the other I couldn’t help thinking of the character in Emmerdale on TV (not that I’d throw her out of bed!). I guess Ali anticipated I’d be at work, worrying, and part way through the morning I got a text from her. Charity’s photo was attached, sitting in their office drinking coffee. No doubt about it, she was a looker, and, whereas I’m sure Ali had been trying to put my mind at rest, it actually made me feel even more insecure.

At home later that day we met for the first time. I was home first, as usual, and Ali arrived maybe ten minutes after with Charity following her. You could have cut the atmosphere with a blunt knife. She was as nervous as I was. Ali introduced us and then skipped off to make coffee. Chas and I sat opposite each other, wishing the ground would open.

She opened the conversation by apologising. She didn’t want to intrude on our relationship, but she was new in town (she’d just been transferred from the Midlands, she said) and didn’t know anyone, so Alison had adopted her. That’s so typical of Ali; picking up life’s strays. I asked her about relationships and she started to tell me. Her father had left home when she was a kid and her mother had died from breast cancer earlier that year. I made all the expected sympathy noises and she went on to tell me about a relationship she’d had in the Midlands that had broken up very acrimoniously and was the reason for her taking the transfer. It was clear from her attitude she was hurting. I went and sat next to her on the sofa. As more and more poured out, the tears started to flow, so, whereas I’d been ready to punch this girl’s lights out earlier on, I found myself putting my arm round her and drying her tears as her whole body shook with emotional pain. Now I understood why Ali had been drawn to her and, ironically, the name Charity started to take on a new meaning.

And it was me who kissed her.

I’m not too sure how that happened. OK, I was comforting her and being as kind as I could, but all of a sudden that lovely, tearstained face was looking at me like a complete lost soul and . . . and I kissed her. Full on the lips. Naughty me.

She thanked me afterwards. Genuinely. I was only the second person to show her a spark of humanity in weeks, she said, Ali being the first. So I kissed her again, moments before Ali chose to come back in the room. Maybe she was outside listening, knowing I’m as big a sucker for a sob story as she is.

“Getting along OK?” she asked, a stupid grin on her face.

She sat opposite and made some remark about being three special people; I can’t remember it all. She kind of took over a bit then, kneeling in front of us and urging our faces together and as we kissed Ali eased her hands up our skirts and started to stroke us both. I didn’t need to look down to see she was doing the same to Chas as to me; I could sense it from Charity’s gasps and soft moans. My thighs just fell apart to allow her access and I guess Charity did the same, because before very many minutes had passed we were both filled with her fingers, which she’s bloody good at. We’d done all that talking the previous night about the combinations possible with three and here we were with another. I was kissing and cuddling (OK, I had my hands all over her boobs, and hers were all over mine, thanks to Ali taking time out to open our shirts and undo our bras) and below my waist I was being expertly masturbated by my lover while she did exactly the same to our new friend. Reaching what was very close to a mutual orgasm when all you have to do is kiss and hold a sexy, lovely woman has to be one of life’s great pleasures.

Ali let us recover for a few minutes and declared it was her turn. She stood and stripped while we watched, then leaned forwards and offered us a breast each. OK, I realize now she was exploring the two-on-one positions to convince me it was good, but who cared then? While Chas and I suckled her nipples she pulled our hands to her, and I ended up with the strange sensation of exploring familiar depths but with another pair of fingers alongside. Ali was standing there looking like those Indian dancers with her legs apart while we played around in her wet puss and thumbed her clit.

I don’t remember how we ended up on the floor and morphing into what we call a 696 – I’m sure I don’t need to explain what I mean by that. I love doing a 69 with Ali, but this was pretty much as Ali had suggested it would be, with each of us enjoying sensations both ends and this accelerating, jerky feed-forward of reactions getting us more and more heated. It started with me licking Ali, Ali licking Chas, Chas licking me, but we deliberately changed now and again so we tried all combinations. Ali’s still the best, but Chas is learning. That’s when I experienced first-hand Chas squirting. She doesn’t do it every time and the amount varies from hardly noticeable to sufficient to have to swallow it. It doesn’t really taste of anything – it’s certainly not pee – so no complaints from me; I just wish I could do it.

Several orgasms (each) later, we rested, our coffee gone cold. Ali suggested some wine instead.

“You can stay the night?” she asked Chas, glancing at me for permission. I nodded. I said I needed a shower before anything and we all ended up in the shower. Thank God it’s a big one. It was a real threesome by now, with nobody caring all that much who was doing what to whom, but none of us felt left out. We went to the bedroom and sat on the bed to drink the wine. We only had two bathrobes so Alison didn’t bother, the brazen cow.

Then she announced it, much to my embarrassment.

“Colleen likes being tied up,” she said.

“Ali—” I started.

Please, ground, swallow me up.

“Me too,” said Chas.

Maybe Ali can pick ‘em. Had she already found that out, I wonder?

Ali joked that Chas’s confession could make things awkward. If I liked being tied up, and so did Chas, then who would want to do the tying?

“I know,” she joked, “I will.”

This set-up situation led to one of the most erotic and exciting things I’d ever experienced, and I still love it. After telling me to take off my robe, Ali tied my wrists behind my back and then did the same to Chas. She pushed us face to face so our boobs were crushed together and she used more of our ropes to tie us in that position. It felt delicious, and kissing with Chas was the natural thing to want to do as Ali got on with her macramé. (That was a joke, btw, I meant . . . well, you know what I meant.) We found ourselves tied together by our bodies, necks, knees and feet, and, because of Ali’s desire to get us close as possible, we ended up with my right thigh between Chas’s legs and hers between mine, meaning we could rub each other.

Some weeks ago we’d bought some of that non-sticky PVC bondage tape from eBay – it sticks to itself by static but doesn’t have glue so doesn’t stick to skin or hair. We’d never used it, but Ali was about to. She pushed us together in a kiss (no complaints from me) and the wound the tape around our heads, so tight we were stuck in that kiss. We couldn’t break free a millimetre, not that I especially wanted to. It pretty much cut out all vision, too, though not all light.

Ali was totally merciless. As we stood there her hands were all over us, reaching between to delve into our labia and rub our clits and mashing our boobs together. She got a couple of toothbrushes (we change them often so usually have new ones in the cabinet) and pushed one slowly up my bottom after having lubricated it first (in herself, she told me later) then did the same to Chas. I’d never really had any desire for any kind of anal play, so this was a new (and exciting) variation. It had another side-effect, too, of emphasising we couldn’t do anything to stop her doing what she wanted. All the time the only way to communicate with anyone (apart from our moans and groans) was by letting my lips and tongue play with Chas’s lips and tongue.

I can’t remember how many times Ali made us come. Who was counting anyway? When she decided to let us go, after again announcing it was her turn, it was only enough so that we could lie face-down on the bed between her legs and take it in turns on her clit, our hands still tied together behind us.

We all slept in our bed that night. I didn’t need any more selling. What we’d done was incredible, but it was also mostly sexual. Relationships have to be based on more than sex. With it being the weekend, we had nowhere we had to be, so we all talked it through. I’m still amazed there were no jealousies. We went out that day and bought a super king sized bed, and we spent the rest of it lazing in the garden, our brief bikinis always bound to attract the attentions of our wanker-in-residence. It was probably made worse because Chas didn’t have a bikini with her so Alison lent her some of her underwear – all clean and everything. I gave her a strange look because we both have plenty of spare bikinis that would fit Chas, but she just grinned and Chas picked up the mood, too. The bra and thong Ali produced for Chas were little more than tiny scraps of cloth and I admit they made her look gorgeous, so I can’t blame our neighbour for spying.

He’s probably used to us now. We all leave for work and all kiss before we do. Chas and Ali share a car so we were able to get rid of one, and every day we eat, chat and sleep together. Each day brings new experiences and, rather than my expected jealousy, each day brings us closer together and makes us more of a unit. We laugh a lot and occasionally cry a lot – if you could witness three naked lesbians running with tears over some weepy flick on TV you’d want to laugh. We experiment, too. I’ve grown to like tying Chas up and she likes to do me, and one time we ganged up on Ali and roped her to the bed, choosing that position to try what I’d always reckoned she’d be capable of – taking my whole hand inside her.

If one of us is away or unwell, the other pair commiserates and carries on regardless. To an extent it takes pressure off and eases the tensions of periods.

We get more daring, too. After experiencing Chas’s outflow when she comes, I plucked up the courage to try pee play. We were in the shower and I was licking her while Ali sat on the loo openly masturbating at the sight of us. Chas asked Ali to move because she needed the loo and Ali said she was too comfy so pee in my mouth. Chas started to say please, she was bursting, but I looked up at her and said yes, do it, on me and in me, and opened my mouth wide as she let go. I didn’t swallow, well, apart from trickles I couldn’t avoid, but it’s not unpleasant when it’s fresh. The sight made Ali go off like a firecracker, too, and she’s tried it on me since.

We’ve done that two-girl tie a lot, with me bound to Chas with the PVC tape locking us into our kiss, but Ali’s changed it now – she ties our wrists in front of us but round the other’s back, so we’re effectively pulling each other together. That leaves our bottoms exposed, not just for the toothbrushes but for a garden cane Ali likes to use on us. There’s something very kinky about kissing your lover and getting caned when you least expect it, or feeling her reaction through the kiss and her body when she’s on the receiving end.

We occasionally play silly games. One we like is for us all to wear a blindfold and go down on the others. We have five seconds to guess who we’re licking. It’s not difficult but it’s not a real game, it’s just an excuse for fun.

I wonder if they’ll ever allow marriages for same-sex threesomes?


WET DESIRE

Helen, Northamptonshire

The circumstances in which I met Lacey were unconventional to say the least. When I was invited to a party by an intimate acquaintance of mine, I never imagined that the experience would awaken a desire so primal that it would never be satisfied. I had been seeing Chris on and off for a while, casually meeting for passionate and tempestuous sex, usually stolen away in the middle of the night because work meant that was the only time we were both available.

Those stolen nights of passion were exciting, mischievous yet largely unsatisfying; when he left I always wanted and needed more. When he suggested that I accompany him to a discrete gathering of select people for a little adult fun I had no idea what to expect. I was excited and terrified at the same time; the fear of the unknown seemed to far outweigh the excitement on offer and yet I felt compelled to agree to accompany him. I’d heard of swinging, who hadn’t? Didn’t we all have a strong image of a flock wallpapered sitting room where middle-aged couples threw car keys into a glass bowl before drawing out a set and swapping wives for the evening? I hoped I wouldn’t end up with someone I really wasn’t turned on by.

We arrived at the secluded house and Chris led me to where people were sitting under a gazebo, smoking. I tried to appear relaxed and friendly and after exchanging pleasantries we were instructed to go on inside and make ourselves at home. It wasn’t as I expected. It appeared to be a normal house party where at least thirty people were gathered, chatting and socialising in a very relaxed atmosphere. Chris fetched me a drink and I was beginning to think that perhaps he had been teasing me by insinuating the party was anything more than just a gathering of his friends. I accepted the wine gladly and before long its warming, mellowing effects were flooding my body and I began to relax. There were few women at the party as far as I could see and the gentlemen present all appeared to be considerably older than I was, I could easily have been the youngest person in the room at thirty, and some of the men looked closer to my grandfather in age. The women, all five of us, seemed younger, but still the other four appeared to be no less than twenty years older than I was. It unsettled me a little and I felt obvious as the youngest person there, but with Chris’s arm wrapped around my waist and a second glass of wine flowing through my veins, I felt ready to partake in the evening’s festivities.

We had been in the house less than an hour when people began to drift away towards the back of the house, reappearing sporadically in various stages of undress. Chris wandered away to a room upstairs but nerves wracked me and I remained in the sitting room with a smaller crowd of people who, it seemed, were all new to the activities presented to us and were just as apprehensive as me. I was beginning to wish that there was something to break the ice within the crowd, who all exchanged polite smiles and stared at their rapidly emptying glasses, and wondered whether I could locate Chris’s clothing and wait the night out locked asleep in his car outside. Then a new couple, flushed, nervous and excited, burst through the French doors absolutely soaking wet from the sudden downpour that had started outside.

Mark and Lacey were the icebreaker I needed and, having fetched them a drink, I found they were by far the easiest of people to talk to in the room. They were both older than me, Mark in his early fifties and Lacey, at a guess, in her late forties, but there was something so energetic about the couple, I was intrigued to discover more about them and their relationship. Lacey confessed they had been to an adult club once and wanted to try the experience again but she had never been to a house party and was nervous. Mark seemed less so and soon wandered off to see what all the fuss was about.

Lacey and I chatted casually about how we were feeling, to find ourselves in such an unusual situation, and I felt more relaxed about what was occurring upstairs because I had made an ally. After chatting for what seemed like an age, Lacey decided to brave upstairs in search of her husband. I was about to suggest following her up when Chris reappeared to check that I had not run off and was having a good time. Full of latent passion and familiarity, he swept me into his arms, using his body weight to force me backwards against the wall, and kissed me like never before, his tongue searching every inch of my mouth, his hands hot, sweaty and needy, roving over the soft contours of my body. He was turned on by my nervousness, the thought of my lingerie beneath my dress and the excitement of everything occurring beyond the hallway, and his kisses made me just as excited. He whispered that he was going for some fresh air and a drink and that I should head on upstairs where he would find me shortly.

Biting the bullet, I moved to the bottom of the stairs. I knew if I didn’t join in I would regret it and that I might not get an opportunity again. I had to go! The landing upstairs was softly lit and inviting but there was nothing soft about the moaning that drifted from upstairs; beds creaked and men grunted as satisfaction tore through their bodies. I had to examine what the situation was – whether I would be part of it, I wasn’t sure, but curiosity told me I had to see what was occurring in those rooms.

I climbed the stairs slowly and as I passed the banister of the landing I could see that the larger of the two bedrooms was packed with people, it was here that the majority of the moans of ecstasy were coming from and I realized that I would never be able to clamber over the crowd of men blocking the door to see what was causing the excitement. The second room’s door was open and I could see clearly inside that Lacey was the only woman in the room with just three men. I slipped in, not wanting to disturb what was obviously a very exciting experience for all, surrounded by the mist of sex that filled the room and stimulated my senses. Every inch of my body tingled with excitement and my smoothly shaved pussy was throbbing inside my soaking-wet panties with anticipation that it may find sweet release.

As I entered the room I made eye contact with Lacey’s husband, Mark, now completely naked, who was shamelessly stroking his fully erect penis as he gazed on at the activity on the bed. Another man, who I later learnt was Bill, occupied a chair in the corner, also naked and slowly teasing his substantial length in tortured excitement at the thought of joining the action. The third man, olive skinned, muscular and tense, was easing his cock slowly in and out of Lacey’s open mouth, her crimson lips caressing his shaft as he did so. If I had been excited and turned on at the sight of the men in the room then I felt sure that I was about to explode at the sight of Lacey, clad in exquisite cerise and black silk lingerie, prone and exposed, greedily taking all the cock she could swallow!

I was shocked at the primal urge that surged through my body. I no longer noticed the men, watching me eagerly to see if this new woman would be joining in the fun. I no longer noticed the atmosphere that surrounded us; all I could see was Lacey. The smell of her neatly trimmed and moist sex drew me in and with nervous fingers I slipped out of my crimson silk dress and let it fall to the floor around me.

Without conscious thought, my hands moved to my breasts, my nipples, rock hard and aching, pushed against the delicate sheer fabric of my midnight lace basque, the boning of the bodice and cups teasingly rubbing their tips as I leant forwards to straighten the lace of my stockings. The heel of my stiletto became trapped in my dress with my movement and as I bent to release it, a warm, strong hand wrapped itself around the curve of my buttock. I turned my head to look back at the person who was about to initiate me into the scene and was pleased to see Mark smiling back at me. He whispered in my ear that he noticed how I looked at his wife and offered her to me, the way he stroked his cock eagerly telling me how much he would like to watch his wife and another woman together. With a nod of encouragement and consent, he opened his palm towards Lacey who was still sucking greedily on the pulsating cock before her.

I knelt at the foot of the bed and, as if she sensed a person waiting, Lacey opened her legs to grant me access. I wanted to savour every moment, devour every inch of Lacey’s body with my eyes, mouth and hands but as I moved closer to her body, Lacey began bucking her hips towards me. She knew someone was there but couldn’t see who it was, and needed satisfying urgently. I took just a second longer to drink in her scent before reaching eagerly for her mound with my tongue. I hadn’t tasted a woman in years, leaning more towards my heterosexual side, but Lacey’s taste blew my mind. Musky, salty but feminine and alluring, the sensation of her juices on my face drove me to ecstasy as I lapped gently at her swollen lips. She moaned gently, her mouth otherwise occupied, but keen to show that she was enjoying the pleasure. I wanted to tease her, to make her beg for my fingers and mouth, but with a sharp movement her hand was on the back of my head and I was thrust deep amongst her folds. I sucked and licked as I had never done, as if trying to satisfy some hunger that had been burning inside me for so long, unheeded. Her hand wound deep into my hair and pulled tightly as I moved my tongue around her swollen clit and drank in the juices of her excitement.

Her thighs gripped tightly at the side of my face as she wrapped her legs over my shoulders, trapping me in her web of desire. Without warning I felt warmth, liquid bliss on my chin, running down my neck and breasts as Lacey’s hips bucked against my face. All thoughts of cock were forgotten as she screamed, a deep, guttural animal sound. Her hand loosened on my hair and her legs slipped from my shoulders and fell, relaxed, against the side of the bed. I continued to suck tentatively, understanding the immediate sensitivity I felt in my own clitoris post-orgasm but wanting to perpetuate the sensations rippling through her body that mirrored my own. Was it possible to orgasm without touch, without stimulating or having your body stimulated? I do not know what happened to this day but I felt as satisfied as Lacey looked, breast heaving as she lay prone and rested on the bed.

Someone groaned and I was brought back to the room where Mark and several new faces were reaching their own point of ecstasy from watching me thoroughly enjoy the tastes of Lacey’s flesh, but before I could go on to sample what else was on offer, Chris was leading me by the hand, my dress flung over his shoulder, out into the car. The party hosts had called time; there were just a few stragglers enjoying the last-minute feast the new woman had left behind, but it was time to leave.

I never went back to another party with Chris and our secret meetings in the early hours lost their excitement for me; for the first time in many years I no longer had a hunger for his cock. Night after night the thoughts of Lacey and her delicious body brought me to a battery-assisted climax before I fell into a fitful night’s sleep. I grew frustrated that I hadn’t been able to take her number before leaving that night. I had no idea how to get in touch, who they really were – I’m sure some people use aliases whilst at an event of that nature to disguise extra marital activities or to protect their identities if they hold powerful jobs, or even just for the pure excitement of being someone else and carrying out socially subversive activities. I had no idea where to start to look to meet single women who were not looking for a relationship, who simply needed to satisfy their instincts as I had done with Lacey and was so desperate to do again. I had never dreamed that a wet and rainy Sunday evening would result in another chance to reacquaint myself with Lacey’s feminine curves and discover just how happily she would return the favour.

It was March, almost two months after the night of the party, and it had rained without stopping for almost a week. I had not had any sexual contact since that night as work had taken up more of my time than usual, and frustration grew inside me. Not only was I prevented from taking my daily run but I had been sexually deprived for what seemed like forever. I relied on my run to unwind and reflect. That Sunday had proved to be just the same, the sky was dark and full and the ground wet and slippery, but in desperate need of activity, I grabbed my swimsuit and headed for the local leisure centre where I knew an aqua aerobics class was timetabled for the following hour. It seemed strange to be glad to get in a pool after getting soaked on the way to the centre, but as I hung my clothes in a locker I felt more relaxed than I had in a while and looked forward to the pressure of the water on my body.

Beyond the lockers, a woman stripped beside a bench and began towelling herself dry. She took her time, brushing her long, auburn hair over her shoulders whilst the remainder of the moisture dried naturally on her body, and I watched unashamedly as she stroked her pert breast tenderly where the brush had broken through the hair and scratched her skin. Desire rose in me as a gentle moan escaped my lips, and I hid my embarrassment as her eyes met mine. I almost wanted to climb into the locker to avoid her eyes; she had seen me devouring her nakedness and I felt shame rising from my feet. My arousal had been instant and I realized that was why I was frustrated and had lost interest in men: it was a woman’s sensual touch I desired. I longed for another woman to be intimate with. I grabbed my towel and walked towards the pool, desperately trying to avoid her gaze but unable to do so. I caught her looking at me, a playful smile on her lips as she began to dress.

I left my towel on the rail at the side of the pool with an assortment of others and joined the throng of unfamiliar faces waiting for the class to start. I took a space at the side, not wanting to be noticed, as I am the most uncoordinated person imaginable and would never keep up with the routine, but mostly because I was obviously still aroused, the figure-hugging Lycra swim suit doing nothing to hide my erect nipples, demanding attention. Had the pool not been slightly on the warm side I would have happily blamed the cold, but lurking at the side of the group meant I didn’t have to explain myself. Loud, echoing dance music brought my attention back to the instructor, a muscular blonde Adonis who had the rest of the group enthralled. He started the class and at first the movements were new and I stifled giggles as I thought of what we must look like to outsiders. Others were giggling too, obviously not used to the situation, and I felt myself relax further into the warm water.

Chaos ensued when the Adonis instructed us to move crab steps to the right. As I mentioned, I am the least coordinated person I know and as the rows of women moved towards the right I stepped to the left, which resulted in a crash of bodies and both myself and the other swimmer falling backwards into the water. The majority of the group continued to follow the instructions without spotting the crash, but those immediately around us burst into uncontrolled fits of hilarity. It was only as I stood and wiped the water from my eyes that I saw that the person I had crashed with was Lacey. We both beamed in recognition and exchanged a few words of conversation whilst attempting to join the rest of the group’s activity. I soon realized it was futile to try and regain my composure and I asked if she fancied sneaking off for a coffee. I was really pleased when she accepted and motioned towards the changing room. We waded as quietly as we could from the class and back to the changing room where I was glad to see the beautiful woman from earlier had finished changing and had gone. We agreed to change and meet in the café for coffee shortly and went our separate ways to our lockers. I grabbed my shower crème and shampoo with pure elation: a chance activity had brought me within the grasp of a woman I desired and I couldn’t believe my luck.

Being between classes, finding a shower cubicle was easy. It was only a small leisure centre with just four showers in the female changing rooms, two of which had “out of order” signs strung across them. I hung my towel on the hook and took my toiletries with me into the shower, pulling the curtain behind me. I stripped away my swimsuit and was delighted to find the water hot and plentiful. I had begun to wash my hair when I heard someone slip into the cubicle next to mine. I wondered if it was Lacey showering next to me and was imagining her rubbing soap into her soft skin when a wet swimsuit hit the floor and its straps appeared beneath the partition of our cubicle. I recognized it instantly as hers but this was confirmed for me a second later when I heard her swear loudly that her shower was freezing. I asked aloud if she was alright. Imagine my surprise when she stepped naked into my cubicle.

“Don’t mind if we share, do you?” she asked as her slippery breasts rubbed against my back in a fight to share the water. Pleasantly surprised yet totally shocked, I moved aside to share with her. The cubicle was small but our bodies melted in against each other in the enclosed space, rubbing together sensually. Lacey began to soap herself with a body puff and I wondered if I had read the signals wrong; she seemed to be just continuing her showering routine as normal and again I felt embarrassed that my excitement was obvious as my skin tightened and my nipples hardened with every pass of her breasts again mine. Lacey laughed when she spotted the blush I couldn’t hide on my cheeks and, without sharing another word, began to soap my breasts with her puff. I stood, motionless. We were at the leisure centre. I had no idea what to expect or how to react, but it was obvious that Lacey was more experienced and in control. I watched her continue to rub soap into my skin, her delicate hands making circles of bubbles around my prominent nipples with the puff as it caressed my skin. I looked at her and her mouth found mine, hungry, eager, desirous, her tongue dancing circles around my own.

The puff was forgotten and we kissed with abandon, our hands relishing the extra lubrication of the soap, gliding over each other’s skin, turning wanton groping into delicate strokes. The water continued to warm us and provide extra moisture as Lacey pressed her body closer against mine. I whimpered, unable to hide my pleasure, at which point she withdrew and placed her finger across my lips, urging me to be silent. Easier said than done: I was so turned on I thought I might scream aloud if I didn’t get some kind of satisfaction.

Her hands cupped the flowing water to wash the soap from my breast as her mouth found my neck, her tongue curving around inside as her teeth nibbled at my ear. I stroked her hips and sides as she worked her way down from my ears and neck to my breast. With expert fingers, she teased my skin, taut and sensitive, then she flicked the end of my bud with her tongue, hard, and then nipped it sharply with her teeth. I felt as though I had been pierced but as soon as the exquisite sensation started it was over. She looked up at me to gauge my reaction and repeated the bite. Sensation flooded my body and I shivered with anticipation of her next move.

I kissed the top of her head, eager to show her that I wanted her body as much as she wanted mine but Lacey looked at me, her eyes telling me that I had pleasured her at our last meeting and this was her show. I had to wait, mute and entirely submissive to her will.

Lacey’s mouth remained fixed on the task of stimulating my skin. Between delicate butterfly kisses and gentle nips, I remained entranced, oblivious to any noise that may suggest we were no longer alone in the shower block. Her fingers danced across my stomach, tickling the sensitive areas of my side before clutching firmly at my mound. I gasped and gripped her shoulders, begging for the attention her hands were offering. Lacey sensed the urgency of my need but was in no rush to offer satisfaction and gently caressed the inside of my thighs, making me wait longer, making me impatient, making me hungry!

I had to have release; my quim ached for her lips, her fingers, and if I didn’t have them shortly I was sure I would have no control over my actions. I squeezed her harder, my lips finding hers; I had to communicate my need. Lacey looked at me and held me for a few seconds before lowering her hand again to my mound and tenderly, so gently, sliding her finger between my lips to stroke my swollen, aching clitoris. Again I stifled a gasp as she gently worked her fingers around my begging bud. Electric tremors rippled through me as the sensation of my first orgasm grew deep within me. She sensed she was working me up into a frenzy and without hesitation fell to her knees before me, thrusting my foot onto her shoulder for easier access for her lusty tongue.

With deft fingers she parted my lips, her tongue immediately finding my swollen nub and, taking the gentle bean in her lips, she sucked hard, almost pulling me into orgasm too quickly. Before I could relish the sensation building within me, her fingers were teasing the entrance to my vagina, pinching and squeezing the skin on either side, moving within me and then back to the edge. Each thrust was pure ecstasy. I remained at her mercy, her tongue groping about in the darkness of my mound, first up and down, then around, and then back and forth, each move as sensational as the last, each pause for air, pure torment! I scratched at her wet skin on her back. I felt beyond reason; I had lost all sense of place, all sense of who and where I was. All that mattered was this feeling, this ache burning deep inside of me that was pure bliss and pure hell at the same time. I didn’t know what to do with myself, my head tossed frantically with each new sensation and my hands couldn’t find anywhere to grip or anything of Lacey to grasp until, ah, her hair, and her head! I had an ounce of control and I was reminded of that first meeting when she took my head in her hands and forced me to eat her until she lost control.

I wanted her fingers faster and harder – they were so slender that two wasn’t enough, my aching pussy wanted more – and I breathlessly begged her for more, to which she obliged. Without a break in movement, a third and then a fourth finger of Lacey’s delicate hand thrust deep inside me. I jolted but surrendered to the additional stretch and feeling of fullness. Her thrusting became harder as my orgasm grew and her lips had replaced her tongue, sucking greedily on my over-sensitive clit. My hands tangled in her hair as I tugged hard and pushed her impatiently into my mound. I was almost there, I could feel it building, taking over, and, without thinking, I moaned, deep, loud and echoing as my orgasm crashed over me, my own juices erupting powerfully from deep within me in a forceful spray that didn’t seem to end as I near enough collapsed, breathless and incoherent against her body.

Without faltering, Lacey guided me gently back to standing and held me close to her, stoking me whilst I was allowed to enjoy every sensation of my fading orgasm. Her lips met mine again, with less passion this time, and a pleased smile played at the corners of her mouth. We kissed for what seemed an eternity, the heat of lust building in me again as our hands wandered further than just each other’s backs. I felt sure that we were about to make love in the shower again when a gaggle of excited voices disturbed us and I was slapped back to reality.

Being closest to the curtain, Lacey was first to emerge, flushed and naked, into the shower block, not caring that her body was visible to the gathering crowd of successful swimmers who were beginning to collect their belongings, ready to change. I covered my nakedness, sure that the signs of what we had experienced in the shower cubicle were obvious on my face and on my body. A small, rotund woman wearing a lurid swimming cap gazed at me, a sneer of disgust on her face as she saw us both emerge from the same cubicle, and as I passed her I muttered that only one shower was functional. I quickly located my clothing and dried without looking up, convinced everyone could witness my shame, and yet at the same time I felt strong, proud and beyond redemption.

How could something so wonderful, so exhilarating and so natural be so wrong? Lacey was waiting for me in the café as planned. Two lattes steamed on the table as she waved and patted the seat next to hers. I joined her, still excited at the thought of our actions and hungry for more of her body, more of her touch. We drank our coffee and chatted about the mundane issues of everyday life – work, plans for the weeks ahead, possible summer holidays – and remembered to swap contact numbers so that we could meet again.

We drained our drink as it neared time for the centre to close and walked back to our cars without touching or saying a word about what had occurred. Reaching mine first, we chatted for so long that the leisure centre’s motion sensor lights went out. We were left in near darkness at the rear of the building and with great excitement we grasped for each other again, leaning onto the side of the car, our hands and mouths passionate and full of want for each other. Lost in each other’s kiss and aching for more, we were rudely disturbed by the security light coming back on, but to my surprise Lacey didn’t withdraw.

She looked at me as she remained pressed against me and asked if we could meet again the following week. I eagerly responded yes and giggled at the cloak-and-dagger nature of it all. Lacey suggested that we meet at the leisure centre then go back to my flat where we would be more at leisure to relax and explore. It sounded a magnificent suggestion, but having agreed that was the plan, Lacey looked forlorn. I pulled her in close, wondering if she had realized that our arrangement meant betraying her husband, and whispered that it was her decision and that I wouldn’t force her. She threw her head back and laughed the naughtiest laugh I had ever heard before taking my face in her hands and kissing me on the lips.

“The only issue I have, gorgeous, is how I convince my husband that I have been to aqua aerobics when I don’t reek of the pool!”


GOLDEN SHOWERS WITH THE LANDLORD’S DAUGHTER

Irene, Kelowna

For my second year at university, I moved out of residence dorms and into a townhouse near campus. The newspaper listing had said “basement apartment,” but that wasn’t entirely accurate, since my “apartment” didn’t have a bathroom in it. Really, I was renting a bedroom with a microwave. To use the bathroom, I had to climb two flights of stairs and share with my landlord’s daughter, Emma.

I never felt comfortable climbing upstairs in the middle of the night. Usually, I was up late studying or writing papers, and I hated the idea of disturbing the family. They were nice people. I didn’t want to bother them by turning on lights and flushing toilets at two in the morning.

One day, not long after I’d moved in, I was moving furniture around when I accidentally flipped up the carpet in my room. There was no subflooring. They’d put the broadloom down on bare concrete, and right near the corner there was a drain. A drain! It was a circle about three or four inches across, with a metal grate over it. Even after I’d covered it back up, I kept thinking about it.

Later that night, after two cups of tea and a bottle of water, I felt that heaviness in my pelvis. I needed to pee. The family had obviously gone to bed – there were no footsteps or TV sounds coming from upstairs – and that drain under the carpet was looking pretty appealing. What difference did it make if I peed in the floor? A drain was a drain, right? Those pipes all went to the same place.

So I lifted the carpet and pushed down my pyjama pants, kicking them across the room. All I had to do was squat. The drain was in the perfect position for me to press my back against the wall, so I knew I wouldn’t fall over. I spread my legs wide, staring down at the drain. I’d never had to aim my stream before. I didn’t know if I could pull it off. Hopefully I wouldn’t spritz all over the carpet.

It took a couple seconds before I could let loose. The feeling of peeing without being on a toilet was really strange at first, but kind of exhilarating. I felt kind of dirty, kind of naughty, like I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing. And I guess I was. I don’t think the family would appreciate it if they knew I was peeing on their floor.

The drain became my late-night secret place. Every day I looked forward to using it the same way I used to look forward to getting myself off with my vibrator or my fingers.

Sometimes after my stream died down, I would flick my clit, rub it around a little and bring myself to orgasm in no time. I have no idea what turned me on about crouching in the corner of my bedroom to pee, but my pussy was always super-wet by the time I’d finished. Often, if I fucked myself with my fingers, I could get myself to squirt even more liquid. It would spray all over my palm and drip down from my hand. I wondered if I was the only girl in the world who did things like this. I couldn’t imagine it was common.

One night I guess I was playing my music a little too loud, because as I crouched by the wall my door opened up. There was a lock, but I hardly ever used it. No one usually came down to the basement.

When I looked up, my landlord’s daughter, Emma, was standing in my doorway wearing nothing but a cotton nightgown. She was four years older than me and finished school, but she hadn’t found a job yet and still lived at home. If anyone in the family had to walk in on me, at least it was her.

Emma’s eyes flew open and her jaw dropped, then she turned away and I’m sure I saw her smile. She said she was sorry, she didn’t mean to interrupt anything, but my music had woken her up. Her long blonde hair fell in a straggly side-ponytail across her shoulder and down her chest. It drew my gaze to her nipples, which were hard and pink enough to see right through her white nightie. She caught me staring and crossed her arms over her chest.

I should have been ashamed that she’d walked in on me half naked, but I really wasn’t. That said, I would have pulled up my pyjama pants if I hadn’t kicked them across the room. Emma stepped into my room and closed the door, heading to my stereo while I stayed crouched against the wall. She turned down the volume, then shifted closer to me and kneeled over the drain in the floor.

It was like a dream. This pretty girl, this girl who slept two floors above me, pulled her nightie up just above her waist. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Emma’s pubic hair was thick and golden, totally natural. I loved the way those lovely hairs curled like ringlets on a doll’s porcelain head. She had the prettiest pussy I’d ever seen.

“Go,” she said, looking up at me with eyes like aquamarine jewels.

“Go?” I asked. She couldn’t possibly mean what I thought she meant. “Go as in . . . pee?”

Emma nodded solemnly, like this was a very serious matter to her. She said, “Go on me.”

My breath stuck like a fishbone in my throat. I didn’t think I could do it. As much as I wanted to, I was really nervous. It seemed too surreal and strange. And then Emma lifted her nightgown all the way up and held the hem under her chin. The moment I got a good look at her little naked breasts with their sweet pink buds, my legs turned to jelly.

I pressed my shoulders back against the wall and let go, spraying a concentrated stream into Emma’s pubic hair. It soaked her skin, running down her pussy lips and into the drain. I’d never seen anything so beautiful in all my life! The way my piss clung to her pretty blonde hairs like little drops of rain really put me over the top. I couldn’t ask for anything more.

When I was finished peeing, I asked if she had to go, although I wasn’t quite sure if I was hoping for a yes or a no. Sure, Emma looked amazing with droplets of my piss clinging to her pubic hair, but that didn’t necessarily mean I wanted to be peed on too. On the other hand, fair is fair. Tit for tat.

She said she didn’t have to pee, not at the moment, and she let her cotton nightie fall down to cover her nakedness. Her nightgown wasn’t long. It only went down to her thighs, and didn’t even reach her knees. Covered in my piss, she stood up and walked across the room. Then she was gone. Just like that.

I stayed in position, back against the wall, for a good long time. Maybe I did want to be peed on after all. Or maybe I just wanted her to hang around. Hard to say.

Eventually, I got up, put on my pyjama pants, and went back to work. There was always work to do. Always. So I immersed myself in my studies, trying to forget about everything that had happened. I couldn’t, of course. I missed Emma and I wanted her back.

It wasn’t uncommon that I fell asleep with my head on my desk, so it was a bolt from the blue when Emma tapped me on the shoulder. I shot up and gasped, because I wasn’t sure if I was dreaming or awake. She still had on that same white cotton nightie, and I really liked her in it. It was sexy without trying. She was the kind of girl who didn’t have to try. All she had to do was say something like, “I need to pee.”

I gulped, which made me feel really stupid, but she laughed and that put me at ease. I asked where she wanted to do it, which was a dumb question. She lifted up the corner of the carpet to expose the drain and she told me get ready. Little did she know I’d been ready since the moment she walked out that door!

This time, I stripped bare. I took off my pyjama pants and my T-shirt and tossed them across the room. The way she looked at me made me a little uneasy, not because of the sheer fiery lust in her eyes, but because of the fear that she might be judging me. My body wasn’t as lean and lithe as hers, and I wondered what she thought of my pubic hair. It was dark, almost black, and trimmed neatly but not quite shaved. I just hoped she liked it.

My turn to kneel. I took up the position Emma had held last time, and she in turn squatted against the wall. My nipples went hard in the cool night air, and I saw that she noticed. Mine were much darker than hers – not really pink, more of a cherry-brown. They pursed into sharp little pebbles until they were so staunchly erect they almost hurt.

She told me to touch them. “Squeeze your tits while I piss on you.” That’s what she said. I remember the exact words because they turned me on so much, I could have come right then and there.

Opening her legs, she lifted her nightgown and gave me a good look at her pussy as those pink lips splayed gently. Poetic people talk about pussy lips opening like flowers, and as much as I hate clichés, Emma’s really did look that way – soft, gorgeous petals parting so I could see the pinkest part of her. Her pussy was pretty small, but, man, was she ever wet. I could see the glisten of her juices as she held her lips open with two fingers.

“Squeeze your tits,” she said again, because I hadn’t done it yet. She was watching me intently as I took my nipples between my thumbs and forefingers. I pressed those desperate buds and a streak of pleasure shot through me, all the way down to my clit. It felt so good. I couldn’t get over it.

Emma asked if I was ready, and I said yes even though I was nervous as hell. She adjusted her position against the wall, and I wondered if maybe she was nervous too. Then she pulled her nightie up high enough that I could see her small, pale breasts, and she let out her flow.

At first, her pee just sort of dripped down on the concrete. She wasn’t putting enough power behind it. I told her to close her eyes, and when she did, her stream came out so strong it struck me square in the clit. I hissed at the hot liquid sensation, and Emma opened her eyes. She smiled when she saw how good it looked. Her golden piss pummelled my pussy. The liquid touched my skin right through my pubic hair, getting it all warm and wet. I watched her piss drip down from my lips to the drain, and the sight made me want to touch my throbbing clit.

So I did.

Emma’s piss was still falling on my pussy when I reached down and started stroking myself. She gasped and said, “Oh, God,” but her stream came out even stronger, striking my fingers as I rubbed off.

“It makes me so horny,” I told her. “Pissing turns me on so much.”

She said, “Me too,” and when she started teasing her own clit, I really believed her. She hadn’t quite finished pissing yet, and her golden liquid sprayed all over her thighs as she stroked herself in firm, fast circles.

I wanted to come and I told her so. I knew I would get there, probably faster than her, and I worked myself into a frenzy as Emma’s piss dripped down from my fingers. I worked my clit up and down while she went at hers in circles. Our pussies made the hottest squelching sounds I’d ever heard as we both put ourselves over the edge.

She was so beautiful when she came. I loved the way she arched her long neck and panted with her mouth open in a half smile, like it was some kind of divine joke. She banged her head against the wall, then laughed and said, “Owww,” and laughed some more. I laughed too, rolling back on the carpet where it was right-side-up. It wasn’t long before she followed me down.

Falling on top of my wet, naked body, Emma kissed me sweetly on the mouth. We’d just gotten off, and already I was craving more! My cunt was a pulpy, heavy mess of piss and pussy juice. I’d come so hard it almost hurt, and I didn’t think I could stand any more pleasure, but I also knew that I’d give my landlord’s daughter anything she wanted.

If she wanted me, I was hers.

Emma leaned away from me, and all at once I got scared that she would up and leave again. She didn’t. Weaving her long, lean legs through mine, she scissored me right there on the floor.

I gasped when she pressed her pussy flush to mine. We were both still wet with her piss, and that knowledge just about put me over the edge once again. She wiggled between my legs, trying to find the best position, and I shifted closer, jamming my throbbing clit against her.

When she threw her head back and hissed, I knew I’d caught her right on the sweet spot. We were perfectly connected, clit on clit. This was it. I watched her hands ride up her belly as she writhed against me, and I hoped and prayed she would grab her tits. Those sweet, pink buds were just begging for it.

I gave her the instruction. I told Emma to squeeze her nipples, and she did, without question. The moment she pressed on those gorgeous tits, she arched up off the floor, squealing and hollering. I was so jealous of her reaction that I followed suit, pressing my own nipples yet again.

The response was immediate, and so intense I couldn’t tamp down my arousal. I came again, smashing my wet pussy against Emma’s and screaming so loud she started shushing me, saying, “My parents will hear! We’ll get in trouble.”

She stayed with me that night, slept in my bed all wrapped up in my arms. I’d never experienced pleasures so intense. Emma was everything I could ask for: kinky, quirky, smart and too beautiful for words. After that first night of golden showers and screaming orgasms, I knew we’d be together forever.


I DARE YOU, GIRL!

Helen, Essex

Jac and I always loved practical jokes, from our very first schooldays together. Nobody was ever safe, but we only ever meant it in fun. A few took the hump, but stuff them.

I guess it was kind of natural that Jac and I would end up together. I knew I was lez from my early teens and she says she did too. It made us different at school, with a lot of girls cutting us dead, but some others were curious. Some wanted to get us back for the jokes we played on them by trying to split us up. Stuff them too. It usually backfired on them, anyway.

I remember one time there was this bitch called Amy in our class who thought she was God’s gift. She was very pretty, I know, but she really was a cow attitude-wise. She started coming on to me when Jac was off sick for a few days, thinking she would move in and Jac would freak out when she found out, but I texted Jac so she knew what was going on, so we decided to play the joke on her. Amy sent me a note in Geography to say to meet her after school in the gym, and her mates were giggling and nudging, so it was obvious something was up. I texted Jac and we set a trap.

After school I went to the gym and Amy was already there. She thought everyone fancied her (she was a right slag with the boys) and I guess she thought I would, too. I pretended to lock the gym door so nobody could walk in, even though I didn’t have a key. What Amy didn’t know is that Jac knew all about it and used her bike lock to lock the door handles together from outside. We figured Amy’s mates were supposed to turn up and catch us at it. We were right. Amy watched them come in and watched them go again when they realized they couldn’t get in. Me and Amy went to the back of the gym, where they store all the mats.

I asked her why she wanted to meet and she said she fancied me, just came out with it. I said I thought she was straight and she told this big lie about knowing she was lez inside and fooling around with boys to make her mates think she was straight. Like, yeah.

So I asked her what she was going to do about it and she asked me the same, so I just snogged her. She went all tense and kept looking out, expecting her mates, no doubt with phone cameras so they could catch us at it. With that in mind, I guess, she asked if she could see my tits, so I said she could if I could see hers. We both stripped off our school shirts and bras. She had nice tits, actually. She said I could touch them, and I thought, here’s a way to double the joke. She thought she was going to have pics of me posted on the internet, and the joke was there weren’t going to be any pics. But I got this idea that if I could show her how good lez sex can be, I could make her embarrassed about having lezzie feelings. I went to her and stroked her tits and her nipples. I think I’m good at that. So does Jac. And Amy’s all acting up and saying how great it’s feeling but I know it’s actually getting to her because she wasn’t acting anymore.

She’s, like, kissing me back when I snog her and I’m pushing her down on the mats and I’ve got my hand up her skirt and in her pants, copping a good feel. She’s blathering all over the place when in walks Jac with her phone. Jack shot off a load of pics before Amy realized she was there. Now the joke’s on Amy because we’ve got pics and she doesn’t. She was bloody mad, I tell you. We chucked her clothes in the shower and turned the water on so I guess she had to make up some excuse when she got home.

The next day Jac was back in school and Amy said she was going to do me at break. I mean, like, beat me up or something, but Jac just grinned at her and shook her iPhone to remind her we had the pics and not her, so she just never talked to us again. It suited us. A few weeks later she was up the duff and left school anyway. We laughed about it for ages and Jac teased me about finger fucking Amy.

When we left school we both went to the same uni and managed to get in the same room in Halls. A whole new bunch of people to play practical jokes on. A lot of lez wannabes, too, like it’s the fashion all of a sudden, and a load of blokes leering and nudging when two of them make arses of themselves by snogging in the Union Bar or something like that.

It was like paradise for us practical jokers, though. We’d set up truth or dare games and they’d always end up with everyone starkers and the wannabes having to do oral on each other or on us. We peed ourselves laughing at some of them, because they were just playing at it and all of a sudden they’ve got a real, live wet puss they’ve got to go down on for thirty seconds or something. You could tell them apart, too, when they had to go down on one of us because they’d be hopeless at it.

We’ve always played a lot of jokes on each other, too. Or dares, more like. One of the problems we’ve found with that, though, is that it only really works once. That doesn’t stop us, but it does mean we have to keep coming up with new ideas, and that means more extreme ideas. For example, Jac dared me to lie in the bath while she peed on me, then added to the dare by saying I’d not open my mouth for it, but I did. But making that a dare the other way round was a cop-out. Already done, old news. Not that we haven’t added a bit of that to our sex life, mind you – it works well when we’ve been out on the lash because it makes you braver and it waters down the pee.

Our dares moved on to doing things in public. Being in public meant going out without knickers and bras, then going out naked, then wanking in public. Then wanking each other in public and going down on each other in public. One idea springs off another. When I say public, we don’t do it where there’re loads of people, just in places where someone might find us. That’s part of the buzz. I guess the most freaked out thing we did like that was a 69 on the seat of a double-decker bus late one night. Someone came upstairs but we were at the front so we didn’t think they knew we were there and Jac dared me to carry on. What we didn’t know was that they could see us in the window reflection and they started taking their own pics. Then they had the nerve to say they thought we were disgusting when we got off the bus.

We did some BDSM stuff, too. She’d tie me up and I’d tie her up for dares. We had games about how long we could stay tied up for, and we both managed complete weekends. She played a good one on me by leaving me tied up behind the sofa and inviting a couple of mates in for drinks. They didn’t know I was there, so I had to be dead quiet in case they looked.

We went to Ibiza together last year. On the way over, though, we joined the mile-high club. I bet not many lesbians can claim that, but it’s so easy. For a straight couple they’d have to sneak in the toilet but, with us, all of a sudden Jac’s moaning as the stewardess goes by, saying she’s not feeling well. I asked her what was wrong and she just said to go with it. Anyway, this snotty trolley dolly said she’d get her some water but Jac says she wants to go to the toilets and can I help her there, so I do go along with it. Once we’re inside she’s all over me, snogging and getting her dress right off. (We both had summer dresses and not much else on because of the expected heat when we arrived.) She had me sit on the loo and she put one leg up over my shoulder so I could lick her. The dolly came back a few times to check she was OK and she starts making throwing up noises and I’m saying she’ll be OK while all the time I’ve got my tongue on her clit. Then it was my turn and she did the same for me, adding a few fingers for extra effect. We did get some odd looks when we came out, so maybe they guessed.

In Ibiza, the fact we were in a quiet bit helped. A few metres’ walk out of town along the coast and it was all but deserted. We went skinny dipping a lot and I had my first-ever underwater come. Oral, too – Jac would take a deep breath and dive under and lick till she had to breathe again. I tried it but couldn’t hold my breath long enough. Nights were best, though. The hotel had a stupid competition for Miss Panorama. We dared each other to enter it and, as you probably guessed by now, we never turn down a dare. There were maybe ten of us in the running, but it wasn’t just a glam thing – the DJ made us do all kinds of stupid games. The last one, we had five minutes to go up to our room and put on the sexiest outfit we had – just an excuse for the blokes to gawp, I guess. I had a nearly see-through black top and put it on with just a black thong bikini. Jac put on a baby-doll pyjama thing in cream. Then we had to dance round the audience and we were both, like, trying to outdo each other by being more daring. Jac kept flipping up the bottom of the baby-dolls until her tits kept showing underneath. Egged on by the DJ, I slipped off my thong until I was, to all eyes, dancing in a see-through dress with no knickers on.

The bloody annoying part was neither of us won. This other girl called Kelly won. She was an amazing dancer, though; I bet she’d done pole dancing. Afterwards we all lined up for photos in front of the crowd and this Kelly was touching me up under my skirt. Jac noticed and took her to one side, telling her she could join us in a threesome if she wanted, but to keep her hands off me until then. Cute, huh? Anyway, talking to people the day after, it turns out this Kelly is, like, fifteen. If she’s not preggo by the time she’s sixteen, she’s either sterile or she really is lez. She didn’t take Jac up on the offer of a threesome, by the way.

What else did we do? Oh, we did a 69 in a pedalo. Is that some kind of record? I was on top and I got really bad sunburn, so that kind of ruined the rest of the hols. We had to wait till we got back before we could start finding new ways to be bad.

It gradually got more and more daring. Recently, it’s got a bit out of hand. We were at a party and she dared me to snog a bloke. I don’t get off on men at all and neither does Jac, but it was only a snog so I did it. On my turn I dared her to show the same bloke her tits. She did it. Then I had to take off my knickers and give them to him, so I did. This bloke, Jay, like Jac but with a y, wasn’t scared of us. He was enjoying our game for what he got out of it.

Before we realized he was playing us at our own game, we got more and more extreme with our dares until we were playing with his cock. He dared us to go back to his room with him. I think he’s got loads of money because he had a fantastic apartment all to himself. Then the dares got very non-lez. Jac dared me to snog Jay. I dared her to touch his cock. She dared me to take it out. I dared her to rub it. She dared me to kiss it. I dared her to suck it. I nearly puked when I thought about it the next day.

We ended up in a three-way snog, with him getting off on Jac and me kissing each other. We got off on making a show, so we started making out, rubbing each other off with our fingers and stripping all our kit off. OK, we were well pissed but somehow he managed to convince us to get on his bed and 69 each other while he slowly wanked his cock.

We both knew where it was going and we didn’t want it, but we couldn’t stop it, somehow. It was Jac who dared me to let Jay fuck me and it was me who said only if she sucks him off afterwards. Ewww. Even writing about it makes me want to puke. But we did it. He got between my legs and rammed it in me and she took my mind off it by snogging me and doing my tits. She told me after that she was trying to work him up so he’d come quickly and she wouldn’t have to do her bit, but I’d still have insisted, no matter how revolting it was. Jay was up on us, though, because he held out. No way a man could make me come, anyways, but after a while she plucked up courage and he fucked her mouth till he shot his load. That was when she did puke, all over his expensive carpet.


THOSE WERE THE DAYS

Sally, Newcastle upon Tyne

Back in the days of ra-ra skirts and Rubik’s Cube, I was introduced to my first penis and, to be honest, I wasn’t impressed. My first boyfriend, Stuart Foster, or Fud as he was known to his friends, picked me up in his bright yellow Mini, which had a black and white chequered roof. He mentioned something about a “pork lance” and as we drove down towards the old cricket field, I thought he must have packed a picnic. Looking forward to a bottle of Tizer and a sausage roll, I got comfy and enjoyed the journey.

The sun had gone down as he pulled up in a passing place on a remote, leafy lane and he turned off the ignition. He licked his lips and leaned over and kissed me, grabbing my left breast. Fud was a lovely kisser, but it was only our second date and I felt like I was being mauled.

“Woah, tiger!” I objected and he pulled back with a reluctant apology. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”

“Slowly would be nice,” I replied, so he slowly unzipped his fly and this huge wanger popped out from the slit in his Y-fronts. “My God!” I exclaimed.

This was the first cock I had encountered and I didn’t know what to expect, but this certainly wasn’t it. My eyes must have said it all and he grinned and gently took my hand and placed it around the base of the shaft. I listened carefully to his directions of “firm but slow” and I touched a cock for the first time. Boy George played on the car tape deck and I remember wondering how the porn stars could take a monster like this to the back of their throat without gagging. Before I knew it, his breathing got faster and his legs went rigid and he groaned as the trouser snake spat venom in the direction of his bellybutton. I remember apologising for the mess, thinking perhaps I should have pointed it in the direction of the ashtray. But for me the experience was not an enjoyable one and I didn’t want to repeat it.

My best mate Lynne and I shared everything: clothes, thoughts and experiences. She was far more experienced than I was with boys and although she bragged about her sexual exploits, I knew that she had made it all up. Surely she couldn’t have enjoyed what I had just done? Where was the fun in that?

That night we lay on my bed, listening to Duran Duran, painting our nails as our hair toners took effect. “So, tell me all about it then,” she chirped. “Second date with lover boy. Come on, spill the beans.”

“Nothing to tell,” I pursed my lips and she knew there was a story coming. We giggled as I told the story of the previous evening. I exaggerated, of course, for the purpose of girly drama. Fud’s cock had now enlarged to the girth of a Matey bubble bath bottle. The come was wallpaper paste and he sang “How ‘Bout Us?” by Champaign softly in my ear as I did the deed.

We howled with laughter to the point of incontinence until I told her the truth. We agreed that the joy of sex was, sadly, over rated. We went downstairs for a drink and my mum cooked us a Vesta Curry. We watched a repeat of Dukes of Hazard before taking a hot drink up to bed. We regularly slept over at each other’s houses and were rarely apart.

My room was decorated with red heart wallpaper with matching curtains in alternate colours. On the walls were posters of Simon le Bon, Paul Young and Adam Ant. We brushed our hair, removed our make-up and climbed onto my single bed with the menagerie of cuddly animals stuffed down the side. Lynne picked up a bear and straddled me in her pink nylon nightie. She curled his arm around the back and up between his legs. I knew what was coming. In a deep voice she sang, “Some people are made for each other, some people can love one another for life, how ‘bout us . . . ?” while moving the bear’s arm back and forwards to simulate wanking. We were in fits of laughter again. The bear was thrown to the floor with the rest of the zoo and she flung herself back on the pillow next to me.

As tears of laughter rolled down my cheeks, I said, “I love you, Lynne.”

She looked at me and smiled. “One day when Simon and Nick realize we’re their biggest fans, we’ll have a joint wedding and live happily ever after in a mansion and have loads of cute kids and holiday in Mallorca twice a year.” She kissed me.

I felt a tingling sensation that I had never felt before. The kiss wasn’t a peck, or a “friend” type kiss, it was on the lips and it lingered. She looked me straight in the eye as she pulled away. At the time, I was thinking that I should feel like this when Fud kisses me, but this was a different feeling to what I felt with him. This was exciting, strange, sexy and new.

“I love you, too, honey, best friends for life,” and we slept soundly, dreaming not of our idols Duran Duran, but of each other.

The next night we were invited to a party at the local community centre. My neighbours’ son had been married and I had been invited along with my parents and a friend. We were allowed a can of cider each and we sat with my mum and dad and my little sister, who was thirteen, three years my junior and a pain in the arse. She followed me all over and I soon tired of her shadow, so Lynne and I opted to go back to my house to watch TV.

We called to the chippy on the way and ordered curry and chips to eat as we walked back. It was a lovely, warm night and as we strolled through the park, we noticed a couple having sex behind a tree. They didn’t see us and we crouched behind a bush to get a better view. They kissed like the Americans did on Dallas and he dropped to his knees and his head disappeared up her long gypsy skirt. The girl wrapped her hands around the back of her head and clasped the tree as her partner’s head rocked back and forth between her legs. Little squeaks of delight could be heard from them both, then the most overwhelming gasp from her as she came. Then he quickly stood up, unzipped his trousers and stuck his cock into her. We were quite close and I could see it wasn’t as big as Fud’s, but she seemed happy. A few shunts, then his little white arse tensed and he groaned and pulled out, zipping up his pants. I thought it was kind, the way he unhooked her knickers from around one of her ankles and held them while she put her other foot into the hole and then handed them to her to pull up. We waited in the bush until they left. Our chips were cold, so we left them in the bush. According to Lynne, foxes love curry and chips and we were doing our bit for nature by feeding the wildlife; it wasn’t littering.

When we got home, we went upstairs with a bottle of Lambrini that was left over from Christmas and put some music on the record player. We lay on our stomachs on the floor, hands under our chins, reading the weekly edition of Smash Hits magazine. We were sixteen, without a care in the world, had a rose-tinted view of life and wanted to explore every avenue. After a few drinks, Lynne put her arm around my waist from behind and began to stroke my back. Up and down and up to my hair, which she twisted through her fingers. I turned to face her and she kissed me. This time I knew it was for real. She kissed me passionately and slowly and she had her eyes shut. I didn’t want that kiss to end, it was so beautiful. She pulled herself up onto her knees and I did the same. She looked at me and smiled that infectious smile she had that meant mischief was afoot and jumped up to turn off the light. The room was dark, but not completely pitch black as the street light outside my bedroom shed a warm haze across the floor.

We sat on the edge of the bed as she kissed me again and slowly traced a line down my neck and round the outside of my breasts. Immediately my nipples stood to attention and she rolled them between thumb and forefinger through my lace blouse. What an amazing feeling that was and I yearned to feel her, touch her and make her feel the same. I felt for the top button of her blouse and it popped open easily, then the second, which was a little tricky but eventually popped open, too, allowing access to her bra, which was padded pink gingham. I reached my hand around the back, pulled out the blouse from the back of her jeans and traced a line up her backbone to find the clasp. With a flick it was free and I stroked her flesh on the way around to the front to find her pert little breasts. Mine were a lot bigger, but hers were evenly proportioned to her petite little body. The second I felt her breasts, I could feel a warm sensation between my legs. I wanted to be touched there and I knew Lynne would be the first to explore my pussy.

I pushed her back onto my bed and removed her blouse completely. Her skin glowed in the streetlight, pale and innocent. I straddled her so our pubic mounds were touching and I removed my own blouse and bra. There’s something about skin on skin that I still crave today and I couldn’t wait to feel my tits next to hers. Then, nipple to nipple, we lay on our sides and kissed again. Our breathing was faster and I didn’t want the night to end, but I was desperate to feel more of her flesh. She pushed me onto my back and her lips headed for my nipples. Her long, brown hair tickled my body and sent shivers up my spine. She kissed my breasts, sucked my nipples and I wriggled with ecstasy as she went further down my body and traced a slug-like line down my belly towards my waist.

Lynne was beautiful; her hair shone, her skin was pure white, her slight figure was innocent yet sexy and she smelt divine. I wanted to taste her. It seemed the natural thing to do and it felt so right. I lifted the bottom of her frilly skirt and tickled the inside of her thighs until I felt the silky pouch that covered her hairy mound. Lightly, I stroked the outside of her silky knickers, delving deeper between the slit, feeling for the moisture which had begun to seep through the fabric. I pulled her panties down from the top and slid my fingers between the crack. She was soaking wet, warm and inviting. I began to rub her clit, which stood high, begging to be touched. From there I slid my fingers through the canal and found her tight little hole. Keeping my thumb positioned on her erect clit, I slowly slid my fingers in and out of her hole as she wriggled with pleasure. She had to push my hand away as she was obviously approaching the point of no return and, like me, did not want the experience to end.

She pushed me onto my back and unbuttoned my trousers. I lifted my bum in the air as she pulled my trousers down around my ankles. I wished then that I had some sexy underwear instead of the Marks & Spencer cotton knickers my mum always bought me. It didn’t bother Lynne; she was more interested in what lay underneath. Her head headed south and the anticipation overwhelmed me. I could feel the blood rushing to my neck and straight to my cheeks. The tingling sensation escalated when her tongue touched my clit. She moaned as she tasted my juices and she licked gently, parting my lips with both thumbs to get a closer look. She was giving my pussy very close attention. My clit enjoyed her tongue as a finger slid down into my hole, and the sensation was out of this world. My back arched and I could feel the waves of ecstasy splashing over me like a warm shower. I panted faster as I screamed and came in her face. She licked the juices and came up for air, straight to my lips and smothered me in my own come. The taste was divine; my face was covered in my own love juice and I couldn’t wait to blend it with hers.

I pulled her cute little arse to the edge of the bed and parted her legs so the haze from the street light illuminated her glistening pussy. I parted the black pubes and kept them pushed back with my hands and, like a suckerfish, surrounded her clit with my lips. I flicked her clit faster and faster with my tongue. I was still throbbing with excitement myself and the taste of her was turning me on. I made a cone with my hand and found her soaking hole. Gently but rapidly, I rocked my wrist so the cone slid in and out of her pussy. It didn’t take her long to explode. The come squirted into my face and I licked my lips while she moaned in pleasure. I looked up and she was squeezing her tits together. I scooped up the soggy juices and dribbled some on her erect nipples, then I lay and watched her come down from whatever planet I had taken her to.

We slept peacefully again that night, not only best friends, but lovers.

Our lives have gone in different directions since the fabulous times of the eighties, but every now and again, we meet up for a girls’ weekend, just me and Lynne. Every time is like the first with this amazing woman. I will never give her up. We are now in our forties and both have great jobs, families and loving husbands who think their partners are amazing. Our carefree attitude back then has stayed with us and comes out every once in a while to be relived.


TRAINING TINA

Maria, London

She had a lot to learn when we first began our adventure together, but I didn’t mind providing her education. A mutual friend introduced us, and she caught my eye immediately, with her long, smooth legs, that shapely figure encased in a sleek grey dress, and a long neck topped by an elegant chignon of dark hair.

From the first moment I saw her, I wanted to have her kneeling before me.

I wanted to see her bound, black leather against pale skin, and I wanted to see those brown eyes widen in the curious apprehension of a pet unsure whether the next moment will bring pleasure or pain. I wanted to give her both, gift upon gift, until she wilted under my generosity.

I won’t bore you with the details of our seduction. It took some time to convince her, I admit, and in the beginning she was as flighty as a bird. The first time I bound her, wrapping her wrists tenderly in my favourite pair of thick, supple, black leather cuffs before I cinched the chain that connected them tight to the metal frame of my bed, lifting her smooth, pale arms high above her head, I could feel her pulse dancing beneath my fingers. Her eyes were glassy, and her small, pert breasts rose with each short, shallow breath. For a little while, I think she was truly afraid.

Oh, she learnt to trust me.

Over the course of the first few months, she learnt what I expect from her, and that she must respect the power I have over her. When she serves me, it is my pleasure that matters, not hers.

She learnt to find her satisfaction in giving me mine, in serving my needs and obeying my commands. She was tentative at first, as if she were a new lover learning what pleased an equal . . . but I soon put a stop to that.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I would ask her, jerking sharply on the delicate little chain I held, its other end secured to the black collar that so strikingly encircled her neck. “Get that clit in your mouth, bitch! Suck my pussy. I didn’t give you permission to stop!”

Mmm – oh, yes, she learnt. She learnt to kneel there, hands bound behind her back while I rode her face, my shaven cunt – the cunt she’d shaved for me, with brush, lather and razor – spread across her face like an open-mouthed kiss, my bare pussy lips engulfing her mouth, my juices drowning her as I smothered her, never stopping until I’d come sufficiently, and decided she was permitted to breathe.

She learnt that, if she behaved, I would reward her. She knows, if she earns it, I will give her more than anyone else possibly could. In fact, it gives me a great deal of pleasure to see her tied while I tease her. Perhaps I will use interesting toys, or sometimes just a blindfold and a few well-selected props, or even simply my hands. I will dignify her with my touch until every inch of skin is burning with anticipation, and then I will fuck her until she screams, perhaps sobs, and begs for mercy. I will reward her with as much pleasure as she can stand . . . and then just a little bit more.

All this my pet learnt when we began our journey, and yet it is a journey that is so very far from over.

It was her birthday last week. We both received gifts. Of course, she had to earn hers, and I left her specific instructions on how to do it. If she followed them correctly, I told her, she would be well rewarded. If not . . . I would be very displeased.

When I returned home from work, I saw immediately that she had let herself in with her key. The kitchen had been cleaned, the laundry folded and put away. My outdoor shoes were positioned neatly by the front door, their laces tucked carefully inside, and beside them stood the black patent leather ankle boots I had chosen for her to wear. I always have her remove them in the house, and it pleased me to notice how spotlessly clean they were.

Upstairs, I found her kneeling at the foot of my bed in the silky black slip that I had bought for her. I don’t like to see her in a harness unless I have been the one to put her there.

“Good afternoon, pet,” I said, sliding my jacket off and dropping it to the floor.

“Good afternoon, Mistress,” she replied, and her voice sent a flutter of temptation through my pussy. I already knew how much fun I planned to have with her.

I nodded curtly. “You may tidy up my things while I take a shower.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I kicked off my shoes and unzipped my skirt as I moved to the bathroom she had cleaned. I knew her gaze followed me – it always did, often whether I had permitted it or not. Such a bad girl.

When the stresses of my long day were scrubbed away, the hot water transforming me back to myself, I wrapped a towelling robe around my damp body and returned to the bedroom, noting all that she had done in my absence. My clothes were hung and tidy, and in the middle of the floor stood the plastic crate that contained our favourite toys. She stood beside the box, her head bowed and her hands clasped before her. She had her black stockings on, and I motioned her forwards, having her turn so I could inspect the view, and see whether she had laddered them. Truly, it was a little disappointing not to find anything to chastise her for, but she can be very careful when she tries.

“Good,” I said, removing the clip from her hair and allowing it to cascade down her pretty neck so that I could curl my fist into it and push her head forwards, bending her over before me.

I flipped up the hem of her slip, surveying the pale globes of her cheeks, and squeezed my lower lip between my teeth, wondering precisely where I should begin. After all, there are so many different ways to tease a pet that truly wants to please.

“Strip,” I commanded, letting her go. “Then lie down. I am going to bind you and blindfold you. Then we will play a game. It’s your birthday, isn’t it? That’s what people do on birthdays. If you abide by my rules, you will receive your gift. If not, you will be punished. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she breathed.

The room was warm, but her large, thick nipples were already hardening. She obeyed, and I selected two pairs of cuffs and a nice, solid, velvet blindfold from the toy box. She was pliant as I bound her, aware of how I wanted her. She took peace from it, I think, and gave a small, appreciative sigh as the cuffs snapped into place. I took one long look at her face before I slid the blindfold on, and she gazed up at me, her expression completely tranquil and full of obedient affection. I let my fingers trail her cheek, my thumb pressing against her soft lips for a brief moment.

Of our most-used toys, I selected a small suede flogger and my favourite riding crop, along with a small yet powerful bullet vibrator, and a nice, thick dildo. She squirmed as I flicked the bullet on, testing its speed and strength. The hum of its motor seemed loud in the quiet room. I moved slowly to the bed, still in my white robe. One doesn’t need a host of complicated clothes to be in charge, after all. The vibe was still buzzing as I reached down and traced it gently across the sole of her foot. She jerked, giving a small moan of surprise, and I smiled, immediately shutting the toy off.

I took the crop in my other hand and trailed it up her long, smooth, pale legs, imagining the pretty, pretty welts I could leave on her . . . like I had, so many times before.

“Here are the rules,” I said, patting the leather tip of the crop softly and swiftly against her flesh; not hard enough to sting or leave marks, not yet, but just enough to sensitize her skin. “I am going to have some fun. You might enjoy it, but you will not come. You will not come,” I repeated, an order now, as I slapped the crop down on her soft, white thigh, causing her to flinch and suppress a moan. “You will hold it back. You can hold it back, pet. You are strong . . . and you will do as I say. If you prove me wrong, I will be displeased. Do you understand?”

Her nipples had peaked pleasingly beneath my gaze, and I lifted the crop to caress them, its dark leather tip tracing the hard pink nubs.

“Yes, Mistress,” she breathed.

“Good.”

I patted at her thighs with the crop, making her open them, spreading her neat, well-groomed pussy for me. I could see how wet she was already becoming. Her folds glistened, and I wondered whether she had been anticipating this as she trudged through her dreary work day. None of her co-workers know about me. None of them know she likes to spend her time being broken to my will, giving me her body and her obedience purely for the pleasure of being owned.

“You have a pretty pussy, pet,” I told her, as I ran the crop’s flat tip ever so gently along her slit. She shuddered, and I slapped lightly at her labia in response. “Ah-ah . . . no coming, remember.”

“Yes, Mistress,” she murmured, her voice already full with desire.

I used the flogger on her first, beginning with gentle, teasing strokes that whispered across her skin, preparing it to receive the searing kiss of harder strikes, each one connecting with a satisfying tick against stomach, breasts or thighs.

“You know why I have to do this, don’t you?” I said, keeping my tone measured and my voice hard as her skin reddened, my own cunt warming in response.

She gasped out another “Yes, Mistress”, and we painted together that beautiful verbal scene that I had spent so long instructing her in. She hadn’t fully understood it when we first met. She knew what she craved – what she was curious about, what inflamed her desire – but she didn’t know why. She didn’t know how badly she needed it, how deep that need was within her, or that I could fulfil it so thoroughly.

I told her again then, as I struck her, whirling the flogger so that it smacked her spread pussy over and over, tiny tails of suede flicking cruelly at her wet opening. You need it, don’t you? Need to be punished, need my pain . . . need to be mine. Words are powerful things, and her thighs began to quiver as she strained at the cuffs, making the chains clink against my metal bedframe. Of course, I admonished her at once, with a sharp “No!” and a series of harder blows across her torso with the crop. Four red stripes soon adorned her ribs, framing her breasts and her smooth, shapely tummy.

“Don’t you dare,” I growled, letting my robe fall to the floor as I clambered up onto the bed. “Don’t you dare disobey me. I should punish you for almost fucking up like that, bitch!”

I knelt over her head and smothered her with my pussy, leaning back far enough to put my hand around her throat as she groaned and choked, yet her whole mouth still suckled desperately at me, trying to serve me. I ground against her, taking her to the edge of her limits before I pushed up, letting her breathe – but never letting her quite catch her breath – and then sinking back down, sitting on her face with as much weight as she could take.

Finally, I came hard, all but drowning her in my juices, and I almost thought I’d taken her too close. Her pussy was sopping, her thighs wet and constantly opening and closing as she struggled, caught between the need to get off and the desire to obey my command.

I called her a slut, a bad little bitch, and knelt across her while I fucked her with the thick end of the riding crop, its braided leather stained with her wetness. Her hips bucked as she squirmed, groaning and keening, but knowing better than to ask me permission for something I’d denied.

“Hold it back,” I demanded, as I withdrew the crop, unable to resist bringing it to my lips, and sucking it clean of her delicious juices before I tossed it aside.

She whimpered, but she obeyed me. We had spent months working on that, and her control was becoming exceptional.

With her pussy wide and begging, it was easy to slip the dildo in, although she squealed as it nestled inside her; she was stretched to the limit by the heavy toy. I wanted her to feel its weight. I worked the cock slowly, my voice a constant reminder that, if she dared lose control, I would make her suffer. Her pale, slender body was almost entirely suffused with a rosy hue, the dark flush of sex and sweat sheening her throat, cheeks and chest, and the marks of the crop and flogger still evident on her skin. I think a few tears leaked from beneath the blindfold as I added the stimulation of the bullet vibrator to her clit.

Her legs kicked, she shuddered and jerked, and desperate gasps panted between her lips. I knew she wanted to beg me for permission, and yet she didn’t say a word. I was so proud of her, and my body thrummed in response. Her pleasure was mine, like all of her.

I was close to the edge when I pulled the vibrator away, pressing it to my own clit as I rammed the dildo inside her one last time, barking the order that she was to come . . . to come for me.

She did. She bellowed, wracked with violent judders as she rode the fierce wave of bliss I demanded. I came with her, panting as I pulled the dildo out and slapped her pussy and – for the first time in our play sessions – she squirted, her perfumed juices spraying over the sheets as she screamed in an agony of delight. I kept her coming and coming until she sobbed, exhausted.

Once she calmed, I unbound her and removed the blindfold. I kissed her and decided we could spend a little quiet time together before I flogged her for making such a beautiful mess. She lay still, quivering lightly against me, and we did not speak.

My secret is a silent one, anyway. You see, I have trained her. I own her completely . . . but she exerts far more control over me than she knows. There is no one else to whom I could ever give this much attention, and no one else I would ever wish to keep as close to me as I do her.

I love you, my pet.


A SLICE OF LIFE

Veronica, Christchurch

My name is Veronica and I’m married to David. Our sex life is good, a little predicable but I’m not moaning because good is good. We have a wonderful grown-up son, Peter.

So there is no excuse.

I’d never been attracted to a woman before the day I met Kate. I can’t put a name to the effect she had on me – speed attraction or involuntary fantasy?

She had a curtain of blonde hair, beautiful lips and the palest blue-green eyes with a look sparkling in them which said, frankly, openly, that, “yes, Veronica, the attraction is mutual”.

The naughty smile on her lips might as well have been begging me to kiss them. In my involuntary fantasy, I did. Sweeping her hair aside, I kissed her lips, and kissed with an urgent desire that shocked me and seemed to please her, in my dreams. She yielded into my kiss, making a little breathless cry which slowed me down enough so that I could feel her lips, and this woke me up.

Back in reality, there I was politely offering my hand, enthralled by the beauty in her eyes yet saying in a voice befitting a future mother-in-law, “Kate, I’m so pleased to meet you. Peter has told me so much about you.”

The touch of her hand made me feel giddy. Kate noticed but neither Peter nor David did. For the rest of the evening, it was a classic son-brings-girlfriend-home-and-announces-their-engagement dinner party.

The odd thing was my attraction to Kate was so surreal and unexpected that it was quite easy to keep hidden.

Peter, my darling Peter, was so in love with her, as she clearly and unmistakeably was with him.

David took to the role of future father-in-law with grace and charm and the evening went well.

I fantasized that what I saw in Kate’s eyes wasn’t mere flirtation but recognition. The thought was as delicious as it was dangerous.

But dreams are safe, aren’t they?

That night I dreamt the fantasy kiss all over again but in greater detail and at a much slower speed.

The giddying touch of her hand was now between my legs, she had a finger inside me, moving gently in and out with a hypnotic rhythm and her thumb was torturing my clitoris with savage gentleness. And all the while my pleasure sky was the exact colour of her eyes.

It wasn’t an alarm clock or a nightmare that woke me but the incredibly beautiful dream climax. I sat up wide eyed in the dark, my finger still inside and David sleeping next to me, his breathing both alarming and calming. I reached for a tissue, my cheeks burning red.

It was the first time I’d pleasured myself since marriage – or so the ceiling told me – my thoughts running across it like the “breaking news” bar on the telly.

I drifted back into a beautiful landscape dream. The clouds were angry. Sod the clouds. The beach was warm and soft and the incoming sea wriggling through my toes was the colour of her eyes.

Next morning I awoke and guiltily shed the last of my night dreams. It was obvious what I had to do next – nothing, absolutely nothing.

Call it denial, call it common sense or whatever, but I made sure Kate and I were never alone. If I was with David or she was with Peter, that was great – I encouraged meetings like that because, well, I did want to see her for all the right reasons as well as all the wrong ones. But I managed to dodge suggestions that we meet for coffee or spend the morning shopping together, always having an excuse ready. I did that for Peter. To spend the morning shopping alone with his Kate would have been selfish and I couldn’t trust myself.

With every phone call the sound of her disappointment hurt me, too. But I was being “strong” and the sharpness of the pain proved it.

To Peter, I always gave her the highest possible praise. It was genuine.

The next time I touched her was at the wedding photo-call.

We were standing side by side, laughing at the photographer’s jokes along with all the others. Her fingers caressed back and forth across the underside of my forearm. The depth of pleasure from that touch made me afraid it would show in the photo – but in the album we just looked wedding-photo happy.

Denial is fine – for a while. In my case, after denial came delusion. I tried to “delude” myself that I just had a “crush” on her and that the pleasure from her touch had been magnified and exaggerated because of it.

But, after the wedding, I couldn’t make that work any longer.

What was denial achieving? We were drifting towards Peter and Kate’s next “big event”, the first wedding anniversary, and in the next blink she’d be pregnant and I’d still be keeping her at arm’s length when all I wanted was to be involved with all of that and her life – as a mother-in-law and a friend.

So, confrontation was the logical next step. We had to talk this through and agree to put this schoolgirl stuff aside.

The next time she phoned, words obviously rehearsed, she said, “Veronica, can you help me? I really need your advice on a top. Please can we get together sometime? I know how busy you are but it wouldn’t take long, promise.”

The silence on a phone between two people is unlike any other. I was “tough”, holding my breath outside of the silence, but eventually said, with all the calm I could muster, “Yes, of course, Kate. Let’s meet at the Jackanory for coffee.”

By the time we met I’d already talked out in my head every side of any possible conversation we night have.

We faced each across the table. She was wearing a burnt orange top which left her arms bare. The colour seemed harsh against the fairness of her hair. “What sort of top are you looking for?” I asked. “Is it for a special occasion?”

“Very special,” she said. Her smile was naughty but even so, when she covered my hand with hers, I was surprised. “You are the occasion, Veronica. How else was I going to get to talk to you – alone?”

Instinctively, I withdrew my hand then wished I hadn’t and although she continued to smile, the moment was chilled and we just looked at each other.

Confirmation: so, it hadn’t been my imagination. The attraction was two way.

I wanted to touch her bare arms. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted her to touch me. I wanted to be as free of inhibitions as she seemed to be. The want made me ache.

We moved on to the mall, the “chill” forgotten. It was so good shopping with her, not least because I rediscovered how to be silly.

We were supposed to be hunting for something that would match her eyes – this, I knew from the start, was going to be impossible because it seemed as if, all my life, I’d been trying to find something to wear that was the colour of those eyes.

She disappeared into one designer section and I into another. I heard the word “perfect” and looked up to see a zebra concoction held up close to her eyes.

So silly! I remember giggling, something I hadn’t done in years.

When we emerged from the jungle of rails, Kate was empty handed but I had one discovery which I held behind my back.

“You found something!”

I revealed what looked like a simple black top.

Her response was honest. “Oh well, might as well try something on.”

When she emerged from the dressing room she looked as pleased as I was. Black was perfect for her anyway. The material subtly flattered her shape but the discreet beaded threads outlining the scallop neck almost did justice to her eyes in the glint of light.

“Yes!” We said it together as she came towards me. I put my hands on her bare skin and held her at arm’s length as if to inspect the top. My thumbs caressed her involuntarily and in her eyes I saw the “kiss moment” come and go.

“Beautiful,” I murmured and let go of her.

“Thanks to you.” She went back to the changing room.

I took a deep breath in her absence; I needed it to collect myself together. Was this my best shot at confrontation? Where was Veronica the “perfect” hostess and home maker? The sexy wife who’d kept David interested for years? Where was Peter’s Mum, Peter’s friend, advisor and confidant? Where was Kate’s mother-in-law, for heaven’s sake?

Kate reappeared from the changing room with the top on a hanger and I realized I was still standing in exactly the same spot as when she’d left. Her eyes smiled. “I’ll just go and pay,” she said, adding, “and then can we do lunch? Please say you have time?”

One moment I was telling myself I still had to confront her and the next I was saying out loud, “I’m supposed to be making bread this afternoon. We could go home if you like and eat there – there’s plenty in the fridge – and a lovely white wine. But, Kate, we do have to talk . . .”

The thrill in her eyes touched me in an inappropriate place. I felt lost.

But, once back home in my own kitchen, I became Kate’s mother-in-law again – and I still had a chance. I felt safe. We’d had our giggly morning – now it was time to get serious.

The thing about inhibitions is, they sometimes allow you a glimpse of freedom but, being elastic, spring back into every new situation as if nothing has happened.

We sat down to eat Caesar salad and sipped a very special Chardonnay which had somehow found its way into the fridge even before I left to go shopping.

My voice clear, calm and totally mother-in-law, I asked her, “How are you getting on with Peter?”

“Superb. He’s so lovely, a credit to you. How are you getting along with David?”

The impudence of the question was like a battering ram at the gates of my defences. They survived, just. “We’re very happy.”

The business of eating took over but not before a look in her eyes caressed my lips.

I asked, “Any sign of children yet?”

She grinned. “Nope, just finished my period actually, so that rules pregnancy out.”

“I meant . . .”

Silence between us and a look. How can a look say so much in so little time? How can so much be read in so little time? Fast enough to make a smart phone look stupid.

She reached across the table and covered my hand with hers, adding sparkle to the Chardonnay in my veins, but I pulled it away, again, and stood up, saying, “We really do need to talk, Kate. Fruit and ice cream for sweet or cheese and biscuits?”

“Not much to say about cheese and biscuits is there? Fruit might be interesting though . . .”

“I meant . . .”

“Coffee, please.”

The mischief in her eyes attacked. I wanted her touch. I wanted her lips. But again my defences survived. “Good. I’ll make coffee then we’ll talk and then I’ve got bread to make.”

The immaturity of her attempted indifferent shrug was endearing.

“Yeah, right,” she said. “I’ll go check out my shopping while the coffee’s on the go.” She stood and went off into the lounge with the faintest hint of a flounce.

I took a long breath, cleared away, started the coffee and assembled the ingredients, ready for the bread-making.

I heard the rustling of her shopping bag in the lounge. The “free” version of “me” demanded I go in there and be with her but “inhibited-me” physically held me back.

Manically, I started the dough for the bread. I didn’t have to make bread, it was just an excuse. I watched my hands work the dough. Then, in the reflection of the oven door, I saw Kate in the doorway behind me. The rhythm of the kneading halted as I saw she was wearing the new top and little else. I tried to pick up the rhythm again as if I hadn’t noticed.

She stood behind me, slipped her arms through mine and took my hands from the dough so she could slide hers beneath. I interlaced our fingers and the rhythm resumed.

The hardness of her nipples touched me through my clothes and that wonderfully definite rhythm was pressing me against the kitchen worktop and turning me on. It was so gorgeously inappropriate, I started to cry, tears joining the dough.

My head dipped in anguish, hands pressing hers deep into the dough and keeping them there. “I’m trying so hard to prevent this, Kate. This cannot happen.”

“Can’t it?” She wriggled her hands free and turned me round to face her. “I think it’s inevitable, Veronica – why fight it?” She smiled a kiss-me smile. “This dough – does it go in the oven now?”

“Not yet. It needs time in a covered bowl to let the yeast work.”

“How long does that take?”

“About half an hour,” I said, adding in my best mother-in-law tone, “time enough to talk over coffee.”

“I’ll pour,” she said, padding off barefoot to the percolator.

I set the ladybird timer for the bread as I watched her walk away. The top almost covered her bottom. I watched her, still trying to gear up for an argument, but she was so relaxed in everything she was doing and, secretly, all I wanted was for us to be in a protective bubble and within that space . . . I wanted to close my eyes and just feel . . .

“OK,” she said clattering the cups on the breakfast bar between us. “Now we talk, but here’s the deal – I go first. I think I already know what you’re going say. But here’s my take on it. You want me; I want you and from where I’m sitting it’s your duty, for the good of the family, to let this happen.”

I emerged, protesting, from the labyrinth of her eyes and her words. “Kate, that is nonsense.”

She shrugged. “I love Peter. You love David. We love them and we can love each other. You’re my missing jigsaw piece, Veronica. I am so lucky. I glimpse it in you and feel it deep in me.”

She was exactly right. It felt like she was my missing piece, too. The word “recognition” formed in my head, over and over again. The bubble completed itself around us.

She persisted. “Honest question – honest answer needed. What do you want to do right now?”

Inhibitions will do everything possible to stop you getting to this moment and the reason for that is simple – inhibitions melt only in the intense heat of moments like this.

“Kiss you.”

Her eyes told me she wanted to kiss, too, but she reached her hand over the breakfast bar and covered mine, and her warmth relaxed me.

“But what if,” she said, “I argued against us kissing, saying – no, this can’t happen, because the coffee will get cold, the bread has to be made?”

“Kate, please kiss me.”

“If you take your top off, I will.”

I laughed, embarrassed, as she came round the breakfast bar to “help” me.

In the luxurious linger of the kiss, I felt my bra being undone and for the first time in my life it felt not just sexy but erotic to be undressed by someone else.

She coaxed my skirt and pants down over my hips, took my hand and made me step out of the puddle of my clothes.

I took her top off.

Naked, her eyes shone, confident in her own beauty and in my desire for her. She led me to the lounge. By the sofa, hands resting on her arms, I kissed her.

She touched between my legs and I welcomed her. The more I cried out in pleasure, the harder she kissed me and the more she explored me.

We subsided onto the sofa, content in the ebb and flow of the kiss, her finger inside me and mine, shyly, instinctively inside her. When the kiss eventually allowed us to speak, she was the first to find words, whispered and close. “Don’t be afraid.”

She moved inside me just ever so slightly and pressed her palm, making me wriggle back hard, wanting more.

But I gazed into her eyes and asked the one question stopping me from letting go, “Why me, Kate? This is so dangerous. I could be your mother!”

“Veronica, you couldn’t be my mother if you went on a three-month intensive course! I am just the luckiest woman in the world. I’m married to your son. We plan to give you the world’s greatest grandchildren. And you and I can guide this family, this future dynasty between us. And, by the way, I have never been attracted to a woman before you. You are so beautiful, not just because of your elegance and your style but because of that look in your eyes. I can feel that look.”

The last of my resistance crumbled.

We kissed again in the timeless luxury of new love, locked together.

When the timer went off in the kitchen it felt as if it was vibrating inside us as we broke apart, giggling in surprise.

But then it got serious. She fixed her gaze on me. I already knew what I thought should happen next and for once in my life I did it without hesitation. I put my finger in my mouth and tasted her and she put her finger in her mouth and tasted me. It was a solemn pact.

She whispered, “That stupid ladybird thing was telling us what?”

“It was telling us the dough should be ready now.”

We padded naked into my kitchen and washed our hands. I removed the cover.

Kate gasped. “It’s doubled in size! So can we put it in the oven now and go to bed?”

I kissed a little patience into her and said, “No. We have to smack all the air out of it.”

She looked puzzled.

I set about the dough – and my inhibitions – as if they were one and the same. Punching, thumping and slapping the air out of it with a rage that shocked me, and it felt right, absolutely right to be doing it in the nude.

When I’d finished I could see by the rise and fall of Kate’s breasts that she was excited and almost as breathless as I was. She bent over, put her hands on her knees and looked back over her shoulder at me. “Smack me.”

I hesitated.

“Go on, smack me”

I slapped her bottom.

“Not like that – do it like you smacked that dough. Go on. I’ve been naughty so smack me! And I’ll tell you now, Veronica, I’m going to be a lot naughtier too, so you might as well get ahead of the game. Do it now!”

The sight of her perfectly shaped bottom overcame my inhibitions as I spanked her. Her throaty, sexy responses spurred me on.

Suddenly she’d had enough and stood up, rubbing her bottom.

I turned her round to face me, saying, “I’d like to do that.” My hands caressed the hotness of her cheeks as I kissed her, searching for a gentleness that might somehow convey my happiness, my thanks for this unexpected private love.

At last she said, “You are just the best kisser of all time, Veronica, and you slap a mean smack.”

We laughed and I felt like a girl again, such an impossible feeling. One minute I’m shy to be holding hands and the next . . .

“I think I know just how that feels.” she said, eyeing the dough. “What next?”

“Next we wash our hands again, because this is a kitchen, Kate, not a playground.” I tried to sound stern but the mischief in her smile made me laugh.

“Yes, Miss.”

We washed each other’s hands at the sink. It was the strangest feeling but I didn’t feel at all guilty to be naked; my feelings had been stripped bare and the desire to touch and be touched roared in the background no less fiercely than the oven. I dried her hands with care and felt that there was time and room for everything, everything. I was even wondering what it might be like to have my bottom smacked.

We went back to the dough, my feet almost getting tangled up in my skirt and pants on the floor. I kicked them aside and started to divide the dough with Kate watching, a willing pupil.

“Now we have to prove the yeast.”

“Innocent?” she interrupted, stroking the small of my back. “It’s totally innocent, I reckon.”

I was giggling like I used to in school, but the stroke of her fingers over my skin as I worked was utterly intoxicating. How did she know to touch me just there exactly like that when I’d been yearning for David to do this for years but had been too shy to even suggest it? No, to be fair, I’d suggested it but he turned it into a full back massage – delightful and sensual but disconnected from what I’d actually wanted.

Connected to her touch, my voice sounded almost underwater and wobbly as I said, “We divide the dough between these two tins.”

Her fingertips tortured me and with each caress it felt as if she was also stroking my nipples as they tingled in expectation of the next stroke.

I coughed just to be sure I’d be able to speak and said with remarkable clarity, “I need two polythene bags, Kate. You’ll find them in the drawer over there, and could you bring the olive oil with the black and gold label, please? You’ll find it in the cupboard two along from the fridge.”

“Yes, Miss.”

I watched her walk over to the cupboard, her bottom blushing and my only regret was that the stroking of her fingers had stopped.

As she returned, her nipples fascinated me. They looked as touch-me full and as achy as mine.

I tried to pretend that the bread-making still mattered but realized in that very same moment that it did.

“What makes it extra virgin?”

I concentrated on my hands as they slid the bread tins inside each oiled bag and sealed them. “I think it means the first press.”

I turned and saw her oiled finger moving over her lips as if applying lipstick and then, dream-like, her lips were sliding over my nipples, first one, then the other. Her hands pressed my breasts together and that dull, yearning ache fizzed into a brilliant starburst of pleasure.

“Lovely tasting virgin,” she whispered.

It occurred to me the last time I felt this dizzy I probably was a virgin.

Shaking, I heard myself say, “Let’s go to bed.”

She stopped kissing me.

I set the timer and led her upstairs to the tiny, single-bed guest room.

Kate closed the door behind us and from then on took the lead in every possible way.

I have to tell you that what happened next astonished me. She dominated and I was overwhelmed. Her kisses were hard and ravishing, she had her arm round my shoulders, pulling me close as her finger played havoc with my clitoris – nothing subtle or slow or even painful – just this headlong rush of irresistible fluorescent pleasure scorching through me. The intensity of her strength and her speed shocked gasps out of me. It was like nothing else I’d ever experienced.

David is wonderful, I have to say. But with him it’s like a symphony building. With Kate, that time, it was more a brilliant, brilliant thirty-second advert on the telly. I’m gasping, helpless, breathless, wanting her to slow down, knowing this can’t last, wanting it to last but unable to make it l-a-s-t!

The bomb went off and there was nothing else but a firework display with every colour you can think of being chucked out of the sky in bouquets. Her kiss softened gradually as if in synch with the falling and my shimmering feelings.

I was so sensitized, I actually wanted rid of her finger, which, though motionless, still pressed hard.

As her kiss softened I became unexpectedly aware that the pressure on my clitoris was relenting too and in its wake I realized it wasn’t over. The colours were falling slower than any firework and I was falling in a pleasure dilemma. If she rubbed me again it would be agony, whilst the continuing retreat of her pressure was so exquisite.

When it came, it felt like nothing else – and I knew, or thought I knew, what was coming. At the very last moment, her feather-touch finger detonated my clitoris all over again.

I jackknifed, knees drawn up to my chest as the unashamed ring of ecstasy shouted triumphantly through the house. I sobbed with pleasure, wanting her to kiss me, but instead, with a quick, rough movement, her finger plunged into my vagina, making me gasp and want her still deeper. She kept my legs from straightening, pushed them harder up against my chest and pressed deeper. I was struck dumb. Wide-eyed but seeing nothing, impaled on the tip of a moment . . . timeless stillness . . . I was aware of her breathing, her relentless strength and the wonderful smell of her . . .

My sky deepened and darkened into touch-paper blue. Screaming white lines scribbled all over it, graphing the fury of an earthquake. The depth of the climax, coming from an unknown place somewhere inside me, thundered into my core.

Utterly exposed in the white light of pleasure, I remember her finger withdrawing and hearing a woman crying and being shocked to discover that it was me.

Kate cuddled and whispered, stroking the small of my back, now stretched so tight by the foetal position. She let me go, allowing my legs to stretch out so we could lay full length against each other. Her wicked, wicked hand innocently stroked my pubic hair as we kissed.

Aftershocks rendered me incapable of speech. Feelings speckled my insides. The stroke of her hand was mesmerising.

Her face became troubled with uncertainty.

“Sorry I had to be a bit quick and rough.” But her smile returned as she added, “Mind you, if you hadn’t smacked me so well, I’d never have had the confidence to pay you back.”

I took her beautiful face in my hands and kissed her. Just as we snuggled up close and content, the timer went off in the kitchen. We jumped apart as if it was a fire alarm.

“Fucking hell!” she said giggling, “What’s that for now?”

“Hopefully, it means we can put the bloody thing in the oven.”

“I’ll do it,” she said, getting off the bed with youthful grace. The blush on her bottom had faded a little already.

When she reached the door I said sternly, “Oh, and, Kate, please don’t say ‘fucking hell’ like that.”

Her eyes clouded.

“Say, ‘fucking heaven’!”

I loved her smile.

“Yes, Miss.”

I lay in bed, my body bathed in the afterburn of the pleasure she’d given me, and wanted nothing more than to return each and every sparkle of love to her – and to hear her cry out in joy.

Much later, still naked, we ate a slice of that bread, still warm from the oven and, no, I didn’t taste my tears, I tasted life and the future of my family.
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