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Chapter One


Although a long time resident of the Windy City, Pat Brooks viewed winter as an unnatural disruption in the hustle and bustle of the city. Fortunately, the holiday season offered a brief respite from the harsh wind and bitter cold. This holiday season was especially important for Pat. Sitting in the boardroom at Lavender Excursions, she had two items on her agenda. First, she needed to pay a long overdue debt to Lavender Excursions' owner, Taryn Williams.
Second, she wanted to purchase a special Christmas gift for her best friend, Kimberly Justin.
This was her reason for showing the staff at Lavender Excursions a video of Kimberly. Lavender Excursions was a business entity staffed entirely by women, many who were paid very highly for their creative talents. Their goal was to provide women a safe, anonymous place to realize their fantasies. It was their philosophy that fantasies were women's best treasures, personal riches waiting to be discovered. In many cases, it meant giving women a place to explore their sexual identity.
Certain that her best friend was a lesbian, Pat wanted to offer her this opportunity. Anxiously she waited as scenes of Kimberly Justin's life with her boyfriend, Mark, scrolled past. She blushed as the tape neared the final scene. Kimberly was spread-eagle on the bed with Mark poised over her in a classic 69. Fortunately for this all-lesbian audience sitting around the boardroom, the camera was focused on Kimberly.
Her hips grinding into the bed sheets as Mark's tongue teased her engorged clit, Kimberly was in the throes of an orgasm. The tension in the room was palpable, everyone leaning forward, waiting for the moment when she would ride over the edge. Waiting and listening, their faces strained as their imaginations placed them in Mark's stead.
Tongues lapping Kimberly's hot, sweet juices, cooing and purring as they pleasured her with their mouths.
The moment was ripe, Kimberly's breath shifting as she neared orgasm. Closer and closer she came, panting and moaning. Hands clutching the sheets, her head bobbed as she went down on her lover.
He was close, she was close, and then suddenly Mark pulled away!
Confused and anxious, the women peered harder at the screen.
Wetness was still seeping out of Kimberly and her clit was visibly screaming for release. What was happening? Why did he stop?
The answer soon became apparent. Intent on his own orgasm, Mark rose on his elbows then thrust himself in and out of Kimberly's mouth. They could hear the sucking noises as Kimberly took him inside of her. As his excitement grew stronger, the air became heavy with his breathing. His face contorted and his body stiffened, Mark made a final thrust, then collapsed on top of Kimberly.
The room was still, everyone waiting for Mark to regain his breath.
It seemed an obvious conclusion that he would resume making love to her until she, too, climaxed. Wasn't it? Time seemed to stand still as they waited, listening and watching for some sign of movement.
Alas, Kimberly's orgasm with Mark was not to be. Within seconds, he rolled off her and fell into a heavy sleep. She turned away from him and lay on her side. The women watched as Kimberly's hand slid between her legs, collecting the moisture from her cunt. A whimpering so faint it was barely discernible escaped her quivering lips. The sound of her fingers massaging her swollen clit sounded throughout the room.
The women watched, hands moving as if to help her, coaxing her to a climax. Closer and closer, breaths held and bodies straining forward, they urged her over the edge, to freedom, to ecstasy, to that beautiful intense moment when she felt nothing but the sensations exploding in her clit. Her body stiffened. She shuddered, rocking back and forth, as the orgasm seized and shook her.
The scene ended and the screen went black. For several moments, the only sound in the room was the faint whir of the videotape rewinding in the background. Finally, someone flipped a switch and the room was flooded with light.
Taryn Williams, founder and president of Lavender Excursions, knew how difficult it must have been for Pat to steal into Kimberly's house and make copies of the videotapes. She also knew how important it was for Pat to repay a debt she felt was long overdue.
Married over five years to a man who made her life miserable, it was through Taryn that Pat realized she was a lesbian. Knowing that an excursion was something Pat could not afford but sorely needed, Taryn gave it to her as a gift the previous year. Pat's life had never been the same. Divorced and freely dating other women, she was happy for the first time in a very long while.
Taryn sat quietly, staring at the blank screen. She struck a reflective pose. Taryn's skin was a golden bronze and her hair a dark shadow surrounding her face. She appeared as one would imagine an Egyptian queen surveying her subjects. The subject in question had made her proposal. Now it was up to Taryn to decide whether they should accept Kimberly as a client. Taryn cast her gaze upon the woman sitting beside her. "What do you think?" she asked.
"Possibly," the woman replied, her eyes trying to gauge Taryn's response to the video.
Taryn tapped her fingers on the table, debating. Was Kimberly ready for an excursion? Would the possibility of freedom outweigh the risk of exposure to a lifestyle she might not understand? Taryn looked to yet another member of her staff. "What do you think, Camarin?"
Camarin Knight's jacket crinkled as she shifted in her chair. She returned Taryn's gaze, studying her for a moment. She pushed her dark hair away from her face, the strands tumbling about her shoulders and into the collar of her leather jacket. Camarin fixed her focus on the print hanging behind Taryn's desk. Her dark brown eyes twinkled with excitement. "I agree with Pat," she said. "Kimberly is ready for an excursion."
As the other women nodded their approval, Pat breathed a sigh of relief. When Taryn gave her consent, Pat shot out of her chair. The sudden movement sent a manila folder sailing off the table and onto the floor. Embarrassed, she bent to retrieve the papers that spilled out of the folder and underneath the chairs of the women seated nearby.
Camarin chuckled and shook her head in a gesture of disbelief. 
Her face growing hotter by the minute, Pat crawled about on the floor until she'd gathered all the papers. Blushing, she laid the folder carefully on the table and hurried out the door.
Taryn laughed. "If she channeled half of that nervous energy into her work, she'd be a very wealthy woman." The other women murmured in agreement. "Okay," Taryn said, "let's get to work. We have a long and difficult task ahead of us. Think, create, do whatever is needed to make Kimberly's excursion a success. We'll meet again tomorrow morning and review everyone's ideas."
Several of the women whispered excitedly as they left the room.
One staff member, Lisa Manchester, remained seated. She wanted to speak to Taryn alone. Despite her three years of employment at Lavender Excursions, Lisa still felt shy and awkward around the company's founder. Her position as Taryn's subordinate accounted for part of her discomfort. The other factor was of a personal nature.
Despite great efforts to dismiss her rampant thoughts and feelings, Lisa had fallen helplessly and hopelessly in love with Taryn. Now was a crucial moment, an opportunity to be alone with Taryn. Lisa's hands were shaking uncontrollably. Lisa sat speechless, her determination wavering under Taryn's cool gaze.
Sensing something out of kilter, Taryn sat on the edge of the table beside Lisa. Her feelings and desires were clear. Taryn could see the need in her eyes and feel it in the air about her. Lisa's passion was so genuine and her naivete so touching that Taryn willed herself to be gentle and patient. "What's up, Lisa?"
Lisa bowed her head and stared at the table. Wisps of her dark hair fell about her face, obscuring her eyes. Very solemn brown eyes, they added to her waif-like appearance. She took a deep breath. Her voice hesitant, she asked Taryn, "Are you doing anything this evening?"
Taryn smiled warmly at the young woman seated beside her. She vowed to tread very carefully around her fragile ego. "Hopefully the same thing you are – getting some rest and relaxation before we tackle our new client."
Oblivious to Taryn's gentle rebuke, Lisa rushed on with her dialogue. "Well I'd like you to come over for dinner tonight," she said. "Afterward we can do some brainstorming about the new client.
Actually, I outlined a script as I was watching the video. I'd like you to review it before our next meeting."
"Lisa, I appreciate your hard work and commitment. However, my dear, you must develop a life outside of work. In place of these long hours you spend working, you need to be going out with friends."
Taryn paused and leveled Lisa with a stern gaze. "We'll review the script tomorrow."
Lisa turned her eager face to Taryn. "I don't mind. Really," she said.
Taryn placed her hand reassuringly on Lisa's shoulder. Although she didn't want to hurt her feelings, she knew she needed to discourage those misguided emotions. "No, Lisa. The work will still be here tomorrow."
Lisa felt a flash of anger, much as a child to an overbearing parent.
However, the anger was short lived where Taryn was concerned. Lisa nodded and rose from the table. "Okay, I'll see you tomorrow," she said in a disheartened voice. Without waiting for a reply, she walked to the door.
"Lisa, wait a minute." While Lisa paused in the doorway, Taryn called her answering service to let them know that she was forwarding her phone. "Only contact me if it's an emergency," she told the operator.
Lisa's heart was pounding and her face flushed with anticipation.
Had Taryn changed her mind?
Removing her coat from the closet, Taryn told Lisa, "Get your things and meet me in the lobby. We'll have a drink and discuss the script. But only for a few minutes," she added in a stern voice.
Lisa's face immediately brightened. "Be ready in a sec," she replied.
Taryn knew she did not set a good example for Lisa. Having been without a steady lover for several months now, she poured her every waking hour into work. It stemmed off the loneliness and prevented her from rushing into a monogamous long-term affair. Casual sex was a far safer option. With her perfectly sculpted face and her model perfect figure, sex partners were easy for Taryn to find. 
Unfortunately, she had a need few women could satisfy.
As she left the office, Taryn felt the familiar aching between her legs. She longed for a time capsule, something to take her back to that place where another woman had satisfied her every need, including the dark one she kept guarded so secretively. It was like a hunger that could not be satiated, no matter how often she partook. Taryn knew Lisa would service her willingly. Yet, there were risks inherent in such an affair, risks far greater than she should take. Unfortunately, her emotions were overriding her reasoning tonight. Sighing, she took her coat and hurried out the door.



Chapter Two


Down the hall from Taryn's office, savvy Camarin Knight was giving her libido full rein. She had no qualms about sex and engaged in it quite frequently. Unlike Taryn, Camarin's needs were more easily satisfied. She experienced sex as a conquest, each new woman adding to her status as a sex goddess in the lesbian community.
Jennifer Levine was the newest addition to the staff at Lavender Excursions. Although she was told Camarin would show her all the ropes, she doubted sex was included in the curriculum. When Camarin cornered her on her way out of the meeting, Jennifer's curiosity got the better of her. Now she was in Camarin's office, penned against her desk and debating whether she should allow Camarin Knight to bed her. Camarin's reputation preceded her and Jennifer wasn't certain she wanted to be added to that list of conquests.
Her full weight leaning against Jennifer, Camarin eyed her prey.
She made no attempt to hide her hunger. A full five feet nine inches tall, Camarin had a physical advantage over Jennifer. The petite blue-eyed, blonde-haired beauty was no match for Camarin Knight.
Nonetheless, when Camarin tried to kiss her, she twisted her head from side to side. That was fine with Camarin because she preferred some degree of resistance. She chuckled as Jennifer tried to use her small size to her advantage and wiggle out from under Camarin's body.
Camarin gripped her around the waist and lifted Jennifer onto the desk. Once she had her sights set on someone, Camarin was not easily deterred. "Gotcha!" she growled. Grasping Jennifer's face between her hands, she gazed hungrily at those full warm lips, parted as if waiting for her mouth. She closed her eyes and kissed Jennifer's lower lip, nibbling it ever so slightly.
Jennifer gasped. The air was charged with excitement. She closed her eyes, allowing herself to experience the full pleasure of Camarin's caress. She felt her mouth traveling over her face, kissing her cheeks, then her eyes. She felt Camarin's nose nuzzling her earlobe, biting it ever so gently, teasingly. "Um," she sighed. Her body went limp, yielding totally to Camarin's lips and fingers. Long, slender fingers, they trailed through her hair, exploring the softness and fine texture.
She could hear Camarin breathing in the fragrance of it as she lifted and released each tress.
Camarin moved closer, nudging her knee against Jennifer's legs.
They were pressed tightly together, sentinels guarding the gate to Jennifer's undiscovered treasures. Camarin crooned in her ear. "So lovely," she murmured, kissing the lobes. She moved her tongue over the soft contours, licking and nuzzling her most erotic places. She felt Jennifer shifting, parting her legs so Camarin could fit against her.
Jennifer felt Camarin edging forward. She felt her hands on her knees, her fingers catching the hem of her skirt and pushing it upward.
Slowly, sensuously her fingers trailed over Jennifer's legs. Using Camarin for support, Jennifer raised her butt off the desk, allowing Camarin to push the annoying garment up about her waist. "Oh-oh," she moaned, almost imperceptibly. Hot skilled fingers were teasing her body, tracing up and down her legs, creating a path so charged with energy that it sent currents running through her. She moaned and sighed and cooed. "Yes," she whispered. "Um, take me, Camarin.
Please take me," she begged as Camarin continued teasing her.
Camarin's hands felt what her eyes could not see. Jennifer wore lace panties, the material so delicate it yielded very readily to Camarin's fingers. She closed her fists around the waistband and ripped it apart. Rendered limp and useless now, the sides of the panties rested against Jennifer's body. The white lace seemed to tremble beneath Camarin's hands. Her eyes still focused on Jennifer's face, she pressed her lips ever so lightly against hers, teasing her with offers of a first kiss.
Jennifer grasped the collar of Camarin's leather jacket, pulling her forward. Yes, she wanted those hot swollen lips pressing against hers! Tilting her head to the side, she took a breath and leaned forward, searching for Camarin's mouth. Her captor's lips were pressed tightly together, daring her to venture inside. The taste of forbidden fruit now sweet on her tongue, Jennifer did not question her body's desires. Sleek and graceful as a panther, she moved her tongue over Camarin's lips. Using the sensitive tip to guide her movements, she traced the contours and explored the regions between. Around and around she circled her tongue over Camarin's lips. And after each circle was completed, she paused in the center where the lips were pressed together. Relentlessly, she teased the opening, begging it to yield to her hungry mouth.
Camarin was losing her edge and she knew it. Her blood was so hot – so charged – and her clit felt ready to explode. She opened her mouth ever so slightly, allowing Jennifer's tongue to touch hers.
Playfully they explored one another's organ, the use of which they knew could bring them hours and hours of erotic pleasure.
Jennifer felt the other woman's heat as readily as she felt her own.
She sucked her tongue, steadily increasing the pressure. When Camarin offered no resistance, she maneuvered her tongue just inside of Camarin's mouth. Pausing at the opening, she waited for those hot swollen lips to close around her. Begging entrance, her tongue stiffened and probed.
Panting with excitement, Camarin's mouth dropped open and she gasped for air. Quickly Jennifer laid claim to her unguarded treasure.
Relentlessly, she plunged her tongue deeply inside of Camarin's mouth. Moving with a passion and fury that was fueled by her newly awakened senses, she thrust her stiffened organ in and out of Camarin's mouth.
Camarin closed her hands around Jennifer's firm ass cheeks, lifting her ever so slightly so she could finish removing her panties. When her hands touched the warm skin, she kneaded the muscles, giving a hint of better things to come. As thoroughly as Jennifer had fucked her mouth, Camarin set about fucking Jennifer's ass. Using her strong hands to keep the other woman lifted, she slipped her hand between her cheeks. Her fingers felt the silky hair that trailed along the sides.
Slowly, she followed the path that led to the opening. It was closed so tightly that Camarin suspected she would be the first to enter.
Jennifer gasped. Camarin was right. She'd never let anyone touch her this way, although many had tried. Unlike other lovers, Camarin's hands moved skillfully, responding to Jennifer's needs as well as her fears. She pressed the tip of her finger gently at the opening, preparing her for entry. Jennifer felt the throbbing as her muscles closed then released. Slowly, Camarin pressed inside of her. "Ah,"
she gasped. Her legs were trembling and she was thankful they bore none of her weight.
Camarin felt her excitement with her hands and she tasted it with her tongue. Their breath mingled as they kissed. Camarin's lips were so hot and feverish she could not control her desire. She wanted more and she demanded more, pressing her mouth hard against Jennifer's soft pink lips. She smiled as Jennifer's kisses grew hot and her breathing became labored.
Jennifer cooed and purred, her toes curling and her legs closing around Camarin's hips. Their tongues met and battled, charging forth as they plunged into one another's mouth. Hot and wet, they danced and fenced. Feeding off one another's need, they teased each other with promises of more, much more.
Camarin lost all sense of time as she brought Jennifer into her fold.
This was a conquest she felt certain she'd remember. Her fingers were now thrusting in and out of Jennifer's asshole, fucking her hard and fast, stretching her as she prepared her for the onslaught that would follow. She could feel the heat surrounding Jennifer's clitoris, the steady throbbing around her swollen bud. Their excitement pulsated, from one woman to the other as their treasures sent forth the signals of desire.
The heat between Jennifer's legs was becoming unbearable.
Camarin's knee still pressed to her cunt, she pushed her clit against it and began the rhythmic movement she knew would ultimately lead to climax. Her mind was filled with wild and colorful images as she fantasized her pussy pressed to Camarin's face. She was dripping wet, her body begging to be entered and released from this tortured ecstasy. "Please," she whispered to Camarin. "Take me." At this point, she didn't care how – hands, fingers, dildo, or tongue.
"Anything, Camarin," she pleaded. "Just make love to me."
A slow cadence was building inside Camarin's head. She teased Jennifer mercilessly, wanting her to beg for it, really beg for it. Part of the thrill for Camarin was making a woman beg and clutch, so desperate for that final moment she would make promises and offerings of extravagant proportions. Power and seduction were very dangerous bedfellows.
Jennifer felt Camarin's hands moving down her arms. Their fingers wound together for a moment like two lovers symbolizing their union.
She gasped when Camarin pressed against her palm, bending her hand backward. Knowing they were both very excited, Jennifer thought nothing of it. She grasped the hand that held her and placed it on her thigh. Opening her legs, she invited Camarin inside of her. But the hand that held hers would not let go. "Oh," she whimpered. "Oh, please. Please, Camarin. Make me come."
The response wasn't quite what Jennifer expected. Camarin twisted her arm and jerked it behind her back. Her breath hot and wet, she moved her mouth to Jennifer's ear. "If you want it, it has to be my way," she whispered. Before Jennifer could respond, Camarin kicked the chair away from the desk. What followed was a series of well-practiced and well-orchestrated movements. Camarin spun Jennifer around, then sat down on the edge of the desk.
"Ouch," Jennifer winced. "Camarin, you're hurting me." Her voice sounded distant, as though she was a spectator watching this strange event unfold. Next thing she knew, she was face down on Camarin's lap. A strange excitement permeated the air as Camarin's hand pushed her dress up about her waist. Her ass was totally exposed and she felt Camarin's breath kissing her bare skin.
The room was spinning as Jennifer tried to regain her breath. What was happening? She thought of things she'd read – books and magazines she'd paged through in adult bookstores. Her perspective was suddenly shifting as she realized she was not a spectator. It was she, Jennifer Levine, who lay face down on another woman's lap. She looked over her shoulder, trying to see what Camarin was doing.
Camarin savored the fear she saw in Jennifer's eyes. Her body prone and unprotected, she had no way of defending herself. Running her fingers lovingly over the soft skin, tracing the curve of her cheeks, she ran her tongue over her lower lip, savoring the feast before her.
As she lay there, Jennifer felt her emotions waging an internal battle with her psyche. She could not deny the aching in her breasts or the intense throbbing between her legs. Camarin's fingers sent shivers of excitement down her spine. She struggled for air, her body consuming enormous amounts, trying to keep pace with her heart and her adrenaline. Both were racing inexorably out of her control.
Camarin opened the side drawer in her desk. She felt the soft, smooth leather of the paddle. Smiling, she closed her hand around it and withdrew it from the drawer. She ran the cool surface over Jennifer's buttocks, knowing she wondered what this strange feeling object might be. Oh, how she loved women! Camarin wet her lips in anticipation of what the next few hours might bring.
Soon the offices would be dark and she would be alone with her lovely prey. Gently, she circled the paddle over Jennifer's bare buttocks. She smiled as the pale cheeks tightened and pressed together. "Oh, yes," she murmured. "Tighten that ass, baby. I love a woman with a tight ass." She growled and slapped Jennifer's cheeks, knowing she was probably frightened by now.
Frightened indeed. Jennifer felt a stab of fear as she listened to Camarin whispering softly to her. Her voice sounded gentle but her words seemed harsh. "Wh … What are you doing?" she asked, her voice trembling with fear.
Camarin held Jennifer about the waist, leaned over and whispered,
"I'm doing what you want, Jennifer. Have you changed your mind?
Hmm?" she asked in her most enticing voice.
Clutching at the desktop, Jennifer found her body moving of its own accord. She lifted her butt, driven by some primitive instinct she never knew she possessed. She dipped her groin down and ran it over Camarin's lap, her clit trembling as it touched her thighs. "Please, take me," she begged, rubbing the hard bud back and forth against Camarin's body.
Camarin hooked her foot on the chair and pulled it toward her. She positioned her feet on the leather seat, leaving Jennifer's legs dangling to the floor. "Perfect," she whispered as she ran her hands lovingly over Jennifer's bare ass. "Such soft skin, so white and creamy. Um, you are a delicate morsel, aren't you?" She leaned closer. "Have you ever been fucked by a woman, Jennifer? Have you?"
Jennifer shook her head from side to side. "No. No," she repeated.
"Teach me! Show me! Make love to me, Camarin!" Her ass still poised in the air, she wiggled her hips, begging Camarin to thrust her hand inside of her. Oh, how she wanted to be fucked by this woman who seemed to know so much. She gritted her teeth, her hands opening and closing on the edge of the desk. "Please!" she begged.
Camarin's hand closed around the leather paddle that had only moments ago caressed Jennifer's bare skin. She brought it to her face, sighing as she breathed in the smell of richly oiled leather. She kissed it lovingly, her mouth salivating as she thought of the moments ahead.
Slowly, she drew it back over her shoulder.
Jennifer tightened her ass when Camarin shifted beneath her. She felt a whisk of air across her bare skin. She waited anxiously, listening to Camarin's heavy breathing. A sudden movement! Legs steeling beneath her and a hand gripping her tightly about the waist, holding her. She caught a flicker of movement from the corner of her eye. Unable to discern what was happening, she screamed in pain when the unexpected blow landed hard against her ass. Her mind was a jumble of warring emotions, adding to the turmoil of the event that was unfolding. It was out of her control. Everything was out of her control.
Some things could never be explained with words and there were some things Camarin Knight never cared to explain. She smiled in satisfaction as a red welt rose on Jennifer's cheeks. She ran her finger over the mark, then gripped Jennifer's waist once more. Her arm drew back, like an archer taking aim. Slap! She struck again and again, delivering a series of frenzied blows to the woman spread facedown on her lap. The sounds of leather stinging flesh. Whack! Whack!
The woman whose power she held in her hands was now screaming.
The office was empty, so no one could hear her. Camarin loved spanking a woman, forming those perfect crisscross marks on her ass, listening to her moan, then scream, torn between the excitement and pain as she experienced the power of each simultaneously.
Jennifer grimaced, trying to steel herself against the pain as blow after blow landed on her bare buttocks. The torture was growing unbearable. Coupled with her desire, it was a deadly combination.
She wanted more and she begged for it. "Um, um," she murmured.
Panting with excitement, she braced her body and bit her lower lip.
As the leather scattered welts across her aching bottom, Jennifer rode to heights of pain and ecstasy she'd never known. "Don't stop," she begged. "Don't stop."
Ready to move on now, Camarin paused and looked at her handiwork. A perfect pattern was now clearly visible on Jennifer's tender cheeks. She bent over and licked each one, her hands keeping Jennifer pressed facedown over her lap. Quietly she reached over and removed a bottle from the open drawer beside her. She pushed the tip up with her teeth and breathed the sweet spicy fragrance. She could taste the hot cinnamon on her lips. Slowly she spread Jennifer's aching buttocks apart. Her tightly closed opening now visible, Camarin squirted some of the hot ointment on it.
Jennifer wreathed as the hot liquid burned into her body. She raised her eyes and looked out the window. A skyline was forming in the early darkness and its beauty astounded her more than ever.
Heady with newfound excitement, she purred as Camarin bent her head and blew softly against her opening. The ointment became increasingly hotter, creating a strange sensation that was at once pleasurable and painful.
Camarin sighed as she blew contentedly on Jennifer's anus.
Wanting to savor each moment of her quest, she fought to restrain an impulse to thrust her fingers deeply inside of the woman who lay helplessly across her lap. She smiled and flicked the tip of her tongue over the tiny puckered star.
The skylight grew fainter as darkness laid claim to the overhead sky. Lights flickered on and off throughout the city as people left work and started for other destinations. Outside, guitars were strumming and horns were blowing as street musicians joined in the holiday celebration. Jennifer wondered at the dichotomy, the world outside seeming very distant and at odds with what she was experiencing at the hands of Camarin Knight. Her soft tender lips were kissing Jennifer's ass cheeks, then slipping into the crack between. "Ah," Jennifer sighed as she felt Camarin's tongue licking the hot cinnamon over her opening.
Camarin growled in a sudden fury. She bit Jennifer's left cheek and stretched her buttocks apart. She smiled and blew across the opening once more. Jennifer's sighs and gasps told her everything she needed to know. She pressed her tongue against the opening. It was so tight and hot and delicious. Her nose pressed against the folds as she pushed her tongue inside the virgin ass. She thrust deeper and faster, then paused to coat her tongue with the hot cinnamon ointment.
Pushing it inside Jennifer's ass, she made her cry and cringe as the heat burned into her.
Jennifer sighed and cooed and screamed, her body riding alternate waves of pain and pleasure. She cried pitifully when Camarin stopped and let her cheeks fall together. She tried to look over her shoulder, wanting to ask why Camarin had stopped. Her words were silenced as the leather paddle struck her pale cheeks. She screamed in pain when another, then another blow landed.
Smiling with satisfaction, Camarin gently eased Jennifer off her lap. Knowing her legs would not support her, she placed her arm around Jennifer's waist. Carefully she slid off the desk and turned to face the shivering woman beside her. She bent forward, looking deeply into Jennifer's eyes. Each movement calculated to perfection, she pressed her lips against those dark blue eyes. Gently, her lips caressed Jennifer's forehead, her cheeks, and then her neck. She paused and stared once more into her eyes. "It's okay," she whispered as she bent forward and captured those trembling lips with her own.
Jennifer wondered at the passion and gentleness of this kiss. Her mouth parted and she felt Camarin's tongue seeking hers. "Um," she sighed as they kissed. Soft and gentle were the kisses they exchanged.
Their hands began to explore and their imaginations started to wonder. Both women very hungry now, their kisses deepened.
Passionately, their lips bruised together, teeth gnashing as they fought for possession of one another's mouth. Jennifer felt Camarin's hands caressing her back, then gently cupping her ass cheeks. "Um," she murmured, every touch and sigh and whimper signaling her excitement as she rushed forward. She grasped Camarin's face and pulled her closer. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons on Camarin's shirt, anxious to touch the bare flesh beneath.
Camarin squeezed her buttocks, gasping as Jennifer's hand grazed her nipples. Frustrated with her awkward fumbling, she drew back and wrenched her shirt apart, the buttons scattering across the floor.
She thrust her chest forward, her breasts pushing against the silky red material. Her cleavage clearly visible, she watched Jennifer's face, her changing expressions as she looked down upon Camarin's ample breasts. Gently, she took Jennifer's hand and slipped it inside.
"Touch me," she whispered.
Tentative at first, Jennifer moved her fingers underneath the firm swell of Camarin's breast. Up the side and over the tip, she paused and cupped it in her hand. She slid her forefinger underneath the material that covered the nipple. Pointed and erect, it stiffened when her finger touched it. She flicked it back and forth, teasing the hard nub that her mouth longed to suckle. She felt Camarin's hands in turn searching for hers.
The two women stood face to face, exploring one another's most intimate regions. Jennifer moved with an assurance born of her hunger, her hands unfastening Camarin's brassiere. She bent her head and captured the firm nipple in her mouth. Sucking it ever so tenderly, she closed her hand around the breast. She caressed it lovingly, then passionately. Her hands and mouth moving together, she tended Camarin's aching breasts. Drawing each one deeply inside her mouth, she suckled. She was lost in the rapture and wonder of it all. And when the aching in her own breasts became unbearable, she squeezed Camarin's hand, begging for release.
Camarin ran her hands over the Jennifer's chest, cupping her breasts. She gasped when Jennifer bit her nipple, signaling her impatience. Slowly Camarin pulled herself away from Jennifer's eager mouth and tongue. She looked once more into her eyes, eyes that now sparkled and burned with fury and passion. Smiling, she bent her head to Jennifer's breasts. The moment seemed so perfect.
She savored it as long as she could. And then, when her hunger became unbearable, she gripped Jennifer's bare ass. Her hands massaged the cheeks while her mouth did service to the perfectly sculpted breasts.
Jennifer sighed and purred as Camarin pressed her tongue inside the opening of her dress. She felt her teeth and tongue working past the soft material that encased her bare breasts. Impatient, she reached for her zipper. Camarin growled and pulled her hands away. She stood trembling as Camarin closed her hands around her neck, her fingers working the zipper, edging it down very slowly. Her hands grasped Camarin's waist, begging her to hurry.
Tears appeared in Jennifer's eyes before Camarin would give in to her begging. She pulled the dress off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. She unclasped the brassiere and let it fall as well. Pale brown nipples awaited her eager mouth. No more teasing or waiting, she sucked first one then the other. Deep and hard, her mouth pulled the aching flesh. Holding it inside her mouth while she suckled, she then released it and moved to the other. Back and forth, over and over she pleasured the other woman's breasts.
Jennifer felt the floor falling from beneath her. She felt Camarin's arm gathering her about the waist, holding her while she swept her arm across the desktop, clearing it of all objects. She was lifted onto it and eased down ever so gently. Camarin was moving away from her. She cried out in anguish, her hands reaching for Camarin's head as she pulled away from her. Her fingers felt the long dark strands slipping away. She closed her eyes, then cried out as the tongue she'd tasted and the mouth she'd savored explored the barren region between her legs.
Camarin relished the adventure, her mouth feasting on the virgin flesh. Although Jennifer's body had been serviced, it had never been pleasured. She, Camarin Knight, would be the first. Growling deep in her throat, she pressed her face against the hot opening and began fucking it most thoroughly. The office grew dark and she heard the security guard making his first round. She flicked her tongue over the hot swollen nub that awaited her eager mouth.
Two women left the building late that night. The first winced as she eased through the door and down the steps. She started for the bus stop, smiling despite the pain that accompanied her down the street. Now she knew what it felt like to be made love to by another women. She turned her face to the dark sky, a dreamy far-away look in her eyes. She heard someone else leaving the building and she smiled with knowing.
It was Camarin Knight who emerged and she had a smile of utter satisfaction on her face. She ran her tongue over her lips, the taste and smell of Jennifer Levine lingering on her mouth. Licking her lips despite the bitter wind, she tasted the other woman's cum. "Um," she sighed. Looking about her, she saw bright lights, busy shoppers and a lone woman limping down the street. 



Chapter Three


Larry's Place was not as the name implied. The majority of first time customers came expecting to see a sports bar with television screens in every corner. Instead, what they found was a woman's bar
– an after-hours gathering place for women who needed, or preferred, other women. Larry's Place belonged to Trudi Jordan. She took over the business from her father when he retired and moved to St. Petersburg. His name added an air of mystery to the bar's ambience, so she left it as Larry's Place.
When Taryn entered Larry's Place with Lisa in tow, she greeted Trudi with a smile and a kiss on the cheek. "Trudi, how are you?" she asked after receiving a warm hug from her friend.
"Doing okay," Trudi replied. "How about you?" Raking her eyes over Lisa's slender frame, she gave Taryn a questioning look.
Knowing full well what Trudi was thinking, Taryn took Lisa's hand and pulled her close beside her. She placed her arm around Lisa's shoulders in a big sister sort of way. "Trudi Jordan, I'd like you to meet Lisa Manchester. She's a producer at Lavender Excursions.
Lisa, this is Trudi. She owns the bar. Rumor has it she also owns the adult book store down the street, but we'll talk about that later." She laughed and winked conspiratorially at Lisa.
Uncertain how she should act, Lisa decided to follow an age-old tradition and extended her hand to Trudi. "Nice to meet you," she stammered.
Lisa's wide-eyed confusion gave Trudi a chuckle. She took Lisa's hand and pulled her close, giving her a great big hug. "Don't listen to everything this woman tells you," she whispered in Lisa's ear.
When Trudi released her, Lisa noticed she was of average height and had a stocky frame, sort of athletic in appearance. Her eyes were midnight blue, the color so intense it was startling. She had short black hair that was feathered about her face, the combination giving her a rakish, cool-eyed appearance. Lisa wondered what, if any, involvement she might have with Taryn. She felt a twinge of jealousy toward this self-assured dyke who was giving her the once over. 
Trudi had a predilection for women and it was true, she found Taryn attractive. She'd tried to seduce her several times but Taryn was not interested. It didn't bother Trudi too much because she liked all sorts of women. Short, tall, buxom, petite, she found the variations very satisfying to her sexual needs. If the truth were known, she bartended most evenings just so she could squeeze and fondle "the merchandise" as she so glibly referred to her female customers.
When Taryn saw Trudi's hand slip past Lisa's waist, she shook her head. "No," she mouthed to her wayward friend. When Trudi's hand didn't budge, she scowled and glared until Trudi finally moved her hand away from Lisa's intimate regions.
Trudi frowned but her recalcitrance was only momentary. She pinched Lisa's ass and slipped behind the bar. Giving them a friendly smile, she asked, "What can I get you ladies?" She placed two napkins in front of her and waited for their order.
"I think we'll try that new drink you concocted. What did you name it?" Taryn asked. She slid onto a barstool, motioning for Lisa to sit down beside her.
"Sugar, Spice and Not So Nice," Trudi replied, chuckling. She placed two glasses on the counter, her eyes never leaving Lisa's face.
"Are you sure you want to try this?" Trudi asked her.
Taryn felt the muscles around her neck and shoulders tighten. She felt that Trudi was infringing on her domain. "She's a big girl, Trudi.
If she doesn't want something, she'll say so. Won't you, Lisa?"
Lisa looked up, her eyes nearly black in the dim light of the bar.
She felt like a pawn, caught in a power play between these two very persuasive women. There was no question whom she wanted to please. "I'll try one," she said, smiling at Taryn.
A triumphant smile on her face, Taryn winked at Lisa. "We have some business to discuss." She watched as Trudi placed their drinks on the counter and gave Taryn a questioning look, but Taryn ignored it. "Better start a tab," she told her. "We might be here for a while."
She handed Lisa her drink, then started toward a table near the back.
Lisa felt her heart racing again. She knew there was some unspoken dialogue going on between Trudi and Taryn. What she didn't know was whether it had anything to do with her. She suspected it did and the thought caused her legs to tremble. She followed Taryn to their table and waited until she was seated. Once Taryn was settled, Lisa smiled and took a chair opposite her.
Taryn seemed very nonchalant, taking a long drink and leaning back in her chair. Her gaze never wavered and it caused Lisa to feel very naked and exposed. Try though she might, she could not bear such close and intimate scrutiny by the woman she loved and adored.
Having never been alone with Lisa outside of work, Taryn enjoyed watching her. Although she did not return Taryn's gaze, Lisa's eyes were very revealing. Clearly the roadmap to her heart, those dark brown eyes revealed a hunger and longing. Taryn was used to women being in awe of her. Sometimes she played it to her advantage and sometimes she did not. Tonight, the choice was not so easy as she grappled with her sexual needs versus the boundary she tried to maintain with Lisa. A change of focus seemed in order, something to avert her from claiming this young virgin sitting across the table from her. Taking a deep breath, she asked, "What do you have in mind for our new client?"
Lisa's face lit up immediately. "I think Kimberly Justin fit Pat's description of her perfectly," Lisa began. "There were several places in the video where she appeared uncertain of herself. Yet, she seemed determined to act independently of anyone else. For example, she seemed very determined and controlling at work."
Taryn nodded, taking a sip of her drink. "Yes," she said, motioning Lisa to continue.
Lisa finished her own drink and placed the empty glass on the side of the table. She motioned the waiter for another, then continued her analysis. "When she does let someone else take control – at home, for instance – she seems to get angry with that person. I notice that particularly around her boyfriend. Don't you think?"
"Absolutely," Taryn replied. "I agree with Pat that underneath all this, Kimberly is trying to suppress her attraction toward women.
Were you there when Pat told the story about the two of them getting drunk one night in their college dormitory?" 
"No, I wasn't," Lisa replied.
"Well, they were laughing and horsing around; then they got into a pillow fight. One thing led to another and next thing she knew, they were doing some serious kissing and petting. The next morning, Pat wanted to pick up where they left off. Kimberly, of course, refused Pat's advances and pretended she couldn't remember what happened the night before."
Taryn paused while the waiter placed a fresh drink on the table for each of them. She gazed back at the bar. Trudi winked and gave her a thumbs-up, motioning toward her office which was equipped with a full size couch and a wet bar. Taryn chuckled at her friend's generous offer, amused by Trudi's single-mindedness. She quietly declined the offer.
The waiter left and they resumed talking. Lisa made notes as she listened to Taryn, intermittently offering additional observations and suggestions. Time passed very quickly, the waiter stopping by their table periodically to refresh their drinks. They were so engrossed in the script that they lost track of the time as well as how much they drank. By the time they finished, both women felt giddy and playful.
Deciding to call it a night, Taryn told Lisa, "This is good. We'll go over it in the meeting tomorrow morning. You can do the final edit in the afternoon, run it by me once more, then we'll be ready to start!"
A smile of satisfaction radiated from Lisa's face. Taryn's enthusiasm was so exciting to her that she did not want the evening to end. The lights had dimmed and the disc jockey was playing some really cool music. She surprised herself when she asked Taryn, "Do you want to dance?"
All thoughts of rules and boundaries were cast aside as Taryn allowed herself to relax and forget about work for a while. A dance seemed harmless enough. She stood and offered Lisa her hand. "As long as I lead," she said, winking playfully. When Lisa took her hand, she helped her to her feet and started for the dance floor.
By the time they found a place and started dancing, the song ended and the deejay selected a slow number. Lisa smiled nervously, waiting for Taryn to make the first move. She hoped she wouldn't change her mind and decline the slow dance.
Noting Lisa's cautious posture, Taryn smiled at her. "You've become shy and meek again," she whispered, pulling Lisa's slight body into her arms. She started dancing. Their bodies fit together so perfectly, she sensed every move and every breath Lisa made as they moved across the dance floor. Her heart was beating against Taryn's breast. It was a strong, steady rhythm that teased her nipple. Within seconds, she felt the nipple stiffen and press hard against Lisa's chest.
Lisa also felt the erection. Between the music, the setting and Trudi's strong drink, she felt less shy and constrained with Taryn.
Moving closer, she moaned softly in her ear. When Taryn gasped, she came even closer. Slowly she moved her body, teasing Taryn's nipples with her own. She smiled when she felt her own breasts swell and throb in response. The ache and fullness was becoming unbearable. Lisa wanted to tear both their shirts open and feel their bare breasts rubbing together.
Taryn slid her hand up Lisa's side then placed it over one of those throbbing breasts. She rolled the nipple back and forth through the fabric. She knew Lisa was already excited but she teased her, wanting her to become even more excited. Gauging herself by Lisa's every breath and heartbeat, she knew just when to release the nipple, then squeeze it harder. On and on she teased, bruising the delicate pink nipples with her fingers. It was all she could do to control the throbbing between her legs. Her other hand cupped Lisa's buttock, squeezing it as she pressed her closer. She wanted to feel her heat, her excitement. The moment was pregnant with that explosive energy that locks two people together, captured by the raw need and urgency of their bodies. Could Taryn contain this energy? Could she stop before it was too late? As Lisa pressed her hot body against her, she thought not.
Lisa rolled her head on Taryn's shoulder, her mouth instinctively seeking the soft curve of her neck. She kissed the warm flesh and felt the steady pulse throbbing against her lips. Her mouth opened and she tasted the forbidden fruit. Like a vampire long hungry and waiting, she sucked Taryn's long slender neck, moving down the side, across the front and then to her earlobe. Fervently she sucked and nibbled. She paused to look and smiled at the tiny bruises she'd made.
Taryn practiced the art of self-control better than anyone she knew.
Tonight she felt that control slipping, falling under the spell of Trudi's strong drinks and Lisa's eager mouth. She shifted to the side and pressed her knee between Lisa's legs. She found the younger woman's forwardness challenging. It was time to regain her role as the dominant player.
Her instinct guiding her every move, Lisa opened herself to the tall, gorgeous woman who was holding her. Literally holding her, for her legs felt weak and she trembled as Taryn rubbed her swollen clitoris with her knee. She groaned, her fingers grasping Taryn's shirt as she rode her clit hard against Taryn's leg. Faster and faster she rode, not caring who saw her. She panted and moaned, reaching for that place where she knew her senses would explode into a thousands bits of light and energy. She was very close to orgasm when Taryn abruptly pulled away. She cried out in frustration, wanting to protest this outrage against her aching clit.
Taryn took Lisa's hand and started toward the exit. Suddenly she had decided she didn't want an audience. Someone called out to her.
She thought it was Trudi but Taryn didn't wait to find out. She hurried out the door and into the parking lot. Despite the cold, her body was on fire. Lisa was panting, out of breath and visibly excited.
Taryn groaned and leaned against her. Placing an arm on either side of her, she pinned her to the car.
Lisa's heart was racing, not knowing what to expect but sensing it was going to be very special. She'd written enough scripts to know that Taryn favored exhibitionism. Tonight, her world seemed very different. They stood alone in the cold parking lot, their breath clearly visible as the frigid air curled around it. She gasped when Taryn leaned closer and bent down as though preparing to kiss her. Her hands wanted desperately to close around that soft brown hair, as Taryn's eyes fastened on hers and held her gaze.
Taryn gripped the collar of Lisa's shirt in her hands. One swift move and the buttons flew, baring Lisa's chest. Taryn eyed her lacy undergarment approvingly. "So lovely," she whispered. "Too bad I have to damage such a lovely thing." She fingered the soft lace, tracing the outline around Lisa's breasts.
Wide-eyed, excited and a little bit frightened, Lisa wondered if she meant her undergarment or her body. She gasped as Taryn's hands closed around her breasts. Gently she massaged the swollen flesh, her eyes never leaving Lisa's face. Lisa wondered why Taryn had not kissed her. Eager to taste those lips that had taunted her in every imaginable dream and fantasy, she leaned forward. For one breathtaking moment, she felt her lips brushing against Taryn's. But as suddenly as they'd touched, Taryn pulled away.
A cruel smile on her lips, Taryn watched Lisa's nipples harden as the cold air rushed between their bodies. The thin material was taunting her. Thankful it opened in the front, she unclasped it and watched Lisa's firm breasts fall free. She fastened her hands around Lisa's arms and pinned her against the car. Bending her head, she captured a nipple in her mouth. She sucked the tip, noisily and greedily. When Lisa moaned with pleasure, she grasped the hard nub between her teeth and pulled it out. Lisa's moan became a cry, uttered into the night.
When Taryn released her hot, wet nipple, it shriveled in the cold night air. Lisa moaned and tried to free her arms from Taryn's grasp.
She longed to feel her mouth feasting on her breasts, making sweet nectar form around the nipples. "Please," she begged, her eyes moving from Taryn's face to her bare breasts. "Suck me!" Oblivious to the cold, she raised her head and gave Taryn a beseeching look.
Although a part of her wanted to ravage her right then and right there, Taryn was cognizant of the cold and what it could do to bare flesh. She unlocked the car and pressed Lisa in ahead of her.
Quickly, she started the motor running and turned the heater on full blast. Lisa was leaning against the passenger door, her eyes reflecting her fear as well as her excitement. Growling deep in her throat, Taryn lunged forward and seized one of those taunting, agonizing breasts in her mouth.
Lisa cried out and she pulled Taryn closer. Her fingers wound through the soft brown curls that trailed down Taryn's neck, just past her shoulders. She bit her lip and thrust her chest forward, begging Taryn. "Harder," she moaned. "Suck me. Oh, God. Oh, yes. Suck me!" she screamed, her breast swelling and aching even more.
Using only her mouth, Taryn feasted on one of Lisa's bare breasts.
When Lisa pulled away and offered her the other one to fondle and suckle, Taryn growled and fastened her arms against the car door.
She was not finished. Smiling, she bent back to that same tortured breast, the nipple so red and swollen it looked ready to burst. She seized it in her mouth and shook it savagely from side to side.
Pausing with the tip just inside her mouth, she looked into Lisa's eyes and told her in a way words could not that this was only the beginning. Fiercely, she bit the nipple then sucked the breast once more inside her mouth.
Lisa moaned and cried, the tears rolling down her cheeks. Her breast was sore and aching. "Enough," she finally managed to say.
Taryn paused and looked up at her. She shook her head, the nipple still fastened between her teeth. No one told Taryn Williams what to do. Taking all of it now, she sucked Lisa's tender breast. Long, deep and hard pulls, Taryn knew she should stop before doing too much damage. Yet, there was so much pleasure in controlling this other woman, she could not bring herself to do so.
Lisa clenched her fists and she tried to free herself from Taryn's grasp. Angrily, Taryn slammed her hands against the fogged up window. A spot cleared on the glass as Lisa writhed beneath her captor. "Stop, you're hurting me," she cried.
Taryn wondered at her naivete. Gently, she sucked the nipple while contemplating what to do. She wanted to impress herself upon a woman so thoroughly that the woman would relive the experience in her every waking moment and beg her to repeat it. Taryn released Lisa's arms just long enough to press her legs apart and slide her down a little further in the seat. Quickly she closed back in.
Lisa felt Taryn's stomach pressing against her mound and she longed to rub her swollen clit against it. When she tried, Taryn bit her and fixed her with a piercing gaze that dared her to try it again. It was the most agonizing, pleasurable and painful sexual experience she'd ever known. Her cunt was so hot it throbbed painfully, screaming to be fucked. She circled her legs around Taryn's waist and held her as close as she dared.
Taryn thought how odd this must look to anyone passing by. The exhibitionist lurking inside of her wanted to wipe the windows clean of the condensation. She imagined for a moment another woman stopping by and offering to help her. They could each take a breast and feast upon it while Lisa screamed and agonized beneath them.
Instinctively, she moved her body through the motions of fucking Lisa's virgin pussy. In this case, it was her stomach that touched the treasure still waiting to be stolen.
Lisa hugged Taryn's slender waist, her body held rigid so she could savor the sensation of Taryn lunging against her. She grew dizzy and weak from excitement, her body begging to be released from this torturous state. "Um, um," she moaned as Taryn bucked against her.
Her aching breast still inside Taryn's mouth, she allowed herself to give up the struggle and concentrate on the pleasurable heat that flared from every single nerve in her body. It was amazing how Taryn knew exactly when to slow down and ease the pace, and then resume this tortuous pleasure.
Taryn's pussy was aflame and her clit felt ready to explode. She was ready long before she wanted to be. But she consoled herself with knowing that Lisa would be at her beck and call. Next time she would show her how it really should be done. She felt for the glove compartment, never taking her eyes off Lisa's eager body. When her hand felt the familiar object, she gave Lisa's breast one last sensuous stretch with her mouth. It made a popping sound when she released it.
Lisa watched, wide-eyed with wonder as Taryn fixed the dildo about her hips. So this is what it's like, she thought, remembering all the scripts she'd written, wishing she could be more explicit in her detail of what should happen. Inevitably, she had to leave it to the experienced hands of professionals like Camarin Knight. Perhaps now she would know. Letting Taryn's hands guide her, she shifted her body so Taryn could remove her pants and panties. 
Taryn lifted Lisa's bare ass, then dropped her against the leather seat. Although she owned every choice of dildo size and shape imaginable, Taryn thought she'd been extremely easy on Lisa so far.
She should at least give her a good fuck, something nice and big and hard to stretch her out. She fumbled in the glove compartment, searching for an especially large one. Smiling when her fingers closed around it, she tossed the other one aside and watched Lisa's eyes grow big while she fastened the dildo about her hips. "Did you really think I was going to let you off that easy, Lisa?" she whispered tauntingly.
Lisa gasped, her eyes never leaving Taryn's cock. Moving with the stealth of a panther, Taryn was aiming for her pussy. She felt her legs moving of their own accord, trying to press together and defend her virginity from this cruel, menacing structure that Taryn was aiming between her legs. Suddenly Taryn's hands lifted her lower body and held her in midair. Slowly she edged forward and pressed the tip of the dildo between Lisa's pussy lips.
Wet with cum, Taryn rubbed her cock around the opening.
Occasionally, she paused to press the tip against the base of Lisa's clitoris, pressing in, then quickly brushing it over the swollen nub.
After several long, tortuous moments Taryn smiled with satisfaction, drew her hips back and took aim. Lisa's legs bent; she pushed her open as far as she could. Despite the alcohol and despite her fatigue, Taryn's aim was precise. She plunged her full cock deeply inside of Lisa's pussy. The walls were so tight she could hear Lisa screaming in protest. So be it. This was what she'd asked for, what she'd wanted.
And now Taryn was giving it to her. Her hips moving in a rhythm all their own, she thrust herself in and out of Lisa's pussy. She was fucking her so hard, the car rocked when she plunged inside of her.
Tears stinging her eyes, Lisa cried as her legs banged against the window. Taryn was fucking her so hard and so fast that she could not defend her body against the assault. Her vagina burned with the onslaught of Taryn's huge cock. Yet, each time she thrust, Lisa was able to take it, all of it, inside of her. She grimaced and rocked, grasping Taryn's shoulders. She needed something to hang onto, to anchor her sorely awakened body. The leather seat burned her skin as Taryn thrust inside of her. She felt her head bang against the car door.
Later she would remember Taryn placing something there to cushion her.
No matter how tired she was, Taryn's energy blossomed when she fucked a woman. Little did Lisa know she was just getting started.
The first orgasm shook her uncontrollably, causing her to slip out of Lisa's screaming vagina. Her body quivering, she held onto Lisa as she rode her clit hard against the other woman's mound.
Thinking it was over, Lisa gasped for air. The dildo, wet with her cum, slid back and forth over her abdomen as Taryn rode her to the end of her climax. Her body was heaving and her breathing was so labored that Lisa thought she must surely be through. She was sorely surprised when Taryn rose to her hands and knees, gave her an evil grin, and lunged forward. Her long, thick organ pushed against the back of Lisa's vagina, finding a spot she never knew was there. Much to her surprise, an orgasm was building inside of her. The last thing she remembered was Taryn's fingers closing over her clit, rubbing it while she fucked her. Somewhere along the way, she exploded.
Another and another and another followed as Taryn rocked her into total oblivion.



Chapter Four


Rush hour traffic was at its peak when Kimberly Justin stepped inside the taxi. With the holiday season in full swing, the inbred sense of order and politeness among Chicago drivers and pedestrians was being sorely tested. Today traffic seemed even more trying.
As she sat in the backseat of the taxi, Kimberly anxiously checked her watch. Several minutes had passed and they'd only traveled a few blocks. She knew she was going to be late getting to the restaurant where she was meeting Pat for dinner. Pat was a chronic latecomer to any planned event, so Kimberly knew she couldn't rely on her to secure their reservations. It still seemed strange the way Pat had called her and insisted they meet right away. Kimberly couldn't really spare the time away from her office, but she'd agreed nonetheless.
After all, Pat was her best friend.
The traffic did not abate, forcing Kimberly to consider her options.
She decided to walk the few remaining blocks to Gino's. She leaned forward so the driver could hear her over his radio. "Excuse me, Mr. uh," Kimberly looked around and finally spotted his name on the license that was affixed to the glove compartment. "Mr. Bonatello.
Much to the Mr. Bonatello's consternation, his fare opened the door and proceeded to get out. He gave her an imploring look, thinking his gratuity would be considerably less than he'd anticipated when he picked her up.
Kimberly knew the look only too well. She was already in the holiday spirit, so she pressed a twenty-dollar bill into the driver's hand. "Keep the change," she said. Mr. Bonatello smiled and thanked her very politely. Relieved to be out of the traffic jam, Kimberly hurried toward the restaurant. She arrived at Gino's with five minutes grace time remaining on their dinner reservation. There was a long line of people waiting to get inside. Kimberly breezed past the line and into the lobby. She announced herself to the hostess.
"Yes, your table is ready," the woman told her. She motioned for a waiter who appeared and ceremoniously escorted Kimberly to her table. He held her chair and gave her the wine list after she was seated.
She smiled to herself as she perused the list. "I think I'll try the house special," she told her waiter. This was unusual for Kimberly, as she usually stuck to brands she knew and trusted.
The waiter smiled. "A good choice," he said. "Would you like an appetizer to go with that?"
"I'm waiting for someone to join me," Kimberly informed him. "I'd prefer to wait until she arrives."
"Of course," the young man replied. Although his air of politeness seemed excessive at times, he had the good looks to pass it off as charm and debonair. For all appearances, Kimberly struck him as someone who would provide a generous tip. He returned with her wine and promptly poured a sample for her to taste.
"Excellent," Kimberly said after swishing the wine in her mouth for a moment. She set the glass down and watched as the waiter filled it with a generous portion. "Thank you," she murmured. After he left, Kimberly sat back and sipped the wine. Having skipped lunch, it took only moments for her to feel the warm glow of the alcohol coursing through her bloodstream. She was in a contemplative mood, despite the noise and conversation at adjoining tables. She lifted her glass and held it in front of the candle. The wine sparkled and glowed in the light. Staring at the amber reflections, she thought about the previous evening.
Mark, her boyfriend, had invited her over for dinner. Mark and Kimberly had been dating for a long time. They seemed compatible in every way and shared an unspoken agreement that someday they would marry and start a family. The relationship was pleasant and companionable enough. Most days, Kimberly felt gratified, but lately she'd become restless. She found herself wanting more than Mark was willing, or able – she wasn't sure which – to offer.
Last night proved to be one of the worst times she'd ever spent with him. After dinner, he wanted to watch a video. It was a porno flick the men at the office gave him for his birthday. Kimberly didn't want to watch it, but Mark was insistent. "Come on," he chided her. "Who knows, you might pick up a few pointers."
Although he said it good-naturedly, Kimberly had a strong urge to tell him he could use a few pointers himself. However, she did not.
Unable to resist his pleading gaze with those cool blue eyes, she finally relented and agreed to watch the flick.
Mark placed his arm around Kimberly and flicked the remote control. The film started and he snuggled very close to her. "Sit back and enjoy the ride!" he said, giving Kimberly a knowing wink.
The movie, if you would call it that, did not have a plot. However, it did have a purpose that was obvious within a few frames of the film.
The main character was a well-built male who strutted and preened for the camera. He was very well endowed and made it obvious that he thought everyone should know it. Kimberly winced as the two female characters took turns sucking his long rod and swallowing what looked to be actual ejaculate. They positioned themselves so that the one sucking him was on her knees. Her legs were spread apart and her ass was fully accessible. While she sucked and stroked him, the other got underneath her and sucked her clit. Their orgasms were timed only seconds apart. Kimberly wondered which sex organ the women preferred, a man's cock or a woman's clit.
The next scene involved the man fucking one of the women from behind. She in turn used a dildo to fuck the other woman who was also poised on all fours in front of her. The rhythmic movement was very hypnotic. Kimberly's face flushed when she realized what was happening. The women doing it to each other were arousing her. Her libido took a deep plunge and she suddenly wanted the film to be over.
Mark, on the other hand, developed and maintained a visible bulge in his pants within seconds of the first sex scene. Kimberly noticed him unconsciously touching his cock. When the scenes became hot, he slid lower on the couch and ran his fingers over his erection.
Kimberly felt certain that if she wasn't there, Mark would be masturbating by now. In a way, she wished he would, but this was not meant to be. 
As the film neared the end, Mark pulled Kimberly closer and nuzzled her earlobe with his tongue. His breath felt hot and moist against her skin. Kimberly was pleasantly surprised by her response.
She was aroused despite her earlier embarrassment. As his arm moved down her side, she felt the liquid warmth on her panties. She moaned as Mark's hand closed around her breast. Alternately, he caressed each one, his lips pressed against hers and his tongue probed deeply inside her mouth. Her breasts became so swollen and tender she was aching for Mark to suck them.
His kisses growing hotter and more demanding, Mark slipped his hand inside Kimberly's shirt and began teasing her nipples. He knew her breasts were a very erogenous zone of her body and he played it to his every advantage, wanting her to be ready and eager for his dick.
Taking each breast in turn, he pulled the nipples out and rolled the tips back and forth between his fingers, straining against the material.
When she started panting, he straddled her then quickly resumed kissing her. Both hands free now, he tugged her shirt out of her pants and slid his fingers underneath. His ass cocked in the air, he was a predator bent over his prey, teasing her breasts unmercifully as she begged and pleaded for him to suck her.
Kimberly closed her eyes and tried to quiet the aching between her legs. She parted her lips and felt Mark's tongue playfully nudging her own. The kiss deepened and her breathing became increasingly irregular. Her excitement was so unbearable she pleaded with Mark to touch her wetness. Her breast, her pussy, her entire body was aroused. If only he would do something to appease this demand that was raging inside of her. Frustrated, she pulled her mouth away and begged once more. "Suck my breasts, Mark. Please," she whimpered.
Mark had something else in mind. He rose onto his knees and nudged her legs apart. Kimberly complied, hoping he was going to stroke her clit or plunge his fingers inside her. Mark looked at her, a big smile on his face. He drew back his arm, then slammed his hand savagely against her swollen clit, squeezing her so hard she cried out in pain. Mistaking the pain for pleasure, Mark did it twice more, forcing Kimberly's legs apart when she instinctively drew them together.
"Like to play hard to get?" Mark whispered. His penis was positioned on the left side of his pants. When she looked down, Kimberly could see the outline trailing past the top of his legs.
Although not as large as the man in the video, Mark was very well endowed. He slipped to the floor and pulled Kimberly down so her groin was resting on the edge of the couch. Without warning, he thrust his swollen penis repeatedly against her pussy.
Mark felt the heat of her arousal burning through her pants. A heat so hot that it threatened to sear the tip of his penis. It made him want more. He kissed her long and hard, his teeth pressing against her mouth. Torturously he sucked her swollen lips and bit the tender flesh, his arousal demanding release. Kimberly's gasps and cries aroused him even more. Driven by the urgency of his own needs, he was oblivious to hers. Mark knew and cared about only one thing.
He wanted the wonderful throbbing sensation in his organ to never end. The agony of waiting was utter torture. As his excitement grew, he became increasingly rough and demanding.
Frustration melding with arousal, Kimberly felt angry and confused. When Mark's fingers began unbuttoning her blouse, she wanted to scream and push him away. But her breasts were aching for the warmth of his mouth sucking her. Unable to suppress her desire, she pulled him closer.
"Mm, you feel so good," Mark panted as he thrust his penis harder and harder against her groin. When he finally got the buttons undone, Mark drew Kimberly's blouse down around her shoulders. Her brassiere opened in the front. He unfastened it within seconds, watching excitedly as her swollen breasts spilled out.
Kimberly moaned and tried to pull him closer. He fastened his hands around her wrists and pushed her arms back against the couch.
She felt his excitement as much as she felt her own. Her eyes begged him to take her. Finally, she begged. "Please, Mark. Suck me. Let me feel your mouth," she pleaded. 
Mark bent his head and nipped at her breasts. Going from one to the other, he sucked her nipples between his teeth and bit the tips, each time harder than the last. He soon had Kimberly moaning and whimpering. It made his cock even harder. He taunted her, wanting her to desire him more than anyone else, to be willing to do anything for him. He drew himself up, turning his hips so Kimberly could see how big he was, his erection straining against his pants. "Want it, baby?"
Kimberly watched as Mark unzipped his trousers. He gave her a knowing look and she knew what he wanted. Although she wanted something far different, she could not bring herself to refuse him. The words remained, as always, unspoken. How could she deny him the pleasure of her mouth servicing his penis? After all, didn't her happiness depend on giving him pleasure? She swallowed hard, wondering, as always why Mark did not like to go down on her.
Unaware of the war going on inside her head, Mark smiled and removed his pants. They fell down about his ankles and he kicked them away. He placed his hands on his hips and posed for her, thrusting his package within inches of her face.
Mark felt proud of his body, his manhood, and his power. He caressed his throbbing penis, allowing Kimberly to feast her eyes on it. The protuberance was clearly visible through the red silk briefs.
His eyes shone with pride as he showed her what he was going to give her. He lifted the tip ever so slightly, rubbing it against the light material until a wet spot formed on his briefs. This was the part Mark liked best. Walking with the self-assuredness of an angry bull, he approached his wanton companion.
Wanton, yes. But pleased, no. Kimberly watched wordlessly as Mark stood before her and pushed the briefs down about his hips. His penis was so swollen, the purple vein looked ready to burst. He finished removing his underpants and pressed the tip of his cock against Kimberly's lips.
"Take it, baby," he cooed. He smiled, feeling her lips trembling against his penis. His mind registered the fear in her eyes. It ensured his male dominance, encouraging him to demand complete control of her, to make her a slave to his pleasures and desires. He placed his hands on her shoulders and drew her forward. "Here, take it," he whispered as he pressed his penis against her mouth. It was his offering to her, his golden rod dripping with the sweet and forbidden nectar. "Take it," he whispered once more.
A female marionette responding to her master's controls, Kimberly opened her mouth and took him inside of her. The musk taste and smell aroused some primordial instinct that bade her to service him and service him well. She sucked and licked his throbbing penis.
"Um," she murmured, periodically looking up at him and licking her lips.
Mark squeezed her breasts, moaning and urging her to suck harder.
"Yes, yes," he moaned as his orgasm drew closer. Mark liked it this way, having her mouth coax him to a full orgasm. It felt so hot and wet and demanding, he could barely contain himself. The sucking and cooing sounds teased his senses. He wanted to make it last as long as he could. Her hands were trailing up and down his penis, urging him to come. "Not yet," he whispered. His hot, wet organ still fully erect, he withdrew it from her mouth.
"Um, lick my balls, baby," he whispered. He pulled his penis to the side, stroking it very gently while Kimberly cupped his scrotum in her hands. She knew all the right moves to make and the right things to say. "Um, um," she murmured, licking his balls. The musk smell was so pervasive, her need so strong and her fantasy so vivid that she sucked him willingly and eagerly.
Unaware of the fantasy spinning inside her brain, Mark smiled down at his lover. He placed his hands behind her head and pressed her mouth closer. "That's it, baby. Suck me. I know you want it just as much as I do."
Kimberly ran her tongue over Mark's scrotum, tasting every drop of his maleness. She could tell he was almost ready. Cupping his balls with his hands, he inserted his penis back into her mouth. She pulled him deeper and deeper inside of her, trying to take all of him in. "Um, um." She moaned deep inside her throat, opening it wider so she could suck him harder and deeper. 
"Now, baby. Take me now," Mark crooned as he thrust in and out of her mouth. "You're so hot," he whispered. Panting, he placed his hands on her shoulders to steady himself. "Uh, uh," he grunted as he fucked her mouth. His thrusts fast, then slow, he waited as long as he could.
Kimberly responded to his need. Her mouth and throat opened wide, she took his full length inside of her. His thrusts became harder and more insistent as he banged his penis against her throat. But for Kimberly, it was a different time and a different place. Her mind recalling images from the video, she was sucking something far more feminine than her lover's cock.
Mark trembled and shook as his ejaculate spurt inside Kimberly's mouth. The sensation was so spectacular that he knew he wasn't finished. "Uh," he grunted as he made one final thrust. He waited a moment before withdrawing from Kimberly's mouth. Afterward, he lifted her face and kissed her gently on the lips. He drew back and ran his fingers through her hair. Her mouth still open, he felt her warm breath on his penis. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, his penis hardened again.
Kimberly felt his hardness and upon looking down, saw that his penis was no longer flaccid. She knew he was not finished. "Mark, I…"
It was too late. Taking her roughly by the shoulders, Mark pulled Kimberly up from the couch. His hands moving with the urgency of his arousal, he pushed her to the floor. "Get on your hands and knees," he told her, his hands hurriedly guiding her into place.
The carpet burned her knees and the palms of her hands. Kimberly felt Mark parting her ass cheeks. She wanted to protest but there wasn't time. Mark plunged his penis deeply inside of her ass. "Oh,"
she groaned, her eyes tearing with pain.
His hands grasping her waist, Mark rammed his cock in and out of his lover's most tender region. He pulled her toward him while thrusting his hips forward, heightening the sensation of each thrust.
"Ah," he gasped with pleasure, plunging deeply inside of her again and again. Having not allowed her body time to adjust to his size, he panted and strained against the tight vise. "Ooh, you're so tight," he whispered in a husky voice as he continued to slam his groin against her bare ass. For Mark, the sensation was exquisite, much more enjoyable than fucking her pussy. "Yes," he murmured.
Kimberly heard nothing but the sound of their flesh slapping together. She felt Mark's hands reaching underneath her, searching for her breasts. She heard his frustration as her tits swung back and forth out of his reach. When his hands finally seized her, he gripped her breasts so tightly in his hands that she screamed. Her pain made him swell and ride her like a wild stallion. Roaring and bucking, he was determined to tame her.
The memory was so vivid that Kimberly forgot she was in a public restaurant. Her hands drifted down, gently touching her sore muscles.
She was lost in a scene-by-scene replay of last evening. The waiter startled her when he returned to her table.
"Miss, uh Miss…"
Nervously Kimberly glanced up at the waiter. "Sorry," she whispered. "Lost in my thoughts, I guess."
He smiled. The order pad pressed against his chest, he tapped it with his pencil. "Are you still waiting for your friend?" he asked.
Kimberly looked at her watch. Pat was almost a half-hour late.
"Just a few more minutes," she told him. "If she's not here in a little bit, I'll go ahead and order." She gave him her most pleading look, acutely aware of the people that were lined up and waiting for tables.
The waiter nodded in a perfunctory manner. Kimberly's imploring eyes got the better of him. "As you wish," he said, trying to force an air of formality into his voice. "Would you like another bottle?" he asked, pointing to her empty wineglass.
Kimberly didn't realize she'd nearly finished the half-liter of wine.
She shrugged. "Sure, why not." She poured the remainder of the wine into her glass and handed the empty container to the waiter.
Their fingers brushed together as he took the bottle from her hand.
She trembled in response to his touch. Her body aroused from the replay of her evening with Mark, she found herself staring at the waiter's groin. Her eyes searched for the familiar outline that she knew should make her excited. Her mind still filled with images of the naked women, she needed desperately to reaffirm her sexuality. If she were to slip her hand inside his pants and stroke his penis into an erection, would she be aroused by it?
Unaware of her inspection, the waiter bent down and wiped the table where the glass had left condensation. "I'll be back with your drink in a moment," he said.
Trying to dismiss her troublesome thoughts, Kimberly looked around the restaurant. Gino's was known for its signature graffiti. For the price of a simple Italian meal, visitors as well as locals could leave their mark upon the Windy City. Walls, tables, lamps, anything with a bare spot was open territory for someone to write. Names and epithets appeared in ink, pencil, chalk, crayon, and even lipstick.
Kimberly laughed as she read some of the inscriptions. It took her mind off Mark and the troubling images in the video.
Another fifteen minutes passed. Kimberly nursed her drink and glanced at her watch from time to time. Why was Pat so late? She grew impatient, thinking about all the things that needed to be done at work. Kimberly was next in line for a vice-presidency in her company's service department. As a woman, the demands and expectations were twice those placed upon her male counterparts. As a result, rarely a moment passed that Kimberly wasn't engaged in some activity, social or otherwise.
Her patience taxed, Kimberly checked the time once more. How could Pat be so inconsiderate as to leave her waiting like this!
"Enough," she grumbled. She gathered her things and counted out the money for her tab. Leaving a generous tip, she hoped to assuage the waiter's disappointment for losing a tab. As with the taxi driver earlier, she felt obligated to do so.
As she turned from the table, Kimberly noticed a very unusual inscription on the corner of a nearby table. Written in bright pink marker, the inscription read: "Lavender Excursions: Women Only."
A telephone number was scribbled underneath. Kimberly wondered whose phone number it might be, thinking someone was playing a nasty trick on a friend or family member. 
Thinking nothing more of it, she started for the exit. The dining area was slightly elevated with a short set of steps leading to and from the lobby. At the bottom of the stairs, Kimberly noticed the inscription once more. It read: "Lavender Excursions – Why Leave Without It?"
Her curiosity getting the better of her, Kimberly eyed the pubic telephones near the door. She tried to rationalize calling the number, telling herself it was incumbent upon her to let the person at the other end of the line know about the posting. Fully aware of her rationalization, she tried to hurry past the telephones. However, she could not assuage her desire to dial the number. Choosing the least conspicuous telephone available, Kimberly searched her purse for change. She dropped the coins into the slot and dialed the number.
"Lavender Excursions," a breathy female voice answered.
"You really do exist!" Kimberly exclaimed, surprised to learn that the number was legitimate. Or was it? Perhaps it was a sex service that Gino's was unknowingly giving free promotion. "Is this Lavender Excursions?" she asked.
"Yes," the woman replied. "How may I help you?"
"I saw your name and telephone number scribbled in a couple of places at Gino's Restaurant. I thought it might be a prank, so I decided to call and find out."
The woman chuckled. "It was probably one of our satisfied customers, wanting to share a good thing."
"And what is that 'good thing' this customer might want to be sharing?" Kimberly asked. Although a part of her was teasing, Kimberly's skepticism was evident in her voice.
"Our goal is to provide our customers with whatever they need.
Within reason," the woman added. "On occasion, we receive an impossible request, but mostly we're able to meet our customers'
needs."
Convinced this was a sex service of some sort, Kimberly decided she'd best end the call. "Well, I've learned everything I need to know," she told the woman. "Thank you for your time."
"Kimberly, your skepticism is understandable," the woman replied. 
Startled at hearing her name, Kimberly paused. "How … how do you know my name?" she stammered. Before the woman could reply, it dawned on her. Pat wasn't late. She was playing one of her outlandish pranks on Kimberly! Blushing, she scanned the lobby, searching for her friend. "How much is Pat paying you to do this to me?" she asked the woman on the other end of the line.
"No one is paying us to do anything to you," the woman replied.
"This is a business. I might also remind you that you called us."
This threw Kimberly for a moment, but then she realized she'd probably had too much to drink and wasn't thinking very clearly. It had to be Pat. There was no other plausible explanation. "Come on,"
she demanded. "Where is Pat? Pat, are you listening?" she asked.
Taryn shifted the receiver to her other ear. She tapped her fingernails up and down on her desk, waiting for Kimberly to finish.
Taking a deep breath, she caught a wisp of perfume. The blue-eyed blonde sitting next to her smiled and winked at her. Taryn gazed appreciatively at the long legs stretched out in front of her. The woman parted her legs slightly and ran her fingers seductively up and down each one.
Taryn knew she was being teased, but she also knew she could have Jennifer Levine any time she wanted her. The way she fingered her clit and smiled so seductively, Taryn suspected someone else had already claimed Jennifer's cherry. The hungry look in her eyes suggested this was still new to her. Taryn felt certain she'd had a taste of the golden nectar and now she wanted more. She smiled and continued watching her, thinking Camarin had probably claimed her cherry.
Jennifer moved her tongue suggestively over her full pink lips. She winked at Taryn and slipped her hand underneath her skirt. Slowly she slid the hem higher and higher up her legs. She felt wicked and horny and could think of no one she'd rather fuck than Taryn Williams. She was the queen, the goddess of lesbian sex. Jennifer moaned, staring hungrily at Taryn's groin. 
How would it be to close her lips over that gorgeous clit? Thinking there was nothing she'd rather do, Jennifer slipped to the floor and crawled over to Taryn's chair.
The exchange provided a nice shift of focus, a momentary reprieve from the distrustful client on the other end of the line. Taryn sighed and parted her legs, allowing Jennifer to caress her while she listened to Kimberly. This woman was top on her list of difficult clients, but Taryn knew that when she accepted her as a client. Taryn's motivation was not purely business because she knew that the difficult ones were sometimes the most enjoyable to tame.
Taryn drew a deep breath, smiled and pushed Jennifer's hand away from her wet, swollen cunt. It was time to entrap her prey.
"Kimberly, what do I need to do to convince you that Lavender Excursions is legitimate? We are a full fledged business and to my knowledge, we do not have any ties to someone named Pat."
Although she was tired and tipsy from drinking the wine on an empty stomach, Kimberly could not extricate herself from the call.
She thought for a moment. "Why don't you send me a brochure in the mail. If I'm interested I'll call you."
Taryn felt a rush surging through her bloodstream and into her already swollen clit. "I have a better suggestion," she told Kimberly.
"I'm sending a courier to the restaurant now. She'll give you a brochure to read. If you're interested, she can drive you over to meet with us and see what we have to offer."
She snapped her fingers to get Taylor's attention. Taylor was new and Taryn regretted sending her out for such a difficult client.
Unfortunately, she had no choice. She said to Kimberly, "The driver's name is Taylor Blythe. You can check her ID if you want. Should she look for you in the lobby?" Taryn asked. She was moving quickly, not wanting to allow Kimberly time to mull over the offer.
"I, uh…" Kimberly froze for a moment. This woman's voice was very persuasive and she sounded like someone Pat would solicit to help her. It seemed safe enough, so she decided to play along with the prank. "Yes, I'll wait in the lobby," she said. "But if she's not here in fifteen minutes I'm leaving, " she added. 
Taryn grinned and motioned Taylor over. She jotted the address for Gino's Restaurant on a slip of paper and handed it to her. Placing her hand over the receiver, she whispered, "Handle this one with special care," she told her. "If she gives you a hard time, tell her she needs to talk to me. Which she will, of course," Taryn added. "I'm going to handle this one personally." A mischievous smile spread across her face as she thought of the possibilities ahead.
Taylor took the slip of paper and tipped her hat to Taryn. "I'll handle her with care," she said.
Taryn waved good-bye and returned her attention to Kimberly.
"The driver should be there within fifteen minutes," she informed her.
"Meantime, do you have any questions you'd like to ask?"
"Actually, I do. How much do you charge for this service?"
Taryn weighed her response very carefully. "The fee we charge is due and collectible after we complete our services. If for any reason the customer is not satisfied, the contract is void and no charges are due."
Kimberly rolled her eyes. "Pat, Pat," she muttered, shaking her head back and forth. "Is customer satisfaction guaranteed in the written contract?" she asked in her most earnest voice. She wanted Pat to believe she had her fooled.
"Yes, it is," Taryn informed her. "Taylor will give you a copy of our brochure and contract when she picks you up. I can tell you this, though. Our customers to date have been exceptionally pleased with our services. No one has refused to pay."
Trying to suppress a yawn, Kimberly suddenly realized how tired she was. How much longer could she hold up? "I'll give her ten more minutes, then I'm leaving," she told Taryn. Without giving her time to reply, Kimberly ended the call.
Taryn sighed and turned her attention back to Jennifer. She looked so delectable! Would she have time to engage in a little fantasy of her own tonight?
While Taryn mused, Kimberly gathered her things and turned to leave Gino's. Much to her surprise, she nearly collided with a short blond-haired woman. She measured about five foot three inches tall by Kimberly's estimates. Her head was barely level with Kimberly's chin and she was wearing a chauffeur's uniform. She reminded Kimberly of the jocks who played women's softball and soccer at her college.
"Kimberly?" the woman asked.
Kimberly gave her an affirmative nod.
Very politely, Taylor handed Kimberly a business card, a brochure and a copy of the contract. "I'll wait while you look this over," she informed her.
Kimberly perused the documents she'd been handed. It looked so real! She was very impressed with the time and money Pat must have spent on this. At this point, she felt it'd be mean to not go along with the prank a little while longer. She glanced at Taylor.
Taylor smiled and motioned for Kimberly to follow her. Although Kimberly did not fall into step behind her, Taylor continued walking.
Confident Kimberly would follow her, she patiently waited on the sidewalk outside the restaurant. Sure enough, less than two minutes passed before Kimberly joined her. Taylor walked to the car and opened the door for her.
Wordlessly, Kimberly climbed into the backseat. Her heart was racing and her body was pumping with adrenaline. Where was she going and what would be waiting for her? While musing over the possibilities, she found herself wondering if Lavender Excursions might be a real business. "Nah, couldn't be," she muttered. "How would they know my name?"
Taylor closed the passenger door and hurried to the driver's side.
Within seconds, the motor was humming and she was part of the busy downtown traffic. She breathed a sigh of relief when the freeway ramp appeared.
Sitting in the backseat, Kimberly gazed out the window. As they approached the outskirts of Chicago, she started fidgeting. She couldn't imagine their office being located in one of the affluent suburbs of Chicago. Yet that seemed to be where they were going. If this was a legitimate business, Kimberly figured they must ask an exorbitant fee for their services. How else could they afford such a select location?
Taylor watched Kimberly in the rearview mirror. She was a very attractive woman, someone Taylor imagined must be a lawyer or other highly paid professional. She looked to be about Taryn's height, five feet eight inches or so. What struck Taylor most about her was her face. She had very patrician features, offset by a mane of flaming red hair and large green eyes that seemed to bore right into your soul.
Taylor sighed and took the next exit. "It isn't much further," she told Kimberly.
As she turned into the long driveway of Morgan Estates, Taylor wondered who this woman was and what her excursion would be.
The possibilities were endless. Even more interesting was the way Taryn had ordered her to bring Kimberly to Morgan Estates. As far as Taylor knew, Taryn always met with clients at the office until they signed a contract. Oh, well, she thought to herself as she approached the guard gate. She stopped and flashed her identification card to the guard on duty. Recognizing Taylor from her previous trips in and out of the estate, he made a cursory glance and motioned her through. 



Chapter Five


Morgan Estates was a bustle of activity. Protected by a high security and surveillance system, it presented women with many opportunities for those private moments considered so rare in a large city. On the outside, it gave the appearance of being home to some wealthy suburbanite. Very staid and conservative in its architecture, the main house gave no hint of the extravagant and erotic offerings contained within.
When the car stopped, Kimberly sat quietly waiting. She had no idea what was expected of her. A light came on over the entryway.
She suspected the guard had announced their arrival. Could this be a surprise party? She had no idea why Pat would arrange such a party for her, but in a way, the setting made sense. She recalled Pat mentioning an eccentric aunt who asked her to housesit for her when she traveled. Perhaps this was her aunt's home and Pat was taking advantage of her absence to throw a party. Perhaps it was a celebration for Kimberly's upcoming promotion. Ever the optimist, Pat was acting as if the promotion was already finalized. She referred to Kimberly as Madam Vice-president when she called her on the phone. Kimberly laughed thinking about her friend.
Taylor opened the door and offered her assistance to the now smiling Kimberly. "We're here," she announced. When Kimberly took her hand, Taylor noticed she seemed much calmer. "Are you feeling more relaxed?" she asked her.
Kimberly made a gesture indicating she was sort of relaxed but not quite. She wanted Pat to think the party was a complete surprise to her. Undoubtedly, Pat was behind one of those curtains watching her.
Taylor closed the car door and motioned toward the house.
The sight that unfolded caused Kimberly to gasp in awe. The door to the mansion swung open and long lavender colored carpet rolled out. Following Taylor, Kimberly stepped onto the carpet. It was so deep and plush; she felt as if she was walking on air. It seemed like something straight out of a storybook. Kimberly reassured herself once more that this was Pat's doing. No other explanation made sense. But, gosh, she didn't have to be so extravagant! How could Kimberly possibly return such a favor?
Taylor escorted Kimberly to the entry and turned her over to another woman in uniform. She returned to the car and waved good-bye to her wide-eyed passenger. Although Taylor was finished for the night, she sort of wished she wasn't. It'd be interesting to hang around and see what happened next. Unfortunately, she had a commitment that could not be postponed. Sighing, Taylor started for the garage.
She'd prod the other women for details when she came to work tomorrow.
The servant led Kimberly into the library. "Taryn, your guest is here," she informed the smiling hostess.
"Ah, Kimberly, how good to see you," Taryn said.
Kimberly watched as Taryn walked across the room. She was wearing a suit much like those Kimberly herself sometimes wore to the office. Her manner of dress suggested this was a place of business. However, in place of the customary handshake, she squeezed Kimberly's hand and brushed her cheek lightly with her softly colored lips. Kimberly immediately envisioned a lipstick mark on her cheek. Not used to such forwardness from a stranger, she felt hesitant and unsure of herself. "Good evening, Taryn," she said in a voice so soft it was barely audible.
Taryn smiled and released her hand. "Won't you sit down," she said, pointing to a couch near the fireplace. "Would you like something to drink? I thought we'd discuss business first and get it out of the way before dinner."
"Dinner?" Kimberly asked, suddenly feeling apprehensive. "I thought this was to be a business meeting." She was starting to doubt whether this was Pat's doing. If it wasn't, that probably meant this was an escort or otherwise equally repugnant service for women who had nothing better to do. Deciding it was time to put an end to this charade, she said, "I hadn't planned on dinner."
"Of course not," Taryn replied. "I just thought you might be hungry. As I recall, you mentioned something about your friend not showing up for dinner at the restaurant. Am I being presumptuous in assuming you have not eaten?"
"Well, no," Kimberly replied. Much to her embarrassment, her stomach growled. "I skipped lunch today," she explained, placing her hand over her stomach.
"Then it's settled!" Taryn stated. "Now would you like that drink?"
"Yes, I'll have whatever you're having," Kimberly told her.
Taryn laughed and held her glass up. "Are you sure? This is a very wicked concoction. I picked it up from a friend of mine. She owns a bar and she likes to come up with all sorts of exotic drinks. It's awfully potent," she warned.
"What's in it?"
"Bartender's secret," Taryn replied. "Trudi will not divulge her recipes to anyone. Sometimes I think she forgets from one time to the next what she puts in them." Laughing, Taryn walked to the bar and withdrew a decanter from underneath. As she poured the drink, she wondered if it would have the same effects on Kimberly that it had on Lisa. It would be interesting to find out.
Kimberly watched her every move, feeling some trepidation when Taryn handed her the drink. Tentatively, she took her first sip. It was surprisingly smooth. "Um, this is good," she said.
Taryn smiled and sat down beside Kimberly. She leaned back and placed her arm casually on the couch behind her. Her hand grazed Kimberly's neck. Seeming startled, Kimberly leaned forward so Taryn's hand was no longer touching her. Taryn smiled and moved her hand away. "Did you read the literature Taylor gave you?" she asked.
"Yes, I looked it over," Kimberly replied. She squirmed uneasily in her seat, wishing Taryn wasn't sitting quite so close.
Feeling very mischievous with her nervous guest, Taryn set her drink on the table beside her. She leaned forward and placed her hand on Kimberly's knee. "Well, what do you think?" she asked.
Kimberly found her discomfort fading, replaced with a strange sense of excitement and curiosity. "I might be interested," she said. 
"Of course, it would help if you could provide me with more information as to what services you offer."
Taryn laughed. "Better still, I'll show you around after dinner," she said. "This is where most of our excursions take place. There's really a lot to see if you have time," she added, smiling suggestively.
"Okay," Kimberly agreed. Although she felt uneasy, her curiosity was piqued enough to make her want to stay and learn more.
Taryn noticed the change. As she'd hoped, Kimberly Justin's curiosity had gotten the better of her. Fortunately, dinner was announced before she had time to change her mind. "Shall we?"
Taryn asked, motioning toward the dining room. She stood and offered Kimberly her hand.
Kimberly trembled when Taryn touched her. She felt an unexplainable weakness and trembling in her legs. As if sensing her weakness, Taryn drew her very close. Kimberly's heart was racing as she breathed the fragrance of her host's perfume. Taryn's face was so perfect and her body so beautiful, Kimberly could not remove her eyes from her.
Likewise, Taryn's senses were so focused on Kimberly, she anticipated her every need. There was warmth radiating from her body. Faintly scented with the female pheromone, it gave hint of the wetness forming between her legs. Taryn moved her hand so that her fingers were resting against Kimberly's breast. When there was no protest, she casually moved her arm and brushed her finger over the nipple. "Sorry," she said, smiling apologetically at Kimberly.
Although relieved to learn the touch was accidental, Kimberly felt dizzy nonetheless. The excitement, the confusion, and the alcohol made everything seem overwhelming at this point. Images from the two women in the video appeared in her thoughts once more.
Unguarded for a moment, she looked at Taryn and wondered what her sexual preferences might be.
As they approached the table, Kimberly found herself not wanting to separate from the woman beside her. As Taryn withdrew her arm, Kimberly felt her long fingers brushing ever so lightly over her nipple
– there for a moment, then gone. She wondered if the caress was intentional this time. For a fleeting moment she also wondered how it would feel if Taryn suckled her breasts. They still ached for release, Mark having never given it to her last evening.
Taryn watched Kimberly very carefully, wondering what thoughts were going through her mind right now. She pulled out a chair and waited for her to sit down.
Shaking her head in an effort to rid herself of her wayward thoughts, Kimberly smiled and took the chair Taryn offered. This evening was making less and less sense. As Taryn proceeded to the other side of the table, Kimberly looked about the room. It was very austere in comparison to what she'd seen thus far. Standing by the table was a woman clad in a maid's uniform. She pulled the chair out for Taryn, bowing to her once she was seated.
Kimberly noticed a band of black velvet encircling the woman's neck. There were five diamonds embedded in the front. When she turned to walk away, Kimberly also noticed that she was shackled. A chain consisting of five links was attached to her ankles. The bands around her ankles were also circles of velvet, each embedded with five diamonds. Something magical about the number five? Kimberly also wondered at the restraints, thinking how easy it would be for the woman to tear loose. Yet, she hobbled as if irrefutably fettered to her chains. Knowing of course that this woman was probably an actress and this was her costume, Kimberly tried to dismiss her thoughts. She recalled as a child being told she had an overactive imagination.
Perhaps her parents were right.
Taryn smiled with amusement as she watched Kimberly's changing expressions. One moment she appeared shocked and the next moment she was smiling as though she'd just caught the punch line to some macabre joke. Taryn decided to heighten the suspense a little. "Are you forgetting something?" she asked the maid.
Acting as a humble servant to her mistress, the woman knelt on the floor in front of Taryn. She bowed her head and stared at Taryn's feet.
"Will there be anything else, Miss Williams?" she whispered.
Kimberly watched the woman. She seemed to be trembling with fear, her hands visibly shaking where they rested on her thighs. The light from the chandelier caught one of the diamond's natural prisms.
It seemed odd to see such jewels on a servant. However, this was all fantasy; therefore, anything and everything was possible.
Taryn lifted her foot and placed it on the maid's left thigh. "Jill, I've a spot on my shoe. Will you clean it for me?" she asked very politely.
Aghast for a moment, Kimberly watched speechlessly as Jill bent and licked Taryn's shoe. She seemed eager, offering tiny sighs of pleasure as she licked the dark leather that encased Taryn's foot.
When Kimberly looked up, she saw that Taryn was staring at her.
When their gazes met, she did not flinch, nor did she falter. She smiled and removed her foot from Jill's thigh. "Would you like your reward now?" she asked.
Jill's lips quivered. She hesitated for a moment despite knowing that hesitation was not allowed. It was only seconds before she felt the sharp sting of Taryn's hand against her cheek. Hurriedly, she scrambled to her feet. "Yes, please," she whispered. "What do you wish me to bring?"
Taryn smiled at the young woman, acting as though this was nothing out of the ordinary. "My favorite whip," she told her. "I want this to be very special for you."
Jill raised her head slightly and glanced quickly at Kimberly.
Kimberly was certain she saw excitement in Jill's crystal blue eyes.
Jill hurried to the closet. She was panting and her lips were wet with excitement. She knew Taryn might notice the wetness between her legs but she could not contain her arousal. Opening the closet door, she looked over Taryn's prized possessions. The favored whip was hanging on the wall. She ran her fingers lovingly over the penis shaped tip. It seemed to stare at her, taunting her. Leather strands interlaced around a diamond, forming the tip of the penile structure. It was so forbidding, Jill nearly fainted from touching it. "This will be so good," she whispered, reverently kissing the diamond tip. She took it from the wall and hurried back to the dining room. Anxious to feel the leather striking against her skin, Jill was trembling with excitement. 
Taryn knew that Jill was excited. Her eyes were twinkling with a wicked gleam as she handed Taryn the whip. "You played with it, didn't you?" Taryn asked her.
Kimberly thought that Jill looked anxious. Her head was bent and her shoulders folded inward, as if trying to hide her excitement from Taryn. Kimberly flinched when the silence was suddenly broken by Taryn's laughter. A deep guttural laugh, it gave a hint of anger and rage and power. Quite unexpectedly, Kimberly felt a tingling between her legs. It charged like a current, every nerve a live wire of excitement. Down both sides of her opening it charged, teasing the outer lips and her clit that was already so swollen she felt it would burst.
Taryn felt that excitement. Combined with Jill's, it proved very stimulating. She needed release. Quickly but calmly, she set about her task.
Kimberly pressed her legs together, thankful for the table covering.
It gave her the privacy she needed to hide her excitement. She was so ashamed of the way she felt; yet, she wanted the feeling to never end.
Was this something more than a perverse enjoyment of another person's pain? Could Pat have been right that time so long ago back in college?
Taryn watched the display of emotions, first one then another, on Kimberly's face. She felt certain that Kimberly would have an uncontrollable desire to masturbate as she watched. She leveled her gaze and fixed her eyes on the spot beneath the table where Kimberly's hands were.
Kimberly tried to maintain her stare but her eyes faltered. The glare in Taryn's eyes let her know that she knew what Kimberly was doing. She removed her fingers from between her legs and wiped them against her pants. Her cunt was so swollen and wet that her fingers were damp from where she'd caressed herself through her pants.
Patiently, Taryn waited. Once Kimberly's hands were on top of the table, she turned back to Jill. She struck the handle of the whip against the table. Wine spilled over the side of a glass beside her.
"Are you ready?" she asked the trembling Jill.
Wordlessly, Jill lifted the skirt of her uniform, searching until her hand found the top of her panties. The white lace was so delicate and sheer that her ass was clearly visible. She paused for a moment so Taryn could look at her. Her goddess, her idol whose eyes she wanted to fill with excitement. She moved her hips from side to side, teasing her and knowing it would make her angry to be teased in front of a guest.
Kimberly watched Taryn's mouth open and her tongue run over her lips. She found herself wishing she could take Jill's place. Her own mouth opened and she heard herself panting. "My God," she whispered as she watched. "What is going on with me? With them!"
Taryn slapped the whip against her palm, signaling Jill to hurry up.
Jill pushed the scant garment slowly and seductively down her legs.
She felt the cool air against her bare ass, the current teasing at her crack as if trying to get inside. She quivered as she struggled to release the side snap on her panties. It seemed forever before she whisked them from around her ankles and threw them to the side of the room. Her skirt was still about her waist. She turned full circle, lifting her skirt high so that her front was now fully exposed to Kimberly.
Kimberly cast her gaze over the woman's body, her heart pounding with excitement. Her mouth hung open and she wet her lips as she stared at her groin. The pubic hair was trimmed very neatly, the ends around her opening wet with cum. Kimberly wanted to touch her fingers to that wetness, then place it inside her mouth and taste it.
"Oh, my God," she whimpered. Her face was burning hot with embarrassment but she could not stop herself from responding to the scene before her.
Taryn eyed Jill's buttocks. The soft white flesh looked very inviting. Her cheeks were firm and rounded in just the right places.
Taryn wished she could part them and plunge the whip deeply inside.
But it was too soon. She would have to wait. Lifting the whip, she jerked it and made it crack over Jill's bare ass. 
Kimberly was so excited she was gasping for breath. Her mouth was so dry and her throat so constricted with excitement, she could barely swallow. She ran her tongue over her swollen lips, lips that were begging to be kissed and sucked and nibbled. Her cheeks were enflamed once again. This time it was not shame but lust that sent her blood rushing to the surface. A hungry, aching lust, it spoke of the longing she felt in her groin and her breasts. She moaned with despair, but there was nothing she could do. She lifted the wineglass to her lips. Her hands were trembling so much she nearly dropped it.
Watching from the corner of her eye, Taryn smiled. Once more she snapped the whip briskly over Jill's trembling cheeks.
Jill prepared herself, placing one hand on the table to steady her body. Her mouth dropped open and she, too, panted with excitement.
She stole a glance at Kimberly and knew that she was also aroused.
Who wouldn't be in the face of such power!
Without warning, Taryn drew her arm back and took aim at Jill's bare ass. With a power unsurpassed by any other woman, she struck the whip against those firm white cheeks. A welt appeared immediately. Taryn smiled as she watched the mark become swollen and red. It looked delightfully hot and painful. She circled to the other side of her captive. She drew back the whip and made another equally forceful strike against Jill's ass.
Jill felt her heart pounding inside her chest. Her breasts were full and swollen with excitement. They rose and fell as her breathing grew more labored. She waited for the next blow. Wanting it, wanting it oh so desperately! "Please," she begged.
Taryn wet her lips. She wanted to run her tongue over Jill's wounds, to lovingly kiss each mark she'd made. But a darker side of her took hold. She wanted Kimberly to see her power, to feel it as intensely as she would if the whip was striking her. Taryn drew a deep breath, her chest thrust forward, her full breasts hanging firm and erect. "You've such a lovely ass," she whispered as she drew the whip back once more.
Kimberly winced as Taryn welded the whip on Jill's bare bottom.
Over and over, the leather stung her bare skin, kissing it most cruelly and marking it most clearly. Despite her misgivings, Kimberly felt her cunt growing hotter and wetter with every blow. Watching the perfect execution of the whip against Jill's body, she found herself admiring Taryn's arms – the way the muscles rippled when she moved
– and her skin, golden and tawny like a sunset over the desert. She longed to run her fingers through Taryn's hair, to feel the fine softness of the curls that fell about her chest and down her back. She wanted to press her lips against Taryn's skin, her hair, and her mouth. She wanted to possess her. She wanted to be possessed.
Kimberly fantasized standing beside her, placing her hand on Taryn's arm. Moving as she moved, feeling the power reverberate through her muscles then explode against Jill's trembling buttocks.
The images were so vivid, Kimberly nearly exploded in orgasm. She closed her eyes for a moment, wishing she could. To use the sheer energy of her fantasy and the powerful images before her, she imaged the orgasm quaking through her. She was so close, so very close.
Taryn could smell the excitement of her two companions. They were aching for release but she would not allow it. She caught the tail of the whip in her hand and placed the weapon upon the table.
Jill tried to hide her disappointment. Today she would not get the treasured prize that Taryn sometimes gave when she whipped her.
She turned to face Taryn, hoping to tempt her with her body. Her hands parting the swollen lips around her clitoris, she offered the glistening nub to Taryn. God, she was aching! The treasure was so close, yet Taryn would not give it to her. "Please, please," she begged in a low voice. She knew she mustn't let Kimberly hear her. Taryn shook her head and motioned for her to leave. Jill sighed and dropped her skirt.
Taryn laughed and walked over to Jill. Slapping her playfully on the rump, she said "My wicked Jill. Go and help Michele with dinner." She chuckled, watching as Jill ran eagerly into the kitchen.
The door swung closed and Taryn turned back to Kimberly. Acting as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, she sat down and unfolded her napkin. "Dinner will be here shortly," she said. She lifted her wineglass. "A toast to your coming venture. May the excursion serve you well."
Kimberly touched her glass to Taryn's. She followed her every move, taking a sip when Taryn took one, hurrying to unfold her own napkin and place it upon her lap as Taryn had done only seconds earlier. She felt weak, her body spent as though she'd made wild and passionate love. Someone came into the room and turned off the lights. She watched as a dark figure lit two candles in the center of the table. Just as silently as the figure appeared, it disappeared into the shadows.
Taryn wondered about the woman seated at the other end of the table. How long would it take to tame her? How willingly or unwillingly would she obey Taryn's orders? She took a sip of the white Bordeaux that she favored. As it burst inside her mouth, she murmured, "And I shall have you, too."
"I beg your pardon," Kimberly said, fearing she wasn't paying close enough attention.
Taryn looked up, a slight blush on her cheeks. "Oh, nothing. I was just thinking out loud," she said. Raising her glass to Kimberly, she made a second toast. "To your promotion and to your lover. A male though he may be," she added.
Kimberly blanched, resenting Taryn's comment about Mark. "My male lover, as you call him, is none of your business." She placed the glass back on the table. "I've changed my mind about dinner. Can someone please drive me home?" She stood and glared defiantly at Taryn. When Taryn calmly returned her gaze, she felt her armor slipping, exposing her fear. She wanted this woman to possess her and she could do nothing to hide that desire. Her legs threatening to buckle, she sat on the edge of the chair.
The door swung open and Jill hurried through. "Jill, it's about time," Taryn said. "Our guest is threatening to go home, she is so faint with hunger!" She smiled at Kimberly, her gaze very cool, yet questioning.
Kimberly turned away, watching as Jill approached the table. She seemed so eager to please. Kimberly seized upon her as a reason to stay, at least through dinner. Jill carried a silver tray laden with soup bowls. The bowls were steaming, filling the air with an aroma of something very pleasant. Jill placed a bowl in front of her. "Thank you," Kimberly said. She looked down into the clear liquid. "May I ask what this is?" She had fleeting thoughts of Taryn trying to drug her.
Smiling, Taryn lifted a spoonful to her mouth and tasted. "It is good. Very good," she replied, her eyes twinkling playfully. She wondered at the childlike mischief she was feeling. Perhaps this breaking of rules and boundaries would serve her well. First there was Lisa and now there was Kimberly. She'd had one and now coveted the other. How far would she go? Taryn wondered if perhaps this was her excursion rather than Kimberly's. "Do you want Jill to taste yours and show you it isn't poisoned?" she asked, a teasing lilt in her voice.
Feeling annoyed by Taryn's teasing, Kimberly searched for a response that would be equally annoying. Her mind was a jumble of confusion and disorganized feelings. "No, that won't be necessary,"
she replied. She lifted her spoon and tasted the soup. Taryn was right; it tasted wonderful. She hadn't realized how hungry she was.
Jill left the dining room and watched their new guest through a tiny crack in the doorway. Although she couldn't see Taryn's face, she could tell by her voice that she was enjoying herself. She sighed, her eyes filling with sadness.
"Feeling jealous, Jill?"
Jill turned and looked at Michele. She was chopping vegetables, preparing the next course. "Of course not!" Jill snapped at her.
Michele laughed in amusement, her bare breasts bouncing on her chest. She insisted on cooking naked from the waist up. She complained that clothing on her upper body restricted her too much when she was working. Taryn had finally relented, telling her that the kitchen was her domain.
When Jill remained silent, Michele paused and put down the knife.
Jill seemed so naive at times that Michele felt guilty for teasing her.
"Come here," she told her. 
Jill wanted to be stubborn but she could never refuse Michele's offerings. Wordlessly, she walked to the counter where two wonderfully full and firm breasts awaited her. She stared at Michele, her head thrown back and her chest thrust forward. Jill climbed onto the barstool, then worked her way onto the counter. She poised on her hands and knees, her eyes filled with excitement. Greedily she took one of Michele's nipples into her mouth.
Michele groaned when she felt Jill's wet tongue on her bare nipple.
She smiled with pleasure as Jill suckled her breast. Her excitement grew and she placed her hand behind Jill's head. Pressing her forward, she urged her to suck harder. "Yes, yes," she murmured as Jill drew her breast deeply into her mouth. Jill made smacking sounds while she sucked her and her breathing became hot and labored.
Michele felt the moisture between her legs. Bare underneath her skirt, the wetness collected on her pubic hair and dripped onto her naked legs.
"Um," Jill sighed as she pulled Michele' swollen breast deeply inside of her mouth. She wanted to touch the other with her hand, to squeeze it and make it swollen too, but she knew Michele would make her stop if she touched her with anything but her mouth. Those were the rules.
Irritated by rules that did not make sense, Jill bit the swollen nub.
She bit it so hard that Michele gasped, but there was nothing she could do about it. The other rule was that Jill could do whatever she wanted to Michele' breasts, as long as she used her mouth.
Jill smiled to herself, punishing Michele's bosom with her silly rules. She felt the nipple become hot and irritated. Michele's breathing was now keeping pace with her own. She switched to the other breast.
In the dining room, Taryn was wondering what was taking so long in the kitchen. "Excuse me," she said, rising from her chair. "I'm going to find out why there is a delay with our dinner."
"I don't mind waiting," Kimberly hurriedly replied. Although she'd taken a perverse pleasure in Jill's punishment, Kimberly did not want the incident repeated. Perhaps dinner was delayed because her butt was so sore. "Why don't you give it a few more minutes?" she said.
But her words were lost as the door swung shut behind Taryn.
The sight in the kitchen angered Taryn but it did not surprise her.
Shaking her finger at the two women, she marched across the room.
They parted and looked at her helplessly, wondering what she would do.
"We have a guest," she reminded them. "Please restrain yourself until after dinner is served. After that I don't care what you do."
Michele and Jill nodded. They did not see the smile on Taryn's face as she walked away. Michele wiped her breasts dry and ordered Jill off the counter.
Jill obeyed, easing herself down to the floor. She took a knife and helped Michele with the preparations. Working steadily side by side, they had the second course ready within minutes. Michele finished with a garnishing touch, a colorful display certain to stimulate anyone's appetite.
Jill loaded the tray and took the second course into the dining room.
She felt a little embarrassed about being caught with Michele. She wondered what Taryn was thinking. Could she possibly be jealous?
She wanted to think so, but Jill knew she was probably dreaming.
Quietly, she removed the soup bowls and replaced them with the fresh salad. Wanting to get out from under Taryn's glare, she started back to the kitchen.
"Jill," Taryn said in a soft voice. When Jill turned to face her, Taryn pointed to Kimberly's water glass. "Please pour our guest some fresh water." She scolded Jill with her eyes.
Jill felt her cheeks burning with embarrassment. She took a glass container from the side table. It was filled with fresh ice water and slices of lemon. The room's warmth had caused condensation to form, making the glass slippery and awkward to hold. Jill was nearly beside herself with nervousness. Taryn's eyes had followed her every move since she'd entered the room. Carefully she carried the water to the table and replenished Kimberly's glass.
Taryn watched her very carefully but not carefully enough. 
Jill bent over, pretending to fumble with the glass. Her hand grazed Kimberly's breast and she tweaked the nipple between her fingers.
She gave her a conspiratorial wink and turned back to Taryn.
Kimberly was so shocked that she nearly choked on a leaf of spinach. Coughing and gasping for air, she reached for her water glass at the same time Jill rushed forward to assist her. Their hands collided and water spilled over the sides of the glass. By then, Kimberly had managed to swallow and regain her breath.
Taryn frowned upon the scene. She found it comical, yet she also felt embarrassed by Jill's clumsy behavior. "Are you all right?" she asked Kimberly. Her face a mask of calm and concern, she did not betray her true feelings.
"I'll be okay," Kimberly told her, gesturing for Taryn to not be concerned. However, her trembling hands told a different story.
Taryn clicked the intercom button. "Laurie, Susan, I need your assistance in the dining room. Immediately," she added. They were there within seconds.
The women giggled uncontrollably at the site of Jill. Her hands were dripping with water, the remainder of which appeared on the front of Kimberly's blouse. It was soaking wet. Dressed only in mini skirts and scant tops that did little to conceal their ample breasts, the women rushed over. They each took an arm and led a slightly intoxicated and extremely flustered Kimberly Justin to the guestroom.
It took a moment for Kimberly's eyes to adjust. From the dull colors and furnishings of the dining room to the decorative flare of the guestroom was quite a change. The carpet was white, the thread so deep and plush that Kimberly sighed with pleasure. In place of the dulled light in the dining room, this room was suffused with softly scented candlelight. Off to the side, near the balcony, was a raised platform. In the center was a sunken bed. Bedside tables extended from both sides and a music console was built into the headboard. All within hand's reach, it looked to be very comfortable. Kimberly was so tired; she would have loved nothing more than to curl up on that bed. 
Laurie and Susan ran a warm bath, leaving Kimberly to linger and wonder about the room. Laurie was the first to notice Kimberly starting toward the balcony. "No!" she exclaimed, rushing back into the bedroom. She took Kimberly's arm and guided her away from the door. "You must be careful," Laurie explained. "All the entrances and exits are set with alarms."
"Why?" Kimberly asked. She was trembling from Laurie's sudden outburst.
Laurie looked to Susan, but she shook her head and continued preparing the bath. "It is done to ensure the privacy and safety of our guests," Laurie improvised.
"Oh," Kimberly responded. Although it seemed overkill to her, she supposed the extra security was a measure some clients would well appreciate.
Laurie smiled at Kimberly and started removing her clothing. The incident now under control, Susan came over the assist.
Kimberly felt tired beyond words. It was embarrassing to have two women undressing her, but she was too tired to protest.
Laurie and Susan openly admired Kimberly's body. Her finely tapered waist accentuated her breasts. The smooth curve and swell of each mound, firm and erect, was an inviting spectacle. The two women fantasized ways to partake of this new treasure.
Susan faced Kimberly and circled her arms around her waist. She pretended to have difficulty unclasping Kimberly's brassiere. She pressed close, much closer than necessary as she pretended to struggle with the clasp. Her nipples were hard and erect, aroused by Kimberly's beauty as well as her naivete. Their nipples touched tip to tip. Neither Kimberly nor Susan moved away.
Kimberly gasped when she felt Susan's nipples pressing through the sheer silk of her brassiere. Susan did not move nor did she seem to notice. Kimberly shook her head, scolding herself for being so timid in front of the two women. This was probably something they did every day and thought nothing of it.
Susan stepped back, removing Kimberly's brassiere. She smiled appreciatively at their guest's bare chest. 
Kimberly felt her breasts spill out of her brassiere, leaving her completely naked from the waist up. It was all she could do to refrain from crossing her arms over her bare bosom. She wanted to hide her nakedness but she sensed it would not be wise to do so.
Angered by Susan's bold behavior, Laurie flashed her a stern look.
She considered herself deserving of the first take. After all, she had seniority over Susan. This was an unspoken rule. Laurie acted first and was not to be outdone by her partner. Her anger finally subsiding a little, Laurie reached around Kimberly's waist from behind.
Adroitly, she undid the zipper on Kimberly's jeans.
Kimberly shivered in anticipation. Her eyes closed, she waited.
Moving as if in slow motion, Laurie tugged the pants down around Kimberly's knees. Her hands touching here and there and everywhere, she debated fondling the firm white buttocks that were so deliciously encased in very lacy and very sexy silk panties. When she saw Susan eyeing Kimberly's groin, she quickly reached around Kimberly's hips and hooked her thumbs in the elastic on each side of Kimberly's panties. Very slowing, inch by inch, she pulled the panties down.
Her fingers were spread open, allowing her to feel the softness of Kimberly's pubic hair. She pressed her fingers in ever so slightly, tracing the outer lips of this new woman's treasure.
Susan watched Laurie's hands move lovingly over Kimberly's groin. Ah, wet already, she thought as she saw the dampness at the center of Kimberly's opening. Taryn had made quite a catch this time!
The two women noticed Kimberly was swaying, as though dizzy with excitement. Briskly, they completed their task. Taryn did not mind them playing a little with the guests, but they knew when to stop. Her clothes a heap on the floor, Susan and Laurie led Kimberly to the tub. They helped her into the warm water and slipped in on either side of her.
Kimberly eased into the warmth, feeling so relaxed that she wondered if she'd had too much wine. And what was that aroma? It was so fresh and crisp; it reminded her of being in the mountains after a fresh summer rain. She found herself unable to move one muscle. 
Laurie and Susan carefully bathed her as she watched like a bystander surveying the scene from afar.
She felt alive, yet totally relaxed with the warm sensations of their gentle ministrations upon her body. "How strange," she murmured.
"What do you find strange?" Susan asked as she squeezed a sponge full of warm water over Kimberly's breasts.
Kimberly blinked, then looked beside her. Who was this lovely creature and why was she taking such good care of her? "I … I don't remember," she said, her voice so faint the two women could barely hear her. She closed her eyes and sank deeper into the water. The last thing she remembered was being wrapped in a large terrycloth robe.
It was white, she believed. Or was it pink? Oh, it doesn't really matter, she thought. Quietly, she closed her eyes and fell asleep.
Sometime during the night, she felt gentle hands touch her face.
"Goodnight, my sleepy one," Taryn said. Caressing the smooth skin ever so lovingly, she thought how beautiful the contrast of Kimberly's skin, pale in the moonlight, to the warm golden hue of her own, shimmering in the light. She sighed and left the room. 



Chapter Six


Taught to move with a quiet gracefulness, the servants at Morgan Estates were scarcely noticeable. This was especially true in the mornings when they knew they must not disturb Taryn. It wasn't that she slept late or lay idle in bed. She simply enjoyed the quiet of a new day beginning. Sometimes she walked or rode around the estate.
Other times she swam in the large heated pool just off from her bedroom.
Tired from not getting much sleep, Taryn chose to wonder down to the stream this morning. It was in a wooded area where she liked to spend private moments puzzling over something or merely enjoying the soothing sound of water rushing over the rocky creek bed. As she stood on the bank breathing the fresh morning air, Taryn heard someone approaching. She turned and found Lisa standing quietly behind her. Although startled by her sudden appearance, Lisa's familiar smile and eager expression put Taryn at ease. She smiled and greeted her. "Good morning, Lisa. What are you doing out and about so early?"
Although she hadn't a moment alone with Taryn since the night in the parking lot, Lisa clung to the hope that they would be lovers.
When she heard about Kimberly spending the night at Morgan Estates, she felt a little jealous, especially after listening to the servants describe what happened. Everyone agreed that Taryn seemed smitten by the new client.
Trying to hide her nervousness, Lisa locked her hands behind her back and stared at the ground. "I couldn't concentrate on my work, so I thought a walk might do me well," she said. Still not looking at Taryn, she strolled past her to the edge of the creek bank. Suddenly, it didn't seem like such a good idea to be alone with her.
Sensing Lisa's discomfort, Taryn walked over and placed her arm around her waist. She was trembling, an obvious sign that something was bothering her. Feeling guilty that she hadn't spent time with her since the night in the car, Taryn blurted out, "I was thinking about going to the cabin this morning … just to get away for a while," she explained. "You're more than welcome to come with me."
Lisa eyed Taryn curiously, puzzling over her invitation.
Sensing her hesitancy, Taryn rushed on. "We can take some coffee and pastries from the kitchen. We'll have breakfast, then read or listen to music or … whatever," she mused. Taryn gave Lisa a tentative smile, hoping the invitation would buoy her spirits and in turn ease her own guilty conscience.
Lisa pursed her lips and laid her head on Taryn's shoulder. "You really want me to come?" she asked.
No matter how much she tried to distance herself from Lisa, Taryn could not resist her loving adoration. She lifted her head and kissed her very softly and gently on the mouth. Her lips parted ever so slightly, she felt Lisa's tongue slipping inside of her. She closed her mouth around it, capturing it between her teeth. The kiss sparked her desire just as it had the night in the bar. She moaned and sucked Lisa's wet tongue in and out of her mouth.
Lisa sighed and felt the familiar ache coming upon her. She felt for Taryn's hand and placed it on her hip. Moving it up and down over her butt, she invited Taryn to partake of her offering.
Taryn smiled and playfully squeezed Lisa's buttock. "Let's skip breakfast," she whispered, blowing gently in Lisa's ear.
Lisa shivered with anticipation. She was trembling so much it hurt.
But it didn't hurt nearly as much as it was going to in a little bit.
Eagerly, she took Taryn's hand and raced to the cabin.
By outward appearances, the cabin was indeed a cabin. A simple, modern structure located halfway up the mountain, it blended very easily into its surroundings. Taryn clicked the remote, turning off the motion sensor. She led Lisa inside and clicked the remote once more.
"Oh, good! Albert started a fire." Sometimes Taryn thought the wily old butler could read her mind. She made a mental note to thank him, then turned her attention back to Lisa.
Lisa grinned and helped Taryn out of her jacket. She hung their outer garments on the coat rack by the entrance. Her eyes fell upon the umbrella stand sitting beside it. It was filled with all sorts of goodies – paddles of all shapes and sizes, some leather and some wood. There was also the favored riding crop that Lisa had heard Taryn welded very effectively.
Lisa gasped when she saw the newest item in Taryn's collection.
She'd ordered the stun rods a week or so ago, having taken it upon herself to keep Lavender Excursions stocked with the newest toys on the market. She wondered if Taryn might use a stun rod on her. With an expression of eager anticipation on her face, she gave Taryn a questioning look.
The throbbing between her legs escalated considerably when Taryn saw the stun rods. She'd almost forgotten about them. No longer did she feel the gentleness or the tenderness toward Lisa that she'd felt just moments ago. She grasped Lisa's hand and pulled her petite frame hard against her own aching body. Filled with a hunger too long denied, she greedily pressed Lisa's mouth to hers. She grasped her firm buttocks and pulled her closer; so close that their groins were locked together.
Taryn tilted her hips, her clit seeking some part of the other woman's body to ride, to carry her into total oblivion. She felt Lisa's leg pressing between hers and she welcomed it. Her clit felt ready to burst as she rubbed it back and forth over Lisa's thigh. "Uh, uh," she panted, her mouth hanging open as she gasped for air.
Lisa gave herself totally to Taryn's explosive hunger. Taryn's hands were gripping her ass so hard she was literally lifting her up and down as she rode her. She was so wet Lisa felt the dampness seeping through the leg of her pants. Eagerly she fastened her mouth around Taryn's tongue, sucking her hard and fast. She felt her own lips bruising beneath Taryn's eager mouth.
"Oh, yes," Taryn moaned as she felt her first orgasm approaching.
She was sucking and biting Lisa's mouth so hard that she knew she was hurting her. But she didn't care. "Doesn't matter," she groaned as every nerve in her clit exploded in orgasm and her body shook and trembled and quaked. She wrapped herself around Lisa's leg, holding on to every single burst of excitement. 
"Ah!" she screamed, panting, gasping for air as it tore through her aching clit. "Uh, uh," she grunted, holding fast to Lisa's leg. Her clit shuddered into one final explosion. Slowing now, she rode gently through the last vestiges of her orgasm, never once letting Lisa go.
She thrust her tongue in and out of Lisa's mouth, once, twice, then a third time as she finished. Struggling to regain her breath, she held quietly to Lisa's trembling body.
Her own clit begging for release, Lisa breathed heavily into Taryn's ear. Her wet tongue plunged inside, a reminder to Taryn that she was waiting. Only seconds passed but it seemed like hours before Taryn pushed her away.
Her strength having returned somewhat, Taryn planned to more than return the favor. She reached into the umbrella stand and withdrew one of the riding crops. It wasn't her favorite because she wanted to save that for later. This, however, was a very fine crop.
The leather was so finely tooled, it struck with near perfect precision.
She stepped back and eyed Lisa's trembling body. Suddenly, without warning, she snapped the whip, the tip stinging one of Lisa's nipples.
"Off! Take your clothes off!" she demanded, snapping the whip again. This time it stung both nipples, the leather creating red, swollen marks despite Lisa's clothing.
Lisa struggled to undress as Taryn unleashed a frenzy of lashes upon her body. She cried and cringed, feeling afraid now. If the rein of lashes gave hint of what would follow, Lisa thought she might not want this after all. But then she remembered the locks on the doors and windows and the remote control Taryn guarded so carefully. Her nipples were burning and her breasts were aching from the harsh lashings. Another volley followed before she could finish undressing.
This time the blows landed square across her buttocks, the very cheeks that only a moment ago Taryn had clung to as she climaxed.
Her sides heaving as she gasped for breath, Taryn stopped. "Finish undressing," she said. Now that she'd vented some of the anger, she needed a moment to catch her breath. And another moment to wonder why she was taking Lisa so readily into her private fantasies -
fantasies she'd worked so hard to suppress. This was a dark side of her personality that Taryn sometimes found frightening. Oh, the things she wanted to do and imagined doing! She trembled in anticipation as she watched Lisa undress.
Hurriedly, Lisa unzipped her pants. She tried to ease them down slowly over her burning cheeks, but Taryn cracked her whip, demanding that she hurry. Some of the marks were weeping, causing the material to stick to the wounds. Lisa tried to be careful but Taryn would have none of it. Lisa screamed as Taryn seized her pants and jerked them down about her ankles.
Taryn smiled at her victim. She moved with the stealth of a hunter, advancing upon her prey. The welts were very red and swollen.
Some were even bleeding. But it was still not enough. Taryn cracked the whip over and over again against Lisa's trembling ass. Now she was venting her passion, a feeling far stronger and demanding than her anger.
Lisa was nearly choking on her sobs. It hurt so badly that she felt her legs were going to buckle. She moved her feet apart slightly, trying to steady herself. Despite the pain, she did not protest nor did she plead. She trusted Taryn so completely that she would do anything for her.
Taryn was dripping with excitement. She'd forgotten how much she enjoyed having someone submit to her so readily and so trustingly. Moving closer to her trembling lover, she whispered in Lisa's ear. "Bend over, pretty one. I have a present for you."
Lisa's weeping quickly subsided. She wondered what this present might be. Was she going to whip her again or take her from behind?
She would welcome both equally. Trembling with fear and excitement, she bent over and placed one hand on the iron gate surrounding the fireplace. "Steady now," she whispered to herself.
She heard movement behind her and winced as Taryn's hand slapped her bare ass.
Taryn smiled with amusement, then walked to the closet. She reached for her new dildo, the one she hadn't tried yet. It felt so perfect strapped around her hips. She swaggered back to the unsuspecting Lisa, the dildo bouncing with her movement. Taryn had never seen one so big and so hard. She felt certain this would be a challenge for Lisa. She laughed, thinking how Lisa thought the first one was so big. As she would soon realize, that was nothing! Taryn smiled, stroking her hard wang and admiring the way it looked jutting from her groin.
Lisa grew suspicious when she heard the closet door open. What could Taryn possibly need from there? But then she realized Taryn was probably trying to frighten her. She started to play dumb and asked Taryn what she was doing. Her sentence was cut off midway as she felt something pressing insistently at her opening.
Taryn listened to Lisa's heavy breathing, the sound teasing her clit into full erection. She reached underneath her, checking her wetness.
The slick moisture coated her fingers and she greedily licked it off.
"Um," she murmured. "You're ready." She returned her hand to Lisa's hot oven, dipping inside of her once more. She cooed and purred as she licked her fingers dry. "Um," she sighed, popping her fingers noisily out of her mouth.
Lisa was aching so much that she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. Pain and excitement raged inside of her – her cunt, her ass, and her breasts. "Please," she begged, squeezing the iron gate so hard it bruised the palms of her hands.
Taryn moved her hand back between Lisa's legs. She ran her fingers over her clit, teasing her. The outer lips were so swollen and her pubic hair so wet that Taryn longed to press her face into the hot caldron and lick it dry. But she must not. Taking a deep breath, she parted the swollen lips and poised with the tip of the dildo touching Lisa's opening. Gently, almost cautiously, she pressed it against her.
"Oh, please," Lisa begged her. "Take me, Taryn!"
Taryn grasped Lisa about her waist and pull her back and forth ever so slightly. She waited until her young protege was purring with pleasure from the dildo teasing her clit. When she seemed relaxed and lost in oblivion, Taryn parted the swollen lips around her opening once more. She drew back and smiled with the satisfaction she knew this would bring. Without warning, she lunged forward and plunged her cock deeply inside of Lisa. She grunted with the exertion of getting the dildo all the way inside of her tight little cunt. "Like that?"
Taryn asked. Roughly, she shoved the dildo in and out of Lisa's pussy, fucking her so hard that she knew she'd be limping for at least two days. Lost in the darkness of her other world, the thought did not disturb her.
Lisa cried and moaned as the fully ribbed and veined dildo moved inside the hot slick walls of her cunt. She never thought she could stretch so much, but it seemed she could do anything for Taryn. The pain giving way to pleasure, Lisa panted with excitement, begging Taryn for more. "Harder! Fuck me harder!" she begged.
Taryn slid out of Lisa and settled herself into a fighter's stance behind her. "Don't say I didn't warn you," she told her.
Taryn's shaft assaulted Lisa's tender opening, the tip plunging deeper inside of her than she thought possible. "Uh, uh," she grunted.
Lisa struggled to regain her balance after each thrust. Taryn fucked her harder and faster, offering Lisa no reprieve from the hunger that drove her cock unbearably deeper inside of her.
Taryn was alternately pushing her between the borders of pain and pleasure. Lisa felt tears rolling down her checks but she bit her lip, determined to show Taryn that she could take it. Eager to please, Lisa spread her legs and began a backward thrust in rhythm with Taryn's forward lunges. Her mouth was open, the excitement causing her to drool and whimper. "Oh, fuck me!" she screamed.
Taryn's clit was quivering with excitement, ramming hard against Lisa's ass as she fucked her. She slowed the pace, pausing to caress herself against Lisa's firm buttocks. Her cock slid over Lisa's lower back as she rubbed her clit back and forth against her cheeks. The tide was turning, surging inside of her once more. "Ah!" she screamed as her engorged clit exploded into a thousand pinpoints of red-hot heat. Her chest was heaving and a trickle of moisture slipped between her breasts.
Lisa held to the gate as Taryn shook and bucked in orgasm. The pain in her pussy had subsided a little by the time Taryn finished.
Within seconds, Lisa felt the tip of the slick penis pressing once more against her opening. It teased her so. She longed for Taryn to fuck her again. Only this time she wanted the dildo to remain outside of her juicy oven. She wanted to feel the dildo sliding up and down between her outer lips. "Um," she moaned, trying to capture the wet leather between her legs. She looked over her shoulder, her eyes pleading with Taryn to release her from the tormenting ache between her legs.
Taryn felt wonderful. How she loved the power of thrusting her hips, driving her rod in and out of a woman's cunt, teasing her outer lips until she begged to be fucked again. She knew what Lisa wanted, but she wasn't going to give it to her. She smiled as she thrust herself deeply inside of Lisa's pussy. Her hand felt for Lisa's clit, so wet she almost lost it. "Um, so wet and swollen," she murmured as she continued the steady rhythm of her thrusts. She placed three fingers over Lisa's clit and began fucking her. The circular movement created a friction so hot, Taryn felt her fingers tingling.
Over and over, she fucked her clit, knowing when to slow down, when to move away. It wasn't time yet for her to climax. Moments passed and when an orgasm seemed inevitable, she withdrew her hot wet cock entirely from Lisa's pussy. She reached for the small shovel resting against the fireplace. The metal was hot enough to sting but not burn. It was perfect for her needs.
Lisa cried as the hot metal smacked against her ass. The pain became one with the pleasure she'd been feeling, each making the other doubly rewarding. "Ah, ah," she cried as her ass stung with pain. She was panting so hard, she was afraid she'd hyperventilate.
Her clit was so close to bursting she could barely keep her balance.
"Please," she begged. But Taryn would not stop. Within moments, Lisa felt her excitement giving way to pain.
Knowing she was on the precipice, Taryn dropped the shovel. She pulled Lisa firmly against her, nestling her ass against her wet pubic hair. Purring with pleasure, she placed one hand on Lisa's breast and the other over her clitoris. Sliding her fingers over the swollen lips, she rubbed her. 
"Ah," Lisa groaned as her climax built higher and higher. Taryn was massaging her clit so hard and so fast that her swollen organ was burning from the heat of the friction.
Beyond pain and beyond numbness was the place Taryn prided herself on taking her lovers, pushing them further than they ever thought possible.
Lisa grimaced and panted, mindless of the animal-like sounds she was making. Her clit, her cunt, her nipples, all were begging for release. She rolled the tips of her nipples between her own fingers, squeezing until she screamed. But she couldn't stop. Harder and harder, she squeezed her breasts now. "Oh," she cried. One crazy frenzied surge of red-hot excitement! "I'm coming," she cried. "Oh, yes. Fuck me. Punish me. Make me hurt for you, lover!" She screamed as the climax seized her and shook her, convulsions wracking her body.
When Lisa's climax was spent, Taryn felt another of her own forthcoming. Grasping Lisa's hips with both hands, she began that final, frenzied pounding. Thrusting forward as she pulled Lisa backward with her hands. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh made her delirious with desire. Soon she was fucking Lisa so hard and so fast that she heard her howling with pain. "Come on," Taryn grunted. She wanted to come so badly, but her climax just seemed to keep building. Frustrated, she pushed Lisa to the floor, rolling her over so she was face-up. Taryn placed Lisa's legs around her waist.
She removed her own shirt, then her bra. Naked from the torso up, she offered herself to Lisa.
Lisa moaned with wanting, her tongue eagerly seeking those hot bouncing nipples. She caught one in her mouth. Her sucking soon matched the intensity of Taryn fucking her, sending both women into a maddening haze of excitement. Lisa felt her clit becoming hot and swollen again. Taryn was filling her hot, wet cavern in a way that made her shutter and tremble from the assault.
"Uh, uh, uh," Taryn grunted. She felt an explosion going off inside of her, spinning her out of control. She trembled and shook, heedless of Lisa's body, lying hurt and bruised beneath her. She knew only of her own need for release, fucking Lisa with power born of an orgasm so great that she felt weak and spent. The final thrust and she screamed in ecstasy. Her chest was heaving and her legs were trembling as she dropped to the floor beside her newly initiated lover.
Lisa moved quickly to her knees and pulled Taryn's pants down.
Eagerly, she thrust her head between Taryn's legs, parting the inflamed lips, then licking the tender flesh. Her tongue was eager to taste Taryn's cum. She wanted all of it. She licked around the opening, along the lips and hood, and finally the clitoris. "Um," she purred. She covered Taryn's clit completely with her mouth. Tongue in motion, she licked and sucked and cooed with pleasure. The hot pink organ became engorged again. It was fully erect and so excited that she felt it throbbing against her tongue. "Um," she murmured, sucking contentedly.
Much to Taryn's surprise, Lisa altered the course of her lovemaking. She was pulling Taryn's clit deeply inside her mouth, then shaking her head back and forth. Like a dog trying to wrest a bone from someone it knew to be stronger, she savaged Taryn's organ.
She pushed her hands underneath her lover's buttocks, cupping each cheek in her hand and squeezing in frenzied excitement.
Although she was exhausted, Taryn yielded herself to Lisa's sudden demands. At another time and in another place, Taryn would have reminded her who was in control. But for now, she allowed herself to enjoy the pleasures Lisa offered her.
When she felt Taryn's climax pending, Lisa slid her face down.
Her nose pressed against Taryn's clit, she darted her tongue inside of her opening. Her pussy was so hot and wet that Lisa longed to thrust her fist inside of her. Knowing this was not wise, she chose instead to tease Taryn until she was begging to be released. Tongue fucking her as hard and fast as she could, Lisa mimicked Taryn's earlier movements. Using her hands to move Taryn's groin back and forth in keeping with her tongue, she fucked her as forcefully as she dared.
Wavering on the edge, Taryn's body threatened to explode into a million pieces. Whereas normally she could remain on the cusp for an indefinitely long time, prolonging the intimate pleasures, today she could not. The explosion rocked her against Lisa's face. Her legs spasmed and her hips bounced against the floor. "Oh, God," she cried out. "Now!"
Lisa sucked her clit, relentless in her desire to service her lover.
She sucked and sucked until the organ exploded, then trembled inside of her mouth.
Taryn was exhausted. "Enough," she said, pulling Lisa away from her cunt. "Come and lay beside me."
Lisa smiled and curled up beside her. Resting her head on Taryn's breast, she felt her chest heaving and gasping for oxygen. When she grew quiet, Lisa closed her eyes and fell asleep. While her body rested, her mind worked to savor the memory of what had just transpired.
It was almost noon when they awoke from their slumber. Half naked and bearing the scent of their passionate lovemaking, the two women lay with their legs and arms entangled. Remembering how rough she'd been, Taryn looked Lisa's body over very carefully. As expected, she was bruised and swollen. The welts from the riding crop were hot but not inflamed. "I see I've not hurt you too badly,"
Taryn whispered. "Next time I may not be as gentle."
Lisa smiled, pleased to hear Taryn say, "Next time." She saw the twinkle back in her flashing green eyes. A naughty grin on her face, she looked at Taryn's breasts. She would be angry when she found the bruises, but for now Lisa took a small pleasure in knowing she'd make them. Would Taryn punish her for making them? And what about Taryn? Did she ever allow anyone to punish her? Lost in the daydream of spanking Taryn with a leather whip, she dressed and followed her back to the main house. Her eyes fixed on Taryn's swaying ass, she couldn't dismiss the fantasy of making those golden cheeks tremble and sting beneath a whip.
On the other side of Morgan Estates, Kimberly Justin was sleeping very soundly. Taylor wandered about outside her room, hoping to get a glimpse of her when she awakened. The staff at Morgan Estates was whispering, wondering about the new guest who'd shown up 
Friday evening. Jill and Lisa were good about keeping confidences, but Susan and Laurie were hopeless gossips.
"Taylor!" Laurie called from down the hall. "Come and have breakfast with us. She's not going anywhere."
Taylor felt sheepish standing outside Kimberly's room. To avoid further embarrassment, she said, "Okay," and started down the hall to join them.
Fresh fruit, muffins and coffee were standard fare on Saturday mornings. Morgan Estates was like a hotel in many ways, serving meals and providing room service. It just happened to cater to a select group of female only clients. Susan, Laurie and Taylor filled their plates and took a table by the east window.
"Oh, Taylor, you should see her naked!" Laurie exclaimed. "She has the most gorgeous tits."
"And her ass," Susan began. "What I wouldn't give to butt fuck her!"
Taylor dolefully shook her head. "People will hear you," she whispered to her companions. "You know the rules."
"Oh, bother," Susan whimpered. "If we can't have fun, what's the point?"
Laurie nodded in agreement. "You really need to loosen up, Taylor. Maybe we can help you out a little." She smiled suggestively, winking at Susan.
"Yeah," Susan said. "Twosomes become boring. Put three women in a room together and it's like a heat wave over the Arctic!"
Taylor was blushing with embarrassment. "Come on, you two. I'm serious. We shouldn't be talking about our new guest like this.
Besides, if Taryn hears us talking, we might lose our jobs."
Susan was rolling her eyes at Laurie when Taryn appeared in the dining room with Lisa by her side. "Speaking of the devil," Susan whispered. "Taryn! Lisa!" she called out. "Come join us."
Taryn smiled a weak smile and gently pushed Lisa in their direction. "Go see what they're up to," she whispered. "I need to check on Kimberly." 
Lisa nodded. Although she felt a twinge of jealousy toward Kimberly, she was also anxious to gloat in front of the other women.
After all, she doubted any of them had ever slept with Taryn. "What are you three up to this morning?" she asked, taking a seat beside Taylor.
"Oh, we were just wondering the same thing about you," Laurie replied. Her eyes were twinkling with mischief.
A big grin spread across Lisa's face. Suddenly, her all too solemn eyes were sparkling in the early afternoon sun. Feigning a yawn, she shrugged. "Not much," she replied. "Taryn wanted to meet with me so we went to the cabin. You know about the cabin, don't you," she added. In her heart, she was fervently hoping they did not.
"I didn't know there was a cabin on the estate," Taylor said, an honest expression of surprise on her face. "Did you know?" she asked, turning to Laurie and Susan.
The two women smiled knowingly. "The cabin is Taryn's special place," Susan explained. "I've heard it's her love nest. Of course, we wouldn't know anything about that. Would we, Laurie?"
"Oh, no," Laurie replied, getting into the game. "Although I've also heard it's where she takes women when they need to be punished. Is that why you were there this morning, Lisa?" she asked.
Lisa's face reddened. "No!" she exclaimed, looking askance at the two women. "I suppose I shouldn't say anything, but with this sort of rumor, I'd better set you straight." She paused, took a deep breath and sighed dreamily.
Lisa's dramatic pose was so humorous that Laurie and Susan struggled to stifle their giggles. Clueless as to what was going on, Taylor looked truly perplexed. What were they talking about?
"Humph! If you must know, we're lovers," Lisa proudly proclaimed.
Laurie and Susan burst out laughing. "Oh, Lisa, you are hopeless,"
Laurie told her. "Taryn has fucked just about every woman who works here. She's probably stolen more cherries in that cabin than George Washington ever saw in a lifetime!" 
Susan turned to Taylor, knowing that she had a huge crush on Taryn. "Your time will come," she reassured her. "Taryn has her own ways of choosing when and how she will take a woman. But trust me, she will take you." She fixed her gaze on Lisa. "Taryn always gets her way with women."
Lisa stood, an incredulous expression on her face. "I know that!"
she insisted. "For heaven's sake, I didn't say we were lovers for life!
Must you turn everything I say around?"
Susan sighed. "Lisa," she whispered, placing her hand over Lisa's trembling fingers. "You'll be lucky if Taryn ever holds your hand again, let alone fuck you. Once, twice at the most! Taryn likes virgins. You are so naive. I should think you'd know this by now."
Taylor gulped. She felt vaguely sorry for Lisa. Yet, she also felt a wonderful tingle of excitement between her legs. To think of Taryn being the one to deflower her! She shivered in anticipation, mindless of the hurt in Lisa's dark eyes.
Her gaze cast to the floor, Lisa skulked toward the offices down the hallway from the dining room. She wiped tears from her eyes, then set her shoulders back and held her head high. "They'll pay for this,"
she muttered to herself. Lisa was not the meek little mouse everyone thought her to be. She'd show them! Unlocking her office, she slipped inside and slammed the door shut behind her.
After seeing to it that Lisa was safely deposited in the dining room, Taryn had proceeded to the guest wing at Morgan Estates. She smiled as she looked in on their sleepy new guest.
Kimberly opened her eyes when she heard the door close behind Taryn. "Oh, goodness," she said, rising up on the bed. She looked about the room. "How did I get here?" she asked. "The last thing I remember is taking a warm bath and … I guess I don't remember much from there." Certain she must have drunk herself silly, she asked,
"Did I drink so much that I made an absolute fool of myself?"
Taryn was touched by the worried expression on Kimberly's face.
Smiling as she walked across the room, she sat down on the bed beside her. "No, silly," she reassured her. "You were so tired from your busy day, you fell asleep," she explained, squeezing Kimberly's hand affectionately. "You've obviously been working too hard. Don't you ever take a vacation?"
At a complete loss with her circumstances as well as her surroundings, Kimberly felt her heart pounding against her chest.
"When I can," she replied, wondering what, if anything, to infer from Taryn's comment. "With the promotion and all, I've been very busy," she added by way of explanation.
Taryn smiled and smoothed Kimberly's hair from around her face.
When Kimberly closed her eyes, Taryn's gaze wondered over her body. Her legs were slender, yet strong. She wondered how they would feel fixed about her waist, hanging on to her while she thrust her cock deeply inside of her. She gazed at Kimberly's breasts, rising and falling in time with her breathing. The soft curves rounded upward to her nipples. The tips were turned slightly outward, accessible to Taryn who longed to suckle her.
She imagined Kimberly's full breasts inside a leather corset, the nipples peeking through tiny openings. She imagined herself fastening a nipple clamp on each one, the pincers so tightly coiled there was no leverage. She could not be gentle, could not give in to those expressive green eyes that tugged at her heart in a discomforting sort of way. She drew a deep breath. No one laid claim to Taryn's heart. This was all the more reason for her to want this woman. Yes, she would take her and then she would push her away, reject her as she had so many before her. Kimberly was a threat to be removed.
Taryn licked her mouth hungrily as she eyed her newest prey.
Kimberly's eyes were not completely closed. She peered at her through the slit in her eyes, the opening imperceptible to the object of her scrutiny. She wondered what Taryn was thinking. She seemed to be examining her and Kimberly found it disconcerting. Yet, she did not want to stop her. The moments seemed to drag as she struggled to control her breathing. She felt an unexplainable excitement stirring between her legs. When she could bear it no longer, Kimberly opened her eyes. Nervously, she brushed her fingers through her hair, tousling the strands where Taryn had touched her. "I must look a mess," she said. 
Taryn returned Kimberly's steady gaze, wondering if it was excitement or fear that caused her eyes to burn with such intensity.
Her own eyes were so full and swollen with passion, she could barely see Kimberly's face. She felt the heat of her desire merging with the heat of the voluptuous woman lying beside her. She drew a sharp breath, the warmth rushing through her and blazing into a fire between her legs. Her panties were damp with excitement. How she longed to grind her wet pussy against Kimberly's face, to torture her into one interminably long hour of cunt lapping. Oh, what she wouldn't give to fill her mouth with her hot juices, to smother her with her desire! She gasped, her chest constricting and her mouth dropping open. Her body was hungry for air, needing to replenish what her body devoured as she struggled with the need inside of her.
Kimberly was mesmerized, her mind weaving a fantasy all its own.
She leaned closer to the beautiful woman sitting next to her. The air about Taryn intoxicated her senses and the liquid warmth of her soft brown eyes drew her unbearably closer. Something told her to pull away, but she could not. Her lips parted and she started to speak, but her voice froze in her throat. She felt Taryn touching her face, caressing her in the most gentle and tender way. Was this the same woman she saw whipping Jill last night?
"Don't be afraid," Taryn whispered. She breathed in the scent of the beautiful woman sitting beside her. All thoughts of Lisa and their rabid morning intercourse faded into a memory that she knew she'd very likely forget. Oh, the ache between her legs was so strong!
Trying to temper her passion, she leaned forward and brushed her lips against Kimberly's. The softness and warmth filled her with a longing unlike any she'd known for a very long time.
In the space of those five seconds, Kimberly felt dizzy and disoriented. Although she could not focus on any single thought or feeling, she knew one thing for certain, she did not want this sweet kiss to end. She moved her tongue against Taryn's lips, slowly, almost cautiously as she tried to measure her response.
Taryn felt Kimberly's pulse pounding and throbbing in her throat as they kissed. Her neck was exposed, the soft white skin seeming to beg for Taryn's lips, her mouth. She pulled away when she felt Kimberly's tongue pressing against her lips. Careful, she warned herself. It would be so easy to take her right here and right now – to show her that it was she who would make the first move. Kimberly's place was to follow and obey. But it was too soon. Far too soon to begin the process of taming this woman who had yet to realize she needed and wanted someone of the same sex in bed beside her, a woman who knew how to render her powerless and fill her with a longing so deep she would do anything to fulfill it.
Visions of Kimberly with her boyfriend crept into the scenario.
When Taryn envisioned Kimberly with Mark, the image drew her warrior instincts out. Her nostrils flared and she thought of his penis inside Kimberly's mouth, her cunt, and her ass. Suddenly she was angry with Kimberly for being so foolish and timid, for giving herself to Mark in any way, time or place he wanted her. Excitement giving way to fury, she knew she must leave before she lost control. She stood and told Kimberly, "I'll send someone to help you bath. I think you'll find everything you need in the closet." She was halfway through the door when Kimberly called out to her.
"Taryn."
"Yes?"
"I didn't bring any clothes. If you could arrange for someone to take me home, I'll wait and take a shower there."
"Take you home?" Taryn said in a voice colored with disbelief.
She dismissed Kimberly's statement as one not worthy of a response.
"Laurie and Susan got your sizes when they undressed you last evening," Taryn told her. "They went shopping this morning and purchased a few things for you. If you don't find their choices to your liking, let me know. I can always send Taylor to your home to pick something up for you." Noting the puzzled expression on Kimberly's face, she told her, "We want our guests to be comfortable, no matter how long or short their stay." She started into the hallway once more.
"Taryn, wait!" Kimberly called out. She searched for something to say – anything that would make her stay a little longer while she debated what to do. 
"Yes?"
"I … I appreciate your hospitality, but I can't stay here," she finally blurted. "I've work to do this weekend. Besides, if last night is any indication of the excursions you offer, I'm not so certain I want to partake of your services." A part of her hoped that Taryn would come back and explain to her what last night meant, to give her some explanation that would assuage her fear and convince her to stay. She was visibly surprised by Taryn's response.
Taryn laughed and told her, "It's up to you. I will tell you one thing. Your friend Pat is the purveyor of our services. She wanted to give you something special to celebrate your promotion to … vice-president, I believe? Anyway, I promised her we wouldn't tell you until after you'd rested and spent the night here. She was afraid you'd leave without giving us a chance to show you what we have to offer."
She paused and shrugged her shoulders as if indifferent to Kimberly's choice of whether to go or to stay.
So I was right all along, Kimberly mused. She paused and turned her eyes away from Taryn's steady gaze. This excursion, if she dared call it that, was rocking the very foundation upon which her life was based. Somehow, she knew that everything she'd ever believed or hoped for would be challenged if she allowed herself to go through with this. Could she survive the earthquake and continue her life as she'd planned it?
Sensing her hesitancy, Taryn walked back across the room. She took Kimberly's hand and pressed the open palm against her lips. Her temper had calmed, allowing her to be playful and gentle with this woman who looked at her so expectantly. With her tongue, she traced the line from Kimberly's palm to her forefinger. "Why not do it?" she asked. "Live dangerously for once, Kimberly." Taryn kissed each of her fingertips, then leaned down and kissed her softly on the cheek.
"Think about it," she whispered. "There's no need to make a hasty decision."
As swiftly as she'd appeared, Taryn was gone. Kimberly laid full length on the bed. She ran her hand over the spot where Taryn had been sitting. What's happening to me? she wondered. Everything she'd ever dreamed of or planned in her life now seemed to be challenged. "I'm not a homosexual," she whispered to herself. "Yet, why do I feel this way? What is it about this woman that makes my heart race and my bosom ache?" Lost, frightened and uncertain what to do, Kimberly closed her eyes and fell into a restless slumber. 



Chapter Seven


Satisfied that her guest was not going anywhere for the time being, Taryn returned to the dining room. She noticed Lisa was gone, and so were Laurie and Susan. She walked over and sat down beside Taylor.
"Looks like you've been abandoned," she said.
Taylor stared at the single rose sitting in the center of the table. "I should get to work myself," she said, her voice a shaky whisper.
Amused with her young protege, Taryn stood and pulled Taylor up beside her. "Come," she said. "I need to go downtown and run a couple of errands. I'd like you to drive, if you would." She gave Taylor a questioning look, implying that the choice was hers to make.
"Yes, I'll be glad to take you," Taylor replied. "When do you want to leave?"
"Let me change into something a little warmer and I'll meet you out front. Say fifteen minutes?"
Taylor nodded. "I'll be there," she replied. She watched as Taryn strode down the hall to her private quarters. She left the dining room and made her way to the garage. It was several degrees warmer inside the heated garage than it was outside. She started the Bentley that Taryn preferred for winter outings. When it had warmed sufficiently, she drove to the front of the house and waited for her.
Taryn chose her outfit very carefully. She wanted her appearance to say it all. First, she selected pants, black leather with a lace-up fly.
Next, she chose a shirt, a cotton Henley that she knew would fit nicely underneath her leather jacket. She smiled at herself in the mirror.
"Okay, Mark, let's see what you have to say when a tough dyke claims your girlfriend." Her black leather boots were polished to perfection, the silver tips shiny and pointed. Zipping her jacket, she hurried out to meet Taylor.
Taylor eyed Taryn's outfit and wondered what she might possibly be up to. Knowing better than to ask, she sat quietly while Taryn settled in the back seat. Although she liked to be chauffeured sometimes, Taryn refused to let anyone open a door for her. Taylor had learned to sit patiently, waiting. When Taryn finally gave her the go-ahead to leave, Taylor asked, "Where are we going?"
"I have a visit to make," she replied.
The twinkle in her eyes hinted that this would be no ordinary outing. "What's the address?" Taylor asked very politely.
"The office of Sands, Kaufman and Nord," Taryn informed her.
Taylor smiled, for she recognized the name immediately. It was the law firm where Mark worked. Making a quick reference to the street locator on the dashboard, she requested directions.
Traffic was unusually light, so it didn't take long to drive downtown. Taylor was thankful for the calm because Taryn seemed very edgy. Taylor likened her to a frisky colt ready to bolt out of the stable at the first opportunity. There was so much tension inside the car that Taylor breathed a sigh of relief when they arrived and Taryn got out.
Taryn was so intent on her mission that she almost forgot to tell Taylor when to pick her up. She strode around to the driver's side of the car and bent down so she was eye-level with Taylor "Give me twenty minutes," she told her.
Just as abruptly as she appeared, Taryn turned and walked away.
Taylor watched as she strode past a gray-haired man wearing a doorman's uniform. Anyone observing the scene would have found it very comical. Here was Taryn, a leather-clad dyke, strutting into a prestigious office building past a doorman who seemed ready to say something but couldn't quite get it out. By the time he did, Taryn was already inside the building. Taylor laughed, wishing she could be a spider on the wall when Taryn entered the reception area of Sands, Kaufman and Nord law offices.
Sands, Kaufman amp; Nord was a very old firm in Chicago. They catered to a select group of men and women. The bottom line was money – old money. When Taryn strode into the office, all eyes were fixed upon her. She smiled and offered the receptionist her business card. "I'm here to see Mark Clayton," she informed the woman sitting at the desk. 
Her styled hair and carefully layered make-up giving her the appearance of a fashion model, the receptionist could not disguise her look of disdain. "Is he expecting you?" she asked.
Her voice was so cold and icy that Taryn was tempted to check her for a pulse. "Just tell him I'm here regarding my client, Kimberly Justin. I'm sure he'll find time to meet with me for a few moments."
The woman lifted the receiver and pressed a button on the console.
"Mr. Clayton, there's a woman here asking to speak to you."
Taryn watched as the woman paused to look at an open schedule book on her desk.
"Uh, no. She doesn't have an appointment. But she said it's about Kimberly." There was another pause. "Yes, sir."
Taryn smiled. "He'll see me now?" she asked very innocently. She would have loved to plant a big wet kiss on the woman's mouth just to see her reaction.
Mark appeared in the doorway, interrupting Taryn's speculations about the stuffy receptionist. He looked first at Taryn, then the receptionist, then back to Taryn. "You wanted to see me?" he asked, a quizzical expression on his face.
Taryn couldn't tell if he looked puzzled, embarrassed or both.
"Yes, Mr. Clayton. Shall we go into your office?" Taryn swished past the receptionist and offered her hand demurely for Mark to shake.
Surprised by her forwardness, Mark became very nervous. His hand was trembling so much that he wished he didn't have to shake hands with her. Whatever could this woman want? And what did it have to do with Kimberly? Mark grasped her hand very lightly, then turned to the door and said, "My office is this way."
Taryn followed Mark down the hall and into his office. When he closed the door, she turned and faced him. Without asking, she lit a cigarette and blew a puff of smoke in his face. "Kimberly Justin has engaged my company to provide a service for her over the next few weeks. Although I cannot give you any details, I can tell you that she will not be in touch with you during that time. If you have any questions or need to contact her for any reason, you may call me at this number." She handed him a copy of her card, suspecting that the receptionist had tossed hers in the wastebasket as soon as Taryn was out of sight.
"Wh… Whatever are you talking about?" Mark asked. He shook his head, a look of utter disbelief on his face. "Look, I don't know who you are or what you want, but I think you've got the wrong office. The Kimberly Justin I know is my fiancee. You can't possibly mean her. Why, she'd never do something like this – whatever it is you're doing – without consulting me!" He started for the door, wanting to get rid of this silly woman as quickly as possible.
Taryn inhaled a large mouthful of smoke and blew smoke circles, one after another. "Whatever you say, Mark. However, I must warn you. If you disregard this request, you must answer to Kimberly yourself." Dropping her cigarette in his coffee cup, she gave Mark a steely stare. Her eyes never wavering, she glared at him for a moment, then opened the door and left. A cloud of smoke billowed behind her.
Mark eyed his coffee cup. "It takes all kinds," he muttered. When he thought about it, this whole thing was so outlandish; he knew it must be some crazy mix-up or someone's idea of a joke. His concentration gone, he decided to call Kimberly and meet her for an early lunch. He lifted the receiver and punched in the code for her home number.
While Mark was calling Kimberly, Taryn was looking for the receptionist. She found her standing at a copying machine located a few feet past his door. Walking very quietly, Taryn sneaked up behind her and gave her ass a quick squeeze.
The woman jerked around so fast she sent the papers spinning from the copier tray. "Oh!" she exclaimed, a look of utter disbelief on her face.
Taryn winked and continued on to the waiting area. She had no doubt Mark Clayton was on the telephone trying to get in touch with Kimberly Justin. It would be interesting to see how the next scenario played out. She chuckled and punched the elevator button. Taylor was waiting when she exited the building "Let's go to Larry's Place," 
Taryn said as she got into the back seat. "I don't know about you, but I could use a good stiff drink."
Taylor shifted the car into gear and pulled into traffic. She watched Taryn through the rearview mirror. Although Taryn was turned away from her, Taylor could see the cellular phone in her hand. She suspected she was calling Morgan Estates to check on Kimberly.
Back inside the office building, Mark Clayton rested his six-foot frame against the edge of his desk and waited for Kimberly to answer.
His dark, perfectly styled hair was tousled from running his hands through it. He stroked his mustache and thought about his recent visitor. Must be a mistake, he kept telling himself.
Kimberly had seemed a little distant of late, but she was under a lot of pressure. He chuckled at himself for worrying about it. Kimberly's phone rang several times before her answering machine came on.
Mark was disappointed but not really surprised. She'd been working so hard lately, how could he expect her to actually take a Saturday morning off from her job? "Hi, babe. It's Mark. Just calling to see if you were free to meet me for lunch. I'm at work. Call me when you get home so we can decide what we want to do tonight. If I'm not at work, call me on my cellular phone. Love you. Bye."
Mark sighed and glanced at the gold clock on his desk. Even though it was a gift from Kimberly, he felt like throwing it. For some reason, he felt very angry. This day was going to be interminably long. One regret Mark had about working for Sands, Kaufman amp; Nord were the incredibly long hours they demanded. For Mark, that meant Saturdays at the office and more often than not, Sundays. He sighed and returned to his desk. Mrs. Martin was having her will revised for the umpteenth time. Mark sighed and opened her file.
Mark lost track of the time as he poured over Mrs. Martin's latest request for changes. The next time he glanced at his watch, it was almost six o'clock. "Oh, shit!" he muttered. He hadn't heard from Kimberly. Would she have gone to visit her parents? He couldn't remember her saying anything about it. Thinking she might have tried him at home, he called and checked his messages. There were three, one from his brother asking him over for dinner, another from his mother asking him for dinner and the last call was a hang-up.
"Hmm." Mark started to call Kimberly again, then changed his mind. He reached for his coat and hurried out of the office. If she wasn't home yet, he figured she would be by the time he got there.



Chapter Eight


Monday morning Kimberly Justin was startled from a deep slumber. Sunlight was streaming through the windows and three meowing cats were lined up around her bed. She glanced at the clock and realized she was going to be late for work. If she hustled, she thought she could make the Monday morning meeting. She flung the covers back and sat on the side of her bed.
"Ouch!" she groaned, clutching the side of her bed. Her head was aching and every movement made it worse. The weekend had given her a hangover far worse than any she'd ever suffered from drinking.
Saturday was a blur. She remembered being shown around Morgan Estates during the afternoon, Laurie and Susan whisking her about and fussing over her like two mother hens. After several protests and Kimberly's promise that she'd call Taryn later, they'd finally driven her home. She woke up with a fever Sunday morning and spent the rest of the day in bed, taking cold medicine and falling asleep over her laptop. "So much for finishing my report," she muttered.
Distressed by Kimberly's bout of inactivity and what they considered feline neglect, her three cats were dancing around her feet.
They meowed and purred and rubbed their heads against her ankles.
"Okay, okay," she said. "Breakfast for you and coffee for me."
Donning her robe, she went into the kitchen, the three cats following her.
They waited by their food dishes while Kimberly started the coffeemaker. She filled fresh bowls with crunchy cat food and made the exchange of empty and full bowls with only a minimal of protest from the three felines.
Kimberly flipped the television on and changed the station to CNN.
She poured some coffee and looked over her appointment book.
"Damn!" she said when she saw Camarin Knight's name stenciled in for lunch. The last thing she needed today was an interview. Now she'd have to take care extra special care with how she looked. "Why today?" she moaned, thinking how nice it would be to dress business casual today. She walked to the bathroom, hoping she'd remembered to buy more aspirin.
Forty-five minutes and three aspirins later, Kimberly pulled into the company parking lot. Thankfully, she had a reserved space. There seemed no end to the need for expanded parking, forcing several employees to search for parking spaces on the street. "Thank God for executive privileges," she muttered. After gathering her things, she locked her car and hurried inside.
Michael, her secretary, frowned when she walked into the office.
"You've got five minutes before the meeting," he said, pointing to his watch.
Too tired to even try to explain her tardiness, Kimberly thanked him for the reminder. It wasn't that she owed him any explanation of her whereabouts, but Kimberly knew how office politics worked. The last thing she needed was an employee speculating about what she did over the weekend. "I don't want to get too close to you," she said.
"Virus," she explained when Michael handed her the messages from her in-box. With the handful of pink slips in her fist, she walked into her office and flung them down on the desk. These were phone calls waiting to be answered and she wished she could toss them in the wastebasket. "I'm got to pull out of this," she told herself. She hung her coat and grabbed a writing pad and pen. There was nothing she hated worse than a latecomer, but there was nothing she could do about it now.
The conference room was on the west side of the building overlooking a pond with a fountain in the center. The last to arrive, Kimberly had no choice but to sit facing the sun. This was a section of the building under renovation. Unfortunately, the windows were not yet tinted. Kimberly's head ached and the sun hurt her eyes, but she tried not to squint as she looked around the room.
"Kimberly, I'm so glad you decided to join us," said Martin. His silver hair the only clue to his actual age, he scolded her with his eyes.
"We were just going over the minutes from last week," he said.
Kimberly heard the voices droning in the background. Although she tried to maintain eye contact with the people sitting around the large conference table, she had to fight to keep from falling asleep.
The meeting seemed to go on forever. Her mind a jumble of confusion, Kimberly wanted nothing more than a few minutes alone to collect her thoughts and figure out what was happening to her.
When the meeting finally ended, she gathered her papers and hurried back to her office.
She stopped by Michael's desk first, remembering to keep her distance because she might still be contagious. She picked up her morning mail and some additional messages. Michael was on the telephone with someone. He looked up, pointed to her calendar, and mouthed a reminder about her meeting with Camarin Knight.
Kimberly acknowledged the reminder and continued to her office.
Camarin Knight said she was a reporter for some new zine called Executive News. When she first approached Kimberly about doing a story, Kimberly was excited. But then she told Pat and her friend warned her to be very careful.
"Watch what you say," Pat warned her. "I've heard this woman has no principles whatsoever and she'll do anything to get a scoop on your personal life."
Kimberly thought about her friend's advice and wished she had time to change her mind. However, it would not look good to cancel a meeting only two hours prior to the scheduled time. She sighed and poured herself a cup of coffee. After sorting her messages in order of priority, she started returning calls. The two hours passed without notice. She was so intent on her work that Michael's sudden appearance in the doorway startled her.
"Didn't mean to scare you," he said. "I'm getting ready to go to the training center for my class in the new software program. All set for your meeting with Camarin Knight?"
"Not really, but it's too late to back out now," she replied.
"Need me to come along?" he asked.
Kimberly smiled at her secretary. "No thanks, Michael. I'll be okay," she assured him. Michael seemed more like a brother than a secretary to her. She remembered his fondness for Italian breadsticks. 
"We're lunching at Tony B's. Want me to bring you back some breadsticks?"
Michael smiled. "Would you?" he asked, his voice sounding shy and uncertain.
Kimberly smiled. "Of course," she replied. Michael was very athletic, his body as finely tuned as his desk and office space was organized. "How do you keep everything running so smoothly?"
she'd once asked.
Michael had winked, a coy expression on his face. "Kimberly, I do things outside of work. Fun things like spending time with my lover.
Perhaps you need to spend more time doing things to work off the stress."
Kimberly smiled, watching Michael leave. His effeminate gestures and polite elegance hinted to others that he was gay. To Kimberly's knowledge, he confided in no one other than herself and a friend who worked in the legal department. Kimberly found herself wondering about Michael a lot lately. What was his life like outside of work?
Did he keep his personal life private because he wanted to do so? Or was it a necessity borne of the negative stereotyping that took place when people learned someone was gay?
By the time Kimberly returned all her calls and caught up on her mail, it was time to leave for her meeting. She sighed and checked herself in the mirror. "Could be worse," she muttered.
Camarin Knight prided herself on being punctual. When she arrived at the restaurant fifteen minutes late, she was not a happy person. Rudely pushing her way through the crowded lobby, she snapped at the hostess. "Has Kimberly Justin arrived yet?"
The elderly couple waiting in line to be seated seemed totally unperturbed by Camarin's aggressiveness. They stepped back and smiled, as if to say, "Go ahead. We have all the time in the world."
Their patience added fuel to the fire already kindled in Camarin Knight. She looked over her shoulder and glared at them.
Kimberly saw Camarin following the hostess to the table. She noticed right away that something was seriously wrong. With all the other things going on, Kimberly was determined to keep her cool with Camarin. She stood and extended her hand. "Hello, Camarin."
"Hello, Kimberly. I'm sorry I'm late," she began. "My taxi got tangled up in a traffic jam caused by road construction on Lakeshore Drive. Doesn't it sometimes seem that winter and road repair are the only two seasons we have."
"Doesn't it though," Kimberly quipped. "I've told myself several times that I should move south. Unfortunately, I just keep saying it rather than doing it." She smiled at Camarin who was now sitting across from her. She didn't look at all like Kimberly imagined. Pat's depiction of her as the ruthless reporter seemed an injustice.
"What keeps you here?" Camarin asked. She smoothed her skirt and leaned toward Kimberly. "Someone special in your life that you don't want to leave behind?" she asked in a conspiratorial tone.
Kimberly smiled again and bit her tongue. "I can't say it's any one thing," she replied. "How about you, Camarin. Anyone special in your life?"
Camarin blushed. If you only knew, she thought to herself. Ah, but the possibilities are endless, said the little voice inside of her. To Kimberly she replied in a somewhat teasing voice, "Hey, this interview is about you!" She spotted the waiter and signaled for him to come over. "A half bottle of zinfandel, please." The waiter nodded and left.
Although she didn't like to drink so early in the day, Kimberly needed something to help her relax. Perhaps if she only had one, she'd be okay. Meantime, she wanted Camarin to explain why she had decided to interview her, of all people. She leaned back in her chair. "So, Camarin, what is this feature article you're wanting to do?
I can't imagine how anything I do would be interesting enough for other people to read."
Camarin smiled and reached inside her briefcase. She handed Kimberly a copy of the phony outline Lisa had written. When Kimberly finished reading, she held up her recorder. "Okay if I tape?"
she asked. 
"Of course," Kimberly replied, feeling a little giddy at the prospect of being featured in an article that would appear on the worldwide web.
"Kimberly, I hear some women complaining that we've sold out.
We're mimicking the male world of corporate politics. What's your response to this?"
The waiter returned with the wine before Kimberly had a chance to respond. He poured a sample for Camarin to taste, waiting tactfully as she tested the aroma and flavor. "Excellent," she informed him. She waited while he poured a glass for each of them. When he left, she settled back with her wine. Kimberly was obviously nervous. She was concentrating on the menu selection, allowing Camarin the freedom to cast her eyes appreciatively over her body.
Camarin eyed her smooth breasts and pert nipples hungrily. The tips were pressing against Kimberly's blouse, teasing Camarin through the fabric. How could she possibly follow the script when the star character was so delectably sexy! She reached for her water glass, trying to quench a thirst she knew had nothing to do with water. Um, um, she thought. Although she already knew what she was going to order, Camarin fastened her eyes on the menu – anything to deter her dangerous thoughts.
Kimberly sensed Camarin watching her. Thinking she was scrutinizing her for purposes of the article, she tried to appear calm and indifferent to her gaze. She was focusing on the menu very intensely, reading the descriptions over and over and not registering anything she read. When she felt Camarin's foot brush against her knee, it startled her. She looked up and saw Camarin's tongue moving over her lips, her eyes half-closed and her expression unguarded. If Kimberly hadn't known better, she would have thought Camarin was flirting with her.
Camarin's breath caught in her throat when she saw Kimberly returning her gaze. She took another sip of water, then returned to the menu. "All set to order?" she asked.
Kimberly nodded and took a sip of the sparkling white wine. When she thought about her life, it really didn't make very much sense. 
From the time she became an adult, Kimberly's life had undergone many changes. Now she felt stagnated in a relationship she did not understand. Yet, she could not bring herself to end it. How could someone like her be interesting to someone of Camarin's caliber?
Camarin indicated to the waiter that they were ready to order. Pad and pen in hand, he hurried over to their table.
Camarin ordered first, then mused about the woman sitting across from her. After Kimberly ordered and the waiter left, Camarin posed a question. "Kimberly, what can you tell me about your life?" She smiled as Kimberly eyed her quizzically. "Things like how you got started in business and what prompted you to leave the university where you were teaching." She waited for Kimberly to answer, noticing the way her eyebrows drew together as she thought about Camarin's question.
Leaning back in her chair, Kimberly swirled the wine around in her glass. It was a habit she'd picked up from a former lover. It was very relaxing to watch the tiny bubbles form, then burst. Much like she imagined a woman's climax to be, bursting full and fruity in your mouth. Oh, Kimberly, came the censoring voice of her superego. You can't be having thoughts like this! She frowned, irritated by her own conscience. Why not? she silently challenged it. She rubbed her forehead, trying to focus her mind on the interview rather than the strange thoughts she'd been experiencing since her visit to Morgan Estates.
"Kimberly?" Camarin prompted.
Kimberly realized she was still waiting for her to answer. "The practice of business is not the cut and dried procedure described in textbooks," she explained. "I felt like I was giving students a false impression of how their lives would be. How could I teach them to manage the market and predict market forces when I myself had never managed a business?" Kimberly paused and finished her wine. She was so tired it didn't take much to make her giddy.
"Go on," Camarin urged. She leaned over and refilled their glasses; Kimberly's more than her own. She was supposed to get Kimberly tipsy and off balance. Getting her in bed with another woman would undoubtedly be a challenge. Camarin smiled at the thought. She felt her clit twitching at the thought of deflowering this lesbian virgin.
She crossed her legs, allowing herself to enjoy the sensation. She performed some of her best roles when she was aroused. It seemed to feed her creativity.
Kimberly puzzled over why Camarin was looking at her so intently.
The way her eyes kept straying to Kimberly's chest, she thought a button might have popped open. Or perhaps she'd spilled a drop of wine down her front. "Will you excuse me, Camarin? I need to go to the powder room."
"Of course," Camarin replied, thinking how quaint and old-fashioned Kimberly seemed. She took advantage of her absence and emptied the rest of the bottle into her glass. Motioning the waiter over again, she ordered another half bottle.
Kimberly looked herself over very carefully in the mirror. As far as she could tell, nothing was amiss. Her headache looming bigger than ever, she massaged her temples. This was not a good day for her. She thought about the evening ahead. Mark had invited her to dinner and the prospect was not a pleasant one. On impulse, she left the restroom and stopped at a public phone in the lobby.
She dropped coins into the slots and listened to the familiar jangle as they slid into place. The dial tone sounded and she punched in Mark's number. Not wanting to talk to him personally, she called him at home. Two rings and his answering machine came on. She waited for the beep, then let him know she couldn't make it this evening.
"I have so much to finish on this new contract we're working out with one of our vendors," she explained. "I really wish I could make it, honey. With this promotion coming up, I can't afford to screw up this contract. Thanks for being so understanding, sweetie. I'll call you later." Kimberly hung up the phone and returned to her table.
She was too distraught with guilt to notice Camarin's inquisitive gaze.
"Everything okay?" Camarin asked very pleasantly.
"Yes," Kimberly replied. "I just needed to freshen up a bit and make a quick phone call." 
Camarin watched as Kimberly discreetly edged her wineglass toward the middle of the table. Her hands were trembling and she looked a little pale. "Are you certain you're okay?" Camarin asked, the concern in her voice very genuine this time.
Kimberly smiled and made a dismissive gesture with her hand.
"Just tired," she said. "Now where were we?"
"You were explaining to me why you left teaching and took a job in business. I understand that. What I don't understand is how you came into your first job at the level you did. That's awfully unusual, don't you think?"
"Luck of the draw, I suppose," Kimberly replied. "The company was being reorganized when I applied. They were looking for new blood and someone with the skills to put more emphasis on employee development. With the labor shortage and the increased demand for better customer service, the company was starting to lose its edge over the competition. They decided I fit the bill. However," she explained,
"I was offered the position with the express understanding that my continued employment hinged on how well our department performed in beating the competition."
Kimberly paused and reached for her water glass. She'd already taken the first sip before realizing she'd picked up her wine instead.
What the hell, she thought. She'd just broken her date with Mark and she was telling her life story to someone who might very well plaster a negative image of her all over the Internet. She finished the glass and closed her eyes to savor the sweet intoxication. I want to beoblivious, she thought. Totally, thoroughly oblivious for a change.
Camarin was making notes, trying to play a convincing role as a reporter. Although it wasn't part of the script, she found herself wondering about the woman sitting across from her. What made her tick? How did she come to this crossroad in her life? Did she know it was a crossroad? "How does it feel to be in line for a vice-presidency in your company, Kimberly?" she suddenly asked. "Is it frightening?
Exciting? Tell me what it's like."
Kimberly smiled. "That's a good question," she replied. "I can only say I've made a point of getting to know our customers – found out who they are and what they want. If you're out of touch with your customer base, you're losing the only control you have in your market." Kimberly shrugged. "It's really not that complicated," she added.
Camarin reached for a carrot stick, munching it while thoughtfully watching Kimberly's countenance. She wasn't listening to her words so much as she was reading her gestures and expressions. Her green eyes flashed with the intensity of her moods. Camarin decided that Kimberly Justin was a very complex person. Perhaps Taryn had taken on more than she realized. It would be interesting to see how it all fell out in the end.
Meantime, the second bottle of wine was almost empty and it was three o'clock in the afternoon. Everything was going as planned.
"Kimberly, I believe there's a good story here but I have so many more questions I need answered." She closed her hand over Kimberly's. Giving it a tight squeeze, something to indicate their common bond, she continued. "I imagine you must have things you need to finish at work this afternoon. Why don't we end our meeting here, then get together again over dinner tonight? My place," she added. "I love to cook and besides, it'll give us a little more privacy."
Kimberly thought it over. She did have some work to finish and she'd already broken her date with Mark. Why not? "Okay," she said.
"Just tell me when and where." Kimberly took her pen and calendar out of her purse.
Camarin smiled, thrilled at the thought of having Kimberly alone in her house. It made her wet just thinking about the possibilities and where it might lead. There was nothing wrong with a little fantasizing, was there? "Seven o'clock okay?" she asked.
Kimberly agreed and wrote down the directions to Camarin's house.
They gathered their things and left. Each one wondering what the other was thinking, neither realized the parallel course their thoughts were taking. It would be an interesting evening indeed.
When Kimberly got back to her office, she found a note on her desk. Michael reminded her that he had the afternoon off. Deciding to make the most of the quiet, Kimberly started reviewing a contract with a vendor. She jotted notes in the margins and made changes in some of the wording. It was evening before she realized how much time had passed.
The janitor knocked softly on her door. "Do you need me to come back later?" he asked.
Kimberly glanced at her watch. She had a half-hour before she was due at Camarin's house. Fortunately, she kept a change of clothes in her locker downstairs. "No, I'm just leaving," she told him.
Hurriedly, she cleared her desk and powered down her desktop computer.
Fifteen minutes later, Kimberly was showered and towel drying her hair. The locker room was almost empty. She pampered with her make-up and dabbed perfume on her wrists, behind her ears, and in various other intimate places. It was a habit, since most outings these days were with her fiancee. She wondered how Mark was doing, but her thoughts were only transitory. She closed her locker and checked once more to make certain she hadn't forgotten anything. Feeling anxious and a little timid, she left the office and started to Camarin's place.
Promptly at seven o'clock Kimberly rang the doorbell at Camarin's house. When the door opened, Camarin greeted her with a smile and a very appraising look. "Don't you look nice," she said, motioning Kimberly inside. "I don't know if I should be flattered or disappointed."
"What do you mean?" Kimberly asked, a puzzled expression on her face.
Laughing, Camarin took Kimberly by the arm and led her into the kitchen. "Either you think highly enough of me to dress so well or you have plans to go out afterward. Which is it?"
Kimberly took the barstool Camarin pulled out for her. That strange giddy feeling came over her again. "I … I don't have plans for later," she stated in a very matter of fact tone.
Camarin smiled at her guest. "Just checking. Wouldn't want to make you late for another engagement," she said. After handing Kimberly a cocktail, Camarin returned to her cooking. She knew 
Kimberly was engaged to Mark, a man she'd been dating since college. The prospect of being this woman's first female lover was very enticing. She knew she'd have to watch her step tonight.
"You seem to be one of those women who truly enjoy cooking,"
Kimberly commented as she watched Camarin.
Camarin paused for a moment, surveying the chopped vegetables she had prepared. "Yes, I am," she replied. "This is one of my favorite dishes. It's a vegetable stir-fry with just a hint of diced shrimp and scallops. I hope you're hungry."
Kimberly smiled. "Actually, I'm quite hungry. No time for breakfast and we wound up skipping lunch."
"Good," Camarin said. "In that case I'm going to enlist your help in chopping the rest of the vegetables. While you're doing that, I'll prepare the sauce." Camarin took an apron from behind the bar.
When Kimberly reached for it, she pulled it away. "Let me," she said.
"Wouldn't want you to mess your hair." She turned Kimberly around so she was facing away from her.
Her heart beating uncontrollably fast, Kimberly took a deep breath.
She tried to steady herself against the counter. When she felt Camarin pressing against her from behind, she also felt a very definite tingling sensation between her legs. What is going on with me! she thought to herself. She moved forward as much as possible, her body pressing against the kitchen counter and her back no longer pressed against Camarin.
Laughing, Camarin pulled Kimberly back into place in front of her.
"How can I possible get this over your head if you're so far away from me," she teased. Very gently, she settled the apron over Kimberly's neck and pulled it down over her waist and hips. She reached around her to straighten a loop that had become twisted around her neck.
Kimberly gasped when she felt Camarin's hands brushing over her nipples. The points grew hard and excited. She felt Camarin's breath on her bare shoulder. Shivering, she pulled away from Camarin. "I can do this," she said, her fingers searching for the loop of apron that was twisted. 
Not to be out-maneuvered, Camarin waited patiently for Kimberly to straighten the apron. When she finished, Kimberly reached for the knife and started to cut the vegetables. "Let me show you," Camarin told her. She circled Kimberly from behind and placed her hands over hers. "Like so," she said, guiding Kimberly's hand through the cutting motions.
Kimberly was very aware of Camarin's body pressing against hers.
She felt Camarin's groin pressed against her butt and her breasts brushing against her back. The sheer fabric of her dress melded with Camarin's body. She moaned uncontrollably. The knife dropped and she felt Camarin's hands about her wrists.
"You're not a very good student, Kimberly," Camarin whispered in her ear. Tongue darting out, she pressed the moist tip against Kimberly's skin. "What am I going to do with you?" she asked.
Without allowing Kimberly time to answer, she raised her arms and pressed her hands against the wall behind her. She smiled a knowing smile at her young captive.
The position was awkward as well as frightening. At a loss for words, Kimberly tried to struggle free. Camarin pushed her right back. This time Camarin placed her hands down further, forcing her to bend at the waist. Kimberly gasped when she felt Camarin's fingers moving expertly over her hips.
With one hand, Camarin caressed her captive's ass. Stuck out so invitingly, how could she resist? When Kimberly did not remove her hand from the wall, Camarin smiled and cooed. With both hands, she kneaded the firm flesh in her fingers, squeezing softly at first, then a little bit harder. Harder still, she made Kimberly yelp. Baby yelps, they were nothing like the ear splitting shrieks Camarin wanted to hear. No need to push her because she knew Kimberly would soon be begging for it. And Camarin would give it to her most willingly.
When she felt Camarin pressing her mound against her ass, Kimberly thought she was going to faint. The heat from Camarin's groin was so hot that it seemed to scorch her skin through the sheer fabric. Dazed and confused, Kimberly suddenly envisioned Camarin's mound poised over her mouth. She imagined her tongue licking the wet folds and plunging into the dark recesses, the very core of her.
She imagined taking that swollen nub into her mouth, sucking it from within the folds of her inner and outer lips. Oh, to suck until it stood erect, the proud peak staring at her, teasing her and daring her to try and deflate it. Kimberly moaned, longing to bring this vision to life.
As Camarin rubbed her clit against Kimberly's ass, she felt the first orgasm begin. Faster and faster, she pressed against the rounded flesh, her clit quivering and her body convulsing as the first orgasm shook her. Within seconds she felt another rushing along behind the first. Roughly, she pulled Kimberly's arms down and pressed her hands onto the counter. One more, she told herself. "Yes, oh yes,"
she murmured as she fucked herself on Kimberly's ass. As the last orgasm burst through, she bit Kimberly's shoulder. She tried to stifle the scream that threatened to reveal the height of her excitement.
Kimberly cried out instead, more from surprise than pain.
Camarin's bite was really nothing more than a nibble on her shoulder.
It was what followed that caused her to scream in pure hot raging pain. Camarin yanked her dress up about her waist. Her hands were deliberately rough and hurtful. She jerked Kimberly's panties down, just enough to bare her ass. Kimberly could hear her moaning with excitement and she, too, started to moan.
Enraged to hear signs of her initiate's pleasure, Camarin reached for the leather strap she kept hanging underneath the counter. Knowing her young captive wouldn't dare make a move, she took the strap to the sink and wet it. Perfect, she thought as she took aim at Kimberly's ass. She couldn't wait to hear the first scream. Her only regret was that she'd forgotten to set up her camcorder. She didn't even have her tape recorder because she'd left it in the bedroom.
Drawing back to her full height, Camarin focused all her energy on the first blow. The strap came down sixteen inches, then fourteen inches, then eight inches, and then four inches. Finally, she heard the rendering slap of wet leather against bare flesh. "Exquisite," Camarin murmured. Taking only a moment to savor that first utterance, she unleashed a volley of blows. Kimberly's ass was soon covered with red welts. It was a lovely sight, her first mark on this lesbian virgin. 
Camarin was purring with pleasure when she finally laid the strap aside and turned Kimberly to face her.
"My lovely little queer. To think I've outed you all by myself!
Now come," she whispered, guiding Kimberly gently to the dining room that adjoined the kitchen. She pulled a softly padded chair out for her.
Kimberly winced in pain as her bare ass made contact with the padded surface. Too dazed to think and too crazed to understand, she knew only one thing for certain. This woman had rendered her helpless. In that tiny fragment of time, Kimberly had experienced more pleasure than in all her lovemaking with Mark. Her head leaning back against the wall, she drifted in and out of sleep. She would awaken, see Camarin somewhere nearby, and then sleep once more. The last thing she remembered was Camarin bending over her and kissing her on the forehead. She was lying down somewhere, her body sinking into the soft warmth beneath her. She slept soundly the rest of the night. 



Chapter Nine


When her alarm sounded at five-thirty, Kimberly fumbled with the dials and buttons she could not see. Silence at last, she opened her eyes and surveyed the room. Relieved once more by the familiar surroundings, she wondered at the strange dreams she'd been having.
Of all things, she couldn't imagine why she'd had such an erotic dream about the woman who'd just interviewed her for a magazine article.
They did have dinner together last night. But other than a little innocent flirtation on Camarin's part, Kimberly could think of no reason why she would have such a dream. What surprised her even more was the sadomasochism that was threaded throughout the dream.
The edges of reality were becoming very gray and blurred. She stood and reached for her robe.
"Ouch," she groaned when she sat up in bed. She was sore and aching, as if her body had imagined the dream so vividly that she felt the imagined wounds as sorely as if they were real. Gently, she eased off the bed, walked into the dressing room and peered at her back in the mirror. It looked perfectly normally. Oh, my God, she thought.
What is happening to me? She shouldn't need to check the mirror to help her differentiate fantasy from reality.
She ventured into the bathroom, turned on the hot water, waited for steam to fill the room, and adjusted the temperature to a tolerable level. When she started to open the cabinet and get a towel, she saw a piece of paper taped to the sliding door. It was a note from Mark. 
Kimberly, I took the liberty of letting myself in last night. Please forgive the intrusion, sweetheart, but you've been under so much pressure lately, I was worried about you. 
Kimberly's arm fell to her side, her fingers releasing the scrap of paper. It fluttered to the floor. Her head dropped to her chest and she started sobbing. She took some deep breaths and dried her eyes. She needed someone to comfort her, to explain the terrible confusion she was feeling. Hands trembling, she turned off the water and went into the bedroom. She reached for the telephone and dialed Mark's number.
"Hi," said a sleepy voice.
"Mark," Kimberly began. Her voice shy and hesitant, she apologized for canceling their engagement the previous evening.
"Honey, I understand," Mark assured her. "This is your golden opportunity. I'd never begrudge you the time you need to spend on your work."
Her mind reeling with guilt, conflict and absolute confusion, Kimberly had difficulty suppressing the sobs that threatened to start once more. "Mark, you'll never know how much that means to me,"
she said. "Since I couldn't make it last night, I was wondering if we could get together for lunch today."
Mark grinned and sat up in bed. The mere sound of Kimberly's voice made him tremble with arousal. His voice husky with desire, he asked, "How about room service at the Day's Inn downtown? My treat."
Kimberly paced across the room, her fingers nervously twisting the phone cord. How could she explain the confusion she was feeling when she didn't understand it herself? "Oh, Mark, I can't!" she replied in her most plaintive voice. "I have a meeting this afternoon, so there's only an hour free in my schedule. Darling, how could I possibly explain myself if I walk into a meeting all flushed and excited by you?"
Mark was disappointed but it did not lessen his excitement. He threw back the sheet, exposing his aroused organ. "How about right now?" he whispered. "We can do it over the phone." Mark stroked his erection, his fingers closing gently around his penis. Up and down, up and down, he applied the slow steady pressure that would satisfy his need.
Mark's single-minded focus on sex was a keen reminder to Kimberly of how Mark viewed her. She felt tears sliding once more down her cheeks. She sat down at her desk. Her hand on the receiver, she took a deep breath and cleared her throat. Even though she resented it, she felt she owed it to him. After all, Mark was her lover.
"Oh, baby, make love to me," she whispered.
Mark groaned, the tip of his penis glistening with pre-orgasmic arousal. His mouth fell open and he closed his eyes. "Um, I'm removing your nightshirt," he told her. "I'm kissing your neck, beginning on the left side and moving over. You feel my tongue wet and hot against your skin." His hand moving more insistently now, Mark envisioned how Kimberly must look. "Take your nightshirt off, baby. Let me suck you."
Unlike Mark, Kimberly's hands were not moving. She focused her thoughts on bringing him to orgasm, her body not responding to his verbal lovemaking. "Oh, yes," she whispered. "Fuck me, Mark.
Please. Do it now!" she exclaimed. It took all her energy and concentration to go through the motions and play her role as Mark's lover.
Mark stood with his legs spread apart, one hand holding the receiver to his ear. His other hand gripped his penis as tight as he could bear. With Kimberly's voice guiding him through the motions, he stroked himself faster and faster. Eyes looking down lovingly, he swelled with pride.
His penis fully tumescent now, Mark admired how well endowed he was. "I'm fucking you, baby," he whispered huskily over the phone. "I'm inside of you. You're so wet and tight. Oh, yes," he groaned.
Kimberly listened to his heavy breathing, gauging how close he was to orgasm. He was almost finished and she was grateful.
Ashamed for feeling this way, but grateful nonetheless, she murmured, "Um, deeper, Mark. I want you to pump inside me as deep as you possibly can."
His hips thrusting forward as he strained against his tightly closed fist, Mark felt his legs begin to tremble. "Oh, baby, I'm coming," he gasped. His voice silenced by the audible moans and gasps of his orgasm, Mark watched his semen spurt across the room. Then, like a runner after the meet, he slowed his pace and slowly brought himself to a finale. "Oh, Kimberly, did you feel it?" he asked. 
"Oh, oh, I … I'm coming, too," Kimberly moaned. She held her breath and made grunting noises, trying to mimic an actual orgasm.
Mark listened, his fingers still lovingly caressing his flaccid organ.
He smiled when he heard Kimberly's final gasp. "Was it good for you?" he asked in a very sincere voice.
"Oh, yes," Kimberly replied. Pretending to be breathless, she gave the response she always gave when Mark made love to her. "I love you, Mark," she whispered.
"I love you, too, baby. Are we still on for lunch or will this tide you over for a bit?"
This was so typical of Mark. He'd already forgotten that she did not have time for a clandestine groping in some sterile hotel room with the shades drawn and a "Do Not Disturb" sign handing on the doorknob. "No," she replied with as much patience as she could. "I'd rather wait until we have more time. Speaking of which, I'm running late. Gotta shower! Talk to you soon, love." She made a kissing sound over the telephone and quickly hung up. She did not have time to listen to the protest she felt certain would follow.
As for time, Kimberly had lots of it. She always got up early enough to do her aerobic workout. However, she was going to skip it today. She was too tired to put herself through the grinding torture of aerobic exercise. She reached for her robe, calling out to the three cats lying on top of the unmade bed. "Come on, you guys. Time for breakfast."
The cats eagerly followed her into the kitchen. She gave them fresh food and water. Petting each cat affectionately, she listened with pleasure as they purred for her. "You should have a talk with Mark,"
she told them. Thinking how ironic it was that her cats showed her more appreciation than her lover did, Kimberly started once again for the shower.
She turned the water on and waited. Soon the room was very warm and steamy. She stepped inside the tub. Normally, she liked her bath water hot. Today she winced as the hot water sprayed over her aching muscles. She started to wonder if perhaps her little fib to Michael was true. Was she coming down with something? Gingerly, she lathered the soap over her skin. As she bathed her back and buttocks, she felt strangely excited when her fingers touched the intimate regions she had dreamed of Camarin touching last night.
She pictured the woman in her mind's eye, envisioned her standing topless on a balcony. The wind was blowing through her hair.
Kimberly reached for her but she was unable to touch her. Lost in a fantasy she could not control, Kimberly gave vent to the storming emotions within her. Placing one leg on the side of the tub, she looked down. Her clitoris was already swollen with arousal, the tip peeking out from between her outer lips. She parted the swollen lips and slid her fingers inside her cunt. Imaging her fingers were Camarin's fingers, strong and firm, she thrust deeper and deeper inside of herself.
She groaned as the image of Camarin grew stronger. She saw Camarin's nipples, brown and hard, peeking out at her. She imagined her mouth closing over one and she moaned as the fantasy obliterated all doubts and confusion. Hungrily, she sucked Camarin's firm tits and stroked her clit through the fabric of her jeans. As her hands moved expertly over her own body, she envisioned them moving over Camarin's body.
Making love to her, their mouths crushed together – lips swollen and bruised as their tongues darted into one another's mouths with kisses so wet and passionate, it brought them trembling to their knees.
Face to face, their nipples touched as they proudly thrust their chests out to one another. An offering so exquisite, Kimberly did the only thing she knew.
The phone was ringing but Kimberly did not hear it. Her fingers were caressing herself in a way no person, male or female, ever had.
The circling movements grew more rapid as she braced herself against the shower. "Ah, ah," she groaned. Panting and breathless with desire, she rolled her nipples tightly back and forth between her forefinger and thumb. The other hand stroked the swollen organ that differentiated her from the opposite sex and aroused her in a way the other sex could not. 
"Oh, oh," she screamed as the orgasm seized her in a frenzy of climatic waves. It was crashing against her senses, challenging everything she ever knew or believed. She gasped as the last wave rippled through her. Her hand closed over her throbbing clitoris and she slid down in the shower. Legs drawn tightly together, she imagined Camarin kissing her neck and whispering soothing words in her ear. The faint touch of Camarin's warm breath sending her into another frenzied session, Kimberly brought herself to orgasm once more. 



Chapter Ten


Taryn listened as Camarin described the prior evening's events, particularly Kimberly Justin's response to her flirtations. She felt at once excited and jealous. "I see you haven't lost your charm," she said bitingly. "Do be careful though," she added. "It sounds like you're a little smitten by her innocence. I'd hate to see us lose her because we pushed her too fast."
"Of course not," Camarin replied. "I admit she's piqued my curiosity, but I won't jeopardize her excursion because of it." Camarin hesitated for a moment, wording her next comment as carefully as possible. "It sounds as though you have a strong personal interest in the outcome. Any particular reason?"
The comment struck too close to the heart of the matter. Taryn was also taken by the new client. She had developed an inherent interest in becoming her first female lover, but she could not openly admit it to herself or Camarin Knight. "Camarin, I understand Kimberly's hesitancy. She reminds me of what it was like for me when I came out of the closet. After weighing all the possibilities, I've decided to take part in this excursion. I, more than anyone, will know when Kimberly is ready."
Taryn's interest now obvious, Camarin tried to reassure her.
"Taryn, I agree with you. Just tell me what needs to be done and I'll do my best to see that it's accomplished. Whatever you want, you know I'll follow your directive."
Taryn mused over Camarin's commitment. When it came to that final deciding moment, could she trust Camarin to follow through on her commitment? "Camarin, don't you ever long for a woman who lavishes over you and wants nothing more than to fulfill your every fantasy – someone who'll do anything to gain your approval, regardless of the personal cost? Don't you ever want that, Camarin?"
Camarin blanched, taken aback by Taryn's directness. "Don't we all?" she replied.
Taryn looked across her desk at Taylor who was thumbing through a magazine while she waited for her to end the call. "I suppose we do," she told Camarin. "We'll have to get together some time and share our fantasies," she added in a teasing voice. "Meantime, Taylor is waiting for me and I mustn't try her patience." She winked at Taylor who looked up when she heard her name. "Keep me posted.
Let's take it one step at a time."
"Will do. Bye now."
Relieved that the call was finally ended, Taryn replaced the receiver and turned her attention to Taylor. "Sorry about that, Taylor. Now where were we?"
"I asked you if I could be assigned to Kimberly's case," Taylor reminded her.
"Yes, of course. Now as I was explaining to Camarin, Kimberly is a very challenging client. I'm hesitant to assign you as one of her primaries when you have so little experience. You understand that, don't you?"
Taylor nodded. She looked away, trying to hide the disappointment so clearly visible in her eyes. "I understand," she whispered.
Standing, she looked briefly at the woman sitting across from her, someone she admired and aspired to emulate. "Thanks for hearing me out though. I know you're very busy." She started for the door.
"Taylor, wait," Taryn blurted out. "How would you feel about working with Camarin on this? It's very obvious to me that you want to learn and I can't think of anyone better suited to train you. If you can promise me you'll follow Camarin's directions, I'll assign you to Kimberly's excursions."
Taylor's eyes grew big. "Oh, I promise, Taryn! Please let me do it.
Please."
Her plaintive tone and her hopeful gaze formed the perfect paradox to tug at Taryn's heartstrings. She smiled and shook her head woefully from side to side. "You've just figured out I'm a softie. But you better keep it to yourself," she chided. "Run along now. I'll have Camarin call you and bring you up to speed." She searched Taylor's eyes for anything that remained unspoken. Finding nothing, she added as a final word, "If you have any problems, do call. Okay?" 
"Oh, I will. Thank you, Taryn!" Taylor hurried out of the office.
Her step light and springy, she felt giddy with excitement. She knew it would be a tough assignment working under Camarin, but she also knew it could open new doors for her at Lavender Excursions.
Taryn watched her leave, knowing beyond doubt that Taylor's pledge was sincere. Why were so many women so eager to work with Kimberly Justin? "And why am I?" Taryn asked herself. Visions of Kimberly Justin were filling her every waking moment. She knew something was amiss, but she could not bring herself to question what was in her heart. The ache was too unbearable to dismiss. But for now, there were other matters to attend, beginning with Camarin Knight and the young woman now assigned to work with her. She reached for the telephone.
Camarin was surprised to hear Taryn's voice when she answered the phone. "Taryn! What's up?" she asked. Concerned that something was wrong, her chest tightened and she twisted the telephone cord nervously between her fingers.
Taryn chuckled. "Relax, Camarin. There has been a change but it is very minor. As I told you earlier, Taylor was in my office this morning. Now…"
Camarin listened closely, making note of Taryn's repeated admonitions regarding Taylor. This assignment was becoming increasingly complex. However, Camarin found the effect to be quite stimulating. She couldn't wait for the next step!
Kimberly Justin had no idea of the impact she was having on the women at Lavender Excursions. She delved into her work with a fanatic intensity that drew comments from her secretary. Ignoring Michael's protests that she needed to slow down, Kimberly spent the remainder of the week in a blur of activity. If anyone from Lavender Excursions called, she knew nothing about it. Michael had strict orders not to take any personal calls unless it was an emergency.
She negotiated terms of the contract with her company's new vendor. Fortunately, the negotiations were by telephone, so she didn't have to meet with the representatives face to face. No matter how hard she tried, Kimberly could not keep her thoughts and feelings from straying to her experience with Lavender Excursions and the strange dreams and fantasies she'd been having. She dared not risk someone delving too deeply and learning of the strange admixture of confusion with the curiosity she already felt. When she'd spoken to Mark again on Wednesday, he'd suggested they go away for the weekend. She agreed and they made plans to spend the weekend at his parents' cabin. Skiing conditions were excellent and good travel conditions were forecast over the next few days.
After her strange experience with Camarin and the aftermath that followed, Kimberly was anxious to get together with Mark. If not for her work, she'd have seen him earlier in the week. As it was, she waited until Friday. It didn't come soon enough. Her assignments semi-caught-up, Kimberly left work early that afternoon. She needed to pick up the new pair of skis she'd ordered, then go home and pack her things. Mark was planning to come over around six o'clock. They planned a couple of hours driving, and then stopping for dinner before completing the drive to the cabin. Kimberly was anxious to get away.
Too many unexplainable things had happened and she needed time to sort through it.
Mark arrived on time, as usual. He looked really nice, Kimberly thought. Mark was a very handsome man. She found him even more attractive when he wore rugged outdoor clothing. On weekends when they went skiing, Mark didn't shave, beginning on Friday morning.
Kimberly found the effect to be very sexy, compelling her to run her fingers lovingly over the stubble of his beard as they kissed.
After a rather prolonged and deep kiss, Mark stepped back and asked, "So, how's my favorite girl?" It was then that he noticed the trace of dark circles under her eyes.
"Good actually. How about you?" Kimberly asked as she gathered her coat, laptop and suitcase.
Mark frowned at the sight of the computer. "I'm fine," he replied.
He pointed to her laptop. " I thought we were going on this trip to get away for a while. How can you get away if you take your work with you?" 
Kimberly knew it was a rhetorical question, designed to prompt her into leaving the laptop at home. "Oh, this isn't for work," she lied. "I have some correspondence I'd like to catch up on. Friends, family, people I've lost touch with over the past few weeks.
"Oh," Mark said. Although he suspected she wasn't telling him the truth, he decided to let it pass. Getting into a fight would do nothing to resolve the matter and he knew Kimberly well enough to know a fight would surely follow. He reached for her suitcase. "Ready?"
"Ready," Kimberly replied. She checked the apartment once more to make certain she hadn't forgotten anything. When they left, she slipped a note with instructions under her neighbor's door. Mr. Appleton took care of the cats when Kimberly was away. It seemed for every aspect of her life, there was a contingency in place should anything happen outside of the ordinary or daily routine. Although she didn't realize it, this was all about to change.
Rush hour traffic had slowed considerably by the time Kimberly and Mark got on the freeway. They made the trip to the little resort town in record time, including the dinner break. The first stop was a little grocery on the main street. Although it was closed, Mark drove to the back and opened the door. "Hey, Uncle Bob," he called out when they stepped inside the cozy apartment that was attached to the store.
A middle-aged man with silver white hair and mustache emerged from the kitchen. He carried a mug of steaming hot cocoa in one hand and a calico cat in the other. "Mark! I didn't know you were coming up this weekend." He gave Mark a quick hug then turned to Kimberly. "I could've had the cabin warmed up and dinner on the table," he said, reaching for Kimberly.
Kimberly kissed the man affectionately on the cheek. "Uncle Bob, it's good to see you," she said. "And how's Marceau?" she asked, ruffling the cats' fur. He meowed and sniffed as Kimberly scooped him into her arms.
"You're as big as she is," Uncle Bob scolded the cat. "Have a seat in front of the fire, you two. I just made a pot of hot cocoa. I'll get you both a mug then be right back." 
"Thanks, Uncle Bob." Mark put his arm around Kimberly and led her over to the fire. "We'll only stay a few minutes, honey. I know you're probably just as anxious as I am to get to the cabin. I just thought we should let Uncle Bob know we're here."
"Oh, I don't mind," Kimberly replied. Her quick response surprised her as much as it did Mark. Although she didn't want to admit it, she was not looking forward to being alone with him at the cabin.
"Everything okay?" Mark asked, a puzzled expression on his face.
He squeezed Kimberly's shoulders in a display of concern.
"Of course," Kimberly replied. "I just don't want to hurt Uncle Bob's feelings by running in and out of here so fast he thinks we only stopped because we felt we had to. Besides, I like visiting with Uncle Bob."
"Hmm." Mark knew something was bothering Kimberly and he searched for a way to get her to talk about it. Unfortunately, Uncle Bob returned before he could.
"Here you go," Bob said, handing each of them a large mug of the steaming chocolate. "Now sit down and tell me what you've been up to. How's work? How's Chicago?" Uncle Bob sat in the recliner facing the couch.
Kimberly felt grateful for the camaraderie Mark shared with his uncle. She took a sip of the sweet hot cocoa, then leaned back and closed her eyes. She commented here and there, but left the conversation mostly to Mark and Uncle Bob. The conversation lulled her into a sleepy relaxed state. The last thing she remembered was Mark telling his Uncle Bob something about his work.
Saturday dawned bright and sunny. Once again, Kimberly woke to find herself in an unfamiliar place. However, this time she remembered where she was. What she didn't remember was Mark driving her here from Uncle's Bob's place. Wearing only her underwear, she was snuggled under a warm flannel sheet and blanket.
She turned over and found Mark sleeping peacefully beside her. She yawned and stretched, debating whether to get up.
Mark was a light sleeper and her movement caused him to stir.
Moving very quietly so as not to wake him, she sat up and eased the covers from her legs. Mark mumbled something in his sleep, turned over and began snoring. Kimberly tiptoed across the room. She was looking forward to a nice hot shower. Hopefully, the pipes would not be frozen or sluggish.
Mark awoke to the sound of running water. It took him a moment to remember where he was. He smiled and sat up in bed. Kimberly was up and taking a shower. His mouth watered at the thought of her silky tongue and soft warm skin. A week without sex was much too long. He stood, stretched for a moment, and hurried to the bathroom.
Kimberly was humming softly to herself. She felt relaxed for the first time in weeks. The bathroom was hot and steamy and the air was scented with the smell of fresh pinecones. Luxuriating in the comfort, she did not hear the door opening. When Mark drew back the shower curtain, it startled her.
Stepping inside the white porcelain tub, Mark smiled and whispered, "Morning, babe." He moved underneath the water and leaned down to kiss her.
Kimberly turned her head ever so slightly. Mark's lips barely grazed her cheek. "Morning, Mark. Thanks for putting me to bed last night." She realized too late that she'd just offered Mark the perfect opening.
"Babydoll, I'll put you to bed any time," he whispered. He turned Kimberly to face him and leaned his body against hers. Once more he bent down to kiss her.
There was no way out for her and the realization made Kimberly feel panicked. She felt Mark's arousal pressing against her stomach as he kissed her. His mouth was hot and hungry and very insistent. His hand groped for her breast as his mouth bruised hers with his passion.
His tongue probed inside her and his fingers squeezed her breast.
She wasn't prepared for this nor was her body ready for Mark's rough handling. "Ouch," she whimpered, her breast smarting against his touch. But Mark did not hear her. He was moving much too fast.
She had no time for arousal before he lifted her up and impaled her with his penis. Her cunt still dry and tight, his thrusts were painful at first. She braced herself as much as she could, but nothing prepared her for the savagery of his lovemaking.
Heedless of her back banging against the wall, Mark thrust himself repeatedly inside her. She was his and he had felt her slipping away.
He had even endured some hard-assed dyke threatening him, telling him to stay away from her. That was then and this was now. Mark fully intended to reclaim her. Slam, slam, he thrust in and out. Her dryness made her tight and he grunted each time that he pushed his huge cock through her opening. The vise-like grip caused his body to prepare for an orgasm much too soon.
He paused, his wet penis resting against her pubic hair. Drawing a deep breath, Mark bent and covered her naked breast with his mouth.
Taking all of it, he sucked it hungrily. When Kimberly cried out and tried to push him away, he lifted his head and looked up at her. Her eyes were glaring down at him, defiant. Angrily, he bit her neck and pressed his body even tighter into hers. His hands closed around her buttocks, squeezing the firm flesh as he continued his savage onslaught.
Kimberly cried out as his lovemaking crossed the fine boundary that he'd so far maintained. He'd gone over the edge and there was no bringing him back. Although she was wet now, her cunt was numb and she was oblivious to any pleasure his thrusts might have given her. Her back was bruised, even grazed in places. She gritted her teeth and tried to squeeze her vagina tighter around his straining organ. "Just hurry up and come, God damn you," she whispered.
If he heard her, Mark gave no indication. His final thrusts pounded her ass against the hard white wall. "Oh, yes," he gasped. "Yes!" He wanted to fuck her brains out, make her beg him to stop, then beg him to start all over again. He spread her cheeks and thrust his finger inside her anus. Filling her completely now, he drove his penis harder and harder inside her trembling body. As his orgasm slowly approached, his movements became even more frenzied. Then finally, he came. Heaving and sweating, Mark let his weight fall against her. "Did you miss me, baby? You miss Mark's lollipop?" 
Kimberly felt Mark's hot breath brushing over her neck as he gasped and heaved against her. Thinking it was over now, she waited silently for him to regain his breath and move away. She wanted nothing more than to finish her shower and get out of this cabin. Only moments earlier, it had offered warmth and comfort. Now it provided a stifling, sickening heat that made her nauseous and light-headed.
When Mark pulled away and knelt in front of her, she whimpered in despair.
"Now it's your turn, baby." Smiling, Mark spread her swollen outer lips and tongued the tip of her clitoris.
The rapid flicks were so perfectly orchestrated that Kimberly could not help but respond. Willingly she let Mark place her right leg over his shoulder and brace her against the wall. He closed his mouth over her pussy, sucking her wet juices. And when she was dry, he tongued fucked her until she was wet again. Her body was trembling and her clit was throbbing with excitement. She closed her fingers over her nipples, rolling the tips hard with her fingers. "Oh," she crooned as she approached the edge of an orgasm.
Mark sensed her approach and drew back so suddenly she almost fell. Laughing, he pulled himself up so his head was even with her breasts. He pushed her hands away and took both breasts, one with his mouth and one with his hand. Sucking her so thoroughly and so good, she gasped and leaned her head back.
Eyes closed, she imagined first Camarin's, and then Taryn's head bent to her breasts. The images danced back and forth for a while, then settled on Taryn. It was Taryn's mouth that drew Kimberly's nipples deeply inside of her, Taryn's teeth that moved from side to side over the taunt flesh. It was Taryn who made Kimberly cry out, then press her head closer and beg, "More, more!" It was Taryn's fingers that thrust inside her pussy, first one, and then two, then three.
It was Taryn who finally bent her head and took Kimberly's clit into her mouth, sucking it and licking it so passionately that it filled her with a longing unlike any she'd ever known. "Ah … ah!" she cried out as the orgasm rushed through her. Her legs shaking and her body trembling, she felt Taryn's hands about her hips, holding her up as she drove her to higher and higher states of excitement and release. When she opened her eyes, Mark was gone. Her hands were closed over her pussy and she could swear she smelled the tantalizing perfume that she'd smelled on Taryn's skin that night at Morgan Estates. She sighed and reached for a towel.
The slopes were already crowded by the time Mark and Kimberly came out of the cabin. "Let's try the north side," Mark said as he surveyed the crowded ski slope.
Kimberly grimaced. Mark knew she wasn't a good enough skier to go there. What was he thinking? "Mark, I'm not that good a skier.
Don't you think it'd be a little dangerous for me to try Devil's Edge?"
Smiling, Mark put his arm around Kimberly's shoulders. "Ah, come on, Kimberly. You can't go through your life being afraid to try something new."
Kimberly glared at him. Even though she knew he was baiting her, she took the challenge. "You're on," she informed him. Fueled by an energy she knew could prove dangerous, Kimberly strode away. She waited for Mark at the ski lift. They needed to take it to the other side of the twin mountains.
As expected, the north peak was very quiet. As they looked around, Kimberly and Mark noticed only two other people at the top.
Further down the slope, they spotted a few others racing down the mountain. When their turn came to jump off, Kimberly felt Mark squeeze her knee affectionately. Certain that disaster was about to fall, Kimberly wanted desperately to stay on the ski lift and ride back down to the lodge. However, her pride won out and she jumped.
Mark felt exhilarated, thrilled by the challenge of the dare deviling maneuvers the slope required. As he negotiated his way past trees and around stumps, he caught sight of Kimberly only once. She seemed to be struggling, but he knew he had to ignore it. Otherwise, she'd never attempt the slope again.
Not conditioned for the vigorous demands of such a challenging race down the mountain, Kimberly's legs became weak. Afraid she would tumble, she looked for a place to stop. She saw a slight leveling on the slope ahead and prepared for a safe fall, deciding to wait for the ski patrol to stop and pick her up. She liked to be challenged, but she was not suicidal.
Watching from the other side of the mountain, Camarin Knight smiled. She turned and gave Taylor the thumbs up. Taylor waved and got back into the car. Camarin pulled her goggles down, pocketed the binoculars, and started across the mountain. The snow mobile moved effortlessly across the rugged slope. Camarin came to a stop just as Kimberly tried to break her run. Carefully, but effortlessly, she reached for her. The impact was so strong that Camarin felt certain Kimberly would have been hurt if she hadn't been there to help break the fall.
Hurt indeed! Before Camarin's arms reached out and grasped her, Kimberly was certain she was about to kiss her life good-bye. When she came to a stop, her feet were off the ground and Camarin Knight was supporting her body against her own. Frightened and gasping for breath, several seconds passed before she managed to say, "Thank you."
Camarin grinned and removed the goggles. "I'll scold you later.
Right now we need to get you stable." Moving very carefully, she eased Kimberly to her feet and knelt to remove her skis.
"What are you doing here?" Kimberly asked as she watched Camarin unfasten the bindings.
Camarin paused and looked at Kimberly. The question sounded innocent enough, but she needed to make certain Kimberly wasn't suspicious. She didn't look to be. "I like the outdoors and I love to ski. So I come up here every other weekend and work ski patrol."
Camarin placed the ski to the side and urged Kimberly to test her balance.
Her legs were trembling. Kimberly was certain they would collapse. Hurriedly she sat down in the wet snow. "I … I'm sorry,"
she muttered. She was too embarrassed to look at Camarin, so she kept her gaze fixed on the snowmobile.
"You okay?" Camarin asked. She leaned down and tilted Kimberly's face up. When she looked into her eyes, she saw all the shame and misery lying beneath the surface. It took some effort to keep her own eyes from tearing.
"I'm okay," Kimberly replied weakly. "Thought I was ready for this, but I guess I wasn't." She tried to look away again.
Camarin kept her face tilted upward. " You thought or your boyfriend thought?" she asked.
Her lips trembling, Kimberly burst out crying. "I … I know I shouldn't have done it. But he made me so mad!"
"There now," Camarin whispered, her voice soft and soothing. She pulled Kimberly to her feet and wrapped comforting arms around her.
Holding her close, she stroked her hair and tried to soothe her. She felt Kimberly's heart pounding hard and fast against her chest and her own quickly matched the cadence. Something was happening here and she knew she should stop it.
Abruptly, Kimberly pulled away. She heard Camarin draw a sharp breath and instinctively leaned toward her. Their lips only inches apart, they hesitated. Eyes searching, intoxicated by the moment, they drew together once more.
Kimberly felt blinded by an emotion she could not identify. She knew only those full soft lips that were just inches from her face, lips that she'd fantasized kissing. Her mouth parted and she met Camarin half way. Their lips touched and Kimberly grew dizzy. Driven by a desire and hunger so strong that she wanted desperately to partake of this forbidden fruit. No matter the cost or the price to be paid, she had to have her. Their tongues met and she murmured, "Oh, yes. God, yes!"
Camarin knew this was going too far. As they kissed, she heard Taryn's voice whispering softly in the background. Her conscience told her to stop, but she wanted, just this once, to forget about her responsibilities. Kimberly's hungry touch and eagerness assured Camarin she could ask her for anything and Kimberly would give it willingly. Suddenly and fiercely, she pulled Kimberly tight against her body. She lowered her hand to Kimberly's ass and held her in place while she ground against her. 
Kimberly felt the arms that surrounded her, engulfing her with strength that both captivated and frightened her. She whimpered, as her cunt grew hot and wet with desire. She removed her gloves and flung them aside. Oblivious to the cold, she twisted Camarin's soft hair in her fingers. Groaning, she moved her body in rhythm with Camarin's.
A wet, hot energy teased their pussies. Groping and panting, they moved to the ground together. Kimberly straddled Camarin's lap, wrapping her legs as she rubbed her clit vigorously over Camarin's firm stomach. She growled and spread herself out flat against Camarin's body. Her lips sought possession of her mouth, her tongue, her ear, and her neck. She reached for Camarin's breast.
Camarin moaned softly, her body melding with Kimberly's. "Oh,"
she gasped as Kimberly's teeth grazed her lips. She wanted those lips to bruise her and make her crazy with desire. "Yes, yes," she whispered in Kimberly's ear. She opened her jacket, welcoming Kimberly's hand on her breast. She thrust her chest up, offering herself to Kimberly's curious mouth and fingers. How she longed to feel those strong teeth gnashing against her breasts, biting her nipples as she cried out in pleasure!
Kimberly was beside herself, her hand groping with the buttons on Camarin's shirt. Frustrated, she tugged it out of her pants and slid her hand underneath the soft fabric. She moaned when her hand closed over the rounded flesh. Her breasts were so hot and her nipples so hard, Kimberly longed to rip her shirt open and take them in her mouth. Oh, to savor the firm nipples pulling in and out of her mouth, to feel…
It suddenly occurred to Kimberly what she was doing. How could she forget Mark who was probably waiting for her somewhere at the bottom of the slope! She belonged with him, not this woman who was writhing and gasping beneath her. "I'm not like this," she whispered.
"No, I can't," she gasped, pulling away from Camarin.
The cold air against her bare flesh made Camarin shiver. Her nipples became even harder, chilled by the wind that blew down from the top of the mountain. She felt Kimberly's rejection as painfully and desperately as she felt her desire. She watched her stand and stare down at her, shaking her head as though refusing to believe this was happening to her. "Kimberly, wait."
Wordlessly, Kimberly walked away. Her movements stiff and awkward and her vision a single tunnel of light surrounded by darkness, she made her way off the mountain. When she heard Camarin's snowmobile, she turned. When Camarin stopped and motioned for her to get on, she didn't argue. She was cold and wet and wanted to be with Mark. They were at the bottom of the mountain within minutes. When she saw Mark, she felt her heart quicken. The job and the crazy mess Pat was trying to get her into had obviously taken its toll. Imagine her kissing a woman! She was off the snowmobile before Camarin stopped it. "Mark!"
Mark was relieved to see Kimberly. "Oh, wow," he said, looking at the emergency symbol on the side of the snow mobile. "Is she hurt?" he asked, staring at Camarin.
"Why don't you ask her yourself," Camarin tersely replied. She turned the engine off and removed her goggles. She shook her hair loose and fluffed it out with her fingers.
Mark was staring open-mouthed. He was very surprised to see Kimberly getting off the snow mobile, but to discover the driver was a woman! He felt his fear returning to haunt him. Mouth still agape, he walked over to Kimberly. "Let me help you," he said, offering her his hand.
Kimberly's legs were still trembling and she felt flushed from her encounter with Camarin. Rather than take Mark's hand, she gave him her skis. "I'm okay, Mark. Let's just get out of here and go back to the cabin," she said in a low voice, her head turned away from Camarin.
Mark nodded. Now that he knew Kimberly was okay, he turned to Camarin. "I can't thank you enough," he said, pumping her hand vigorously up and down.
"That's what I'm here for," Camarin replied. She extricated her hand as quickly as possible, suppressing an urge to wipe it on her pants. She turned to Kimberly. "If you're determined to ski the tough slopes, I suggest you take a fitness class to strengthen your leg and arm muscles," she told her. "You might find it beneficial in other ways, too," she said, winking at Kimberly.
Mark watched the exchange. He felt he was missing something, but he let himself assume it was unimportant. He balanced their skis over his shoulder and took Kimberly by the arm. "Let's go," he said, starting toward the ski lodge.
Kimberly turned once to look at Camarin. She was watching them and Kimberly could not help but notice her eyes. They were filled with something akin to what Kimberly was feeling. Hunger, longing, desire, lust, any way you described it, she wanted to make love to this woman who was watching her. If she could only bring herself to turn and walk away from Mark…
Camarin watched until they were inside the lodge. When she turned to climb back on the snow mobile, she noticed Kimberly's gloves lying on the ground. She smiled and tucked the stray gloves inside her pocket. Goggles in place, she climbed onto her seat, revved the motor and started back to the cabin where she and Taylor were staying. 



Chapter Eleven


Taylor was busying herself about the cabin while she waited for Camarin. When she finally returned, Taylor was in the kitchen, pulling a tray of cookies from the oven.
"Um, something smells good," Camarin said. She removed her boots and jacket and sat down at the kitchen counter. "Chocolate chip?" she asked.
"Sort of," Taylor replied. "Here, try one." She placed a cookie on a napkin and gave it to Camarin.
"Um," Camarin exclaimed between mouthfuls. "This tastes wonderful. I didn't know you had such hidden talents."
Taylor blushed. "Baking is one of my favorite pastimes. It reminds me of when I was growing up. Even though she worked full-time, Mama always found time to put something in the oven. No pun intended," she added when Camarin gave her a wicked grin.
"Did you grow up somewhere in the south?" Camarin asked. She reached for another cookie, only to have Taylor slap her hand away.
"The cookie sheet is still hot," Taylor scolded her. She slid the spatula under another cookie and placed it on Camarin's napkin.
"Yes, I grew up in the south. Alabama to be exact."
Camarin smiled knowingly. "Did you know Taryn is from South Carolina?" she asked.
"No way!" Taylor exclaimed. "She has no accent whatsoever.
Wow, I never would have guessed."
Camarin peered thoughtfully out the window as she munched on another bite of cookie. "I wouldn't bring it up if I were you," Camarin told her. "She's awfully touchy about it. I told her that southern women make better lovers, but she doesn't believe me."
For all intents and purposes, Taylor knew Camarin was baiting her.
"And how might you know that?" Although she'd been warned not to, Taylor couldn't resist baiting Camarin right back.
Camarin thought it over for a moment, then rose from her chair.
She sauntered over and stood behind Taylor, who was leaning over the counter. She placed her hands around Taylor's waist and moved closer to her. "Does it matter how I know?" she whispered in Taylor's ear. "Wouldn't you rather I show you?" She slid her tongue inside the other woman's ear, her breathing growing more labored as she pressed her cunt against Taylor's ass.
Startled by Camarin's sudden aggressiveness, Taylor curled her hands around the spatula. She moved her hips back and forth across Camarin's groin. "I don't know that there's anything you can show me I don't already know," she challenged.
Camarin pressed her hands tightly around Taylor's waist and pulled her tightly against her. She pressed her mound against Taylor's ass, her hands guiding Taylor's hips back and forth over her clit. She was touching all the right places and applying just the right amount of pressure. Deciding the moment had distinct possibilities, Camarin stopped her movement and jerked Taylor into an upright position.
She drew her hair away from her neck. Her mouth found the soft spot, the flesh she knew would bruise most easily. Eagerly, she sucked the tender area.
Taylor groaned and pulled Camarin's hands up around her breasts.
Rubbing her head against Camarin's, she longed for this wonderful sensation to never end. She opened her mouth and moaned softly against Camarin's hair. Alternately squeezing and releasing Camarin's hands on her breasts, she felt the fire flaming in her groin. An internal voice warned her to stop, but she did not heed the warning. "I'm waiting," she groaned, taunting Camarin with her haughty behavior.
Camarin wrenched her hands free of Taylor's grasp. "She who plays with fire is bound to get burned," she growled. In one swift movement, she hooked a hand on either side of Taylor's collar and ripped her shirt open down the front. She spun Taylor around to face her. Smiling all the while, she pulled a knife from a set resting atop the counter.
Taylor gasped at the sight, wondering if she'd gone too far with her teasing. "Oh," she gasped when she felt the cold metal pressing inside her cleavage. This was going just a little too far. "Okay, enough," she said, trying to push the knife away from her skin. 
Camarin seized her hand and twisted the arm behind her back. She slid the back of the knife's blade between Taylor's breasts, watching, as her nipples grew hard and pointed. "Can't stop now," she said, shaking her head back and forth. She drew the blade through the thin fabric of Taylor's bra. Cut in half, the confining garment fell open and released Taylor's breasts.
Taylor drew a sharp breath and stared down at her bare front.
Camarin released her arm. Standing very still with both arms dangling at her sides, Taylor felt frightened. Yet, she also felt excited, as evident by the damp spot on her panties. She looked up at Camarin, wide-eyed with wonder. This was something she'd only dreamed about, hoping that some day when the time was right, Taryn would deflower her. That prospect seemed to be disappearing fast as Camarin bore down upon her.
Deciding to play with her for a while, Camarin removed a lighter from her pocket. She flicked it on, then ran the flame over the knife blade. When it seemed sufficiently hot, she closed the lighter.
Brandishing the knife in front of Taylor's firm upright breasts, she touched the tip of her nipple ever so lightly with the hot blade.
Taylor silenced a scream building up inside her, her eyes pleading with Camarin to put the knife away. When Camarin flicked the hot metal once more against her nipple, Taylor's eyes suddenly begged her to continue. Filled with wonder and an equal amount of fear, she drew her chest up and offered her bare breasts to Camarin. She watched the flames from the lighter lick over the metal blade once more. Fear battling with excitement, she started to pull away, but she knew it was too late. Even if she tried to stop her, Camarin was far stronger and more forceful than Taylor could ever be.
Camarin thrilled at the sight of a woman overcome by her power.
Once more, she pressed the hot metal against Taylor's nipple. This time she held it for about two seconds – long enough to make her cry out and cover her stinging flesh. Not to be daunted, Camarin turned her attention to the other breast. Only this time, she seized it with her mouth, just enough to tease her and moisten the flesh. Then she drew back and ran the lighter over the knife again. 
"Ouch," Taylor cried out as Camarin pressed the hot metal against her bare wet nipple. Despite her fear or perhaps because of it, Taylor was so aroused her panties were soaked. She held her breath as Camarin pulled back and stared into her eyes – eyes that held fear.
When she tried to look away, Camarin forced her chin up and her eyes straightforward.
Camarin was certain now that Taylor was still a lesbian virgin. She decided to have some fun with her. She pushed Taylor to her knees, her head only inches from Camarin's cunt. Camarin unzipped her jeans and pushed them down about her ankles. Her bush moistened with her own cum, she knew Taylor could smell her. "Doesn't it smell wonderful," she said, pressing Taylor's face against her.
Taylor moaned as Camarin's soft pubic hair brushed against her cheek. She pressed closer and felt the wetness on her mouth and cheeks. She breathed deeply, wanting to absorb that wonderful smell and commit it to her memory. It was pure unadulterated arousal, nothing more and nothing less.
"You like that, Taylor?" Camarin asked. She pulled her lips apart slightly and pressed forward with her hips. When Taylor hesitated, she smiled encouragingly. "Go on," she whispered to Taylor. "Touch me. I know you want to."
Feeling shy and uncertain, Taylor hesitated and looked up at Camarin. When she saw the naked arousal in Camarin's gaze, all hesitancy disappeared. Taylor slid her face up so her mouth was over Camarin's clit. Her tongue reached out and she tasted the sweet nectar that only a moment before had bathed her face. She took her time, wanting to savor every moment.
Camarin's body still aroused from her encounter with Kimberly, she pressed her fingers eagerly against Taylor's neck, urging her to touch her, to use her mouth and tongue on her painfully swollen clitoris.
"Now," she whispered. Her voice was low and sultry, each word a practiced seduction as she led another woman down the path of no return. Camarin Knight could never imagine a woman giving up the forbidden fruit once she'd partaken of it. She ran her fingers through Taylor's hair, caressing her face as she urged her to come closer. 
Each move very slow and calculated, Taylor nudged Camarin's erection with her tongue. "Umm," she murmured, as she tasted the silky liquid that bathed Camarin's genitals. Her body was preparing her for intercourse and Taylor wondered about her preferences. There was so much she didn't know. How could she possibly do justice for someone as worldly and experienced as Camarin?
Tempered with the patience that comes from experience, Camarin offered Taylor sighs and gestures of encouragement. She traced her finger over her wet clit, coating it with her juices and pressing it against Taylor's lips. When her mouth opened and she sucked Camarin's finger deeply inside of her, then licked it with her tongue, Camarin knew it wouldn't be much longer now. When Taylor had sucked her finger dry, she withdrew it from her mouth. It was time for another demonstration. Camarin slid her hand down to her opening, drawing back her lips so Taylor could see her pussy. She pressed the tip of her finger in and out of her opening, moaning softly with each thrust. She heard Taylor gasp and she offered her another taste of the honey.
Taylor could feel the excitement coursing through Camarin's body.
Her hands trembled as Camarin guided her, pressing her finger deeply inside her hot cunt. Taylor had felt only herself – never another woman. She marveled at this new experience, the walls of Camarin's vagina closing around her finger, letting her know she was ready. At this point, her instincts took over and Taylor drew three fingers closely together. She took aim, plunged, and then ardently fucked Camarin Knight's pussy.
Camarin sighed and purred, each thrust vibrating her walls and teasing that sacred spot tucked safely in the back. "Not bad for a virgin," she gasped, running her hands through Taylor's hair. "How about some tongue now?" she whispered.
Taylor complied, her tongue flicking Camarin's clit while she continued to fuck her. The tip was so hard and so erect Taylor would not have been surprised if she'd come right then and there. When she finally realized that such was not the case, Taylor placed her mouth over Camarin's erection and diligently sucked and caressed it. 
"Umm," she uttered. Camarin's sighs of pleasure gave her the courage to unleash her raging libido. Driven by a hunger long denied, she seized Camarin's clit in her mouth and shook her head vigorously from side to side. The process was repeated several times as she lost herself in that wonderful paradise between Camarin Knight's legs.
Camarin shook and trembled as Taylor brought her to orgasm. The heat was unbearably hot and explosive. She gritted her teeth and held fast to Taylor's shoulders as she neared orgasm. When it began, she screamed and raged, twisting in the throes of her wild savage-like passion. Taylor would not stop, but continued until she had sucked her dry and taken her to heights she'd known with only a select few women. She wondered how much of it was Taylor and how much of it was a leftover of her encounter with Kimberly. Nonetheless, her legs and arms felt weak and she thought certain she'd collapse if Taylor did not stop. Gently, she pushed her head away from her cunt.
"Please," she gasped, smiling down at Taylor's upturned face. "I need to rest for a minute."
Taylor felt her cheeks. They were hot, flushed, and wet with Camarin's cum. She wondered what would happen next, how Camarin would take her. Her eyes gazing expectantly at Camarin, she waited for her to do something.
When Camarin opened her eyes and found Taylor staring up at her, she felt a sudden anger boiling to the surface. The source of her anger belonged to Kimberly Justin, not the woman who looked so innocently and longingly up at her. Camarin hurriedly zipped her pants, touched Taylor affectionately on the cheek, then turned and left the cabin. She didn't bother with a jacket or boots, wanting to place as much time and distance between herself and Taylor as possible.
Otherwise, she was afraid of what her anger might bring her to do to Taylor Blythe.
Taylor frowned and watched as Camarin stopped beside the woodpile and rolled her sleeves back. She lifted the axe and started swinging. The wood supply was already abundant inside the little shed behind the cabin. For a moment, Taylor worried that Camarin was not pleased with her performance, but deep down she knew it was something else. She sensed that Camarin had an agenda all her own and right now she was not a part of it. She sighed and rested her head against the kitchen window, thinking about Kimberly Justin and wondering if things would be different if she was not in the picture.
Outside the air was brisk and cold, the fragrance offering a purity to replace the wanton desires raging within Camarin's body. She lifted the axe and cut through the wood. The cuts were so perfect that the wood did not splinter. Over and over, the axe rose and fell as Camarin replenished the woodpile that she, too, knew was already more than adequate.
Taylor watched for a few moments longer, then stood. She was still troubled by Camarin's sudden unrest, but she knew it was not her place to know what troubled her. She emptied the tray of cookies onto the cooling rack and busied herself in the kitchen, washing dishes and putting away the baking supplies. When she picked up the knife Camarin had used to burn her nipples, she trembled. The nipples were red, swollen and somewhat painful. But beyond the pain was a need to be caressed and sucked. Tentatively, she placed her hands on her breasts. Her eyes riveted once more to Camarin who was still chopping wood outside the window. She teased her nipples.
Sensing that she was being watched, Camarin surreptitiously glanced inside the cabin. She saw Taylor standing at the kitchen window, her breasts still bare and her fingers playing with her nipples.
Camarin found it amusing to watch Taylor standing there, playing with herself and probably wondering why Camarin had not returned the favor. She did feel a little guilty about leaving her like that, but she had no choice.
"Hmm," she said, puzzling over what to do. Then it occurred to her that voyeurism was one of life's greatest stimulants. It would also keep her a safe distance away from Taylor. She unfastened one button on her shirt. Very slowly and seductively, she slid her hand inside the opening and pulled her breast free. The nipple barely visible, she played with it. Although she never considered herself an exhibitionist, Camarin found it to be very arousing. She felt her panties dampen once more. 
Taylor watched Camarin's open display, wondering who else might be watching her. The cabins offered some measure of privacy but not enough to obscure Camarin standing by the woodpile, fondling herself. She gasped when she saw Camarin's other hand slide down the front of her shirt, then pause at the button on her jeans. "Oh!" she gasped as she stared at Camarin's blatant act of public masturbation.
What she did not know was that Camarin was watching her from the corner of her eye. Every move calculated to arouse Taylor, Camarin slowly unzipped her jeans. Her bright magenta panties were a sharp contrast to her pale skin. Camarin openly admired herself, sighing as she slid her hands down the side of her panties. Her fingers met in the center where her clitoris was pressing against the damp lace. She placed two fingers over her clit and began a slow rhythmic movement, parting her legs so she'd have better access. She placed one foot on the wood block, turning so her crotch was pointed directly at Taylor. Her tongue caressing her lips, she moved one hand to her breast. She teased the nipple so it was erect and hard, pushing against her shirt. Knowing exactly where to touch and when, Camarin felt an orgasm approaching within seconds. She looked at Taylor to see if she was watching.
Although her hands were busy, Taylor was nowhere near as close to an orgasm as Camarin. She played with her nipples, squeezing the tips and rolling them back and forth with her fingers. Her mouth hung open as she gazed down at her swollen breasts. Oh, she was aching so badly! What she wouldn't give to have Camarin's mouth at her breasts. "Umm," she murmured, her fingers stretching the nipples as far as she could. Every move she made, every nerve she stretched sent jolts of excitement through her.
There was a barstool beneath the counter, the seat a perfect square.
Taylor positioned herself on it so her clit was pressing against one of the hard corners. Slowly, rhythmically, she rubbed her clit against the barstool. She tried to pace herself with Camarin, watching her every move as she masturbated in the back yard. Sliding backward, then forward, she panted as her pussy rode the hard surface. Her fingers teased and stretched her nipples. All the while, she wished it were Camarin's hands punishing her wanton flesh.
Camarin was having fantasies of her own, fucking Taylor's sweet little pussy. She envisioned herself poised behind Taylor, a dildo strapped around her hips. Down on all fours, Taylor would be wiggling her ass, begging Camarin to fuck her. She could hear her voice all raspy with excitement, "Fuck me, Camarin. Give it to me.
Please." Beside herself with arousal, Camarin hurriedly pushed her pants down enough so she could fuck her own pussy. She felt in her pocket for the vibrator she kept with her at all times. It hummed to life when she flicked the button. The sleeve was ribbed with evenly spaced bumps designed to caress a woman's vagina in a slightly different way. Using one hand to part her lips, Camarin slowly edged the vibrator inside of her. Her mouth was open and she could hear herself panting, her breath sending a stream of white puffs into the cold winter air.
Just as expected, Taylor watched Camarin masturbating beside the woodpile. She fondled and squeezed her nipples while she rode the barstool. When Camarin started using the vibrator, Taylor used a thick candlestick she found lying on top of the counter. All within easy reach, she couldn't help but wonder if Camarin had planned it this way. She placed the candle upright on top of the stool, then rode it like a stallion. Bucking and rocking, she gasped for air as she spun a million different fantasies around the beautiful woman outside her window.
Unknown to Taylor and Camarin, someone else was listening to their every sound and watching their every move as their bodies spoke to one another through the distance that separated them. Taryn was perched on the limb of a pine tree a few yards away from the cabin.
She was seething with anger, thinking how foolish she was to trust Camarin with her young protege. Yet, deep within her own sub-conscience, she knew things were going just as she'd planned. She could hear Camarin panting and moaning as she fucked herself. She glanced through the kitchen window, watching as Taylor mimicked Camarin's every move. "Horny little bitch, aren't you Taylor," she whispered.
Perhaps it was the sudden realization that they were clearly visible to anyone who happened by, or maybe it was that sense of being watched, either way, Taylor and Camarin were becoming more and more excited. Their bodies fought to prolong the time it took them to orgasm. Despite the cold mountain air, they were becoming unbearably hot. Taylor had fucked her pussy raw with the thick candlestick. Now she was banging her clit against the edge of the barstool, hard bruising thrusts. Then she slowed down, circling the swollen nub gently over the hard surface, cooing and purring with pleasure as her toes curled and oxygen flooded her brain at a pace so rapid she became dizzy. Swaying on the barstool, she clutched the counter for support.
Taryn watched the scene from afar. She was uncertain what had prompted her to check on them, but she was glad she did. She was going to teach them a lesson they'd never forget, at least for a while.
She edged very quietly down the tree trunk, careful to not alert them to her presence. Once on solid ground, she glanced at them again through binoculars. It wouldn't be too much longer now. She hurried through the wooded area, circling to the front of the cabin.
Stalking like a cat, Taryn crept across the yard to the front door.
She held her breath for fear that Taylor might hear her. Very cautiously, she turned the doorknob and slipped inside the warm cabin. She could hear Taylor in the kitchen. Her breathing was so jagged that Taryn didn't know if she'd have time to accomplish her deed. She looked down the hallway to her right. Having stayed in one of the cabins before, it was just as she'd expected. She tiptoed down the hallway to the bedroom.
Moving quickly, Taryn completed her task and hurried out as quietly as she'd entered. She circled through the woods and back to her hideout. The wooden box was just as she'd left it. Taryn stepped on it then hoisted herself up. With only seconds to spare, she perched on the tree branch and focused the binoculars on Camarin and Taylor.
Both women appeared ready to explode at any moment. 
Unfortunately for Taylor and Camarin, another explosion occurred just before that exquisite moment arrived. The explosion they heard rocked the air like a sonic boom. Both women stopped in mid-grope, startled and frightened by the sound. At first, it was hard to tell where the bomb had exploded. Taylor was the first to realize it was from somewhere in the cabin. Coughing and sputtering, she hurried out the back door.
Camarin smelled the smoke, too. She saw Taylor running toward her, screaming her name. "Camarin!" she yelled as she raced out the back door. In another time and place, she would have appeared very comical. She was bare from the waist up and her pants were tangled around her knees. Her chest flushed with pre-orgasmic arousal, it was more than obvious what Taylor had been doing when the bomb exploded.
Tears stinging their eyes, Taylor and Camarin had difficulty seeing as they groped their way through the smoke. Each one wanting to check on the other, they collided in the middle of the yard. Camarin's fly was hanging open and her shirt was unbuttoned. She sat up and offered Taylor her hand. "Are you okay?" she asked.
Still gasping for air, Taylor nodded her head. She was coughing so hard she could barely catch her breath.
Thinking Taylor had done something stupid, such as leaving the stove on and the oven door open, Camarin scowled at her. "You and your cookie baking could have gotten us killed!" she yelled. Before Taylor had a chance to defend herself, Camarin covered her mouth and nose with the tail of her shirt and rushed back inside the cabin.
The smoke was so thick she could barely make out the cabinet where the fire extinguisher was kept. Although she managed to find it, she could not find the fire. "Oh, great," she muttered. This was going to be a little more complicated than she'd thought.
Taylor burst through the back door just as Camarin was starting down the hall. "Camarin!" she yelled. Her throat still choked from the smoke, Taylor's voice was barely audible. She started after Camarin, following her into the master bedroom. They spotted the remains of the smoke bomb at the same time. 
"Damn it!" Camarin exclaimed, coughing from the sudden inhalation of the smoke-filled air. "Why would someone do something like this?" she asked, looking about the room as though expecting to find someone sitting there, watching them.
"Who knows we're here?" Taylor asked, a puzzled expression on her face as she, too, tried to figure out who might have done this.
"I don't know," Camarin muttered. "Maybe someone followed us up here. Most people who know me know my car, so it wouldn't be hard to find us. I just can't understand why." She had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. "I suppose it could always be a client, someone who got pissed at one of us but didn't have the nerve to confront us directly.
"Wow," Taylor said. "They'd have to be awfully mad to go to all this trouble." She looked around the room, frowning when she saw the closet door standing open. "Oh, great!" she growled. "Now we're going to smell like a smoke factory."
Camarin started opening the windows, trying clear the smoke. "We better get this mess cleaned up before the smoke settles in too much.
If Taryn gets billed for damages, she'll have a fit."
"Okay," Taylor said. She started sweeping pieces of broken glass from objects that had been jarred to the floor. The glass swept into a tidy heap in the center of the room, she followed Camarin down the hallway. She watched as Camarin scurried about the cabin, opening doors and windows to air out the cabin. It seemed an awful lot of smoke for such a tiny mechanism. Taylor started to pick up pieces of metal scattered in the hallway.
"No!" Camarin screamed. She dived for Taylor's hand just as she started to grasp a piece of the metal. "It may be hot," she explained.
"Oh," Taylor replied, too embarrassed to think of anything else to say. She watched as Camarin used a pen to roll the metal onto her shirttail. She gathered it up and carried it very gingerly to the kitchen sink. She dropped it into the sink and turned on the cold-water tap.
Steam started rising.
"Yes, I'd say that's hot," Camarin said. She turned the faucet off and looked around the room for a container to gather the pieces from the hallway and the bedroom. An empty cereal box was sitting by the refrigerator. She grabbed it and instructed Taylor, "Bring a hot pad to pick up the pieces."
Obediently, Taylor took a hot pad from over the stove and followed Camarin down the hallway. The two women spent the next twenty minutes coughing and wheezing while they searched the cabin for glass and metal. If they'd been in the living room, they might have recognized Taryn's car driving past. As it was, they got into an argument about whether to call the local law enforcement. Camarin was trying to pry the cordless phone from Taylor's hand.
"Stop it!" Taylor shouted. Frightened by the incident, it made perfect sense to her that they notify the local law enforcement of what happened. "We are not the ones committing the crime here," she exclaimed. "Now either you give me the phone or I'm going to drive to the service station and use the pay phone."
Camarin was not in the mood to argue. "Do whatever you want,"
she told Taylor. "But remember one thing. Lavender Excursions prides itself as a place where women can expect complete confidentiality. If you bring law enforcement into this, they're going to start asking a lot of questions and snooping into our business.
That's the surest way I know of scaring off clients, especially if it gets written up in the paper."
Taylor sighed, a hangdog expression on her face. Suddenly her work at Lavender Excursions didn't seem very much fun. "Okay," she muttered. "You go ahead with whatever you're doing and I'll finish cleaning up."
Camarin watched for a moment, wanting to make certain Taylor wasn't going to do something stupid when she left. But Taylor seemed resigned to the situation and was dragging cleaning supplies out from underneath the kitchen sink. "I need to run an errand,"
Camarin said. "But first I'm going to get a change of clothes from my car and take a shower at the recreation center. If you promise to behave, I'll find something for you to wear until we have a chance to wash our clothes." 
Taylor scowled but nodded agreeably as Camarin started out the door. This was one of those times when she was acutely conscious of her immaturity and lack of experience. She sighed and finished gathering the cleaning supplies. Deciding to start with the kitchen, she gave vent to her childish anger and emptied the cookies into the trashcan. "So much for domesticity," she muttered. 



Chapter Twelve


By the time Camarin showered and changed, she'd calmed down a little, but she still didn't feel like going back to the cabin. It was too depressing. On a whim, she decided to walk to Kimberly's cabin and return her gloves. She went to the guest register and asked for her cabin number. "Thanks," she told the clerk as she pressed a ten-dollar bill into his hand.
As she left, Camarin realized how easily someone could have gotten the cabin number for where she and Taylor were staying. If someone had a grudge, what better place to take it out than this remote section of backwoods? She made a mental note to mention it to Taryn. It might be time to have the company's private investigator do a little research on their customer database. There might be some clients worth investigating, although she couldn't imagine who it could possibly be.
She strolled very leisurely across the lobby, her eyes darting back and forth, searching for signs of a suspicious character. By the time she arrived at Mark and Kimberly's cabin, she was amused by her antics. Laughing at herself, she removed her glove and knocked on the door of their cabin.
Mark was poised over Kimberly's nude body, his penis glistening with her wetness. He growled when he heard the knocking at the front door. "Fuck!" he muttered. He thrust his penis deeply inside Kimberly one last time. "It might be Uncle Bob," he grumbled. "I better go see." He withdrew himself from Kimberly and reached for a tissue on the bedside table. After wiping Kimberly's cum from his penis, he pulled on his jeans and a T-shirt. "This better be good, Uncle Bob."
After Mark left the room, Kimberly curled herself into a tight ball on the bed. She felt so miserable and confused. She wanted to go home and curl up in her own bed with her three cats and a good book.
However, she was here and she couldn't think of a way to get out of it.
The first tear was threatening to fall when she heard Camarin's voice at the front door. 
"I thought she might be needing these," Camarin explained. She dangled Kimberly's gloves in front of Mark's face. From the looks of his clothes, Camarin suspected she'd picked an opportune time to call.
When Mark reached for the gloves, she snatched them away and started into the cabin.
Stepping over so he blocked her path, Mark frowned and asked,
"What? You think I won't give them to her?"
Camarin frowned and wagged her finger back and forth in Mark's face. "Are you always so suspicious?" she asked. "I just thought we'd better make certain the gloves are hers. They look rather expensive, so if they're not hers, I'll drop them off at the lodge and hope that whoever lost them thinks to check there."
A sheepish look on his face, Mark stepped aside and motioned Camarin inside.
Acting very causal and nonplussed, Camarin strode past Mark and smiled when she saw Kimberly coming down the hallway. 
"Kimberly! We were just talking about you," she said.
Kimberly smiled and walked over to Camarin. "What brings you here?" she asked, suddenly conscious of how disheveled she and Mark must look. She pressed her hands down her shirt, trying to smooth out the wrinkles.
Camarin found it very amusing. She held Kimberly's gloves out to her. "These yours?" she asked.
"Why, yes," Kimberly replied. "I take it I must have forgotten them." She reached for the gloves, acutely aware of Camarin's hand brushing against hers.
"Maybe," Camarin teased, pausing for a moment, "you didn't forget them at all." She winked at Kimberly as though at some private joke.
Kimberly felt her cheeks blushing with embarrassment. Afraid that Mark would pick up on the sexual innuendo, she laughingly replied,
"It wouldn't work. Mark would just buy me a new pair," she said, reaching for Mark's hand. She hooked her arm through his and pulled him to her side.
Mark grinned and squeezed Kimberly's arm affectionately. "Nah, I'd just make you use my pockets to keep your hands warm," he replied, a huge smile on his face. To emphasize his point and perhaps to show Camarin that Kimberly was taken, Mark took Kimberly's hand and pressed it inside the pocket of his jeans. "There," he said, wiggling her hand deep inside the pocket. "Now we'll both stay warm."
Camarin watched the display with an air of indifference, thinking how cocky and over-impressed Mark was of himself. She had an urge to kick him in the balls and watch his damn penis go limp. As it was, he had Kimberly's hand pressed against it, making it appear that he was trying to get her to stroke it for him, right then and there. "Am I interrupting something?" she asked, fixing her gaze very pointedly at Mark's groin.
"Uh, no. Of course not," Kimberly replied. She hastily removed her hand from Mark's pocket and placed it inside her own. Why was she embarrassed about another woman seeing Mark tease her this way? "You're fooling only yourself," the little voice whispered inside her head. The steady aching throb between her legs had started the minute she heard Camarin's voice at the front door. There was no denying it. For some reason, she was longing to feel this woman inside of her, making love to her, lying beside her in the bed she now shared with Mark, and whispering sweet nothings in her ear. She shivered just thinking about it.
"Well, I should be going anyway," Camarin said. She made a gesture of dismissal, a polite smile on her face, as if telling Kimberly she knew her little secret and it was okay.
Kimberly did not miss the implication nor had she missed the flicker in Camarin's eyes when she saw Kimberly's hand on Mark's penis. She felt certain now that the attraction was mutual and she wanted desperately to talk to her about it. As she was turning to leave, Kimberly caught Camarin's hand. "Wait," she said. "Mark was just getting ready to go visit his uncle. Weren't you, Mark?" She rushed on, not giving Mark a chance to reply. "I planned to fix myself a cup of hot cocoa and curl up in front of the fireplace. Why don't you join me? It's the least I can do to thank you for all your trouble." 
Kimberly's unexpected behavior took Mark by surprise. He was at a loss as to what he should do, but his public persona dictated. His tone very polite, he looked at Camarin and smiled. "Why, yes," he replied. "Why don't you stay for a bit and keep my girl out of trouble while I'm away. I'll drive you back to your cabin when I return. I shouldn't be gone long," he added. Mark smiled and winked at Kimberly, not noticing her wince when he referred to her as his girl.
However, Camarin did notice. "Well, thank you," she replied, her voice very cool and distant. "I must admit, it's a bit colder out than I realized. Don't know what possessed me to walk all this way in the cold. And with my hair still damp, too," she added, running her fingers over her hair.
"Then it's settled," Kimberly said. She slid Camarin's jacket from her shoulders and gave her a gentle push toward the fireplace. "Go make yourself comfortable while I hang your coat up to dry and put the cocoa on. See you later, Hon," she called out to Mark.
He was standing at the kitchen door. "Yeah, I'll be back in a bit,"
he said. Looking at Camarin once more, he nodded very politely, then turned and left.
Both women listened as Mark started his four-wheel drive and sped out of the driveway. It was an awkward moment, Camarin thinking she'd stepped too far over the line and Kimberly wishing she'd step a little further. Trying to deflect an embarrassing moment, both women looked away. Camarin warmed her hands over the fire while Kimberly busied herself in the kitchen making the hot cocoa.
Mark pulled over once he was out of sight of the cabin. He knew something was going on between the two women. He wasn't sure what it was, but he knew it was something. When he thought about it though, he realized Kimberly might be experiencing the same premarital trepidation he'd experienced after he decided to propose to her. Time to talk to Uncle Bob, he told himself, patting the ring inside his jacket pocket. He'd planned to officially spring the question this weekend.
While Mark could work up a good argument to quiet his fears, Kimberly could not think of a way to dissuade her feelings toward the woman in her living room. She stirred the hot cocoa, postponing her return to the living room for as long as possible while she tried to figure something out. "Oh, hell," she muttered to herself. "What's the worst thing that could happen?" She poured the cocoa and carried the steaming cups on a tray into the living room.
Camarin smiled broadly at Kimberly as she crossed the room. She held the tray and two napkins that she'd grabbed on her way past the dining room table. Afraid she would drop something, Camarin hurried over and offered to take the tray. "Well, at least let me take the napkins," she said when Kimberly shooed her away, insisting she was okay.
As Camarin took the napkins, theirs hands brushed together once again. They paused, searching one another's eyes, looking for some sign, some hint of the other's attraction. Kimberly knew it was now or never. She set the tray on the nearest table and took the napkins from Camarin's hand. She tossed them aside, leaned forward and offered Camarin her mouth.
Acting as if the incident earlier in the day had never happened, Camarin pressed her lips against Kimberly's. It was a gentle kiss, filled with all the hesitancy and uncertainty of first time lovers.
Camarin's heart was racing, but she forced herself to keep her hands at her sides, her lips the only part of her body touching Kimberly. Her hesitancy was in part because of Taryn and her expressed interest in being the first woman to take Kimberly. Yet, at a deeper level, she knew it was something more. Kimberly Justin threatened to unnerve her and she found the prospect both exciting and threatening.
Kimberly waited anxiously, eager for Camarin to embrace her.
When she continued to hesitate, Kimberly moved forward and stepped into her arms as though she'd been there many times before. She felt Camarin's mouth press against her neck as they held each other close.
Feeling one another's heartbeats, their breathing shifted so their breasts rose together and their nipples anxiously sought contact.
"Ah," Kimberly gasped, her hands tightening around Camarin's arms as their nipples touched. 
They moved together, teasing one another in a maddening sort of way, neither one of them ready to commit to crossing that final boundary. Their mouths fell open and they could hear one another panting with excitement. They stepped back and gazed into each other's eyes, questioning, always questioning. Seconds that seemed like hours passed, their tongues waiting anxiously for the other's touch. And then, finally, they kissed. There was neither gentleness nor hesitancy this time. Their lips were devouring one another, their tongues anxious to taste and explore, hands twisting through hair as their faces drew closer. Their lips crushed together, their teeth pressing hard against one another's mouth.
Kimberly groaned with desire, her cunt throbbing, begging to be taken. Eagerly she kissed Camarin's mouth, bruising her tender lips, sucking them so hard she felt them swelling. Yet, she could not stop.
She heard Camarin gasp and paused to listen for her protest. Hearing only silence, she resumed her hungry quest. "Oh," she moaned. "I want you. I want you so badly, I feel like I'm going to come just kissing you."
Camarin smiled inwardly, her heart soaring to new heights. Their mouths fit together so perfectly, working frantically to close the gap and fulfill their mutual longing. "Are … are you sure you want to do this?" Camarin gasped between kisses.
Kimberly placed her hands on Camarin's ass, her fingers exploring the firm cheeks, wondering at the strength of the muscles underneath.
She opened her mouth, searching for Camarin's lower lip, alternately biting and sucking it, spanking it into submission. She squeezed Camarin's ass and pulled her hard against her. Camarin's mound was pressing against her stomach and Kimberly reached underneath her, searching for the magic button, the spot that would make Camarin moan and tremble in her arms.
Camarin growled, angry with herself for feeling this way, for wanting to be taken, rather than taking. She gripped Kimberly's ass cheeks in her hands, squeezing her so hard she screamed. The passion that had transported both women to another world was now fueling Camarin's age-old need for control. She gripped Kimberly's face, her mouth claiming her lips, her tongue, the very air she breathed. When Kimberly responded in kind, Camarin's anger was stilled. It lay dormant beneath the surface of her need, the overwhelming need for Kimberly Justin to take her and make her submit to the burning desire between her legs. Camarin Knight was fast losing control.
Together they entered this space. It was a world where passion ignited and flames sparked between them, a place where lust overrode the restraints of right and wrong. Mouths hot and wet, they plundered. Taking what they wanted as their lips met, closing the distance that had filled both with a longing that ached inside their chests. Mouths working together, they opened and closed, locked and captured. So hungry, oh so hungry!
Kimberly caressed Camarin's back as her hand moved down to her ass, fingers closing around the tightened muscles, squeezing the burning flesh. She pressed Camarin's hips forward once again. This time she resisted, keeping their groins only centimeters apart. The flames licked and burned, crossing the distance, the heat so hot and explosive it seared their clothing and bathed their clits in the silky hot juices of arousal. Kimberly wanted so desperately to cross that final distance. Oh, how she longed to feel Camarin's clit pressed between her fingers! Slick and slippery, challenging her to keep pace, to take her into her mouth and suck her sweet juices. "Oh," she groaned, her nails digging into Camarin's back, scratching her through her clothing.
Camarin growled and gripped Kimberly's ass firmly in her hands.
She thrust her cunt back and forth, harder and harder against her own.
Her jacket hung open and she used one hand to undo the buttons on her shirt, the other keeping Kimberly's ass moving in rhythm with her own. Her nipples were so hot and tender, they screamed and begged to be touched. Quickly Camarin unbuttoned Kimberly's blouse, smiling when she felt bare skin underneath. Pushing the sides apart, she rushed forward, rubbing her bare nipples back and forth over Kimberly's. The points were hard and erect, wanting more, aching to be taken into the other's hot, wet mouth. Camarin groaned and dropped to her knees. 
Kimberly gasped, her hands hanging in midair as Camarin knelt in front of her. "Oh," she moaned as Camarin closed her hands over her breasts. Eager, so eager, she thrust her chest out and threw her head back, staring at the ceiling as her skin burned and every nerve in her breasts tingled at Camarin's touch. "More," she moaned when she felt Camarin's hands move away. She looked down at her breasts, hanging full and bare, waiting for Camarin's mouth. She was so close that Kimberly felt her breath against her nipples.
"Grr," Camarin growled. She seized the nipple of one breast, sucking it passionately. She wanted this woman so badly that nothing could stop her. She clasped her hands behind Kimberly's back and roughly pulled her forward. She lifted her face, her mouth open, waiting for Kimberly's breasts as she thrust her back and forth. "Um,"
she murmured as she closed her mouth around each one. Sucking the swollen flesh in and out, in and out of her burning mouth. She felt faint. Her body was so hot it was feverish.
Kimberly moaned and cried, then moaned some more. She arched her chest, poised and waiting for Camarin's mouth as she worked it steadily over her aching nipples. She winced as Camarin's teeth bit the firm points of each nipple, then sighed and purred, as her arousal grew stronger. "Stop, don't stop," she begged. Her body was soaring, then dipping, not knowing what to expect but confidant that it would be pleasurable. With Mark as her barometer, she'd never thought sex could be so pleasurable, so exquisitely painful and so hot! "Please, God, don't let this ever end," she begged. Her hand pressed Camarin's head closer to her hot bosom and she trembled beneath her touch.
Her mouth never leaving Kimberly's breasts, Camarin removed her jacket and shirt. She dropped to the floor, not caring that her jacket had dripped a tiny pool of water around her. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered right now. Camarin's fingers were trembling as she touched her bare breasts. She cupped them in her hands and offered them to Kimberly's waiting fingers. "Ah," she moaned as Kimberly's hands danced over her swollen flesh. Her own need became stronger.
Likewise, her desire for Kimberly became stronger. She basked in the excitement of Kimberly's fingers teasing her nipples, all the while working her mouth over Kimberly's heaving bosom. Pulling the nipples out with her teeth, daring each time to pull just a little bit further, to press her teeth just a little bit harder. She listened for Kimberly's sighs and when they came, she worked them into screams of pleasure.
Kimberly's pussy was dripping – so wet and hot that she didn't know how much longer she could stand it. Yet, stand it she did, for this was a pleasure that was unlike any she'd ever known. In her heart, she feared she might not ever know it again and this thought drove her to challenge her body to new heights, testing her endurance for pain, wanting Camarin to never stop punishing her wanton flesh.
She knew her breasts were being bruised and her nipples were close to bleeding. Oh, how she loved it! Whereas before it was always Mark's body that mattered, now it was her body that was trembling with pleasure. How had she never known? The possibilities were endless and the pleasure was so exquisite. Thoughts of Mark faded further and further from her mind.
Camarin pulled Kimberly to the floor, her mouth never leaving Kimberly's tits, she tilted her back. She lifted Kimberly's leg and positioned her cunt over the firm thigh, closing her legs tightly around it. She paused to look at her, her eyes asking if she knew what was about to happen. When the smile tugged at Kimberly's mouth, Camarin started riding her. She rode her so hard and so fast, she felt her clit burst into a flurry of sparkling flames. Over and over, the orgasms seized and shook her. All the while, her mouth never left Kimberly's breasts. She sucked and cooed, licking those wonderful swollen orbs. She knew that the flesh was tender and sore, but she also knew there was so much waiting for her to discover. "Umm," she sighed as she drew Kimberly's nipple in and out of her mouth.
When her orgasm would crest, she'd pause and suckle, seeking the nourishment of the other woman's desire. Raw and unbridled, Kimberly's hunger would feed her body, then the cycle would repeat as she rode her clit hard against Kimberly's firm muscles. She wondered how long it would take for Kimberly to take the lessons learned and assert her own dominance in the world she was newly discovering. Camarin had no idea how long it would be, but she knew one thing with absolute certainty. This was her time to play the temptress and Kimberly's time to play the martyr to her needs.
Taryn's wishes long forgotten and pushed into the hidden recesses of her mind, Camarin focused on the moment, the woman who bucked and screamed beneath her as she rode her through orgasm after orgasm. It was a never-ending ride into oblivion and Camarin planned to take it for everything it was worth.
Screaming and writhing beneath the onslaught of Camarin's body, Kimberly could not deny the pleasure she felt as Camarin's hunger drove her into repeated orgasms. She felt Camarin's clit pressing against her knee. She gasped, fascinated by the other woman's endurance and her amazing ability to ride her clit so hard. She watched as her hips bucked and she reared her upper body, aiming higher and higher. She felt her own clit trembling and the excitement became unbearable. Not daring to stop or change direction, Kimberly slid her hand between her legs and started to masturbate.
Her senses peaked with adrenaline, Camarin sensed Kimberly's movement immediately. She seized her hand. "Need something down there?" she whispered. She reversed their positions, placing her legs underneath Kimberly's abdomen and lifting her. As Kimberly hung precariously in midair, Camarin drew her arm back and proceeded to land one, then another and another sharp slaps against her bare ass.
"Ouch!" Kimberly screamed. Her body was not prepared for the onslaught of Camarin's strong hands spanking her. Overwhelmed by the dizzying array of stimulus, her breasts, her cunt, her ass, she felt certain she would faint. And just as her consciousness teetered on the edge, she felt Camarin give one final blow to her buttocks, and then she lowered her to the floor. Blinking, Kimberly tried to focus her eyes on Camarin's face, to gain some sense of what was happening to her. There wasn't enough time, for within seconds Camarin had turned her over and positioned her face down over her lap.
Still dripping and panting with the force of her own orgasms, Camarin struggled to balance Kimberly on her legs. Finally, she regained her breath enough to growl, "Lift it, baby." When Kimberly hesitated, she slapped her bare ass with her open hand once more.
Guided by her instinct and the newly awakened need within her, Kimberly now knew what was expected of her. She arched her back and poised with her ass lifted over Camarin's lap, waiting for Camarin's next move – and the wait seemed endless. She held her breath, not daring to move her body. Yet, her legs were trembling so badly that she could barely keep from collapsing onto Camarin's lap.
Once her pulse slowed enough so she could breath, Camarin reached for the copper shovel that was lying on the stone hearth near the fire. She could tell by the blue burnish that it was scorching hot.
Excellent! she thought, smiling. She carefully took it by the handle and pulled it toward her. The moment could not have been more perfect.
Kimberly felt the heat radiating from the hot metal before she felt the blow. Her ass tightened, preparing her for the first strike. She screamed when it landed hard and square on her rounded buttocks.
The heat was so unbearable that she bit her lip, fighting to withstand the pain. Hot – scorching hot – the copper shovel that struck her over and over again felt incredibly painful. Yet, it also felt quite pleasurable, making it difficult for her to distinguish one sensation from the other. She held onto Camarin's legs, bracing herself in the position Camarin wanted. Bouncing and swaying, writhing and screaming, she shuddered through orgasm after orgasm as Camarin spanked her. "Oh, yes. Yes!" she screamed.
Camarin knew by the duration of Kimberly's pleasure that she had been sorely neglected by her fiancee. Her tolerance for pain, her need for it, challenged Camarin's own internal register. Kimberly's ass looked like a gridiron, the red-hot welts forming marks all over her bare flesh. Camarin drew the shovel back one last time. The blow was so hard it pitched Kimberly forward, flattening her against Camarin's lap.
Panting and gasping for air, her ass on fire and her cunt soaked with her excitement, Kimberly let out one final scream. When she collapsed, her face was pressed against Camarin's leg, perspiring from the heat of her exhaustion. She could hear Camarin's heavy breathing and she could feel it on her skin. Like a blast of air from a roaring furnace, it burned against her naked body.
Both gasping for breath, they clung to each other's bodies. When Camarin looked at the woman lying facedown across her lap, she felt torn inside. A part of her wanted to continue her lustful punishing of Kimberly's flesh. Oh, how she longed to test her limits! To drive Kimberly to that point where she begged and pleaded for her to stop.
But would she ask? Or would she be dangerously defiant, going beyond the level of her tolerance? Would she allow Camarin to carry her over the edge? And could Camarin bring her back? The questions would go unanswered, for Camarin heard Mark's jeep pulling into the driveway.
When Kimberly heard him, she was seized with a panic and rage so great, she swore under her breath. "Damn it, Mark!" She pushed herself off Camarin's lap. Her legs were trembling so badly she could barely stand. She pushed her hair back from her face and wiped away the perspiration that beaded on her forehead and upper lip. They needed to do something, but Kimberly was suddenly, inexplicably frozen with fear.
Camarin knew her fear, the fear of discovery, for she'd been there herself. Knowing she had to take charge of the situation, Camarin jumped to her feet. Hurriedly, she pulled her clothes back on, buttoning and zipping as she went. "Get dressed," she told Kimberly.
"We can't let him see us like this. We're going out the front door, then into the woods."
"But how will I explain?" Kimberly began as she fumbled with her clothes.
Her whimpering tested Camarin's patience. She was trying to protect this woman, to allow her the freedom of choosing when and where and if she would tell her fiancee what happened. Yet, Kimberly's inertia was making it impossible. "You can tell him you went for a walk after I left. Tell him you tripped and fell down a ravine or something. I don't know!" she growled. "Tell him I fucked you for all I care. Just get your clothes on so we can get out of here!" 
The vehemence in Camarin's voice startled Kimberly into action.
She moved quickly, gathering her clothes and semi-dressing herself.
Her clothing somewhat intact, she scrambled to put things back into place around the living room. First, the copper shovel that Camarin had welded so skillfully on her backside. She rested it against the hearth. Next, she dried the puddle where Camarin's jacket had dripped onto the floor. She saw Camarin's panties lying beside the chair. Hurriedly, she grabbed them and took one last look around the room.
They were running out of time. Camarin started for the door, motioning Kimberly to follow her. "Hurry!" she hissed. There was no time to spare. Mark opened the back door just as they scurried across the lawn and into the woods. They sought cover behind a clump of bushes, sitting down for a moment so they could catch their breath.
Camarin debated what to do next. She couldn't take Kimberly to her cabin because Taylor was there and Camarin had altered their agenda considerably. Not only that, but she'd also just fucked Taylor and it didn't seem a good idea to tell her she'd gone straight from her to another woman. A little wayward perhaps, but Camarin was not a cruel person. She'd run out of ideas and was ready to wait in the cold when she suddenly remembered the old ranger's station near the ski lift. "Come on," she told Kimberly. "I know a place where we can go."
Each step was a painful reminder of the sexual foray Mark had just interrupted. Kimberly winced as she tried to keep pace with Camarin.
The woman showed no regard for Kimberly's discomfort, plowing through the broken limbs and brambles as though someone was chasing them. This cold disregard made Kimberly even more determined to hide her pain. She gritted her teeth and followed Camarin through the woods, running at times to keep pace with her.
The ranger's station had been abandoned for a long time. Local teenagers, and probably a few wayward adults, had long since broken into the building, using it as a place to hang out or engage in what some would consider illicit activities. Somewhere along the way, the break-in was discovered and someone had placed a makeshift latch and lock on the door. Camarin searched her pocket for her Swiss army knife. She had the flimsy lock off within seconds. The next obstacle was getting the door to open. The wood was swollen, jamming the door tight against the frame. Camarin turned to Kimberly. "Help me push this open," she said.
Kimberly gritted her teeth and took a deep breath. She was convinced now that Camarin hadn't a clue how sore various parts of her anatomy were. On the count of three, the two women charged against the door. On the third try, their weight finally pushed it open.
They hurried inside the old building. It was dark but there was enough light shining through the solitary window so they could find their way around. Shivering from the cold, Kimberly hurriedly closed the door behind them.
Camarin laughed and shook her head. "Now how do you propose opening that door again?" she asked.
Kimberly groaned and clutched her head. A look of absolute despair on her face, she slid down in front of the door and rested her head against the hard wood. "Shit!" She looked at Camarin, hoping to receive some sign of support or at the very least, understanding.
The angry look on Camarin's face told her otherwise. She looked about the cabin, searching for something with which to pry the door open.
Camarin shook her head. She considered climbing out the broken window. However, the edges were jagged and a rusted metal contraption of some sort sat directly beneath the window. The last thing they needed was to contend with one of them being badly cut or otherwise injured.
Realizing she was letting her anxiety snowball, Kimberly closed her eyes and focused on her breathing. She was searching for calm in an otherwise very chaotic day. Camarin was saying something to her but she let the words drift past. Once her anxiety abated, she opened her eyes and searched the room for Camarin.
"You decide to come back from wherever the hell you were?"
Camarin asked, her tone very sarcastic and angry. 
Kimberly stood and looked about the room. Her eyes lit up when she spotted a rusty axe leaning against an old metal filing cabinet.
Shoved into a dark corner, you could barely make it out. Fortunately, a ray of sunlight had managed to find a spot of rust-free metal on the axe, enough to cause a flicker and catch Kimberly's attention. A cocky grin on her face, she strutted across the room.
Camarin could tell by the way she looked that Kimberly had figured something out. She smiled triumphantly when Kimberly picked up the axe. "Kimberly, you're a genius!" she exclaimed.
"No, I just took the time to look around instead of getting lost in a panic," Kimberly replied. Hefting the axe in her hands, she checked the head to make certain it wouldn't go flying off the handle when they tried to use it. "Looks intact," she said. "Shall we try it now or wait until we've figured out what I'm going to tell Mark?"
Now that she was confident they were not trapped here indefinitely, Camarin felt more relaxed. She boosted herself onto the filing cabinet and sat down. "Let's talk," she said.
Kimberly sat on the floor, the cold seeping through her coat and pants, numbing her butt. Given how sore she was, the numbness was a welcome relief. "First of all," she started, "I don't understand what got into me back there. This is totally out of character for me. I do not engage in sexual intimacy with members of the same sex. And I do not engage in rough sex with anyone. Male or female," she added for emphasis.
Camarin found her speech somewhat amusing, given the way Kimberly had responded, participated and obviously enjoyed what they were doing only moments earlier. However, she decided now was not the time to argue the point. If all went as planned, Kimberly would have it figured out by the time her excursion ended. "You don't need to explain," Camarin responded. "I don't know what got into me either. Although I prefer women, I do not typically engage in sex with straight women who want it because they are curious as to what it would be like." Camarin was surprised by the anger that crept through in her last comment. 
"Are you saying that's what this was all about – that I was just curious?" Kimberly asked.
Camarin shrugged. "Maybe, or maybe it was just a matter of happenstance. I don't know. However, I do think we need to let it go and move on to more important matters. Like what you're going to tell Mark when you go back to the cabin."
Kimberly sighed and pulled her knees to her chin, hugging herself.
"Maybe I won't tell him anything," she suggested. "I'll just rent a car and drive back home. Call him later and tell him there was a family emergency or something. If he asks why I didn't leave a note, I'll just tell him I was too upset to think of it." Her eyes wide and questioning, she looked at Camarin. "What do you think?"
"I think it's going to be hard to rent a car when you have no identification or money or credit cards on you. And why would you leave without taking any clothes? Don't you think Mark will be awfully suspicious?"
"Oh, shit!" Kimberly exclaimed. "Maybe I should just tell him the truth," she muttered. "I'm fucked up, confused, unhappy and don't know what I want at this point."
A tear slid down her cheek and Camarin saw it before Kimberly had time to look away. She eased herself off the filing cabinet and kneeled beside her. "Ssh," she whispered, placing her arm around Kimberly's shoulders. "It's all right." Gently, she pulled Kimberly into her arms and held her. She kissed the top of her head and whispered soothing words of reassurance.
Kimberly clutched Camarin's shirt and pressed her face against her chest. She listened to the soothing sounds of her heart beating and gave vent to the tears she'd repressed for so long.
Camarin had to think of something fast. Thanks to her little deviation from the script, things were happening much quicker than they'd planned. This changed everything and she had to figure out what to do. There seemed only one solution. She'd have to tell Taylor what happened, and then bring Kimberly back to their cabin for a while. Between the two of them, they should be able to set things right again. 
Feeling better after her cry but still worrying what to do, Kimberly pulled away and wiped her eyes. "I'll be okay," she said, running her fingers softly down Camarin's cheek. "Thanks for letting me cry on your shoulder."
"Any time," Camarin told her. She stood and offered Kimberly her hand. When they stood face to face, she lifted Kimberly's chin and kissed her softly on the lips. "I'm sure you will be okay, but I don't want you doing something you'll later regret," she told her. "Like I said, it's not my norm to sleep with straight women, but I've done it enough times to know you shouldn't rush into anything." She paused and looked outside. "It's getting late. Let's hike down to the docks."
"But…"
There's a pay phone there," she explained. "I want you to come back to my cabin with me. But I need to call my friend first and let her know we're coming. I'm sure she won't mind, but since we're sharing the cabin, it seems only fair that I ask her."
Although her words belied Kimberly's earlier impression of Camarin, she sounded sincere. "I would appreciate that," she said.
"I'll call Mark from there and tell him I'm going to be out for a while.
If her presses me for details, I'll just tell him we'll talk about it later."
Camarin smiled and lifted the axe. "Sounds good to me," she said.
"Are you ready?"
Kimberly nodded and stepped aside. "I take it you're going to do the honors?"
"Yes." she replied. Swinging the axe at her side, Camarin sauntered over to the door. After making certain that Kimberly was out of the way, she took aim and slammed the axe against the door.
Having weathered a lot of abuse over the years, the wood cracked and splintered. Two more strikes and the door was shattered. Camarin stepped back and motioned Kimberly to go first. "After you," she said very politely.
Kimberly smiled, grateful to be out of the cabin with its stifling dark atmosphere and musty smell. With the ease of two old friends taking a walk, she held Camarin's hand and they started for the docks.
It was a strange and different, but good, feeling that accompanied Kimberly down the mountain. She found Camarin's courtly demeanor to be very flattering. Hmm, she thought to herself. Maybe there is  something to this female-to-female sex thing.
There was only one pay phone and it was being used by a boy who looked to be about fourteen or fifteen years old. He was bragging to someone about a big catch that he'd just made while ice fishing. Very politely, the two women stood to the side and waited.
The young man could see they were there but they weren't intruding on his space. Their show of respect must have pricked his sense of consciousness. "Well, I gotta go. I'll call you when I get home," he told his friend. "Okay, bye." He replaced the receiver, then turned and gave Kimberly the once over. An appreciative smile on his face, he winked at her and went on his way.
Camarin laughed. "I think he likes you," she teased.
"Humph," Kimberly replied.
Camarin dropped coins into the telephone and dialed the number for the cabin. Taylor answered on the first ring. Gesturing as though she couldn't hear, Camarin pushed the door closed and turned so her back was leaning against it and Kimberly could not see her face.
Taylor listened patiently to Camarin's description of what happened between the two women. Although Camarin was making an effort to convince Taylor that it was an act of necessity, Taylor felt betrayed and hurt. "How convenient," she said in a voice ripe with sarcasm.
"Too bad I wasn't part of the script when you fucked me. If I had been, maybe you'd have returned the favor."
Camarin smarted as she listened to Taylor's painful diatribe. "I'm sorry," she whispered. A moment of silence passed between them.
Camarin searched for some way of appeasing Taylor's hurt pride, but nothing seemed adequate. Why today of all days, she asked herself, have I suddenly developed a conscience?
Taylor, too, was debating the matter. She decided that it was unfair of her to expect anything more of Camarin than she gave her. "It's okay," she said, her voice very soft and low. I have no right to question you about what you do. After all, I'm the student here.
Right?" 
Camarin laughed. Taylor's humor was a good sign that she was forgiven. "So, do I need to pick up air freshener?" she asked, referring to the fire that occurred earlier that day.
"Nope!" Taylor informed her. "The smoke finally cleared and I cleaned every porous surface I could find in the place. It's not perfect, but it'll do."
"Thanks, Taylor. I don't know what I'd do without you," Camarin said. Relieved that Taylor wasn't angry with her, Camarin replaced the receiver and stepped outside. She held the door for Kimberly.
"Your turn," she told her.
"Hmm, so it is," Kimberly said, a sound of dread obvious in her voice. "If you don't mind, I'd like privacy, too."
Camarin winced as Kimberly closed the door in her face. Her comment was clearly intended to let Camarin know she hadn't fooled her when she made a pretense of not being able to hear when she was on the phone with Taylor. Camarin shrugged and leaned against the booth. People were so confusing! Take, for instance, the people on the lake. For the life of her, Camarin could not figure out why anyone would want to go ice fishing. She sighed and closed her eyes, waiting for Kimberly to finish her call.
Kimberly ended the call with Mark still talking, trying to get her to explain what was happening. She felt like a jerk leaving him wondering, but then, he hadn't been a model of kindness and consideration himself. She took a deep breath and opened the door.
The blast of cold air felt refreshing after her heated discussion with Mark.
"Everything okay?" Camarin asked.
"As well as can be expected," Kimberly replied. "In case you hadn't noticed, Mark is very possessive. But that is his problem," she added. "Now which way to your cabin?"
Camarin hooked her arm through Kimberly's. "Just follow me,"
she said, smiling.
On the way to Camarin's cabin, Kimberly found herself wondering who her friend was and what exactly was her relationship with Camarin. Where they really just friends? That and a million other 
questions assailed her thoughts. She found it was starting to matter less and less to her what she told Mark. Right now, there were more important things in her life, like understanding why she was attracted to this woman walking beside her. "Life is never dull," she muttered to herself.
Camarin heard the muttering. "What's that?" she asked, pointing to her ear. When Kimberly quirked her eyebrows, Camarin laughed.
"Honestly, I didn't hear what you said," she insisted.
Kimberly smiled, the humor breaking her dark mood. "Is that your friend?" she asked, pointing to a woman who stood outside one of the cabins.
"Well, no, it isn't," Camarin replied. "That's our cabin but the woman standing there is not Taylor." Not knowing what to say or do, Camarin continued to the cabin where Taryn Williams stood waiting.
"My, my, aren't you a busy girl," Taryn greeted her. Her boot-clad feet at a cocky angle and her hips thrust out, strutting like a prostitute looking for a trick, Taryn approached the two women.
"Why, you're Taryn Williams, the woman from Lavender Excursions," Kimberly said. Puzzled, she looked back and forth at the two women.
"No correlation," Taryn said. "Although I do wonder what you're doing out here in the north woods with this cocky reporter." She flashed a smile at Camarin. "I ran into Taylor down at the store and she told me you guys were staying here." Taryn chuckled. "Small world. I didn't know you and Taylor were friends."
"Yes, Taylor and I go way back. It was my weekend to do ski patrol and Taylor wanted to get out of the city for a while. So here we are." Having no idea what Taryn was planning, Camarin said nothing more. Instead, she gave her an expectant look, one that asked the obvious question, "What are you doing here?"
"Come inside and get out of those wet things," Taryn said in a motherly tone. She took both women by the arm and led them into the cabin. "You look like you went ice-fishing and fell in," she teased. 
Camarin and Kimberly laughed nervously as they removed their wet coats and scarves. Taryn summarily took the wet items and hung them to dry. Meantime, Camarin sat on the bench and motioned for Kimberly to join her. They removed their boots and set them on the boot tray. Taryn returned and stood watching them. Finally, unable to stand the suspense any longer, Camarin asked, "What are you doing here?"
"Actually, I've been up north on business and was on my way back to Chicago. When I stopped to get gas and something to drink, that's when I ran into Taylor." Taryn motioned toward the main quarters.
"She told me about the smoke bomb," Taryn said. "Any idea who did it or why?"
"Uh, no," Camarin said. Seeing the puzzled look on Kimberly's face, she explained. "I was going to tell you about it when we got here. Someone, probably kids thinking they were pulling a cute prank, set off a smoke bomb in our cabin."
Taryn bit her tongue, trying to keep her anger in check. To give herself a few seconds to regain her composure, she said, "Let's move into the living room." The two women followed her, Camarin and Kimberly sitting on the couch and Taryn taking the armchair closest to the fire. Unable to stop herself, she gave Kimberly a coy smile and winked. "Now Camarin, be honest," she said. "Whose husband did you piss off?" She turned to Kimberly and explained, "Camarin just can't keep her hands off married women. I've repeatedly warned her that she'd eventually run into someone who would seek revenge." The smile never leaving her face, Taryn leaned back in her chair.
Camarin decided to let it go. If Taryn had something planned, there wasn't anything she could do about it. Ignoring the barb, she smiled and engaged in the mindless chatter of old friends entertaining one another with amusing stories of their personal lives. Time passed very pleasantly. Taryn looked out the window and noticed it was snowing again. She decided she'd better cut the visit short since she did want to return to Chicago tonight. "Looks like I better get moving," she said, pointing to the window. "Present company excluded, this is not a place I'd want to get stuck." 
"Oh, my," Camarin said, surprised to see the unexpected snowfall.
She stood and walked Taryn to the door, Kimberly following a short way behind her. While Taryn slipped into her coat and boots, Camarin reminded her, "Drive carefully. You're not in Chicago where the roads are cleared within minutes of the first snowflake falling."
Taryn laughed. "I'll try not to forget," she said, opening the back door.
Camarin and Kimberly stood in the doorway, watching Taryn walk down the icy path. "I'll call you when I get back," Camarin called after her. "Maybe we can get together for lunch or something."


"Sure thing," Taryn replied. She hurried inside her car and started the motor. Drumming her fingers on the steering wheel, she waited for the car to warm a little. The snow was getting worse and it seemed to be getting colder. She decided to stop somewhere, pick up something to eat and fill her thermos with coffee. Backing her car out of the driveway, she started in the direction of the freeway.
Ten miles later, she was still driving and looking for a place to stop.
She spotted a tavern, just on the edge of another little resort town.
What the hell, she thought. After locking the car and kicking ice chunks from its sides, she went inside. The place was dark and dreary. Most of the customers looked to be locals indulging in friendly conversation while they chugged a few beers.
One of the men spotted Taryn right away. He whistled and yelled,
"Hey, pretty babe, wanta have some fun?" Giggling like an adolescent schoolboy, he ducked down so Taryn couldn't see who'd yelled at her. The other men joined in, whistling and making eyes at Taryn. Feeling braver now that his friends had joined in, the man raised his head and blew Taryn a kiss.
Taryn ignored the men as best she could, knowing a response would egg them on. She walked to the bar and ordered a large coffee to go. When she paid the bartender, he winked at her and said, "Ya'll come back now." She gritted her teeth, turned and strode out of the dingy little tavern.
Once inside her car, Taryn opened the coffee and took a sip.
"Whew, hot!" she said. The incident in the tavern dismissed, she started thinking about more important matters. Her mind was reeling and her cunt was on fire. No matter how much she tried to evade her feelings, the end result was the same. Taryn longed for Kimberly in a way she found to be very threatening to her hard-core independence.
"Oh, God," she groaned, running her hand through her hair. "I can't do this! Not now." Her hands were trembling so badly she dropped the key. "Damn!" she muttered, picking the key off the floor mat.
She finally managed to get it into the ignition. Her sleek Italian sports car started easily. It was getting down the mountain that presented a problem.
"Hey, there pretty lady," sounded a voice outside her window.
When Taryn turned, she saw one of the local studs peering through the glass. Instinctively, she jerked away from the door. Embarrassed by her obvious display of fear and realizing it made her an easy target, she rolled the car window down and asked, "You need something, mister?"
He was a large built man, reminding Taryn of her brother when he played football at the university. His face was handsome in a rugged sort of way. Taryn admired the blonde hair that was swept back from his face. It revealed a set of emerald green eyes that, unfortunately for him, were dulled by the excessive amount of alcohol he'd consumed inside the bar.
"Just checking on you," he said. "You look sort of lost and I don't recognize your car as belonging to anyone around here. I'd remember this one if I saw it," he added, gazing admiringly at Taryn's car. He leaned inside the window. "Why don't I have a seat inside and you can tell me where it is you're trying to go. I'm pretty good about giving directions," he added. "But it is a mite cold out here." He shivered for emphasis and rubbed his hands up and down his well-muscled arms.
"Actually I was just getting ready to leave," Taryn replied. "And I do know where I'm going. But thanks for checking." She shifted the car into gear and started backing out of the parking space. His large hand suddenly reached inside and he tried to wrestle the steering wheel out of her hands. 
"Aargh!" she growled. With one hand shoving against his face and the other squeezing his fingers, she managed to get his arm out of her car. She floored the accelerator, sending her into a spin as she exited the parking lot. By the time she'd gotten back onto the freeway, Taryn was shaking with fury. Her coffee spilled all over the seat, she drove a few miles down the road and stopped. She refueled her car, cleaned the seat as much as possible and picked up another coffee. Anxious to get back to the city, she opened her window part way so the cold air blew against her face. "That ought to keep me awake," she muttered.
She started her car and headed for the freeway. 



Chapter Thirteen


The road was clear most of the way back to Chicago. Taryn debated stopping at Trudi's bar and unwinding a little before going home. What the hell, she told herself, turning the car down the street to Larry's Place. She parked in the pay lot next to the bar. After checking to make certain the car alarm was set, she strode across the parking lot.
Larry's Place was hopping. People were lined up at the bar waiting to get drinks. She spotted a couple of familiar faces, but she was not in the mood for company. Acknowledging the women with a smile, she moved on. Not wanting any baby dykes hanging on her arm and drooling over her, she searched for an unobtrusive place to sit.
"Hey, Taryn. How's it going," sounded a familiar voice.
Taryn surveyed nearby tables trying to see who was speaking to her. Suddenly she felt a strong hand slap her across the buttocks, then squeeze her ass cheeks. She gasped. The hands were groping her in a much too intimate manner. When she tried to turn around and see who was behind her, a pair of hands held her firmly in place.
"Now, now," the woman told her. "Settle down, sweet cheeks. It's been a while since I've seen you. Couldn't help myself, sampling the goods." She chuckled and turned Taryn around where she could see her.
"Debbie! I can't believe it's you," Taryn exclaimed. "Where have you been the last three years?"
Debbie Gaylen was Taryn's coming out coach. At a time when Taryn could not distinguish a butch from a femme or a twinkie from a bulldyke, Debbie taught her well. She kissed Taryn on both cheeks, her arm sneaking around her waist and brushing against her nipple.
"Too far away from you. That's for certain," Debbie replied. "Care to join me for a drink?"
"Sure," Taryn said. "Do you have a table?"
"Follow me."
Taryn watched her long-legged friend strut to a table near the dance floor. She wore the requisite black leather pants, a set of gold cufflinks peeking out of her right back pocket and an open leather vest that flapped open as she walked, leaving little to the imagination.
When she turned to see if Taryn was following her, Taryn had a sudden vision of herself kneeling on her hands and knees in front of Debbie. She was waiting, her mouth open, to receive those soft, full nipples that were now teasing her from behind the vest. There was a time when Taryn literally licked Debbie's boots in order to have the privilege of tasting those wonderful breasts. Needless to say, by the time she sat down, Taryn's panties were wet.
Debbie smiled across the table as if reading her thoughts. She sipped a club soda, twirling the lemon slice in the bubbly liquid while looking Taryn over. "You look like you need a fix," she said.
Taryn smiled and gazed into the candle burning in the center of the table. She knew the fix Debbie was referring to and, intoxicating though it might be, it was not drugs. When Taryn left three years ago, Debbie warned her that she was making a mistake. Taryn was determined to prove her wrong. "Still convinced I need a well-hung dyke like you to keep me happy?" she asked.
Debbie grinned and pushed her biker's cap down over her eyes.
"Taryn, Taryn, admit it now. Don't you miss me?" Her vest swung open allowing Taryn a side view of her left breast. She had a cocky and arrogant look on her face.
Taryn wanted to ignore her flirtations, but she could not help but look at what Debbie was offering. Her eyes filled with longing, remembering the way Debbie's nipples would get hard and stiff when she was excited. A familiar ache and longing surfaced and tears for something long past threatened to fall. Taryn's eyes became puffy and swollen as she struggled to hold her sadness in check. She was torn between pride for herself and desire for the woman sitting across the table from her. Why did she have to run into her tonight of all nights?
Taryn looked away, then shrugged. "I miss you, Debbie," she said.
"But I do not miss the lifestyle you offered me." Her eyes defiant, Taryn turned back and stared at the woman who'd taught her first hand how it felt to surrender herself totally to another's control. 
Debbie leaned forward and gazed into Taryn's eyes. She sipped the club soda through a straw, her tongue caressing it. Her gaze never faltering, she puzzled over Taryn's response.
Taryn felt mesmerized, her eyes fastened on Debbie's tongue stroking the straw as if it were her lover. Taryn remembered that tongue moving over her mouth, her breasts, and her clit, the way it stroked her and teased her, drove her to her knees begging Debbie to take her.
"Taryn."
Debbie's voice brought Taryn back to reality, to the bar where she'd taken more virgins than she could count. Larry's Place was her kingdom, available when she wanted to stake a claim. Tonight she wanted to be claimed. It was a disconcerting thought. "I'm sorry,"
she said, her face flushing with embarrassment. "You've caught me at one of those times when I've a lot on my mind and not much of it worth sharing." She looked wistfully at the woman sitting across the table from her. "Maybe I need a vacation," she said in a voice so low it was barely audible.
Debbie leaned over and took Taryn's hand in hers. "Come to Veronica's with me – a place where we can talk in privacy and you don't have to worry about someone seeing you or hearing you," she said. "Spend some time with me." Debbie took a deep breath, waiting for Taryn to say something. "Come," she whispered, "let me take you away from all this responsibility for a while." She looked around the bar, which she knew was now Taryn's home territory.
Taryn was trembling. She felt so lost and alone, wanting desperately for someone else to be accountable for her life, to make the decisions in areas where she now faltered. Debbie's eyes looked so trusting, Taryn found her determination faltering in the face of such power. "I'll go," she whispered, "if you promise me one thing."
"What?"
"You know you're one of my weaknesses. Promise me you won't take advantage of it, Debbie." She watched Debbie very closely. "I can't go back to the way things used to be. Not even if I wanted to,"
she added. Her voice was raspy with emotion. 
Debbie felt the familiar throbbing. Her breasts, her pussy and other intimate parts of her body longed to have Taryn at her command.
Although Taryn didn't realize it, she was one of Debbie's weaknesses.
"I promise," she told her. She stood and offered Taryn her hand.
Their eyes locked, brimming with a desire so strong that neither woman felt confident she could contain it.
"Let's go," Taryn whispered. She waited while Debbie placed money on the table. After she walked past, Taryn paused as if reconsidering, then followed her out into the cold night air. Chicago had transformed itself into that dark world, the underworld where societal conventions did not have a place. Taryn wondered about the changes, knowing that life would resume its normal pace when the sun rose the next morning. And she, like the world around her, would return to the life she knew. Unless, that is, the dark hunger raging inside of her took rein. She got in her car and followed Debbie to their destination.
Veronica's was located in a very unassuming place in Chicago proper. Debbie slid her security card through the slot outside the entrance. The door opened and they entered a lobby. Debbie placed her hand on a scanner to confirm that she was a member in good standing.
Taryn followed her former lover into the center room. There were tables and chairs scattered about, much like an oversized family room.
The lighting was very subdued, creating a soft, warm ambience that would be very misleading for anyone not familiar with the actual events that took place there each night. Debbie led Taryn to a sitting area near the fireplace.
"Looks like the place has been remodeled since I was here," Taryn commented.
"Yes, I suppose it has. I forgot how long you've been away." A hostess stopped at their table, offering them something to drink from the mini bar on wheels. "Two club sodas with a twist of lemon,"
Debbie told her.
Taryn laughed. "I see some things haven't changed. You're still afraid you'll make a fool of yourself if you imbibe?" she asked. 
Debbie frowned. "You're never going to let me forget that, are you?" she asked, shaking her head as she dolefully recalled the one time she'd been drunk in Taryn's presence. "I've never forgiven Carrie for that, you know," she said.
Taryn laughed, remembering how excited Debbie was when they gave her a surprise party for her thirtieth birthday. A man from one of the local clubs dressed up like a female stripper and popped out of a box when she opened it. After letting her drool over him for a while, he pressed her hand against his groin. "You should have seen your face when you realized you were touching a real life penis!" Taryn exclaimed.
Debbie laughed in spite of her embarrassment. She leaned over the table and whispered, "And I paid you back for that little prank, didn't I! Gave you a little token of my appreciation that night in bed. About ten inches long, three inches around and never flaccid. I swear you were hobbling for two days after that." Debbie chuckled and took another sip of her club soda.
It was Taryn's turn to be embarrassed. Without thinking, she retorted, "That's more than I can say for your clit."
Debbie shot up from her chair, startling Taryn. She knew she'd forgotten a very important rule when Debbie barked, "Get up!" No one could tease Debbie Gaylen about her sexual prowess. Taryn frowned, her heart pounding against her chest. Seeing Debbie this angry made her giddy with fear and, although she hated to admit it, excitement. She cast her eyes down, a resolute look on her face. "Get a life," she said, dismissing Debbie as though she was a nuisance.
"I would have thought you'd learned by now, Taryn" Debbie hissed.
She seized Taryn's hands and pulled her from the chair. In one swift move, she twisted her arms behind her back and shoved her face down on the table.
Taryn winced, her cheek stinging from the sudden impact against the wooden surface. Pain shot through her arms. Taryn knew it was intentional and she cursed herself for the way it made her feel. God, she wanted this woman to take her! Just once more, begged the little voice inside of her head. She grimaced, anger flashing in her eyes and blinding her vision. Was she willing to pay the consequence, to accept Debbie's terms for satiating the need that raged and roared inside of her?
Overcome by her own need, Debbie had no intention of allowing Taryn to make that choice. She spread her legs apart and shifted her body so that her cunt was pressed against the table's edge.
A malicious smile on her face, she reached underneath Taryn and unbuckled her belt. Not caring if she tore the belt loops, she grasped the buckle and pulled it free.
Knowing this might be the only chance she'd get, Taryn tried to out maneuver Debbie while she worked to free the belt. She steeled her body, waiting until the moment was right. When she felt Debbie's arms relax a little, she pushed as hard as she could, trying to flip the other woman over.
Debbie laughed, jerking her arms painfully tight against her shoulder blades. "You can't be serious now, can you?" she scoffed.
"Surely you can do better than that." Debbie knew, better than anyone, all the right places to prod and make Taryn furious. Moving with the ease of a sailor, she circled the belt around Taryn's wrists and knotted it. It was exceedingly tight. She jerked it once more to tighten the cinch and stepped away from the table.
"This has gone far enough, Debbie. Let me go!" Taryn growled.
Debbie laughed and placed her booted foot square on Taryn's ass.
She bent down and withdrew a knife from the leather cuff. The light struck the knife's shiny surface. It gleamed, producing a very sinister appearance. A few of the women seated nearby were watching, curious but not finding anything of particular interest just yet.
The same could not be said for Taryn. She drew a sharp breath when she heard the sound of metal brushing against leather. She knew Debbie carried a knife and she'd been prey to it before. What was she planning to do? Seconds seemed like hours as Taryn waited for Debbie's next move.
The knife felt good in Debbie's hand. She liked the power it gave her – a power she sometimes brandished and at other times willingly used. Tonight she planned to use it. Placing the tip of the knife inside the waistband of Taryn's jeans, she slowly and meticulously cut a square in the seat of her pants. She took special care to avoid nicking her with the sharp edge. Her breath quickened as she prepared to remove the square of material. Slowly, she pulled it away and dropped it to the floor. "Umm," she murmured upon seeing what lay underneath Taryn's pants. She wore a leather g-string, exposing her very nicely for Debbie's purposes. Now that the action seemed to be picking up, a few curious observers gathered nearby. Confident that her captive wasn't going anywhere, Debbie strutted around the table.
She gazed at the other women who were watching her and admiring her body. Her eyes twinkled with amusement. "The show's about to begin, girlfriends," she said. Sexual politics between women was an arena where she performed quite well.
Taryn felt her face become hot and flushed as she watched Debbie strutting in front of her. She gritted her teeth and clenched her fists, a futile but necessary show of resistance. She knew people were gathering around her, viewing her. She knew it by the telltale whisk of air across her bare bottom, women strutting past and staring at her, wondering if they'd get a shot at amusing themselves with her.
Debbie allowed a few moments to pass, then reached into a leather sling secured to her belt. It was very long and slender, hardly noticeable if one wasn't looking for it. The object she sought was a riding crop made of fine, smooth leather. The grip was sculpted to fit the human hand and it was adorned with suede strips about ten inches long.
Taryn kept silent, trying to find that place in her mind where nothing seemed real. She thought about Kimberly, how much she wanted her. Her groin tightened as she thought about her lush body and remembered scenes from the video that Pat had taped of her with Mark. What she wouldn't give to have Kimberly wrap those gorgeous lips around her clit and suck her the way she had sucked Mark! And those gorgeous ripe tits; it made her wet just thinking about one of those in her mouth. She started to weave a fantasy, making love to Kimberly for the first time. Whack! The riding crop cracked against the table, missing her face by a bare two inches. She drew a breath and resumed her fantasy.
Debbie knew what Taryn was trying to do because she'd tried it with her before. "Forget it!" she growled. Leaning down in Taryn's face, she hissed, "You're with me right now. Got that?"
Taryn nodded, Debbie's wrath causing her to flinch and pull away.
She watched as Debbie stood and walked behind her. She envisioned the other women, knowing by now most of them were probably lined up around the table. Moments like this were considered very exquisite; this one even more so because it was Taryn's second time being taken down.
Debbie loved the suspense and tension that surrounded her, the object of her desire humbled before her peers, many of whom would give anything to take Debbie's place. She waited until the moment was pregnant with anticipation, Taryn's bare cheeks trembling with fear and anticipation. Suddenly she snapped the whip, the sound sharp and harsh against the silence. She laughed at Taryn, her fists clenched so tightly the knuckles were white. "What's the matter, Taryn?" she whispered as she strode around the table.
Taryn held her breath. She felt timid and unsure of herself as she lay there waiting, wondering what would happen next and why she'd even allowed it to go this far. She could only hope that after tonight, she would never, ever want to come here again. It was a noble thought, but the voice inside her head told her differently. Taryn felt as though she was caught in a time warp, spinning irretrievably out of control. The room was growing dimmer, scenes past and present colliding in her mind. Each fought for control of her destiny, struggling to lay claim to some piece of her conscience. She heard the voices and footsteps around her, but paid little attention to either.
Debbie wondered at the calm that was settling over Taryn. Where was she right now? Debbie also was recalling moments from the past
– time she spent with Taryn, teaching her to be submissive to other women's needs. All had gone well for a while. Then, before Debbie realized what was happening, Taryn changed and began drifting away.
She became curious, observing other women and wondering what it would be like to switch roles. Now, three years later, Debbie suspected she was wondering again. This time she planned to play it to her advantage. She cracked the whip again, savoring the crisp sharp sound as it cut through the air over Taryn's bare ass.
The women grew restless. They'd had enough of the teasing. Now they wanted something to happen. Debbie seemed unusually reticent.
Someone decided she needed a little jolt to get her moving. "Hey, Debbie," the woman called out. "You getting soft on us?" The other women chuckled.
Debbie's face flushed with embarrassment. Her expression became stern and rigid as she tried to recover her self-control. Debbie Gaylen was untouchable and every woman there should know that by now.
She glanced about the room, her eyes daring any one of them to step forward and challenge her. The seconds ticked passed and no one dared move.
Satisfied that the awkward moment was past, Debbie flexed her muscles, allowing the women to admire her fine physique. Although she pretended to ignore Taryn, she was busy planning her next move.
She lit a cigarette, puffing just enough to start it burning. The tip glowed as she drew the smoke deeply inside her mouth. There was an air of cockiness about her as she positioned herself over Taryn. The women watched breathlessly as Debbie pressed the hot tip of the cigarette against Taryn's bare ass.
Although she'd held the cigarette against her for less than a second, Taryn felt its sting burning into her skin. She growled and clenched her fists, trying to stifle the scream that threatened to break. When Debbie walked around the table and stood staring down at her, Taryn snarled and hissed. "You bitch! You think you're going to tame me now, don't you? Well it didn't work the first time and it sure as hell isn't going to work now. Give it up," she hissed. "You mean nothing to me. Nothing!"
Left to her own devices, Debbie knew she would find a way to tame her this time. Taryn had tried the world on her terms. Now she was back, begging Debbie to take control of her life again.
Chuckling, Debbie bent down so she was eye-level with Taryn. "I think it's time you take me for a ride," she whispered. She toyed with the riding crop, slapping it against the palm of her hand.
Taryn could not remove her eyes from Debbie's weapon. Her throat tightened as the fear threatened to overcome her conviction that Debbie Gaylen would never again rein power over her. Not willingly at least. Suddenly, she felt Debbie's hands gripping her behind the neck. She flipped her over on her back and pulled her off the table.
Defiance steaming from every pore, Taryn gasped for breath. She stared straight ahead, refusing to look at Debbie.
Debbie laughed a deep throaty cackle that hinted of the rage that would shortly follow. She looked at the circle of women. "You," she said, pointing to a young butch whose cock was bulging in her pants.
"Ever fuck a woman in the ass with that thing?"
The young dyke smiled and tossed her short dark hair back from her brow. "Yeah, plenty of them," she boasted.
"What's your name?" Debbie asked.
"Joy," she replied. "My name's Joy."
Debbie smiled as Joy sauntered over to stand in front of her. She was eyeing Taryn with a good deal of curiosity, wondering if she was going to get to do the deed. "Joy, take it out and let my girlfriend see it. I want to make certain it will be to her liking."
Joy grinned and unzipped her pants. She peeled the fly back, then reached inside for her toy. Her shirt was unbuttoned to her waist and she wore nothing underneath. The other women whistled and cheered as they watched her. She took her cock in one hand and pressed it against Taryn's stomach. Grinning like a Cheshire cat, she pulled her shirt open so Taryn could see what she had to offer up there.
Taryn swallowed, trying hard to control her breathing. It wasn't easy because Joy was one hot babe. She wouldn't mind going down on her at all if she could take Debbie out of the picture. Taryn threw her shoulders back and looked Debbie in the eye. "My, my, you just keep getting them younger and younger. What's the matter, Deb?
Can't keep it up?"
Debbie smirked and jerked her arms up enough to make her cry out.
"I was going to go easy on you, Taryn. Figured Joy could stretch you out a little before I take my turn with you. Guess I'll be changing that little scenario." She motioned for Joy to leave. "Hang around though, Joy. When I finish with her she's open game."
Taryn was seething, but Debbie's cockiness was working to her advantage. Taking her totally unaware, Taryn lifted her foot and slammed it as hard as she could into Debbie's cunt. She hoped she made her mark but didn't plan to wait around and see. Her adrenaline was pumping and she had her eyes set straight ahead. Anyone or anything that got in her way went down. Taryn was out the front door and the alarm was screaming behind her within seconds of her escape.
She raced through the snow, trying to remember where she'd left her car. Her bare ass was freezing in the cold but that was the least of her worries. She spotted her car down the street. Her hands searching her pockets for the keys, she breathed a sigh of relief when she felt the cold metal. Clutching the ignition key tightly in her fist, she ran to her car. The motor purred to life and it sounded like music to her ears.
Taryn had something she needed to do. And it needed to be done immediately. She sped blindly into the oncoming traffic.



Chapter Fourteen


Lisa yawned sleepily as she padded to the door in her robe and slippers. She peeped through the keyhole, startled to see Taryn standing there shivering and gasping for breath. Hurriedly she opened the door. "Taryn, what's wrong?" she asked, pulling her into the apartment.
Taryn shivered and started for the living room. "Can you turn the heat up?" she asked.
"Uh, sure," Lisa replied, eyeing Taryn's bare ass where the seat of her pants had been removed. She turned the thermostat up to ninety degrees and flipped the switch for the electric fireplace. "It's not the real thing but it's as close as I can get," she said. She motioned Taryn toward the glowing logs.
Taryn smiled and sat down on the hearth. She placed her hands near the heat, rubbing them vigorously to get the circulation back.
"Thanks, Lisa. I'm sorry to barge in on you like this, but I was cold and your place was a lot closer than mine."
Lisa took Taryn's hands and started massaging her fingers. "It's no problem, Taryn. If it's none of my business, just tell me so.
Otherwise, I'd like to know what happened to the seat of your pants."
Lisa's solemn gaze was priceless. Taryn burst out laughing, shaking her head back and forth. "Oh, Lisa, you are a treasure," she said. She hugged her affectionately, then cupped her chin. "My dear, sweet Lisa, so sensitive," she whispered.
When Taryn leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips, Lisa thought certain she'd died and gone to heaven. Either that or she'd just been awarded the million dollar sweepstakes. Her eyes misted and she smiled lovingly at Taryn. "Let me get you something warm to drink," she said. When Taryn started to protest, she pressed her finger over her lips. "Ssh," she told her. "I'll be back in a sec."
The room was heating up rather quickly. Taryn wondered how Lisa would feel about her spending the night. Debbie was certain to find out where she lived and Taryn didn't want to be there when she showed up. Debbie Gaylen had a very mean temper. 
"Here you go," Lisa said. She leaned down and placed a mug of hot tea in Taryn's hand. "I added some honey and lemon for your throat," she told her.
Taryn gave her a puzzled look as she sipped the soothing liquid.
"You sound hoarse," Lisa explained, sitting down beside her. She, too, had a cup of tea. "Gosh, I figured everyone must have had a grandmother or a great aunt who gave them honey and lemon for a sore throat."
"You are so sweet," Taryn said, gazing intently into the other woman's face. She wondered at her innocence, the way she trusted Taryn so completely and unquestioningly. She made a mental note to do something special for her. "I've got a slight problem," she rushed on. "I need a place to stay for the next day or so and I loathe hotel rooms. Think you can put up with me if I promise to stay out from under your feet?"
Lisa's eyes brightened at the thought of Taryn spending time with her. How often she'd dreamed and fantasized of such an event! "Well of course," she said. "I've got a spare bedroom and a couch that rolls out. Take your pick."
Taryn felt relieved that Lisa didn't expect them to sleep together.
"Wow, I really appreciate this, Lisa. I'll need to do some work here as well, so I suppose I should stay in the guest room." She took another sip of tea, then stood. It was her signal that she didn't want to talk about why she was there.
Lisa understood and she, too, got to her feet. "I'll get fresh linen and towels for you. There's a second bathroom right across the hall from where you'll be sleeping."
Taryn nodded and followed Lisa into the kitchen. They deposited their cups in the sink, Lisa slapping Taryn's hand away when she started to turn on the tap. "I'll take care of it in the morning, silly.
Now come on and let's get you ready for bed."
Her face blushing for not the first time that night, Taryn felt shy and had no idea why. Then she remembered all that they'd done together and it made sense. Taryn, who was always cool and in 
control, was suddenly asking someone else for help. She smiled and shrugged. "Lead the way," she said.
Lisa busied herself making the bed and searching for clothes that might fit Taryn. She spotted a couple of her brother's T-shirts and a pair of his Levi's. "Perfect," she said. "Thank you, big brother." She laid the clothes on the bed and went to check on Taryn. "Finding everything you need?" she asked.
Taryn pulled back the shower curtain and leaned out. "Shampoo?"
she asked, sheepishly. "My hair smells like cigarette smoke."
"Coming right up," Lisa replied. She went to the linen closet and pulled out an extra bottle of shampoo and conditioner. Wondering why Taryn's hair smelled like smoke, but afraid to ask, she handed her the shampoo and asked, "Is this okay?"
Taryn slipped her wet hand out to take the bottles. "Perfect," she said, smiling at her young hostess. "Do you give everyone such special attention?"
Lisa's heart fluttered and butterflies danced in her stomach. "Not everyone," she said. "Just the special ones." She winked at Taryn, turned and left the room before she had a chance to reply. Everything was ready and she needed to go back to bed, but Lisa was too wound up now. She decided to check her e-mail, answer a couple of letters, then hopefully be tired enough to go to sleep.
The sound of fingers pecking on a keyboard told Taryn that Lisa was still up. A towel wrapped around her, she knocked softly on Lisa's bedroom door. "Am I keeping you up?" she asked, a fretful look on her face.
Lisa smiled and shook her head. "No, I just thought I'd catch up on some correspondence. Late evening is a good time to sign on and send e-mail. The Internet is so busy during the day and early evening, I wait and log on late at night. I'm seriously considering cable service instead of modem."
"Oh," Taryn said. She was towel drying her hair, the soft curls bouncing lightly against her face and on her bare shoulders. She shivered when the cold air came into contact with her skin. "I see I'm not the only one who sleeps with the window open in the dead of winter," she said, pointing to Lisa's window.
"As long as I live at least two stories above ground, I figure it's safe," Lisa replied. "Even the windy city has better air quality in the winter." She grinned when Taryn scowled at her.
"Hey, don't go putting Chicago down." Taryn hated it when people from out of state moved to her adopted city, then grumbled about the cold, the crime rates and various other esoteric things people like to complain about. However, she was glad Lisa had relaxed enough to raze her about it. She tousled Lisa's hair and kissed her softly on the cheek. "Night," she whispered. "And thanks again for letting me stay here."
"No problem," Lisa replied. When the door closed, she leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. She touched her cheek where Taryn had kissed her, thinking how many different sides there were to this mysterious woman. She smiled and closed her e-mail. Maybe she would sleep well after all.
For Taryn, sleep seemed next to impossible. As she lay in bed, she realized for the first time how much she'd taken for granted. Who would have thought she'd ever question the choices she had made in her life three years ago? She'd been so infatuated with Debbie that she was convinced she wanted to be just like her. Now she wondered if this was no longer true. Was her initial role in Debbie's life indicative of the role best suited for her? Did she need someone else to be strong and controlling, make all the decisions in her life? Was she searching for that someone now?
"I hope not," Taryn whispered into the dark. She rolled onto her side and stared out into the evening sky. She thought of the woman in the other room, knowing that Lisa would probably do anything she asked. Then she thought about Kimberly, the strong-willed woman who was getting her first taste of another world, a lifestyle far different from any she'd ever known. She wondered what Kimberly would tell Mark. Would she lie to him? Tell him the truth? Or ignore him altogether? And what about Mark? Would he let Kimberly go without a fight? What about Camarin? Would she let go of Kimberly? Did Taryn want her to? She groaned and pulled the covers over her head. Too many complicating factors to be considered.
When the alarm went off at six o'clock that morning, Taryn was sleeping very soundly. "Figures," she grumbled. "I finally get to sleep and it's time to get up." Wearily, she made her way across the hall to the bathroom.
Lisa heard Taryn taking a shower. She went into the kitchen and flipped the switch on the coffeemaker. She'd prepared it the night before, using some of the new coffee beans she purchased. She'd ordered coffee for their staff meetings often enough to know Taryn's preferences. Mocha Java rated high on her list. Lisa couldn't help wondering, Did I purchase the coffee based on some premonition that this might happen? She giggled to herself. "Wishful thinking, Lisa.
Just wishful thinking," she said aloud.
"What's wishful thinking?" Taryn asked. She was standing in the doorway with only a bath towel wrapped around her Lisa was startled by Taryn's sudden appearance. She smiled and walked over to where Taryn was standing. Leaning on her tiptoes, she kissed her softly on the mouth. It was all she could do to keep her hands off the bath towel.
As if sensing her arousal, Taryn tightened the towel around her chest. "Making coffee?" she asked, sniffing the air.
"Mocha Java," Lisa replied, a proud smile on her face.
Thinking this was going to be harder than she thought, Taryn took a deep breath. "Lisa, we need to talk. Do you have a few minutes available this morning, perhaps over a cup of that wonderful java you're making?" she asked.
The look on Taryn's face dampened the compliment she'd just given. Lisa's eyes dark and solemn again, she nodded. "I'd like to get showered and dressed first if you don't mind. Shall we meet back here in, say, twenty minutes?"
"Fifteen minutes," Taryn said. 
Lisa laughed, thinking how Taryn always wanted the upper hand.
"It's not really fair since you're already showered," she teased. "But I suppose…"
Taryn laughed and followed Lisa down the hallway. As she dressed, she tried to think of a way to soften the impact of her announcement to Lisa. In her heart, she knew it wouldn't matter what she said or how she said it. Lisa fantasized Taryn as her lover, perhaps even her mistress. She would feel very hurt and betrayed by Taryn's announcement. Shivering, Taryn reached for the telephone and placed a call.
Lisa was pouring coffee when Taryn entered the kitchen. "You're late," Lisa teased, pointing to her watch. She added a dollop of whipped cream to each of the steaming cups. Smiling proudly, she carried the coffee mugs to the bar separating the kitchen and dining room. "Would you like something with that – toast or a muffin?"
"No thanks," Taryn said very politely. "But go ahead and fix something for yourself if you wish."
"Actually, I never eat breakfast," Lisa replied. She grinned sheepishly. "I run on caffeine most of the day."
"So that's why you're so thin," Taryn teased. "Just kidding," she said when she saw the downcast look on Lisa's face. "You're a very attractive woman, Lisa. Now come sit down and let's talk."
Lisa perched on the barstool beside Taryn, her feet dangling, not quite touching the floor. "What's the scoop?" she asked, trying to muster some self-confidence into her voice.
Reaching for Lisa's hand, Taryn turned her so they were facing one another. It was as if another door had opened, her perspective shifting once again as she gazed into Lisa's dark eyes. Vast pools of passion and sensuality swirled in eyes that had once seemed very solemn and sad. Why didn't she see this before?
Letting her instincts guide her, Lisa lifted her face and pressed her smooth soft lips against Taryn's mouth. She smiled when she felt Taryn's mouth slowly open. Her tongue sought refuge in Lisa's mouth. Lisa opened hers wider and their lips caressed as the kiss grew deeper and deeper. Gasps and whimpers were exchanged. 
Taryn felt her resolve giving way as she lost herself in Lisa's warmth, her embrace, and her hunger. She grasped her face, pulling her closer, beckoning her to slip inside her open arms. When she did, Taryn pulled her gently to the floor.
Lisa felt light as a feather, her back cushioned by Taryn's hands.
She opened her eyes and wondered in awe at Taryn. The way she was kissing her, treating her as gently as a delicate flower, Lisa thought it so different than before. Were the other times just a prelude to this wonderful gentleness? Had she passed some initiation or rite of passage? What was expected of her now? As Taryn covered her face with kisses, the questions kept coming. She longed to cast the questions aside and enjoy this special moment with Taryn.
Taryn knew Lisa's mind was spinning. She could tell by the light in her eyes and the intense expression on her face. "Don't try to figure it out," she whispered. "Some things just can't be explained." That said, she leaned down and placed her hand on Lisa's breast. Her lips trailed over her skin, dropping butterfly kisses on her neck, her ears, her eyes, her cheeks, her arms, and then her hands. Taryn kissed the palm, tracing the lines with her tongue. Then she took each finger into her mouth. Taking her time, she drew each one into her mouth, sucking and listening to Lisa's murmurs of pleasure.
When she was finished, Taryn took Lisa's hands, still moist from her loving, and placed them over her head. She stared into Lisa's eyes for what seemed the longest moment. A part of her struggled to pull away as the dark pools surfaced and captured her. She moaned and slid the length of her body over Lisa's slender frame. Keeping Lisa's hands in place over her head, she drew herself up, arching her back as she pressed her stomach, then her mound, then her clit against the warm place between Lisa's legs.
It felt so wonderful and gentle. She ignored Lisa's protests, her begging for Taryn to take her right then and there. "Ssh," she whispered, pausing with her mouth over Lisa's breast. She pressed her lips against the nipple, her hot breath pressing through the material and making the tip shrivel and harden. "Umm," she murmured. She moved to the other breast, forcing herself to go slow and savor the delightful response of the woman who was moaning and squirming beneath her.
Lisa's heart was racing, beating so hard she felt the blood rush to her head, then her genitalia. The signals passed between them as she responded to Taryn's mouth and tongue, teasing her, torturing her, making her wait. Oh, but she couldn't wait much longer! Her clit was so swollen and wet that she wanted desperately for Taryn to stay pressed there just a moment, even a second, longer. But Taryn continued the torturous slide up and over, leaving her clit hot and waiting. Perhaps on her way down…
Taryn knew Lisa was close but she didn't want her to come. Not yet. She raised herself to her knees, her body astride Lisa's chest. She unbuttoned her blouse, watching Lisa's eyes as each button was unfastened, revealing a little more, then a little more. When her blouse hung open, she took Lisa's hand and placed it against her breasts. She loosened her grip, wanting to see what Lisa would do.
Hesitant at first, Lisa struggled to read Taryn's expressions. It was more than she could bear. She slid her hand underneath the beige lace, her fingers running over Taryn's nipple, flicking it back and forth. Over and over, she teased the nipple just as Taryn had teased her clit. Taryn moaned and the sound was music to Lisa's ears, spurring her on, daring her to go further, to tease her more, her hand never leaving the nipple that was responding so wonderfully to her touch.
Every nerve in her body was on fire. Taryn thrust her chest out, wanting Lisa to punish her breast. Do something, anything! Tease it, squeeze it, suck it, kiss it. "Please!" she cried out. Her mouth dropped open and she panted for air. Her eyes begging Lisa to do something more, thinking all the while that she had learned it from a master. After all, Taryn was a master, wasn't she? She gripped Lisa's hand and pulled it away.
Her arms once more locked over her head, Lisa could not stop Taryn. Growling deep in her throat, Taryn bent down and seized part of Lisa's blouse in her mouth. Savagely she ripped it open with her teeth, then spit it out and nudged it apart so Lisa's breasts were clearly visible. She wore no bra, leaving her chest bare for Taryn's eyes to feast on – and she did.
Lisa moaned, the heat of Taryn's gaze unbearably hot against her naked skin. She felt the explosive energy building between them, making her want the other woman so badly she'd do anything she asked. "Please," she begged, her eyes beseeching and her nipples teasing as she offered her breasts to Taryn. "Please," she whimpered, rolling her head from side to side.
Taryn smiled and eased herself down on top of Lisa's body. Her cunt was resting against her bare stomach. She could smell herself and she knew Lisa could feel her wetness, hot and steaming through her pants and panties. She leaned down, her nipple pressing against Lisa's mouth as she rubbed her clit back and forth over her bare stomach.
Lisa nudged her mouth underneath the cup of Taryn's bra. Her mouth closed over the bare nipple and she sucked it deeply inside of her mouth. "Umm, umm," she murmured, feasting on the banquet of her dream. She took as much of Taryn's breast as she could into her mouth and held it for a moment. Her mouth, hot and wet, formed an oven around Taryn's swollen breast.
"Uh," Taryn groaned, trying to move her breast in and out of Lisa's mouth. She wanted Lisa to quit teasing her and please, oh, please suck her aching breast. But Lisa's mouth moved with her, not allowing any part of her breast to pull free. Taryn's hands were squeezing Lisa's so hard that her fingers became numb. But she refused to let go of her grip.
Swimming and aching in her own wetness, Lisa finally gave in.
Her mouth worked strong and steady as she sucked Taryn's breast.
She paused once when Taryn released her hands and hurriedly removed her bra. She tossed it aside then bent down again. Her breasts were free now, hanging over Lisa's open mouth. Quickly she closed her hands over Lisa's wrists, wanting only her mouth, her hot, wonderful, strong pleasurable mouth to touch her.
After sucking the breast so hard that she knew it must be sore, Lisa paused and surveyed the damage. Telltale signs of bruising were visible, especially around the nipple. It looked red and swollen, yet still tempting her with its pleasure. Lisa turned to the other, the one not yet claimed, not yet ravaged by her hungry mouth. This time she took the tip of the nipple between her teeth, sliding back and forth over the tiny nub. She paused, the tip still between her teeth, and stretched it as far as she could. Taryn's response told her everything she needed to know. She kept her focus on that tiny nub, biting it and stretching it to the maximum.
Only when Taryn screamed and jerked free did she know she'd reached the limit. She eased her mouth over the remainder of the nipple and sucked it ever so gently. Her tongue caressed the sides, and then guided it in and out of her mouth – so warm and soft, so delectable! She sighed and continued suckling while Taryn leaned her head back, cooing and purring with pleasure. Her pleasure was so absorbing she did not sense the sudden shift beneath her. In one swift move, Lisa rolled her over. Now it was she who was astride and she who held Taryn's hands hostage over her head.
Her eyes wide with surprise, Taryn gasped. She felt the cool air on her wet nipple, causing it to shrivel and harden even more. Quickly Lisa moved back to claim it. This time she was not so gentle, her mouth greedily sucking the bare breast. Taryn listened to the loud sounds of her sucking, wet sounds that sent waves of pleasure through her tender aching breasts. "More, more," she cried, arching her chest up to meet Lisa's eager mouth.
Lisa's mouth made one last long pull, then released Taryn's breast.
She looked down at her, a triumphant smile on her face. Lisa's blouse hung open, the material brushing over Taryn's chest. Altering her grip so only one hand was holding Taryn's arms, Lisa managed to shrug out of her blouse. She smiled when she saw the questioning look in Taryn's gaze. Her movements sure and swift, she leaned over Taryn and tied the blouse around her wrists, binding her hands together.
Lisa looked at her as if to ask, "Now what are you going to do?"
Taryn scowled and jerked her hands, trying to free herself from Lisa's blouse, but the knot was strong and the material was thick. Out of breath and panting with exertion, she lay flat again, letting her arms fall into place over her head.
Lisa's eyes never leaving Taryn's, she unclasped her bra and let it slid down her shoulders. She waited, letting Taryn drink her in, her mouth watering as she stared at the dark brown nipples that now hung free. Lisa tossed the bra aside and placed a hand on either side of Taryn's head. Her arms locked into position, supporting her upper body. She lowered her nipple to Taryn's mouth.
Taryn took all of it, holding the swollen flesh inside her hot, wet mouth. She licked her tongue over the nipple, along the sides and underneath. She held it and sucked, nothing hurried in her movements, content to just lie there suckling her lover's breast. Her eyes watching for clues, Taryn smiled when she saw Lisa throw her head back and pant with pleasure. But she didn't flip her over or try to free her hands. Very content, she took her other breast hard inside her mouth. She attacked the nipple with her teeth, her strong jaws, sucking her so hard that Lisa cried and her body bucked.
Moving in perfect sequence, their breasts ravaged while the other parts of their bodies begged for attention, the two women rose on their knees and faced one another. Taryn had managed to loosen the blouse fastened around her wrists. She followed Lisa's cue and they placed their hands on one another's arms, gazing into each other's eyes, allowing all their passion and hunger to rise to the surface. Naked and raw was their need, a sexual hunger that demanded release. They edged forward until their nipples were touching. Moving ever so slightly from side to side, their nipples brushed back and forth.
Sounds of total delight, deep and husky, filled the air around them.
For several moments, more time than either imagined, they played the mating game with their breasts.
It was Lisa who stopped first. She kept her eyes fastened on Taryn's while her hands finished untying the blouse, long since ripped apart, from each of her wrists. Her hands totally free now, Taryn ran her fingers over Lisa's face, tracing the outline slowly and sensually, as if trying to memorize her every feature. 
Lisa followed her lead, her hands also exploring. And when they had finished, they leaned forward and touched their lips together. Soft and fleeting, it was a prelude to long moments of making love to one another's mouth. Lips kissing softly at first, then pressing harder, closer, so close they could feel one another's teeth and the impact bruised their lips, already red and swollen and tender. They cried and murmured. "Um, ah…" Sounds so pleasurable and so intense that their bodies strained against their remaining clothing.
Taryn stood and offered Lisa her hand. When she stood, Taryn unleashed the zipper on Lisa's pants. Her eyes feasting on each inch of bare flesh, she slid Lisa's pants down about her knees. Then she looked up, waiting for her to lift each foot so she could pull the garment free. Tossing the pants aside, Taryn reached for the panties.
Therein awaited the final treasure, the place from which everything beautiful and sensual originated. As she tugged the panties down, Taryn breathed deeply, her nose and mouth drinking in the sweet musk smell. She licked her lips as her eyes feasted on the pink bud of Lisa's clitoris, so hard and swollen that it was visible through the pubic hair nestled around it.
Lisa pressed her hand over Taryn's mouth when she started toward her. Shaking her head, she whispered, "No, let's do this together."
She pulled Taryn to her feet and repeated the ritual. First the pants sliding down her slender hips and nestling about her ankles. Taryn lifted each foot in turn as Lisa finished removing them, watching her all the while – dark brown eyes staring deeply into one another's souls. More than passion, more than sex, their hearts bared their feelings, and in so doing, entrusted one another with them.
Carefully, Lisa slid Taryn's panties down. She gasped as her eyes took in the dark hair, the smooth soft triangle between Taryn's legs.
Her mouth parted and she darted forward with her tongue. Laughing as she stole a taste of her lover's sweet musk, Lisa savored the taste, wanting to enjoy every last flavor as she licked her lips. She smiled sheepishly when Taryn gave her a teasing scowl. Silently, she shrugged her shoulders and finished removing the wet garment from Taryn's legs. She pressed it to her face, drinking in the smell of her lover, teasing herself with hints of what awaited her mouth, her tongue, her hands, and yes, her own special treasure.
As if reading her mind, Taryn moved to the floor beside her. She took the panties from Lisa's hands and tossed them aside. Gently she pressed her hands against Lisa's shoulders, lowering her until she was lying on her back. She parted her legs and dipped into the hot moisture that lay in between. She clutched her hand over Lisa's clit and slid her leg into place against her wet pussy.
Lisa watched her every move, her body soft and supple, bending to her lover's hot, aching flesh. She watched as Taryn lifted herself up and looked at her expectantly. Lisa raised her leg so Taryn's cunt rested against her thigh. The wetness made her body shiver. She gasped as the wonderful sensation filled her.
They moved as one, two parts in perfect harmony. Their bodies straining, one against the other, they rode, gradually moving slower as their clits burned hot into one another's skin. "Ah, ah … " panting and gasping for air. Straining harder, riding faster, fucking each other so long and so perfectly, their bodies screamed for release. Their eyes locked and they held each other. Taryn moved her leg against Lisa's clit, rubbing steady and hard over her lips, against her opening.
Losing sense of where their bodies were separate, Lisa pressed her leg against Taryn's wet pussy. She feasted her eyes on the golden skin, a sheen of moisture dotting the surface as she panted and strained against Lisa's leg. Oh, God, her own clit was ready to explode!
The pace grew faster and faster. "Yes! Yes!" they screamed as their bodies approached orgasm. "Now! Now!" It was the final surrender. They shook and trembled, clits pressing tightly against their lover's firm legs, sliding with the wetness, yet holding fast to the end. Their bodies shook so that the floor vibrated beneath them.
Clinging together, moaning softly, they kissed one another's face and gazed into each other's eyes – deep, dark, swirling pools of radiance and emotion, rising and falling in rhythm with their bodies.
Taryn closed her eyes and rested her head on Lisa's breast. She listened to her heartbeat racing and pounding. Her eyes still closed, she thought about Kimberly Justin, her brilliant red hair and her emerald green eyes. She envisioned her standing on a mountain, the wind tangling her hair about her face and her arms spread open, waiting. Taryn imagined herself rushing toward her, then pausing only a few feet away. It was then she realized that she needed Kimberly and it was up to her to close the distance that loomed between them.
Moving very quietly so she wouldn't wake Lisa, Taryn slipped into the bedroom where she spent the previous night. She pulled her cellular phone from her purse and dialed Camarin's number at the cabin. Camarin answered on the second ring. "Hi, Camarin."
"Taryn," Camarin whispered into the receiver. "What's up?" she asked, glancing furtively into the living room where Taylor and Kimberly were talking.
Taryn sighed. "I need you to do something for me, Camarin. It's about Kimberly."
"Okay," Camarin prompted her. "What do you need me to do?"
She took a pad and pen from the kitchen counter, poised to take notes.
"First of all, where is she now?"
Camarin drew a deep breath, wondering how much she should tell Taryn. "Actually, she's here in the cabin with Taylor and me. Do you want to speak to her?"
Taryn's brows drew together in a frown, wondering why Kimberly was there. However, she would deal with that later. "Okay, I want you to keep her there. I'm driving back up tonight. When I get there, I want you and Taylor to make yourselves scarce. Do you understand?"
"Well, yes." Camarin wanted to ask Taryn why she was coming, but she felt certain she already knew. "What time will you be here?"
she asked.
"A couple of hours," Taryn replied. "See you then."
Camarin listened as the telephone clicked in her ear. She heard movement behind her and turned to find Kimberly standing in the doorway. "Hi," she said, replacing the receiver as nonchalantly as possible. 
"Who was that?" Kimberly asked, an unexplainable flutter in her chest.
"Uh, it was Taryn. She's going to be here in a couple of hours and she'd like you to stick around so she can talk to you. You weren't planning on going back to your cabin tonight, were you?"
The flutter was now a tremble that weakened her extremities.
Kimberly closed her eyes and thought about the mysterious woman who had haunted her thoughts since the first time they'd met. She touched her cheek where Taryn had kissed her the night she stayed at Morgan Estates. "I'm staying here," she replied in a faint voice.
Forgetting Camarin, Kimberly sighed dreamily and returned to the living room. She gathered her drink and sat down in front of the fireplace. As she stared into the fire and thought about Taryn, Kimberly lost track of the time. She did not hear the back door open and close nor did she hear the exchange of voices in the kitchen.
However, she did feel the hand that settled on her shoulder and she caught a whiff of the familiar perfume. Smiling, she turned and opened her arms to Taryn Williams. Just as Pat had promised, this was going to be a Christmas Kimberly Justin would never forget.
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