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CHAPTER ONE


Something was bound to turn up, I figured. And it did. Or rather, she did. Right there in the hotel lobby! Her sidelong glance seemed more furtive thank frank, but I got the impression that she was hoping, too. Hoping for someone like me to happen along. Only she had to be subtle about it, naturally; why publicize a gay pickup? I was sure nobody else could see the interest lurking behind her mask of spurious nonchalance.
Her eyes met mine more boldly as I walked by. I turned my head and stared, inquisitive, quite deliberate now. Then, stepping back toward her, I murmured the trite phrase that would work if my guess was accurate and cause no harm if it wasn't.
"I beg your pardon…" My tone was soft but firm. "You look familiar. Do we know each other from somewhere?"
"Umm, no, I don't think so." She shrugged. And with a roguish smile, "But does it really matter?"
That did it. I smiled back and we introduced ourselves. Her name was Inez, mine Rory. And she was staying here at the hotel; wouldn't I like to come up and chat awhile? An afternoon drink just to get acquainted, perhaps? Just between us girls…
I nodded breathlessly. She swung around and I followed her across the lobby to the elevator, my gaze glued to the swell of undulating hips that slithered and swayed under cover of the tight-fitting tailored skirt. The woman was no great beauty, but even now her body exuded a kind of carnality. My kind of carnality, ah yes, I had found a friend, a timely bosom-companion in my time of need. A sexy stranger to divert my mind, to soothe my flesh, to ease the strain of making those difficult decisions. How I needed her!
Inside the elevator, a closer scrutiny turned out to be mildly disappointing. There was a rough-hewn irregularity to her facial features, too large a nose, too coarse a mouth. And yet that very appearance of coarseness made her seem remarkably sensual. This was a creature designed for bed.
And that was where we were going. To bed. Her bed. So what if she was less than perfect? Whatever a lover might lack in pulchritude, she could make up for in passion. And anyway, what right had I to complain? Alt I wanted was a woman – and she was certainly that, all woman, very much so. I could smell her body fragrance, feminine and faintly musky. No complaints, then. After all, beggars can't be choosers, can they?
In her room, Inez produced a bottle and a couple of clean glasses. "Honey, how much time do you have? I mean, uh, are we in a hurry?"
"No. No hurry. I've got the afternoon free."
"Fine. Me, too. Lucky I bumped into you. I don't usually get much action till after dark. Yeah, I'm sure glad we got together, you know? You're a pretty cute kid. I'm going to enjoy you. That pretty mouth of yours…"
"My-my mouth? Aw, you're putting me on. Everybody says it's too big. How can you call it pretty?"
"Silly girl. Don't listen to them. I like your big mouth and your thick lips. Mmm, all moist and shiny, so pretty. Fascinating, absolutely fascinating."
The compliment helped, even though I had rather expected it. People often reacted to my overly prominent lips that way, responding to an almost blatant natural erotic appeal. But aside from that, well, she hadn't done much to reduce the tension. I puzzled over her manner of speaking, it sounded downright crude now. Even some of the meaning escaped me. Action after dark, for instance; was she trying to drop a hint about the hotel in general? Night-blooming orgies maybe? I knew only that the place had a slightly gay reputation, gay for girls, active but quite discreet. And I wasn't in the mood to ask a lot of questions and advertise my ignorance.
After a stiff drink, I relaxed somewhat. I still couldn't figure my new friend out, but that seemed less important now. We were here, and the door was locked. We had picked each other up for one purpose. It was the only ostensible reason for our even being together. We both knew the score…
Or did we?
By this time we should have been floundering around on the bed and frantically seeking out the hidden joys of our sexually attuned bodies, a cooperative effort. Only we weren't. Inez had made no attempt to come near me as yet, nary a pass – and I just wasn't confident enough to get things started myself.
She rose suddenly and set her glass down. "I ought to grab a quick shower. You won't mind waiting, will you? It won't take me more than a few minutes."
"Go to it. No hurry, we said. Don't worry, I won't start without you."
"Great. Pour yourself another drink meanwhile." Smiling, she ambled off and vanished into the bathroom.
A moment later I heard the noisy gush of the shower. I pictured her standing there under it, pelted by the spray. Naked, of course, although it took some imagination on my part. Naked and glistening! With droplets of water coursing down past the bulges and hollows of that pneumatically fleshed body. It excited me no end. I could hardly wait for her return.
The sound stopped. Then the bathroom door opened a little way, and her head popped into view. "Hey! What kind of perfume do you like? Got any special favorite?"
"P-perfume?" The question seemed a bit odd.
"Uh-huh. To make me smell nice for you. How about it, should I dab on something real spicy?"
"You choose. Anything is all right with me."
Once again I was puzzled. She had evidently wanted me to dictate her choice of scent. But why? What for? Why should the woman go out of her way just to please me? My very presence here in her hotel room should have been enough to quell any doubt. She didn't have to sell me on herself. I was already sold. Eager. Impatient. So why make such a production out of it?
She came out in a shimmery negligee. It looked good on her, its folds rustling, parting, exposing her legs with every swaying stride. She dropped upon the bed carelessly, unconcerned about the cling of the garment. It remained open here and there, quite revealing.
The glass was cold in my hands and yet I could feel my palms sweating. Strong as the liquor was, it had become almost tasteless to me. Because there was another taste I craved. A taste far more tempting. But an awkwardness still prevailed between us, keeping me from my goal. I just couldn't take the initiative.
Casual conversation became my only alternative. "Inez, what was that about the perfume? A fetish of yours?"
"Not exactly. But it might be one of yours. I wanted everything to be nice for you. As perfect as possible. Know what I mean?"
"I-I'm not sure I do."
"Oh hell, it's just one of the things I've got to think twice about. A girl in my business has to keep a close watch over all the little details."
"A girl in…" I gulped and swallowed the rest of my shocked speech. But it was too late. Obviously in shock herself, she must have read my expression of dismay only too accurately.
"I'll be damned. Honey? You mean you didn't know? Down there in the lobby – you really didn't know? Rory?"
"I-I just didn't."
"Hmm. And all this time I thought…"
"I'm sorry."
"Forget it. What's to be sorry about? I needed the shower anyway. And I don't mind wasting a little perfume."
"Do you want me to leave?" I stood up.
"Leave? If you want to. That's up to you, isn't it? Now that you know, maybe you'd still like to stay awhile."
"Oh. But-but then I'd…"
"As a matter of fact, I think you ought to stay. You look as if you need it. And what the hell, twenty bucks is no great fortune. Bargain rates, because of our misunderstanding. You can afford twenty dollars, can't you?"
"Well… uh…"
"Sweetie, don't be embarrassed. You can't help being what you are, not any more than I can. I'm not that way myself, of course. I don't go for the girl-girl stuff, I mean – at least not for my own personal kicks. But if you're interested, it's okay with me. I'm always glad to turn a trick. So if you like my body and want to get a closer whiff of this nice spicy perfume on especially for you darling…"
Her voice twanged upon my taut nerves. I clutched at my purse and marched into the bathroom. For a long moment I peered at my reflection in the mirror, scowling darkly even as my heart increased the pace of its excited thumping. Always glad to turn a trick. The woman was a whore. Business. Money. A common prostitute. Did I want her? Should I stay?
The scowl softened, turning my expression sexy. No wonder she had noticed my lips; they seemed even thicker than usual, almost lewd now, with the suggestion of a pout. I couldn't bear to look into my smoldering eyes. It was all there, a physical manifestation of the mysteries of my mind, all there in the glass.
I tore my gaze away. The woman's clothes were neatly folded on a hanger. I liked that. She was clean, at least. I liked the fact that she had taken a shower for me. And I remembered how her body had looked downstairs in the lobby – those slithery haunches! – en route to the elevator. I remembered the attractive flesh revealed by her rustling negligee, just out of the bathroom. I remembered the coarseness of her, the coarse sensuality. And the memory gave way to a sudden fierce urge, too strong, too powerful, too much for me to control. I undressed hurriedly, avoiding any further contact with the telltale mirror. Naked now, and still carrying my purse, I went back into the bedroom. I fished out two ten-dollar bills and tossed them on the dresser.
Inez's eyes were bright. "So you decided to stay." She stretched seductively. "I'm glad. I was a little worried when you walked off like that."
I moved toward her. In a hasty maneuver, she slipped her arms out of the negligee sleeves and tugged it free of her body. The fabric billowed, floating to the floor. Then she fell back on the bed again, her big breasts like heaped-up mounds, her heavy limbs lax and inviting. I stood there momentarily, wishing she would show a bit more appreciation. I wanted her to admire me, to notice my body, to say something nice about it. But that wasn't what I was paying her for. And anyway, there was something I wanted even more than compliments…
"Honey?" She reached up for me.
Overwhelmed by my need, I shuddered and sagged to the bed in a surge of lusting desire. Lust dominated me, a lust that I knew to be shameful and yet was too deep-rooted to deny. The woman was a prostitute. I had paid her for this. I felt humiliated, painfully conscious of the disgrace, the degradation, the debauchery – and worst of all, so help me, the thrill! Because I was already wallowing in sensuous excitement, crazed by that alluring flesh and stepped in my own subservient worship of it. Subservience to a whore; was that an added fillip to my self-abasement?
Uh-huh. Only a small part, though, a fragment of the whole, not much of a clue to my true character. No, there were other reasons for my enravished senses, my intoxication – and they lay inside myself, not this paid prostitute. And yet, much as I might feel condescending toward her profession, there was no condescension in me now. In a way, she was actually helping me make my decision. The all-important decision that preyed on my mind. I know what I am now. Well, no, not exactly, I'd still have to think it through later. From the beginning. But right this minute, well, I had other things to stew about. Her thighs were hot against my cheeks, the soft thighs, hot and deliciously inescapable.
The scent caught my nostrils. I breathed deep and drew it into my lungs, the familiar but uniquely exotic smell of woman. Cunt. I lost my head in sweet frenzy, burrowing into the depths, the slimy darkness, letting instinct dictate my movements, the elongated thrust of my tongue. And the gasp that sounded from above came as no great surprise, an expected response to the unexpected force and magnitude of my plunge, my unseen soul-kiss. A gasp and then an ecstatic shriek, the height of sincere flattery…
"Hey, is that your tongue? Impossible. How could a little kid like you have such a big one? I've been deep-tongued by lezzies before, but never like this. Is it for real?"
"Ummm…"
"Big as a stiff prick. Most of 'em, anyway. Oh shit, whatever it is, gimme more. Gimme, gimme. Yeah! Like you're fucking me, you know? Fucking my twat with a tongue-hard cock. Oh, do it, baby, fuck me, fuck the life out of me, fuck me into an early grave – this is one hooker who'll die happy. Talk about getting fucked!"
High praise indeed, and rightly so. I basked in it. Tongue aren't considered objects of beauty, subject to appraisal and measurement like a bouncy pair of tits. No bikini doll ever won any Miss Universe-America crown by sticking out her tongue. At least not up there on the open stage. (Judges are only human; who knows what goes on behind the scenes?) But I've always taken an understandable pride in mine, just the same, certain of its superiority in size and power if not in skill. The extra length, the extra thickness, the extra development that came from hours of dedicated stretch-practice – all worthy of commendation. And I was grateful as well as proud, of course, grateful to my heredity – hot genes and chromosomes! – for having given me such a fine natural advantage. So let her praise my most precious asset, let her praise me to the skies, let her show some appreciation for this soul-stirring performance of mine…
"Some tongue! Some fuckin' tongue! You're a real stud."
Soul-stirring and body-stirring, how about that? Her hips were pumping now, the bedsprings creaking, the mattress rumbling, all echoing the lurid "fuck" phrases that streamed from her babbling lips. Such language! Lovely, lovely as obscene as any ardent lesbian's serenade to her busy bed-bitch. I struggled valiantly to cope with the hot demands. Until, almost abruptly, the overheated peak moment arrived and practically exploded in my mouth. Wet flesh lurched to engulf my face, suffocating me and yet bringing all the scents and taste of sex. I went on kissing. Kiss-fucking. And in the anxious void of my own untouched body, I felt the hoped-for response, an orgasm on the rise, a twisting spiral of intolerable pain turning to infinite pleasure. Helpless as it made me, I continued to lick and suck and swallow nevertheless, a trained cuntlapper to the end, the bittersweet end. Sipping my ration of puss-cream! And waiting, naturally, just waiting around till those deeply buried sensitive membranes of hers would stop twitching and start tingling again. Oh yes, I'd be getting my money's worth this day. Wasn't it a stud she wanted?
There was no shame left, only a languid contentment. Maybe that important decision wouldn't be so tough now. Although I'd still have to think about it, just to play safe. Think it through from the beginning – no short-cuts, no snap judgments. After all, maybe I did have more to offer than just my thick sexy lips and my big long sexy lips and my big long sexy tongue…



CHAPTER TWO


It was my lips that first got me into trouble. And then later, well, it roust have been my tongue. Not its words, just the size of the damned thing. Or the blessed thing, depending on how you look at it. Anyway, I really hadn't meant to be bitchy, coming between husband and wife like that. The blame was mine, of course, but only in a kind of blameless way, strictly a quirk of nature. Oh shit, is it my fault if the boss of the company turns out to be freaky about thick lips?
Freaky about mine, at any rate. The boss, the head man, Mr. Simon Beresford himself, the guy who kept the corporate gears oiled and meshing; what a catch for a kid like me! I was new there, too, a lowly trainee in the Consolidated organization. When it happened – a chance brush-by in the cafeteria corridor – I didn't even know who he was. An executive with a roving eye – married, no doubt – but that couldn't dampen my girlish enthusiasm. I liked his looks. A trifle ancient for me, somewhere in his forties probably, but impressive nonetheless, ruggedly handsome, a manly male under that Ivy League veneer. Better yet, he seemed to like mine – and I had never been the type of charmer who could stop traffic with a rucked-up skirt and a dazzling toothpaste smile. Was the guy really interested in drab little me?
So it appeared. Fascinated by my "kissable" lips and interested to the point of romance. Which would mean just a sneaky affair, I figured – or perhaps only an out-of-town motel weekend – the standard game-plan for a married man. I expected no more than that. And I was ready to give my all, my comparatively inexperienced all, for such a cause. Laid by the boss, imagine! Wouldn't that be a boost up the ladder to success? Besides, after dallying with some of the lower-caste office dullards, I was pretty eager to spread my wings and soar a little. Wasn't that why I had come to the big city in the first place, to try the things I'd never tried before? It would be an experience to savor, something to look back upon in later years. Like a night with a matinee idol. Or a rock star. Or a hit man for the Mafia. Well, something like that. Only this guy, my guy – Simon Beresford, the thick-lips freak – was more important than such lesser mortals. Sexier, too, from what I gathered. Oh yes, I was eager…
And so was he, as it turned out. We made it in my own apartment, of all places, hardly a romantic love-bower. But romance would only have cluttered up our lives at that point – or any point, for that matter – what with so much else on our minds. How that man loved my lips! I was good to him, of course, a little girl with a big mouth, a so-called "generous" mouth, stretching my generosity to encompass his every need. One need, mainly. A bit difficult at first, but a cinch after that, once I got the timing down pat. It was a genuine pleasure after our third or fourth date; how my lips loved that man! I even found a perverse enjoyment in my ability to tease him, to control his excitement, delaying each climax until the last possible instant. And then, glub, it would ail be over for a while and we would relax and talk about ourselves, about our affair, its chances for survival. Good chances, as far as Simon was concerned. He had struck it rich with me, apparently, and was becoming more possessive with every rendezvous.
"You'd make a great mistress, baby. Great for me, that's for sure. Those hot lips of yours…"
"It's not just my lips. I'm learning too, you know. I learn more whenever you come over. I'm still just a beginner."
"Some beginner. I wish my wife could suck cock like that."
"Does she? You know…"
"Huh?"
"Your wife. Does she suck at all?"
"Not any more. We don't even sleep together."
"Too bad. I'm glad, though. I wouldn't want anybody filling in for me, not even your lawful wedded wife. Not that I'm worried, I'll have you know. With the practice I'm getting, I ought to be the world's champion cocksucker pretty soon."
"Rory baby, you're the champ right now. You want to hear something wild? I even bragged about you at home – to Julia, I mean. I told her…"
"No! You didn't. You couldn't have! I thought she didn't know anything about me. You-you told your wife?"
"Not exactly. She found it out herself somehow. It was just last week, maybe the week before. And she's been needling me ever since. So I just needled her back, that's all."
"And that's all you do about it, just needle each other? No fights? Doesn't she get mad? Oh shit, I'll bet she'd like to tear my hair out by the [missing text]."
"Could be. But we're civilized, honey, we'll settle it without violence. In fact, it's already settled. Our marriage has to be preserved for the sake of the business, but aside from that, well, no strings attached. Julia has her friends, I have mine. And as long as we're discreet about it…"
"Oh. So now I'm not a secret any more. And neither is this place, my apartment, it's not so private now. I don't like that, Simon, it makes me uncomfortable."
"Hush now, take it easy. There's a silver lining. The way it's working out, maybe I can pick up your tab for the rent from now on. That ought to cheer you up. A steady deal?"
"You darling man! Just for that… mmm…"
"Hey!"
"Let me, let me."
"So who's stopping you? It's all yours. See? Come on, hot lips, earn your keep."
"Nnngg."
"Little cocksucker…"

***

It seemed almost ludicrous. Me, little Rory Mitchell, a kept woman? A rich man's mistress! Shouldn't a new image go with the job? I'm a kept woman! I wanted to dye ray hair, change my makeup, let my nails grow, maybe even enroll in some charm school. But no, I didn't do any of those. Simon decided that I ought to go on working at Consolidated – and without even a raise in pay – "so it shouldn't look too suspicious." (Businessman's talk, real pompous!) Which ruled out even minor alterations, much less a drastic overhaul. So I played my discreet role and remained unchanged, unglamorous, my natural sweet self. Sandy hair, a mop, all close-clipped curls. About the color of salt water taffy. Not bad, actually, since it went quite nicely with my eyes, hazel, kind of brown with a reddish-yellow tinge. Nice but dull, the whole effect, hardly spectacular enough for a girl in my position. Except that my lips must have compensated for all that, at least in the opinion of the boss, my lover-man. And who else mattered? He was paying the rent now and keeping the liquor cabinet stocked – sometimes even the refrigerator – a good provider, certainly. I was beginning to save a little money, feathering my nest for some future rainy day. If and when he got bored with me, I'd have something to fall hack on.
That was bound to happen, I figured. A guy like that had too many other opportunities, too many willing bed-partners within easy range. Pretty ones, prettier than me. Time would tell. Although he showed no signs of it as yet, no hint of any inclination to forgo ray loving lips and perhaps trade me in for a newer and more fully equipped model. Quite the contrary! More and more, he seemed eager for that peculiar kiss of mine, evidently satisfied with his choice of a mistress, his thick-lipped little cocksucker, an unseasoned but already prodigious freak. Oh, I was good, all right. Maybe even too good, in view of my own gradually changing attitude.
Uh-huh. The anticipated boredom cropped up, sure enough, only in reverse. I wasn't even aware of it at first, just vaguely irritated for no reason at all. The routine, perhaps? A very definite routine – the same nights each week, the same allotted time, the same preliminary drink and chat before getting down to the nitty-gritty; all so predictable! Did we have to stick to a schedule. Couldn't he switch nights unexpectedly and try to screw me up just once, catch me with my pants down maybe, act like a jealous lover?
No, not my Simon, he wasn't the type for jealousy. Too sure of himself. Too sure of me! Enough to take me for granted – which grated on my nerves, naturally, but only in passing. What the hell, I was being paid for it, wasn't I? He probably knew darn well that I spent my "off" nights bathing and shaving and generally grooming my girlish young body just for him. Not that he ever noticed it much. He just liked to see me lick my lips, that was his idea of grooming. And that was what finally rubbed my nerves raw. The one-track-mind dedication to that same old nitty-gritty. Just once, just out of sheer deviltry, couldn't he do the unexpected? Never mind screwing me up, just screw; me! Even a simple fuck would have seemed deliciously novel. And any more daring twist would have been heavenly, a divine inspiration. Anything but that same old routine blow-job! Even the world's champion cocksucker needed a change of pace now and then. There were moments when I seriously considered picking up some hunk of muscle – an unknown quantity, please? – from the nearest neighborhood bar. Only it would be just my luck to lick my juicy lips at the wrong time and wind up with another mouthful of cock. On my knees in some dark hallway, like as not. I wouldn't dare bring such a prospect home with me. A rich man's mistress? That dark hallway would be the lesser risk. Just something to alleviate the boredom…

***

Funny. What if I'd gone out that night? I might have, except for the weather – a last glance from my front room window catching the flash of fat silver raindrops reflected in the headlight beams of a slowly moving taxi. The evening mist had turned to rain. And I was all dressed, too, about to seek the beery conviviality of some nearby pub. I just didn't want to be alone. My latest visit from Simon had left me in sad shape, frustrated and feeling sorry for myself. Ready to give the local boys a break. If only it hadn't been raining out there! Not hard yet, just heavy enough to make my first such venture a washout. Who goes bar-hopping in messy weather? Just drunks and punks – and maybe a few stray chippies taking care of business. Mighty slim pickings for an honest woman with horny ideas. Anyway, that was my excuse for staying in. The safest place to be on a night like this. Especially for a waif like me, a born target for trouble.
Only I sure had a case of the blues, all alone and lonesome in the big city. And when my doorbell rang, I could have cheered aloud. Anybody was welcome at that point, even the nosy girls from the office snooping around for more gossip to spread. That was that I thought of first; who else would drop in at this hour without phoning ahead?
I was wrong, though. And all but stunned speechless when I realized how wrong. Even loneliness was preferable to this! It was bound to lead to bloodshed. And she was so much bigger than me, the kind of adversary to avoid at all costs. But then again, well, no man's mistress is overjoyed at coming face to face with his wife all of a sudden. I recognized her only instinctively, of course, a total stranger occupying my doorway with all the impassive poise of a fire-breathing dragon…
"Hmph! Rory? You are Rory, I assume. Aren't you going to ask me in?"
"Oh. Sorry. Do come in, please."
"Thanks. About time."
I shut the door behind her. She swung around and gripped my shoulders, peering down into my face. The trench coat she wore seemed to add extra bulk to her figure, somehow. Not that she needed it, the way she towered over me, taller and heavier and bigger in every dimension. Standing so close to my small body, her statuesque form was well-nigh overpowering. I felt like a scrunchy little schoolgirl.
"You're such a tiny thing, my dear. I had no idea. You do know who I am, don't you?"
"Uh-huh."
"And why I'm here?"
"I-I guess so."
"Good. Every little bit helps. We must both make an effort to be civilized about this, don't you agree?" She let go of me and stepped back, her eyes shooting sparks, belying the serenity of her pose. "As a matter of fact, I could do with a drink right now, something to preserve this peaceful atmosphere, hmm?"
"Of course. What would you like?"
"Scotch is fine. With a little water."
I went to the liquor cabinet, glad to put some distance between us. My feeling of numb astonishment was fading, giving way to a more sharply defined concept of our confrontation thus far. One thing stood out in my mind, undeniably prominent despite its rather trivial nature. Irrelevant, anyhow. No, it wasn't trivial, not even in such gravely serious circumstances. The woman – my rival, Julia Beresford – was she really that beautiful?
Fussing with the bottles and glassware, I tried to recall her features in detail. High cheekbones. The dusky complexion, darkly amber, remarkably so for someone with hair that color. Blonde. Shimmering shoulder-length golden waves, a natural look. At most, just touched-gray. I her middle thirties, I figured, or maybe even younger. But it was her eyes that stuck in my mind above all else, the green eyes that had showered me with sparks – big and deep and green as glowing emeralds. I was almost afraid to turn around again, afraid of the strange power of those eyes…



CHAPTER THREE


They were still glowing when I brought her the drink, emerald-green eyes, less formidable now somehow, the slanted corners crinkling in apparent amusement. As though she was laughing at me or had found the situation to her liking, perhaps, since she chose that moment to slip off her coat.
Once again, I couldn't help but recognize a wealth of unexpected beauty, even a certain grandeur. Voluptuous. But without a trace of extra fat, as far as I could see, truly a magnificent body. The one advantage of being childless, no doubt. And I could see plenty, too, the big breasts and narrow waist and broad hips, all delineated by her scantily cut dress, a simple black sheath. And the legs, of course, long and perfectly shaped, with slender ankles – impossibly beautiful! I could only stand there and goggle. With a wife like this, why would any man take a mistress?
"Well, my dear? Admiring the view?"
My cheeks flamed. "Uh, nice. Very nice."
"Just nice? That's hardly a compliment." Her smile was slow and smug, replete with self-satisfaction. She sat down and crossed her legs with lazy abandon, one hand gliding up over her bosom in a pointedly significant caress. "Come now, pretty good for an old broad, wouldn't you say?"
"Of course. But you're not old." It seemed only prudent to bestow the flattery that was so obviously called for. "You're a beautiful woman, Mrs. Beresford."
"Julia. Let's not be formal."
"Uh-huh. Julia, then. Your drink okay?"
She took a sip and nodded; then, "You meant that, about, my being beautiful. I could tell. Much as you hated to admit it."
"Well…"
"You did hate admitting it, though. Why?"
"Oh. You know. This thing between us. I-I don't understand, frankly. Aren't you angry with me?"
"A little. My pride was hurt. But it's happened before, my husband playing around like this. Bastard! Oh no, it isn't exactly new to me. Did you think it was, Rory?"
"N-no. I did at first. I felt guilty, too, since it was my fault as much as his. But then he said you didn't care, it wasn't that kind of marriage. You both go your separate ways, he told me; you have your own life, your own friends, isn't that so?"
"Umm, well, something like that."
"It's true then? About the marriage? He's only staying married to you because of the business?"
"True enough. At this point, anyway. After all, what else can he do? I own the business. Although I'm sure he neglected to mention that fact."
"Huh? You own…"
"Consolidated was founded by my grandfather. I'm the majority stockholder. Simon has only a little piece of it, in spite of his executive position. Surprise, surprise."
"Okay, so I'm surprised. Only now I can't figure out why you even came here. Julia, what do you want from me?"
"Nothing much. I just wanted to get a look at you. To see what my husband is so hot for. Only I haven't seen anything like that yet, at least not that exciting. It's beyond me. Unless maybe you're hiding something special under that dress. Are you? Take it off, let's have a peek."
"Silly. You-you can't be serious."
"Don't provoke me, my dear. Remember now, I'm in a position to make trouble for you. With my husband. And at your job. I could even kick up a fuss and have you thrown out of this apartment, considering who's paying for it. So perhaps you ought to humor me, hmm? I don't ask much. Let's go. Strip!"
Her abrupt change of expression came as a shock. The green eyes had narrowed to slits, the lipsticked mouth drawn thin, a cruel red slash. It was no time for me to argue. Besides, what could I lose? Afterward, she would still be puzzled – my just wasn't that great, with or without clothes. Oh sure, it had all the necessary curves, even a few extra for good measure. But it was far from spectacular. Just like my face, round and pleasant, with a turned-up button for a nose, cute but nothing to write home about. All in all, cute and cuddly in a kind of chubby way, too compact for real beauty. I had youth in my favor, sure, but not much more. No, this uptight woman could look all night and never understand what her husband found so attractive in me. That was our secret, his and mine.
I moved away from her, out to the middle of the floor, sensing those eyes on my back. Impulsively, maybe even deliberately, I let my hips sway with each step. If she wanted to look, I'd give her something to look at! I was glad now that my costume didn't include pantyhose; they're fine on the legs but all seamy up above, not very sexy once the dress comes off. And not very practical for my original purpose, of course, hardly conducive to a quick lay in some neighborhood hallway. I wasn't even wearing a garter belt, just round elastic thigh-garters to keep my rolled nylons from falling down.
My pulses throbbed as I turned and faced her again, conscious now of a strange mixture of terror and excitement. Like it or not, this haughty creature had me in her power. My skin felt uncomfortably warm, a heat that seemed to come from deep inside. My breasts were tingling, the nipples popped-out and swollen, chafed by the fabric of my bra. A wave of sensuality swept over me, washing away my last vestige of pride, the last pretense of vanity. I simply shucked off my dress and posed like that, anxious to end the weird ordeal.
"Cute, my dear. I like your rolled stockings. But don't quit now, let's see what's underneath the bra."
"But-but you said…"
"I said strip. So strip! What have you got, padding?"
That spurred me to action. In a fit of pique, I got rid of the wispy garment and put my bosom on display, free and clear of any phony equipment. Just bare tits. Nice tits, too, nice and big and solid, with real sexy nipples sticking out. But that wasn't enough for her either, apparently, she just made a noise in her throat and pointed to my panties. And off they came, although not without a certain blushing modesty on my part.
"Charming. Such a child! Oh yes, I can see how men would go wild over you. Older men, at least. The little-girl whore, so shy, so reluctant, so innocent…"
"I'm not a whore."
"Don't quibble, it's only a word. We're all whores, every one of us, aren't we? It's the nature of a woman."
"Oh. Well, okay. Forget it. Are you satisfied now? I stripped for you. Down to the bare skin. Satisfied? Do you mind if I go and put on a robe or something?"
"I do mind. I'm not through with you yet. Stay like that, don't be bashful. Because I'm really going to give you something to be bashful about, young lady. An inflamed bottom, that's what. Punishment! Punishment for your sins. You did say it was your fault as much as my husband's, you admitted your guilt, remember? I can't let you off scot-free. I won't walk out of here until you get what's coming to you."
"Aw… you-you want to spank me?"
"Oh no, spanking is too easy. The punishment must fit the crime. You deserve a whipping. With a real whip to sting that saucy butt of yours." Calmly, she dug into her handbag and came up with a weapon, a riding-crop, just limber enough to bend and fit inside. "It ought to be bigger, but this will have to do, I suppose. A dozen good hard ones, eh?"
I whimpered, frightened now. "No…"
"No? Too much for you? Let's say six, then."
"Please… no… still too much…" I blurted the words out and then realized that my bargaining with her could only have, been construed as a kind of consent. But it was too late, there was no backtracking now, not unless I'd be willing to brave a lot worse trouble. So before the squabble got completely out of hand, I raised my voice in a plea, a squeaky squeal. "Three? Please? No more?"
"Sissy. A plump ass like yours, just three?" She snorted scornfully and then shrugged. "Oh well, it's the principle that counts, let it be three. Get over the chair, that one, bend over the back of it. Hurry before I lose patience!"
The whip whirred, a menacing sound. I hurried. And fear gave way to humiliation at that moment. Somehow my dread of the pain just didn't match the ignominy, the shame of bending over and jutting my bare fanny out like that. Two big tears welled up in my eyes. I waited, shuddering as she touched me with the weapon and took a stance, positioning herself for the initial swing. Or so I assumed. But again the touch of the leather was light, a caress now; what was she doing back there? Teasing me, apparently. I felt it stroking my tensed-up buttocks, the backs of my thighs, even down to the twitchy hollows behind my knees. Would it never be over? The anticipation was becoming more painful than whatever the real thing might bring. But it helped in another way, oddly enough, and I quit crying as my shame ebbed and left only apprehension.
"Beautiful…" Her voice sounded almost remote. "It's just too pretty to hit. Maybe I'll let you off this time."
"Hmm? Ma'am?"
"But you'll be on parole, mind you, and any further offense will mean double punishment next time. Uh-huh. Even if I have to break nay own heart and force myself to hurt that cute ass. Do you understand me, Rory?"
I didn't, not really. But her hand was cupping my chin and lifting, straightening me up from that awful position, turning me from the chair. Only then did I realize that the whip was gone and my ordeal was over. Over before it started, actually. And the tears welled up once again, emotional tears, childish tears, and I just laid my head upon her shoulder and let go. It was sympathetic, that shoulder, soft and sweetly perfumed and just plain comforting. I simply made the most of it.
She stroked my hair, whispering little soothing syllables into my ear. The tears tapered off to dry sobs. Her breath was nice and warm; it tickled my ear and gave me a kind of shivery sensation. I liked it. Right then, somehow, I liked her. I couldn't have explained my feelings, though, not in a million years. But I didn't have to, of course. She pulled me closer, tugging my head down, shifting a little – until my cheek was nestled against her bosom. The slope of her breasts became a pillow, tender, peaceful, for my flushed face, its perfume-aura surrounding me with balmy fragrance, redolent of flowers and feminity.
"Better, darling?"
My sobs had ceased, but I still had no desire to raise my head and move out of the haven of her encircling arm. The consoling fingertips kneaded the nape of my neck. Oh yes, I did feel better, much better, and now there was a curiously binding sense of kinship with this impressive creature, the woman who had given me such a shock and was helping me get over it. Kinship, even gratitude! I wondered why everything seemed so peculiar all of a sudden. So odd, so different, so mixed-up. Even the way I was trembling now, even that didn't seem quite the same.
"Such an innocent little child. Sweet thing. You bring out the motherly instinct in me, you know?"
"Ummm…"
"Do you mind my petting you like this? I hope not. I hope we're going to be friends, good friends. You do want me for your friend, don't you?"
Questions, too many questions. I mumbled again, nodding my all but tacit approval. Only they were the kind of questions that didn't need answers, really. Sure, we were going to be friends. We were friends already. And I certainly didn't mind being petted, not when it made me feel so safe and secure. She could go on petting me all night; why should I mind?
"Such a tiny girl. My little cherub. It's in the cards for us, we'll be the best of friends. I just know it. Isn't this nice, darling? Ah, you're so soft. Especially right there…"
"Oh!"
"And here, too. Soft…"
"Julia, what are you…"
"Shhh. Just relax, hmm? I'll take care of you, don't worry, don't give it another thought. Put yourself in my hands – you won't regret it, I promise."
"But…"
"Relax, dear. Let me pet you some more… Like this. See? See how nice? There. Doesn't that feel good?"
"N-no… please…"
"Don't stop me. You'll like it, see? You like it already, isn't that so? I can tell. You're getting excited."
It was true. I shook my head, more to clear the fog than in disavowal. Maybe both would work. I couldn't deny the physical heat, the tension – alien but vaguely familiar – growing in the depths of my body. Nor could I deny the limp forbearance of my flesh as her fingers continued to forage industriously, feeling like points of flame on my skin. My bare skin, so vulnerable! What was happening, what was I doing here naked?
The revelation struck with a wallop, no blinding flash, just a sickening thud. Right in the gut. The pit of my belly. A place I couldn't even call my own at the moment. Not with that busy hand turning light and feathery down there, encroaching slyly but steadily. I should have gotten the message ages ago, no doubt. Julia Beresford was a lesbian! But then again, well, my person experience in that direction amounted to a blank, just about; how was I to know? This wasn't kid stuff, something I could relate to my past. Simon's wife, imagine, a lesbian? All that voluptuous beauty, too. Not the obvious type, that was for sure. No grown-up tomboy, this one.
I remembered Wendy. Out of the dim dark yesteryears came the memory of childhood pastimes with my little friend who lived next door. You be the mommy and I'll be the daddy. Girlish romps under the front porch, behind the ivy-covered trellis. Youngsters playing games and giggling at their own naughty antics. Where was mischievous little Wendy now? Married, probably – and fat – with kids of her own playing those same secret games most likely. Oh well, no matter. Kid stuff. Or was that what inspired voluptuously stacked wives to drift away from marriage and into more aberrant embraces later on in life?
In any case, it sure wasn't inspiring me. I almost chuckled aloud at the ludicrous turn of events. But at least I didn't feel like shedding tears or sobbing any more, especially since all that soft-bosomed sympathy could no longer be mistaken for anything but part of the plot. A prelude to lesbian seduction. Very clever, too. No wonder my bare ass had gone unpunished, suffering only the shame, never the pain. My "beautiful" bare ass, too pretty to hit. Or too kissable, perhaps? From a lesbian's point of view…
"What the hell! Rory, what's wrong?"
"Sorry. I just woke up."
"Huh?"
"It's funny now, kind of."
"Funny?"
"Uh-huh. Don't you see? I just realized what you're trying to accomplish. To tell the truth, I rather enjoyed it. But I'm your husband's little girl, not yours. I just couldn't make it with a woman. Not even someone I like."
"Is that so? Don't be so sure."
"Oh shit, I'd have trouble just faking it, you know?"
"Let's not talk of trouble, baby. It's a nasty word. And I have no intention of being troublesome. But I do wish you'd stop and reconsider, hmm? If nothing else, think of the novelty, the new experience. Don't knock it until you've tried it; doesn't that hold true for just about anything?"
"I-I guess so. Anyway, you just said the magic word, believe it or not. Novelty. I'm hooked on it, an addict practically, always looking for a new experience. Julia? You won't let me down? It'll be different? Promise?"
"Different. I promise. Maybe even wild."
"Oooh… yesss… nice and wild…"
"Not nice, darling, not necessarily. Just wild. Until you've learned what nice really is. Like cunt, for instance. Something to love, not a curse-word."
"Of course. I know that."
"Say it. Cunt."
"Cunt?"
"Let it ooze over your tongue. Nice and cunty."
"Cunt. Cunt, cunt, cunt."
"You feel it, honey? Feel a little charge?"
"Uh-huh. Cunt. Hot. Cunty-cunty-cunt."
"Don't get fancy, just stick to the script. Learn the simple stuff first, improvise later. Cunt! Once more, with feeling."
"Cunt. Okay?"
"Okay, try another. Cuntlapper."
"Cuntlapper. Oooh! Turns me on. But it's still only a word, Julia, how long must I wait to feel it? I mean really feel it, the real thing, you know? Are you going to tease me all night? How long do I have to wait? I'm ready now. Julia?"



CHAPTER FOUR


Her grin was mildly infuriating, an I-told-you-so look. But maybe we were both faking a little. That rather pointed reference to "trouble" could only have been a veiled threat, just ominous enough to nudge me in her direction. Luckily, my change of heart was eased somewhat by the promise of a new experience, always an enticement – and even more so in my chronic mood of frustration. If the self-centered husband couldn't soothe my jangled nerves, why not try the eager wife? Nice to keep it all in the family, at least, with no hazardous ventures into dark hallways. By hook or by crook, this predatory lesbian was going to sink her claws into my plump young body; why not relax and enjoy it?
Anyway, my pussy-lips – cunt-lips? – were already quivering in anticipation, provoked by pressure from every angle. The dirty words did have a certain tingling effect, spoken out loud like that, so shamelessly. Especially when they were concerned with such a dirty perversion! Then too, there was the added excitement of sashaying around naked in front of a fully dressed girl-gobbler, hardly a tonic for those taut nerves of mine. Sexier than naked, actually, with my rolled stockings and junior-prom heels. I was glad to see Julia remain dressed, of course, glad to find ourselves in apparent agreement on who would do what do whom. This way there was no controversy, no question of roles, just a simple recognition and match-up of one "cunt" and one "cunt-lapper" – both suitably attired for the occasion. For which I was duly grateful. Ah yes, let my lesbian lover's energy compensate for the sloth of her big-dick male counterpart…
"You have an interesting mouth."
"Oh, sure, interesting…" I shrugged disconsolately, irritated by her continued insistence on conversation. "That's what people say when they can't think of a compliment."
"Touche. Intriguing, then."
"It's just a big mouth, that's all."
"Intriguing. And I'm intrigued, I must admit."
"Julia? Aren't we ever going to begin?"
"But we already have, my dear. Didn't you know?"
I could almost feel the sparks singe my skin, the hot sparks from those emerald-green eyes. And then I saw the kiss forming on her lips and was barely able to suppress a visible shudder, an instinctive but rather idiotic reaction. I just hadn't expected her to kiss me. Not that kind of kiss, anyway. Couldn't she just lead me over to the sofa and play our cuntlapper-and-cunt game? I was sure ready for it. An adult version of forgotten childish fun – complete with climax, hopefully! But no, she was already tilting my face up to meet hers, about to kiss me like a man. More gently, perhaps – ugh – like a bridegroom kissing his bride at the wedding ceremony?
To hell with the wedding, let's have the honeymoon! Lap my cunt, you lesbian cuntlapper, isn't that what lesbians are supposed to do?
She kissed me. Right on the mouth. She placed her woman's mouth right on mine. And for a moment there, well, I didn't know whether to swoon away gracefully or take it and risk an upset stomach. I could see myself unchucking all over the rug, a naked little girl covered with remorse. To say nothing of embarrassment. Although it was hard to figure which one of us would have been more embarrassed, the kisser or the kissee. I didn't have to, fortunately – after that single twinge of revulsion everything simmered down and stayed put, steady as an old grandfather clock. Tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-tock. Only it must have been time for the hour to strike; something inside my belly went bong all of a sudden, and it was like the dawn of a new day for me. The dawn of a new life?
No man's kiss had ever felt like this, so sensuous, so solicitous, so totally dedicated. Dedicated to me. I moaned into her mouth and surrendered blissfully, endeavoring only to remain receptive near-equal dedication. She tasted of liquor rose-petal lipstick, sweeter and more intoxicating than any after-dinner cordial. And more seductive, too, something quite outside the realm of masculine possibility. I knew then that she was seducing me with her own womanly wiles, accomplishing her aim without any further need of veiled threats and such.
Her tongue was softer than mine – and much smaller, of course – but its expertise and greedy enthusiasm went beyond belief. It kept moving all the time, licking the inside of my mouth, darting back and forth and circling around and around and never coming to rest. The kiss was a hot one, no doubt about that, but pretty soon the liquor flavor wore off and then all I could think of was the sweetness of it. Lipstick against lipstick. Perfume blending with perfume. The taste of woman mixed with woman. There was something ripe and rich and fruity about it, a succulent dessert with the magnitude of a main dish. I could have feasted there for hours.
Julia had other ideas, though. She broke the contact abruptly and stood there towering above me, her face aglow with triumph, almost a kind of exaltation. "Uh-huh. Whose little girl are you? No, my dear, you'd better start revising your priorities. For someone like you, men are only a habit left over from adolescence. You were designed for more exotic pleasures."
There was no sympathy now, merely a blunt statement of fact, too tough for any rebuttal. I remained mute, overwhelmed by her majestic presence, breathless, still sexually aroused, still tasting the sweet residue of that soul-shattering kiss. And famished for more, naturally, parched for another sip of its succulence. Had she offered it, I would have sucked and swallowed the saliva-honey from her mouth. I felt myself floundering now, torn loose from the bedrock of my past, bewildered by my own erratic behavior, my emotionally unstable reactions. How could she have wrought such a change in me – this unpredictable woman – how did it happen, how did my world crumble so quickly?
I had no answers, only questions, unspoken questions. And even those were set aside as she touched me, patting my flushed cheeks with her hand. A condescending caress, first one side, then the other – her expression impassive now, with just a hint of amused arrogance lurking beneath the surface. Or was it cruelty? From my lowly viewpoint, even her character traits were unpredictable. I received only vague impressions, no diagrams, no details, nothing clear and concise. There was the aura to contend with, misty as a black lace nightgown, an aura of sensuality. Of sex and lust and wickedness. And it billowed out to encompass me like some big sweet-scented cloud. Not a fleecy white cloud, a dark and mysterious one, rife with innuendo…
"Hmm. So soft. Such a sexpot. Maybe I ought to make you my little girl. Do you think that's possible?"
"I-I…"
"Hush. You've already told me. Like this. See? Wait now, I'll do it again. Oh, you are sensitive."
She had me shaking, that was how sensitive I had become. All with just a fleeting touch of her hand. Well, not so fleeting. Both hands now, one gliding down to where I needed it most. While the other continued to hover over my already blossoming nipples. And then it was the thing in my belly that was blossoming, incited by the magic wand of her fingertip. Anyway, it felt like that, just the tip of one finger, although I couldn't tell for sure. Her eyes held mine. Peripherally, I could see her lips, the lipsticked lips, a lovely red counterpoint to the green of her engulfing gaze. Inches apart, we seemed to be kissing again. Only now all my sensitivities were rushing downward, converging on that fantastic finger.
Fantabulous! And it wasn't even inside me yet. Just tracing up and down the outer furrow of my cunt. The vulva. I had the feeling of being painted with lipstick down there. My craving was for something deeper, though, and I indicated it with a quivery little lurch of my middle. A tilt of pelvis, spasmodic. I must have been wiggling my legs apart, too, because all of a sudden there was a wetness, a definite slippery wetness, even though her finger hadn't seemed to move much in that direction. It was in me, sure enough, narrowing the arc of its motion to fit into my now well-irrigated furrow. Not nearly to the depth I craved, alas…
"Do that. Yes. Make it suck, darling."
"Ssuck? Hmm? Julia?"
"Your cunt. Make it suck ray finger. Invite me in."
"Oh. I-I don't know… wait… uh…"
"That's it. Good girl! Isn't that a lovely way to fingerfuck? Ah! You darling. Nnngg. Isn't this nice? You deserve a reward for learning it so quickly."
Unpredictable. Just when I was getting the hang of it, too, clenching and unclenching some unidentified muscles down there, muscles I wasn't even aware of. But the reward came with a delicious jolt, an abrupt thrust of her finger – hand? – that sapped the strength out of every muscle, inside and all around, including the ones in my already shaky thighs. The weakness reached my knees, turning me perilously limp, and I swayed and clutched at her but still couldn't function, clinging there like a parasite. She too lost her balance momentarily, and we collapsed together.
The rug abraded my bare back, a fresh stimulus. Her invading hand went quiescent again, a gentle fuck once more, the work mostly mine. But she was still rewarding me – and herself now, no doubt – as a man might, a breast-oriented male. (A common species among the opposite sex, so hung-up on tits!) Only there was no comparison, of course, and it seemed quite logical that someone with breasts of her own would best know how to treat breasts. The soft nipple-suction, so maddeningly soft that an accidental touch of her teeth soon became a welcome relief. Only a woman would understand. How often had I soaped my own budding nipples in the bath – a girlhood habit we never outgrow, I'm sure! – lathering them so softly that even the flick of a sharp fingernail had a certain abrasive charm. Only it was sharp teeth instead now, the painful accidents occurring more and more frequently, a kind of subtle erotic violence, until she had me squirming in scary protest. I was sandwiched between two abrasions then, still conscious of the bristly carpet below. Bristly but not unbearable. Like the bite of those teeth, excruciating but masked in fluid ecstasy, still only a tiny nucleus in the great sexy wet molecule of her mouth. Some molecule! Mollusk was more like it, nurturing each nipple, each pearl, like a guardian oyster…
"I'm very fond of your dewy young bosom, my dear."
"Thank you, ma'am. My pleasure."
So courtly! Such elegance of phrase! And so deliciously phony, what with the kiss turning fiercely covetous, losing all sense of restraint. Her lips smacked at my tits greedily, overdoing it, making loud slobbering noises. But the sound was strangely infectious, vibrant, penetrating the length of my body to buzz around my clitoris – and I could only hold her close and stroke her head rapturously, the long golden locks atumble on my flesh. Every now and then I brushed aside a few stray strands that threatened to interfere with her sucking. I had to touch her mouth once, right at the point of contact, discovering a bizarre new excitement as my finger slid into the wet vacuum to wedge itself between wet tongue and wet nipple.
Even before her head moved away, I knew exactly where she was going. Or maybe I moaned first and that gave her the idea. A moan full of meaning, it must have been, a desperation signal to stir her to pity. Or at least strike some responsive chord. And it succeeded, apparently, because she made only a pretense at planting butterfly kisses on the way down, pausing once at the dip of my navel and then again upon the rolling crown of my abdomen. Belly button to belly. Charting the depth and rise, the lay of the land, as though to prepare and acclimatize herself well in advance, as thorough as an old pith-helmet-type explorer on an equatorial quest. Uh-huh. How torrid was my zone! Erogenous zone, that is. Although by that time my whole body was beginning to feel like one huge erogenous zone, glad of any attention whatsoever.
Her body had angled off to the side, turning her topsy-turvy to me, and it was her soft nose and not the anticipated stiffer chin that grazed my delta first. So light a touch! But with a power of its own nonetheless, the deliciously hot-breathing nostrils – so benevolent now, my darling dragon – blowing prickly patterns in my cunt-hair, prickles of wild excitement. The last delay, I figured, no more teasing after this. But who can predict the unpredictable? I should have known by now. It was happening again – variations on a theme by Julia, artiste extraordinaire! – with one obvious difference, of course, the intimate but inevitably noticeable superiority of tongue over finger. And the rest remained pretty much the same as before, the same up-and-down licking arc, the same preoccupation with the outer furrow, a vulva-fetish of sorts. She had to bob her head now to complete the sweep, a kind of sideways bobbing that I enjoyed watching and hated to stop. But the challenge was more than I could resist, almost second nature to me, and those recently unlocked muscles slipped right back into that spasmodic clenching routine, all but spontaneous in their eagerness. On an all but impossible mission, though. Suck that itty-bitty tongue? The cunt-lips of an elastic virgin might have helped, nothing less.
Too bad about that. My own degree of cuntal elasticity had diminished somewhat since the demise of my cherry. Hardly unnatural, even at my young age. But it became a source of sudden anxiety just the same, driving me to extremes in my effort to sublimate and compensate and perhaps even perform a miracle. Think positive. Wasn't the smooth arc of her tongue already a shade fluttery around midpoint? Slumping a bit? Well, getting a little ragged, anyhow. Ah yes, let her bobbing head bear witness, its slowdown a sure sign of something or other. Slowdown and stop. Less spectacular but infinitely more satisfying. At last! It was mine now, that reluctant tongue of hers, sucked out of its rut by the sweat of my unseen muscle fiber. Or sucked into its rut, more specifically – and by the same token, not really so sweaty a task, just conducive to slippery mucous surfaces. Which, in turn, enticed more tongue into the act, enough to slither around lazily in the general vicinity of my throbbing clit-button. Where she had herself a field day, quite naturally, doubtless gloating as even the near-missed registered with the kick of an incipient orgasm, sending me into convulsion after convulsion…
"Well, little girl?"
"Oooh…"
She must have read my meaning and that it wasn't the big one for me yet, just a long-drawn out disjointed shudder of need, a call to action on her part. And now, summoned up and set free, a whole new slew of sensations that had lain dormant and untapped all my life – talk about novelty – skittered around crazily to add to the confusion.
Always another fillip, another flurry. Until I had to reach out in panic for something to steady myself, something solid to hold onto. And it was solid, sure enough, the swell of a fleshy haunch inside that snugly cut, stark sheath. Even the sight of it affected me sensually, though, as my small white hand appeared to be seeking more than mere support from that big black-clad bulwark alongside. I found myself straining to pull it closer, to nestle my head into the very center of all that perfumed warmth – to steep my cares in its sweet intoxication. A glimpse of nirvana, it felt like, just enough to make me curious for more…
Curious for more what?
Nirvana was out of my line, too remote for the likes of me, a red-blooded little American girl, more concerned with sex than with emotional sanity and such. I let the earthy side of my personality take control, all impulse and pouting impetuosity, lunging with both arms to seize and position that big womanly body for my pleasure. Or for whatever might be appropriate to my next impromptu mood. Luckily, she got the message and cooperated now, otherwise I could have gone on hauling freight till doomsday. But her torso complied with my somewhat ungentle insistence, wriggling into place, followed almost haphazardly by a toss of her long limbs, long and lax and landing every which way – crazy legs – and yet surprisingly shapely despite the slight heaviness accentuated by this rather awkward contortion. A heaviness of calf and thigh. And of the broad hips, too, only I didn't mind that at all, nuzzling into the softly enveloping comfort. Like a shy child playing ostrich in her mother's ample lap, burrowing in and burying her face to hide from the outside world.
I couldn't help noticing the condition of that dress now, the stylish black sheath, all wrinkled and rucked-up from so much rolling around. Rucked high on her thighs. So that even the loose embrace of my arms took in a lot of bare flesh – along with some perilously suspended sheer hosiery and an assortment of metallic fasteners and stretchy straps, all no doubt connected to a matching garter belt somewhere. And all with a certain sexy connotation, of course, the intimately provocative necessities that even the most virtuous of women cannot put on without a leer and a private little whore fantasy. More interesting than the black material cradling my cheeks, anyway. Hmm. What if the hem got rucked a few inches higher? Hmmm…
Oh shit, do I dare?
It was the smell that decided me. The perfume smell. I caught an unexpected whiff of something stronger, sharper, almost pungent to my nostrils. Not the same flowery scent that turned bland filtering through so much fabric. No, this seemed to be billowing out from beneath the skirt – and I simply followed my nose and ducked down there for a moment, boosting the hem along slyly on the way back up. Well, not so slyly. Too far! Because all of a sudden there it was, facing me, all pouched out inside the wispy black panties, a bulging and evidently hairy cunt. I stopped functioning for a while, shutting my eyes and concentrating on the renewed furor of that tantalizing little tongue. It was a cop-out, pretty much, just time to get my poor head together and plan a quick retreat without undue embarrassment. No more impetuous impulses, though – that was how I'd gotten into this fix. Instant lesbianism. Hah! Some lesbian. Afraid to open my eyes. Still, it could have been worse. What if she hadn't worn panties tonight?
Ten I heard it. A sound to chill the blood. The sound of ripping and tearing, a sundering of threads – so close – and at last a grunt of smug satisfaction. Or was it impatience? The next move was definitely up to me. Julia had made hers, sure enough, a dramatic masterstroke! A sacrifice of panties. Expensive ones, probably, and she could have shed them without any fuss. But no, the spectacular was more her style, the smashing of the barrier in one heavy-handed swipe. Even with my eyes shut, I could see that fragile wisp of lingerie in shreds, wide-open, its torn crotch dangling like a weather beaten signal flag, a personal message just for me…



CHAPTER FIVE


The first thing that came to mind was kind of silly. Right after I opened my eyes. Not the denuded cunt itself, oddly enough. Nor was it my rather precarious position there, a little too involved and a helluva lot too close. No, the eye-opener was that tattered and torn panty-crotch, dangling, dangling, exactly as I had pictured it in the dark; exactly. And then – with an intermittent shudder – I had to pause and think about ESP and such, giving due credit to coincidence but still knocking on those faraway esoteric Doors of Perception.
I was alert enough to make one decision, anyway – again in that "kind of silly" category. Those damn panties! I made a mental note to keep them out of the trash can later. Somehow they had achieved a certain sentimental value, quite aside from the ESP stuff. After all, what other girl had ever inspired such a grand-gesture sacrifice from her would-be lesbian seducer? Wasn't this a night to remember? Let the scrap of shredded lingerie take its rightful place among my souvenirs – bottom drawer, left-hand side. Memento of my first gay affair! First and only, perhaps. And it might still even fizzle out now – the brief-candle computer romance of a would-be and a never-was – doomed in its infancy. In its very conception. No mystery, though, no need for an inquest. Death from natural causes. The generation gap. Lack of communication. Frigidity. Impotence. Premature ejaculation. The heartbreak of psoriasis. And last but not least, the ludicrously looming possibility of a computer-input data error: one of us just happens to prefer men, the one with the thick lips, a natural-born cocksucker…
"Darling?"
"Uh-huh. Wait. Don't rush me."
"Of course not. I wouldn't dream of it. We've got all the time in the world."
"Oh. I-I thought you were getting impatient."
"Umm, honey, that's easy to understand. You might hear me making funny noises. Like a little grunt maybe, you know? Or you might see me get all twitchy and fidgety sometimes. Like a nervous breakdown on the verge. And you might even say all of those are signs of impatience. Well, you'd be absolutely right. But it's nothing for you to fret about. It's just my body acting up, not my mind. I'll keep the lid on, don't worry, I'll be very patient with you. There now, does that cheer you up?"
A rhetorical question. Anyway, she was already angling over to scrooch down between my thighs once more, obviously not expecting much of an answer. And not getting any. Especially the one she must have been pining for, a cherry kiss in the immediate vicinity of that dangling distress signal. Only I wasn't quite ready to commit myself as yet. For that matter, I wasn't ready for anything just then. I had quit functioning a second time.
The perfume smell again, the one with a sexy bite! It was affecting me like a loud rock concert – "heavy metal" – so loud that it seems to compress your body and hold you motionless. Only this was a scent that had me in its grip, an overpowering redolence of crushed flowers and musk and probably too-ripe woman-flesh. Even the floral fragrance had to share in the guilt; it bore the taint of some turgid tropical jungle, abloom with lurid foliage only to camouflage and appease the carnivorous appetites of its quicksands and quagmires – a verdant lure that seldom failed to inflame the senses of some nice plump botanist passing by. The aroma was befogging my brain with its obscenely musky appeal, a state of suspension that I had neither the desire nor the will to challenge. And I could see its source, of course – my personal quagmire! – right under my nose. Smacking its oily lips, smug with power, while it polluted the atmosphere with its silent but inescapable siren song. Promises of perfumed depravity. Promises, promises! Individual ecstasies a specialty. Sweet Sixteen orgies catered. Sexagenarians laundered. Incestuous relationships discreetly arranged. Oh yes, I had just enough evil in my makeup to know evil when I saw it…
I became distantly aware of a change. Something missing. Julia had tapered off again down there. I was vaguely conscious of her face rising and craning back at me. To speak, no doubt. Another gently barbed reminder. Patience may be a virtue, but who remains virtuous in this day and age? Or some such. And I would be grateful even for a demeaning grown-up lecture, a stern finger, just the thing to goose my butt out of this paralyzing perfume jag.
The tension mounted. I waited for the sound of her voice, dreading it but desperately in need. Her body was still uncoiling sinuously if somewhat laboriously, a painstaking movement that edged her head closer to mine without even an extended twist or turn to disturb the sexy status quo, the central battleground for our war of nerves. Olfactory nerves first, I hoped. Imagination, perhaps, but I could actually feel the eddy of scent-saturated currents swirl up around my face. Screw the status quo! Say something nice and nasty, you sarcastic bitch. Must I sniff cunt all night?
And then I got the bad news in a crash of silence. No criticism this trip, apparently. Julia had struck her ultimate pose and was settling into it like a dress shop display dummy with a touch of laryngitis. No sound effects. Adding insult to injury, the purpose of her snaky maneuver became clear now – a chance to play voyeur – at her own it was me she kept staring at, as far as I could tell – intently, but with no more emotion than the lens of a camera. While I remained there, spellbound, utterly helpless.
At that dismal point, I might have easily been forced into any given direction. My tendency to dwell interminably on every little decision was becoming a bore. And so was my apparent obsession with decisions in general. I probably wouldn't have hesitated to resurrect my cuddly dumb bunny personality for the first person who offered to balance my checkbook. Any volunteers? No, not likely. Oh, if only there was a gadget to tell people when to speak up! The expedient moment. Hmm. Like now, for instance? All she had to do was say it. Right out loud. Just tell me! Come on, you horny little whore, what are you waiting for? It's cunt time. Go get it, baby, it's right under your nose…
It would have ended this awful suspense, at least. And wasn't that how an aggressive lesbian effected her conquests? Okay, so I was ready to be conquered. Why couldn't she understand?
Hah! Stupid me. She understood, all right, and far more than I did. Aggressive or otherwise, the key word here was still lesbian. A lesbian was seducing an unreconciled girl. Only it was being done with a certain subtle passivity, a scarcely veiled insistence that the final, fateful thrust of such reconciliation be self-inflicted. A lesbian was making a Goddam lesbian out of me. And was I ready for that too, ready to contrive my own conquest? Decisions, decisions. Wheels within wheels. Prudent one minute, just plain stubborn the next until I couldn't help but wonder which. Anyway, somehow I just didn't feel any reason to kiss her down there, kiss her cunt, kiss those lips, those grinning hairy lips; no reason at all.
With a visible shrug, Julia came out of her voyeuristic pose to turn active again, twisting her head around to land back down between my thighs. And that fiendish little tongue resumed its fiendish little caresses once more. Like before, though, I got the full benefit of it only when my own inner muscles were squeezing. Working hard, actually. As if my cunt was servicing her tongue, not the other way around. Or maybe tongues were considered all-important in certain gay circles! More important right there, it seemed. Hmm. What if she got a jolt of mine? My great big one. She couldn't have noticed it yet, that was for sure. And neither had I very much, for that matter except in relation to my thick lips and generously proportioned mouth – all seen in the light of that cocksucking championship. But in this instance, right here and now, a good-sized tongue would be an advantage all by itself. Indeed, a highly significant advantage. Mine was already atingle over the idea, practically dying to blossom forth and show off a little. Oh shit, wouldn't it put that tiny thing of hers to shame?
So all of a sudden I had a reason, just like that, an intriguing and almost irresistible reason to end the deadlock. Vanity. A bit far-fetched, perhaps, but still within my immediate logical grasp, an illusion of truth and dire necessity. And I was already trembling with anticipation, intoxicated by the winy fleurs-de-mal fragrance in my nostrils, inflamed by the no longer dubious prospect of making love to a member of my own sex. One way or another. I would have carnal knowledge of this incorrigibly perverted creature. To the ultimate perverted degree, no doubt. And the fact of her perversion – and mine! – only made it that much more thrilling.
My lips went uncomfortably dry. I licked them with a hurrying tongue tip, trying to comprehend the abrupt change in myself, eager now for this lewdly inviting venture into the unknown. Eager to partake of the evil wine, its bouquet, its body. Eager to taste the erotic excitement of woman. The love of woman for woman! And eager to sample it all before my bubble of illusion shattered. Which meant that I'd better take the plunge right away – the dive, the tumble, the headlong drop into that pool of seething sensuality. The cunt pool! Scary. Hardly a fiery maelstrom, perhaps, but to me no less formidable than the flaming swimtank of a daredevil circus diver. And with dizzier aftereffects, I'd have been willing to wager.
Anyway, the time had come. Moaning aloud to vent my crescendo of inner tension, I simply surrendered and sank low right there – between her legs and beneath the rucked-up skirt – and at last muted the dregs of my moan in the hot fleshy mound that appeared to split down the middle and yield coquettishly to my slightest pressure. It opened wider and wider to welcome me, giving my zealously primed tongue plenty of room to practice. Only the practice failed to achieve its hoped-for perfection there, fitting me with a sense of loss instead, a vague feeling of frustration that refused to go unheeded.
I had to slow down and figure that one out. The fault lay at least partly in our position, still reversed but more nearly parallel now, the so-called "head over heels in love" embrace. Loving and being loved, supposedly. Only the thrill seemed comparatively weak, not quite up to expectations – not even by less exacting standards – despite the extreme intimacy of our entanglement. And I realized then, after an interim of introspection, that this final classic coupling of body with female body had certain limitations. No wonder she had swung only halfway around before this, twisting herself into an ungainly angle for those earlier kisses. Uh-huh. Method in her madness! Small as it was, her tongue had managed to reach my clitoris quite nicely then, approaching it from below, the more sensitive underside. But now, stuck here in this obviously limited parallel posture, not even the most agile and amply proportioned of tongues – mine included! – could duplicate that feat. Not from the underside. So we were both at a distinct disadvantage, capriciously thwarted by the apparent dictates of custom; after all, this was the classic lesbian position, wasn't it?
Worst yet, my reason for getting involved was still at stake, even more so than ever now, an opportunity already down the drain. Down that great big dark hole, all vagina and no clit. Too big, too damned big! Bigger and looser than a cunt ought to be – especially upside-down like this! – even though I had no right to criticize or complain. No, it was disappointing only because I couldn't really show off my tongue. Ugh. With a little more push I could probably fit my whole head into that bottomless undersea chasm. And drown in a watery grave, no doubt, too limp to evade the dark undertow and struggle back up to the surface. Or too preoccupied maybe, still more concerned with the dashed hopes and dying possibilities for my larger-than-life pink tongue, my uniquely wrought organ of taste and speech and what-have-you…
"Honeychild? Not quitting, are you? So soon?"
The query sounded quite serious, occasioned by an unwitting and almost imperceptible lift of my head. I remained like that but couldn't unclog my throat for the requisite answer, still restricted to no more than a barely audible moan. Even my ability to think rationally was still in doubt, suspended, submerged in the aphrodisiac haze of musk arising from the quivery-hot interior of those lustful loins. I gazed down at its sultry source with mixed emotions, a breakthrough of sorts, my first long and unabashed look at her cunt. Even the prominently thicketed plumage surprised me, light brown at peak density but jauntily overlaid with a charming golden tinge at the curly ends and edges. And now I could actually see the thing, itself, the cleft, the labia, the softly furled petals, all rosy red inside and glistening with her sex dew, tiny jewels of moisture sporadically strung upon stray tendrils of hair. I was too close to view it in context, of course, but the overall color harmony did make an aesthetic impression on me. The tipped, light brown tuft picked up a certain translucence under the lamp, a quality and chromatic hue not unlike the amber of her skin, a fetching blend. And the same easy compatibility persisted throughout, as far as I could tell, the fusion of colors narrowing almost to a single uniform consistency: an antique gold aglow from within. A bit bizarre, perhaps, but no more so than the woman herself, consistently unpredictable…
"Hey there, won't you join me? Come on, Rory."
"Hmm?"
"Get plugged in. It's no good unless you complete the circuit, you know? Just like before. Only better."
"Oh…"
"Unless maybe you really are quitting. Copping out, huh?"
"N-no… never…" I pouted, mumbling my protest slowly but with demure emphasis. Speech was less difficult now, a cover for my injured pride. Then, on the crest of a sudden giggle, "That circuit. If we complete it, isn't a bell supposed to ring or something?"
"Sure. Pavlov's dogs come in and ring it. In case of a cop-out, though, they just bark good and loud."
"Okay, okay. I can take a hint."
A chuckle sounded from between my thighs, and that pointy little tongue of hers resumed its joyous torment. She had it down to a science, I realized, angling her head slightly even in this restricted position. Couldn't I do the same? Regardless, my moment of procrastination had run its course. I had to do something…
And then, inspired by her droll rejoinder, I decided on a new approach. Instant conditioning. Pavlov would have been proud! No more stewing over my sad tongue, no more foolish frustrations about showing it off. No more intellectualizing. Back to basics, back to the simple stuff. Cunt. Even those dumb dogs would have understood that. Cunt, cunt, cunty-cunt. Cunt-conscious, cunt-oriented, cunt-conditioned! Just like that. Hmm. Cunt-crazy? Somewhat premature, perhaps, but it did cast a promising shadow. Crazy over cunt! No persuasion necessary. Instant conditioning. Ah yes, just the thing for a well-bred bitch in heat. A naked little bitch in droopy nylons. Cunt-conditioned now, hot for another bitch! A big one, a nice big sexy bitch with an impatient cunt and conveniently torn panties. And wouldn't they have themselves a ball, those two lucky bitches?
I dove right in and started my suck-kiss. Her great wet maw of a crotch opened in greeting, all warm and moist and slippery, huge enough to swallow half my head. And why not let it? I sank my face in deeper, tentatively at first and then with an almost grudging recognition of its unexpected pleasures. The ripe flavor, for instance, the richly appetizing taste of mature woman-flesh – mmm, yummy! – wasn't it just this sort of thing that could get to be a habit? If so, I was already beyond reclamation, adrift in the slithery softness, lost in the exquisitely intoxicating texture and fragrance. And now I was delving for more depth, using my hands underneath her coyly yielding buttocks to cup and lift and seal the contact. Scrumptious! And oh, the mystery of it, the dark vortex luring me liquidly onward, ever deeper into the tart-sweet slime of our shared depravity. We were doing it together for the first time, really, fulfilling a mutual desire – to possess and be possessed. Together, together! And the sheer physical thrill swelled to wondrous proportions, leaving no room inside me for anything else, not even a random thought. No fallout from this life-exploding bomb, no toxic residue sifting down upon my shoulders like a burden of guilt. Nothing at all. Except perhaps for a fleeting split-second notion, a flash of insight to illuminate the canyons of my conscience with the almost blinding revelation that "lesbian" is not a dirty word…
"Oooh! That turns me on. Do it some more, darling."
"Ummm?"
"Hard, much harder. You know. Fuck me!"
"Mmm. Hmmm? Nnnng?"
"Oh yes, that's it, that's just grand! Isn't it freaky? Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me with your face, your pretty face!"
I clutched at her legs, the backs of her thighs, feeling the urgency in them, in the rock-and-thrust of her pelvis, the writhing contortions of her entire body. Urgency indeed – a need to be served and an imperative demand for that service – all focused upon her cunt, the hot wellspring of her passion, a veritable font of lubricity. And I was more than willing to serve it, naturally, even if that made me some kind of slave girl. Cunt-slave? Whatever. Slave to my big bossy lesbian lover…



CHAPTER SIX


It was pretty silly – even – about pinning that "slave" label upon myself. Although I had to admit that the roar of excitement in my body must have drowned out any possible whimper of shame at the time. A momentary masochistic urge, no doubt. The tendency wasn't exactly unfamiliar to me, a tendency toward submission – not for pain or anything like that, just a normal girlish deference to the more dominant masculine personality. True, it was somewhat less than normal in this particular instance, but my flighty little mind had already accepted the wife as a substitute for her husband. I was socially inferior to both, of course, but Julia's air of superiority was greater and far more overwhelming.
Only it was real, not just an air, and I couldn't help but make the comparison after Simon's next visit. A regularly scheduled visit, with those same old regularly scheduled activities. Leaving me with my thirst unslaked and my hunger unappeased, no longer satisfied with just another mouthful of cock, no matter how big and hard and masculine. Quite the contrary, in fact. I might even have felt less critical had the sweaty odor in my nostrils been daintier, more delicate, suffused with fragrantly perfumed memories of his beautiful wife's femininity. Beautiful and infinitely seductive…
A superior creature, then. Oh shit, I missed her! Especially when the torment took hold, the sexy torment that could be pure hell with no satisfaction in sight. Just once, I thought of going out to make a pickup in some bar – at best, pretty risky! – but now that idea fell completely flat, what with a newly added risk to figure on. The risk of forfeiting even a remote chance that she might come acalling again; what if I wasn't home?
And so, in the wee small hours of the morning, I found myself tossing and turning and gritting my teeth. It got almost painful after a while. I could practically feel her right there in bed with me. The musky scent wouldn't let me breathe. Every curvy square inch of my skin had achieved new sensitivity, a kind of itch that needed to be well scratched. Only all the scratching in the world wouldn't have been more than a drop in the bucket, the way I itched. My poor tits got all tingly. The inner surfaces of my thighs developed an uncomfortable stickiness. There was a void within me, a hollow in my flesh that was raw and aching. And all that tossing and turning wore [missing text].
Until, at last, I succumbed inevitably to the well-nigh inexorable pressure of my need. My hands began to forage. My fingers scurried around on little missions of their own. It still wasn't much good, though – as expected, dammit! – and I was soon sobbing in frustration, further inflamed by a hot but maddingly impossible desire to get my mouth down there and lick where it itched most. To penetrate those quivering cunt-lips and fill the throbbing void with this wet tongue of mine, thick and wet and eager for a taste. If only I could be a cuntlapper to my own cunt!
That helped, miraculously. Just thinking about it. Grotesque as it was, the bizarre whim became a fantasy-like spur that actually goaded me into a big climax. Bigger than I had anticipated. My sobs turned to ecstatic shrieks, loud enough to rattle my eardrums and shock me into at least a semblance of sanity. Loud enough to wake the whole neighborhood, it sounded like, and I modified my two-handed self-caress hastily if somewhat reluctantly, pulling one squishy paw free to cut off the noise. And that too had a miraculous effect! I tasted the palm plastered over my parted lips, the palm and then the fingers – effectively smothering the scream but also delighting my senses with an unforeseen dividend, a little liquid incentive to quell my reluctance. I licked greedily, tasting and savoring the deliciously slimy stuff, the moisture of my cunt in the sweet throes of orgasm. Then everything hit me at once – and I must have blacked out awhile.
It couldn't have been very long, though – no more than a minute or so – because I earns to in exactly that same position, one hand in my mouth, the other jammed up my vagina. Or was it the same? It felt different now, somehow – just as nice in this tranquil afterglow, nice in a gentle way – but different nonetheless, a difference I couldn't quite fathom. Hmm. Of course! I had the good grace to blush at that point, already half asleep but still aware of my cheeks growing hot with shame, hot with my own self-inflicted humiliation. As well they might! And yet it seemed incredible, obliterated from my memory like that. Had I really done it, had I really changed hands back there? I must have. Right in the middle of all that eerie excitement, the thrill of sucking my own juicy sex secretions – overpowering enough to knock me out, admittedly, but still hardly an excuse for such unseemly conduct. Switching hands, imagine, bringing up a scoop of fresh cunt-cream in one and sending the other back down to keep the creamy pot achurning. What a sensual little bitch I was becoming! Or had I always been like that? Was it possible that one small lesbian affair could have uncovered such hidden facets in my nature?
Possible indeed. Highly probable. And the discovery was a source of pride, I decided – more determined than ever now to continue on in this same erotically rich vein. Even the shame itself was a kind of tantalizing addiction, bittersweet, not for children – tasty only to someone like me, a sexy little sensualist just liberated from the sticky-fingered innocence of childhood. I had given up candy for the joys of cunt. And in the meantime, with the aid of those few minor miracles, sleep was no longer a problem this lonely night. My body had received the peace that my mind couldn't offer it. Not much of a peace, unfortunately. Just a temporary truce, I realized only too well, barely sufficient to blunt the keen edge of desire. Oh no, I hadn't solved anything. I even feel asleep wondering if it wasn't just my youthful impatience that made the perverted relationship so attractive to me. Impatience! Plus a touch of imagination…

***

Sex was whirling around in my brain that evening. It seemed to spin far and wide, saturating the atmosphere of my apartment with its not-quite-familiar provocative perfume, making me feel more alone than ever. All alone and lonesome. And not very anxious to crawl into my vaguely perfumed bed and try to diddle myself to sleep in some hazy fantasy. Musk-and-floral, no doubt, but who could remember anymore?
That was when my phone rang. Eureka! Speak of the devil, I thought. Or rather, think of the devil. Or so I hoped, leaping to answer it – with my fingers crossed for luck and a prickle of extrasensory perception for confidence. Neither of which had much change, really, in view of the circumstances. It just couldn't be Julia telephoning in advance. What for, to request an invitation?
No, hers would be an unannounced visit. Just like that first one. If and when she ever got around to it.
"Darling?"
That was all it took. One word. The magic word to make my dream come true. Darling. It sent shivers racing up my spine. Who else would begin a phone call like that? I recognized her voice immediately – the throaty quality, an endearment with a hint of command. It was enough to set my cunt-muscles clenching in spontaneous reaction, intrigued but instinctively neutral as yet, a half-and-half mixture of anticipation and apprehension. Always unpredictable, my lesbian lover, seductress of small girls, poacher on her husband's province; oh, but it was good to hear from the bossy bitch again. Even over the telephone, an insipid instrument fiendishly designed to make chatter sound like communication. Which was exactly what seemed to be happening now, somehow.
I couldn't figure her out. Idle talk, charming and convivial, full of good cheer but scarcely relevant to the central issue. And how come she wasn't bossy any more? I got the impression that she didn't even know what the issue was. And pretty soon my poor impatient heart started sending distress signals, reason enough to speak upon my own behalf. Hesitantly, perhaps, but with a certain naive clarity.
"Julia? Forgive the change of subject, but just what are we talking about? And whatever it is, can't we do it better together? You know. Here. My place. Don't you want to come over?"
"I thought you'd never ask."
"Huh? Is that what you're waiting for? I'm confused. Do you have to be asked!"
"Umm, well, don't I?"
Once again I was stumped. But I managed to bypass the confusion with a little more clarity, offering a simple and unmistakable invitation. With a hustle-your-bustle request for haste. Or something to that effect, at least. It was nothing to quibble over, anyway, and I had hopes of ending the ridiculous call in short order. Only she still had reservations, apparently.
"You're sure now? You're not just saying it out of politeness? Or maybe because you're still a little afraid of me, hmm? Rory? You're sure you want me?"
"I'm sure, I'm sure. I need you."
Even then she wavered a moment. But that about wrapped it up, this silly telephone conversation, leaving a few rather conspicuous loose ends for later. Like an unraveled mystery that still didn't make sense. Only it didn't seem quite so mysterious now, not with that last clue to consider. Evidently my fear of her power – to whatever degree – was some sort of block in that power-oriented mind of hers, a barren lapse in the blossoming of our relationship. A loose end, sure enough! But nothing that couldn't be tucked neatly into place with an indulgent caress, I figured.
Which reminded me of a more immediate task, the tucking-in of my hair and such – all the personal grooming and special preparations for a heavy date. OF as much as I could fit into the next half-hour, at any rate. And wasn't it strange to be doing it for a woman? A heavy date indeed! What to wear, what to wear? How does a young girl go about impressing an already more beautiful and infinitely more impressive lesbian? Something on the order of a Cinderella ball gown would sure knock her eye out; too bad I didn't happen to have one handy. But then again, well, come midnight my glass slippers would probably turn to shit. No, it just didn't ring true, the idea of getting all gussied up to entertain this elegantly chic aristocrat. Besides, it would only lead to another striptease act, hardly one of my major accomplishments. Casual, then, that was my best bet, casual and cute and just a teeny bit coy – in an unobtrusive way, of course. And the briefer the better, naturally. A gay little number suitable for picnicking in bed?
Just the thing. Shortie pajamas, all frilly, the baby-doll style popular with schoolgirls. Pink, the same shade as my toenails and fingernails and lavishly applied lipstick. That was my one pet vanity, the thick coating of lipstick on my thick lips, almost whorish in contrast with the rest of my getup. I only hoped Julia would notice it tonight, even if she could never match her husband's enthusiasm. Had this been one of Simon's scheduled nights, my meticulous paint job would have seemed almost pointless, attaining its average life span of some fifteen minutes and then fading into oblivion as he began splitting these lipsticked lips to slip me a mouthful of suck-horny cock. A great big mouthful, too, generating enough friction to run my lipstick bills up and give me a certain awesome status among the girls behind my favorite cosmetics counter. But that was a man's privilege, especially the man who knows when the rent is due. Or was he paying it with his wife's money? Interesting, if true. It would sure cut down on my lipstick bills – and think of the wear and tear on my lips! – if I ever decided to go the lesbian route exclusively and suck cunt for my keep. Not that I'd been asked yet. But somehow the possibility didn't seem at all remote to me. Even those thick lips smiling out of the mirror had a new sheen, a new patina of confidence, and it didn't all come from the tip of my licking tongue. I looked good in this frilly pink two-piece baby-doll outfit – good and sexy! – like a child bursting with curiosity, innocent and seductive at the same time, in the same pose, the same coyly demure expression. And if that didn't impress my filthy-rich lesbian lover, well…



CHAPTER SEVEN


Once again it was her eyes that struck me first. Green as emeralds but with a hotter sparkle, alive, animated. Almost blazing at me, really, piercing my scanty apparel and all but devouring my flesh. This time, though I retained the presence of mind to motion her in and shut the door behind her. And by then her look had softened somewhat, masking that momentary flash of naked lust. The green gaze seemed to broaden out and encompass me with its approval, engulfing me in a kind of warm fuzzy electric sensation.
"Such a pretty girl. All in pink…"
"Pajamas. You don't mind? I didn't feel like dressing."
She smiled and patted me on the cheek lovingly. I felt my face grow hot from the blush that rose to meet her caress. She walked by me, moving toward the big armchair. Slither, slither. It was her slim waist and remarkably full buttocks that gave such an impression, a slithering motion – like an onstage burlesque vamp in an old Hollywood movie. Sexy to the point of exaggeration.
My blush renewed itself. Sexy? I was conscious of that as a lesbian notion, the idea of a woman's body being sexy. A lesbian reaction on my part. Oh, it was all so new to me! Men were sexy, of course, especially the handsome ones – not to handsome, just nice and masculine. Robert Redford was sexy. Or maybe even Charles Bronson, if you liked the extra rugged type. But thinking like that about a woman, well, it was pretty novel. And yet the very novelty had a certain appeal, and I became terribly aware of the fleshy intimacies of that body gliding across the floor. The haunches, the twin globes of her ass, the separate halves jutting and swaying and jiggling and rubbing against each other. I even wondered if the lips of her cunt were activated within the flouncing gait. The thought remained until everything came to rest as she sat down.
"A drink? Julia, same as before?"
"Yes, dear." She tilted her face up. "But come here and give me a little kiss first, hmm?"
Approaching her, my field of vision narrowed with each swift step, drawing to a focus on her shiny red lips. I bent and placed my mouth on them, tasting the sweet lipstick – raspberry? – and sniffing perfume and wallowing in softness, the feminine eroticism of our contact, light and fleeting as it might be. I felt the tip of her tongue. And then in abrupt urgency, almost unconscious of the effort – I sucked the softness into my mouth. A ripple of excitement traveled the length of my bowed backbone.
After a moment she nudged me upright, "You like that, eh? You kind of like playing butch."
"You know. Aggressive."
"Oh…"
She chuckled. "Scat now. Go fix that drink." Then, suddenly, an afterthought, "No wait. Unzip me first. I might as well get comfortable, too."
Her body swiveled up out of the chair, a spiral movement that presented her backside to me. My fingers fumbled for the zipper, trembling, only to be stymied by the protective hook-and-eyelet above it. I worked on that, fascinated by the close up view, the curved swell of hip and buttock down there inside the fabric. And then I caught the zipper gadget again and lowered it carefully, watching the smooth-skinned amber shoulders come into sight, following the line of her spinal column until it appeared to melt and merge into the voluptuous outward flair of her haunches.
"I'll do the rest, honey. You get the drink."
Somewhat reluctantly, I trotted off to do her bidding, listening to the rustle of raiment being shed but unable to see it now, forced to concentrate on the task at hand. By the time I finished and swung around, she was seated in the armchair again, her legs crossed almost primly but nevertheless sensuously. A provocative but still rather disappointing display, as far as I could tell – just the dress, that was all she had taken off. Or was it? Even straining for a glimpse into the shadowy juncture of her thighs, I saw no indication of any panties…
"You're staring, my dear. Must you?"
"Oh. Sorry. I was just wondering… uh…"
"I didn't wear any."
"Huh?"
"Panties. I skipped them tonight, why tear another pair? You do remember, don't you?"
"How could I ever forget? But now that you've told me, I've really got something to stare at."
"Tsk, tsk. Try not to." She took the glass from me; then, after a sip, "Go sit over there on the sofa, hmm? That should remove at least some of the temptation."
"Oooh, you're so mean." I obeyed, pouting.
She ignored that. "You know, if I come around often – or even only once in a while – maybe I ought to keep a robe or something here, hmm? Can you spare a little closet space?"
My pout vanished. "Of course. The whole closet, if you like. But make it often, not just once in a while. Please? And you don't have to wait for an invitation. Come anytime. I mean, uh, just as long as it doesn't… uh…"
"I understand. Don't worry, I won't interfere with my husband's schedule. That's no problem. No, darling, my only problem is making sure that you really do want me."
"I do, I do. I've already said so."
"You want me for yourself? The truth now, Rory. It's not because you're worried about the trouble I might cause you? Not because of fear of me?"
"I just want you, that's all."
"Sweet thing. Oh, I'm so embarrassed about that. About the way I threatened you, the way I held it over your head. How you must have hated me!"
"Well, uh, it was pretty bitchy, I guess. At first, anyway. But then afterward, well…"
"Bitchy is right. Can you ever forgive me?"
"Silly. There's nothing to forgive. Not any more. Julia, can't we just forget it? As though it never happened, okay?"
"You darling girl. I don't deserve such kindness. I really am a bitch, you know. A wicked bitch. You're bound to find that out sooner or later. Fair warning! Even without any threats, I still went ahead and seduced you, remember?"
An eerie shudder went through me. I remembered, all right, but it was too late for any backtracking, the deed was done. At this moment she even looked wicked, despite the crossed legs, the overly decorous posture. A wicked seductress in a brassiere and garter belt, black on amber, the straps and stockings and high-heeled pumps as sinfully alluring as any sexy magazine cover. A wicked woman actually admitting, declaring, proclaiming her wickedness.
"You seduced me, and I loved it. Julia? I-I guess maybe I am a little bit afraid of you. For whatever reason. But can you blame me?"
"Afraid. Hmm. You shouldn't be. But if it's only a little bit, I shan't criticize. I might even enjoy it. You're like a child obedient to an authoritative teacher. Only I feel more like a mother to you, a loving mother with a loving daughter. Come, dear, come sit on my lap and let me cuddle you."
I scrambled from the sofa, eager to plop myself down on those temptingly sleek thighs. She uncrossed her legs and set the glass aside at the same time, welcoming me now with open arms. I giggled happily, nuzzling into the warmth of her neck, leaning upon the lush support of her bosom.
"Oooh, yes, I'll be your baby girl…" A quaint thought struck me, eliciting another giggle, almost hilarious. "Hey, but wouldn't that be incest?"
"Rory. Hmph. Incest, what a dreadful word! I ought to wash your mouth out with soap."
But we were both giggling by then, and soon she was stroking my hair, petting me, cuddling me closer, crooning tiny syllables of sweetness into my ear. As if she had really put me in this role, the child her body had never conceived. I went all soft inside, a sense of compassion first and then gradually of genuine sexual passion, aroused by the heat of her near-naked flesh. After that I just couldn't wait any longer, reaching around behind her back to seek out the fastener of her bra. She swayed forward, giving me room to work in. And at last the catch opened and the bra loosened, spilling those big breasts out into the open.
They filled the screen of my vision, the resilient flesh all quivery right there in front of me. And I could only apply my sucking lips to the soft skin and lose myself in its magic. It was a swirling sensation, aided by the insistent stir of her shoulders, the steady side-to-side twist of her upper torso, even the firm caress of her hands on my head, all combining to roll the great delectable things back and forth across my open mouth. My tongue flicked and dabbed resolutely, licking at each nipple in transit but unable to concentrate on either one. And yet both seemed to stiffen perceptibly against my tongue tip. I wondered if I was doing it right. Probably not. Everything was so new, so different, so complex; oh shit, what does a kid like me know about sucking tits?
The swirling feeling increased, making me giddy, doubtless the result of my own perversely thwarted desire, my need to cling and hold and suck those nipples one after the other between my lips, into my mouth where I could treat them with a certain diligence. And perhaps sample their taste and texture slowly, more possessively, ending the weird noises that rose in my throat as the sensation became ail but unbearable. My tongue felt inept, ungainly, its size utterly useless…
"Ouch! Wait, sweetie, my garter belt is pinching. Let me up, will you? Sorry. No more titties for my baby girl."
I hated stopping like that, leaving off in the midst of what could only have been a poor performance. Without even a chance to catch up and compensate. It wasn't fair. But I was already tumbling off her lap, too late even to get my feet under me. And as she rose to full height, I hit the floor with a thump. On my ass! My well-padded ass, luckily, chubby enough to cushion the fall and survive with safety if not without embarrassment. No bones broken. Only my feelings were hurt. Not that I expected any apology, though – or even a reasonable facsimile thereof – it just wasn't in this big woman's nature to blame herself for such a bump.
Big. Oh wow, yes, she was big! Glancing up from the floor, a worm's-eye view, I was startled by the immensity of her. It was just the angle, more than likely, but I was impressed all over again. Her legs seemed so long! Even longer with the added inches of those sexy shoes, the stilt heels. She was stretching lazily but with a deliberate extension of her arms overhead, an elongation of her entire body, evidently to smooth out and soothe whatever spot of skin had been pinched by the garter belt. It was easy to see how the thing could pinch her, the way it nipped in her midriff to an impossibly narrow dimension, more like a heavy-duty waist cincher than a simple suspender garment to keep the dark nylon stockings taut. Although it did look modishly feminine, even dainty – a garter belt, sure enough – an elegant black satin affair, shiny on the surface, with shirred elastic straps almost gaudily prominent down each firm-fleshed length of tawny amber thigh. Anyway, from my low viewpoint, that enormous tower solidity of her thighs. Lavishing my overflow of love upon the skin, the stocking tops, the elastic ribbons, even the impersonally rigid metal fasteners. But always with a wistful eye on the goodies up above, the ultimate goal of my quest; ah yes, how I yearned to penetrate that tangle of hair with my tongue and sink into the inner softness and just suck and suck and suck…
"Well now, what have we here?" There was a certain derision in her tone, an attitude of faintly whimsical indifference. "Just where do you think you're going?"
"You won't find it the same doing it like that. From down there, I mean. It's not like a sixty-nine. You think you'll be able to handle something new?"
"Ummin…"
"Don't just nod your head, baby. Say it. Say it right out loud. You're hot for my cunt, isn't that so?"
"Hot. Yesss. Hot!"
"That's because you love it, you love my cunt. Unless maybe you've got some other reason…"
"N-no, no other reason. I love your cunt. I want to suck it, suck your beautiful cunt. Right here. Just like this. Won't you let me? Please?"
"Yeah. Suck, then. Suck it, suck Julia's lesbian cunt!"
Whimpering in gratitude, I raised my head and tilted my face up and then all but swooned as the sultry, musky odor overwhelmed me of womanhood had the aspect of some sort of unearthly divinity, an evil sex Goddess spreading her net over the world. With poor little me as her most cherished if somewhat insignificant catch. To be her child, the one she had never borne? Well, no, not a child, of course, but a girl she could call her own, to have and to hold in affectionate lesbian bondage.
I was being held, all right, by whatever unorthodox methods my captor saw fit to employ. Now it was an unshakable obsession, a sudden fanatic fervor for that majestic body of hers. With the garter belt as an unwitting guide, a frame, a vividly laid-out design to focus ray attention. Oh yes, it was the triangular tuft of hair that fascinated me most. Cunt-hair. Cunt. For me, the very essence of temptation, the elixir of my new existence. I hoisted myself to a kneeling position, licking my lips and remembering how they had glistened in the mirror, wondering only if it would be my privilege to climb up there and offer my glistening pink lips in worshipful tribute to that glistening rosy-red sacred shrine, now the sole object of my life's devotion.
But there was something else to wonder about, too – why did I feel so good on my knees before her like this? Was it another sign of my not-so-latent masochism, my self-inflicted propulsion into slavery? But there was a simpler explanation, really – it just brought me that much closer to my immediate desire. Not close enough, though, and I threw my arms around her legs to begin a flurry of hopeful little kisses, pressing my face into the supple with an unexpected force. As though it had been long pent-up and suddenly released. And at the same instant – another giddy distraction! – I seemed to be having a delayed reaction to the emotional ordeal she had just put me through. Even to her very words, those last words of hers, shocking and yet strangely appropriate; oh yes, I was doing it, sucking her lesbian cunt, Julia's lesbian cunt! But the twin waves of dizziness scared me a little; in this condition, would I find myself equal to the task?
"I'll bet it feels different from down there, huh?"
"Ummm…"
"But you're really not so aggressive, are you? I'm glad. My pretty baby-doll in pink, such a darling. Oh, you'll make a grand little lesbian lover, so enthusiastic."
I had the feeling then that my technique must have been somewhat amiss. Wasn't that a note of criticism masked with faint praise? It was different down here, all right, but I realized sadly that the change was of no immediate help to my cause. No, the size of my tongue still wasn't much of an advantage, in this big loose-lipped vagina. Better to concentrate on the clitoris. Although she appeared to want more than that, the way her body was responding – twitching, jerking, feeding itself to me, inviting total gluttony. Sagging at the knees, she began to whip her wide-open crotch over my mouth. I could only respond in kind, clutching her buttocks for support and ramming my face deeper into the now-slippery flesh…
"Hey, you're reaching me. Keep that up."
"Nnng?"
"I'm coming. And I'm fucking your face. You like that? You like the way I fuck your pretty face? Tell me!"
"Mmm. Love it. Fuck my face, fuck it good."
"I'll come in your mouth."
"Urrgh, in my mouth, yesss, come…"
I catered to her with frantic devotion, aware of the almost slavish intensity of my performance. Aware of reaping my own selfish harvest in the bargain, an orgasm – from out of nowhere, practically – a lovely climax to accompany here! Although there was no doubt which was more important, of course, and I simply accepted the spasm in my ecstatically drooling cunt as a bonus for trying so hard. No great phenomenon, just the nature of things; what else?



CHAPTER EIGHT


Splashing cool water on ray face helped some, but I hoped it wasn't ruining my makeup. If so, I'd probably have to redo the job completely. Nothing but the best for my guest. Especially since she didn't come around very often, not nearly as often as I needed her, anyway. So it was no more than expedient for me to look my very best. I was even wearing a new baby-doll outfit – just purchased this past week, lemon yellow with lots of ruffles – in hopes of pleasing my lesbian lover.
I no longer felt critical of Simon during those rather wearisome visits of his. Or during the even drearier interim periods, when I all but forgot him in my more poignant discontent, the despair of yearning for his wife. No, the change had been within myself; how could I blame the guy for something that lay outside the scope of his own capabilities? Outside his comprehension, probably. Outside the very nature of his anatomical architecture! For that matter, it was something my own mind was still tussling with – this recently acquired taste of mine, this thirst, this hunger, this terrible need, an unforeseen development that had sneaked up on me like a narcotic on a mildly delinquent schoolboy. I was hooked, sure enough. And like most addicts, unwilling to take the cure.
True, it might be only temporary, a taste for novelty rather than a genuine addiction. The kind of thing that would blow over in time. Or perhaps simply fade away when I met the right man, younger and more marriageable than my present keeper. Except that I had already met the right woman, soft and sweet and sinfully sensuous, adorable in a manner that no mere maid could ever duplicate. And wasn't that – the woman-thing! – already ingrained in my character? From now on wouldn't it be impossible to look at a beautiful female and not wonder about the silky softness between her thighs, the same delectably appetizing silky softness that awaited me out there in my living room? Julia. The softest and silkiest…
"Honey? Aren't you about finished in there?"
"Be out in a minute."
"Well, wiggle your ass."
It wiggled of its own accord, hot with anticipation. My ass, just like the rest of me. But I still had to check my makeup in the medicine cabinet mirror, looking for flaws but noticing only the lovely signs of passion. Eyes glazed, cheeks aglow. Lips tremulous, heavy with lipstick, glistening in dewy fervor. All quite impeccable, but I stayed another minute to add an extra touch of mascara – an excuse, actually, just something to postpone the ecstasy and heighten the already unbearable suspense. And it wasn't until then, immersed in the meticulous details of the chore, that I really looked at my eyes. My pretty hazel eyes. They were like opalescent windows, impenetrable to some inquisitive outsider but all too transparent to myself. The windows of the soul? Held by their hypnotic shine, I peered through the surface glaze and into the shrouded depths beyond. Seeing, yet not quite believing what I saw. And then I hurried, wiggling my ass anew, anxious to trade the dubious charm of self-analysis for the more positive pleasures of self-indulgence.
Julia was hovering over the liquor supply, replenishing her drink with a steady hand. As expected, she had changed into more comfortable attire, one of the casual costumes out of her allotted space in my closet. This one was of white silk, a floor-length robe with flaring half-sleeves, loosely bound at the waist by a fringed sash. She wore the matching mules with it, her furry white pair, just barely visible beneath the flowing hem. Voluminous as the garment was, it still managed to enhance the erotic aspect of her appearance, fitting snugly over her shoulders and bosom and then alternately clinging and billowing all the way down, a coquettishly limned tableau of shapely loins and legs. Coquettish indeed, especially after I realized that she was unmistakably naked underneath, with nary a stitch of lingerie to show through and mar the bonelessly fluid body lines. More than ever now, my beloved seemed so soft, so silky…
"Ah, there you are. About time, too."
"I'm sorry. Anything I can do for you?"
"I'll think of something, my dear. Eventually. Meanwhile, sit down arid relax, it's been ages since we had a chat."
"Ages is right. Much too long."
"You missed me, huh? I'm glad. Oh, you're so good for my ego, darling. You make me feel important."
Drink in hand, she glided across the floor to her favorite chair, the white fabric molding itself to her big breasts, delineating every curve, every delicate dip and rise. The nipples were clearly outlined, a sight to set my insides astir. Even the dainty indentation of her navel demanded a certain scrutiny; veiled but hardly invisible, it looked like the setting for some barbaric jewel, sacred to the sex rites of a pagan high-priestess. She sat down at last, sinking into the upholstered armchair and drawing a deep breath that once again contoured the silk to her jutting nipples. My gaze wavered, dropping to scan her lap hopefully, seeing a further revelation. But the edges of the robe overlapped quite discreetly, a disappointment oddly tinged with relief somehow. As though that hoped-for view of her cunt could only have hastened my already throbbing heart to unparalleled and surely unendurable tensions.
"But you are important, Julia. Important to me, anyway. More important than anyone else in my life right now. I-I might even be falling in love with you."
"Silly. You don't mean that. Although I do find the idea flattering, I must admit."
"Maybe you'll come over more often, then. Because it's true. I do mean it. And I'm not saying it just to flatter you, even if that's what it sounds like."
"Hmm. Darling? In love?"
"In love. Does that shock you? It shouldn't, though. You should have noticed it long before this. But-but you don't really notice much about me, do you? Sometimes I wonder if you notice anything at all. For instance… uh…"
"Yes?"
"Oh, nothing. Forget it."
"How can I forget it when you're pouting like that? So serious, my little baby girl. I know you're trying to tell me something, isn't that so? Come now. For instance? For instance, what?"
"Well…"
"That's no answer. You'd better tell me, my dear, or I might just take a whip to your backside again. Remember? That nice little riding crop? Hmm, that reminds me. I ought to keep it handy, just in case. More clutter for your closet, I suppose."
"You-you want to keep it here?"
"Uh-huh. It'll be nice to have around. For moments like this, hmm? Of course, if you're a good girl I may never use it. But like I said, just in case…"
I giggled nervously. But there was a smile on her lips, a vaguely reassuring expression, and I felt almost certain that the threat would remain only a shadowy thing between us. Evidently, she had no more desire to inflict violent punishment than I had to receive it. Aside from that, though, even without the whip here, I figured it would be better to respect the threat regardless, just to humor her. My unspoken complaint had aroused her curiosity; wouldn't it be smart to get it off my chest now, once and for all?
"All right, I'll be good, Julia. Just so you won't have any excuse to beat me. Just in case…" I hesitated; then, giggling again, "You'll probably think it's dumb. And maybe it is. But I'm going to tell you anyway. It's about lay tongue. You've never really noticed it, have you? The size of it, I mean."
"Your tongue? No. Let's see."
"Look…"
"I'll be damned!"
"Pretty big, huh?"
"Do that again. Stick it out. Yeah. Hey, that's kind of weird, you know? I'm glad you called it to my attention. But come here and let me feel it now, let's find out if my cunt can notice it, too. Come on, suck me, suck me!"
Spurred into action, I scrambled to obey, all but tumbling from the sofa to land on my knees in front of her. Quick as I was, though, she had already put herself in readiness for me, flipping the robe open and spreading her legs. I slowed down deliberately then – not much, just enough to get properly geared up for this joyous but nonetheless crucial effort. My lips graced the inner surface of one thigh. Up ahead I caught a glimpse of deep pink shining almost luminously, the glisten of rosy red cunt-lips peeping through tangled tendrils of hair. Lips awaiting my kiss. I craned my neck momentarily for a look at her beautiful face, the green eyes slitted in rapturous anticipation. And just below, still partially covered, the big breasts already heaving…
"Do it, you little cuntlapper, give me that tongue!"
And then those humid lips were sensuously sucking mine, sucking and salivating in gluttonous hunger, practically sucking the tongue right out of my mouth. I gave it to her. All of it. The length, the thickness, the hopefully adequate thrust! She responded with a renewed effort of her own, slumping lower in the chair and tilting her pelvis to accommodate my mouth eagerly, offering even greater access to all that luxuriant flesh. I took advantage of it, naturally, but by then my head was swimming in sweet delirium, awhirl with scent and sex and the satiny sensation of passion-slick pussy, already too dazed to care. It was enough just to be there, to go on licking and lapping and loving this lovable cunt. What more could a hot little cunt-lapper hope for?
"Yeah. Pretty big."
"Mmm?"
"I can feel it now. Just barely, though."
"Nnnng?" My daze was suddenly shattered. Just barely? If that was the sum total effect, oh shit! Another failure?
"Relax, honeybunch. Don't take it to heart. You've got a damn fine tongue there. It's just that a woman my age, well, we do get stretched some, I must admit. Too bad. Oh, to be fifteen again, nice and tight, still cherry maybe…"
It almost hurt me, her voice sounded so sad. A mature woman mourning her lost youth. Would that happen to me some day? If so, I just hoped my body would hold its shape half as well as hers. I couldn't help her any, either, and that added to my sorrow. Only my love, that was all I had to give. Despite the shock, my sympathy for her was greater than for myself, my impotent tongue, my futile effort, my sense of frustration. Was it my fate to forever fail her, this pathetically rueful beauty, this flawed Goddess who loomed so large in my otherwise dull young life?
"It's a shame to waste it though, you know? That precocious tongue of yours…" Her tone had turned blithely pensive, speculative, no longer wistful. "Hmm. Now if it was really precocious, not just big…" Then, with a chuckle, "My cunt may have stretched too loose to appreciate it – except for the clittie, of course – but I've got a much tighter little hole down there, tight enough to hug and squeeze your tongue like a sentimental lover, how about that? You might even have to work to get in, that's how tight it is. All puckered up and just dying for a kiss. In case you're interested. I mean, uh, well, it would sure be a new experience for us, wouldn't it?"
It was hard to talk. Easier to just go on lapping in studied silence, ignoring such distractions, taking refuge in the shelter of her body, the familiar rosy red flesh. Oh yes, I knew exactly what she was getting at. Funny. Unfamiliar flesh. Wasn't that the lure, the temptation I could never resist? Something new – something different? – and wasn't I the girl who simply doted on novelty? Or was that someone else, not me, not this hot little cunt-lapper content to stay put and seek no further. Satisfied with the status quo, a cuntlapper blissfully awash in cunt. Even the word had an intimate appeal, a certain grotesque charm. Cunt. Cunty-cunty-cunt. The cornerstone of my romantic vocabulary…
"Rory?"
So the pressure was on. Was it a whim or an iron-willed imposition? Not that it mattered, considering the source. Authoritative whimsy: chains of steel or chains of silk – both chains of slavery! – hardly a choice at all. Not for me, anyway. More significant still, I was already sticking pins into myself from an objective viewpoint – incentives for my own downfall, as it were – could capitulation be far behind? It all seemed so simple actually, what with the priorities so inescapably clear-cut. I wanted Julia here regularly and often, an involved lover, not just a casual visitor. And that could be accomplished only through sex, as good or better than anything she might find elsewhere. Which put me at a disadvantage, naturally, since I couldn't hope to win her with my somewhat meager beauty or my obviously inadequate erotic tongue. I had youth in my favor, but that was all – except for this tongue of mine, this potentially superior weapon in any lesbian embroilment. My one major asset, unique and inimitable, only I hadn't scored any points with it thus far. Not enough to make an impression, certainly. And this was my chance, here and now, if I could just manage to swallow my pride. Oh sure, and then what else would I wind up swallowing before it was over? Ugh. But no, that was foolish and pretty farfetched, the wrong kind of thinking in this moment of crisis. Look at the brighter side, then. Would it really be tight there, tight enough to hug and squeeze my tongue like a sentimental lover? My precocious tongue…
"Well, my dear?"
It overwhelmed me all of a sudden. Precocious. Now it was even harder to talk – and just when I had something important to say, too. My precocious tongue had made its decision. Only the prospect left me speechless. There were words in my mouth, but I couldn't spit them out, not with this wave of shuddery excitement clogging my throat. Even my mind refused to function; all I could think of was staring into a mirror a while ago. Into my eyes, my hypnotic telltale eyes. Only they hadn't told the whole story, had they? The story on the tip of my tongue, my precocious tongue! I sure hadn't seen that in the labyrinthine depths of my soul.
"Hmph. Still no answer?" Her voice had a brittle edge, almost sardonic. "And I was rather looking forward to it myself, too, a new experience for both of us. But if you're not interested…"
"I am, I am! I'll do it." The words through, bursting out in an overflow. "I want to, I'm ready anytime."
"Glad to hear it. But are you sure, darling? I'd rather not force something like that on you."
"I'm sure. I'll do it."
"Not so fast. You may be sure, but now I'm not. Perhaps we should wait until some other…"
"Julia, please?"
"You want to do it now?"
"Yes. Now. It took me so long to make up my mind. I've got to go ahead with it, I've just got ahead with it. It'll be torture for me if I don't. All that waiting…"
"Sweet thing. If you're really that anxious, what can I do but say yes?" She stroked my hair affectionately. Then, abruptly, her hands left my head, catching her knees in a rolling movement that lifted her legs and doubled her body back upon itself, actually lying on the seat of the chair now. "Here. Take it. Oooh, I'm so excited! Aren't you?"
I nodded in docile but emphatic agreement. Damn right I was excited, especially after she had made me beg like that. And then, almost irrelevantly, I couldn't help but recognize the extra thrill that accompanied such humility, the thrill of submission, a thrill that seemed to turn even the acquiescent nod of my head into a caress. My mouth was already gliding down the furrow, and I must have known in advance what my reaction would be. The initial contact with that secret flesh was like a lit fuse that released the pent-up emotion in my own body. Once before, I had felt such a sensation, the first time I had buried my face deep inside hop aunt. Only now it was even stronger, a thousand times stronger. I had to struggle to hold back and go at it unhurriedly, to do it well, with skill, with delicacy, even though it was so new to me.
The tip of my tongue explored, licking tentatively, seeking and finding the new opening. The tiny ring puckered, bidding me welcome – and in her own words, all puckered up and just dying for a kiss – an instant later it seemed to suck and tug and pull more and more tongue in to make the welcome positive. I was really doing it then, kissing her ass, and yet the half-expected feeling of revulsion never materialized. No, only the joy, the excitement, the thrill of giving myself so completely. All the way…
"Wait. Let me…"
"Hmm?"
"Stop a minute. Look out now."
I waited, moving aside as she turned over. It was a difficult feat, but she managed it with a little panting exertion, ending in a crouch on the seat of the chair, thrusting that huge mass of meaty softness back at me. I took a mouthful of flesh and munched gently. She moaned. I cupped the shiny amber buttocks with both hands, jiggling them apart so that my lips could roam the full length of that furrowed resiliency, rowsing now, wallowing in the slippery-soft trough like an inquisitive piglet. The moan sounded again, more urgently, and I began to narrow the scope of my caress. Only it wasn't fast enough to suit her, apparently, and she let me know with an impatient wiggle and a fiercely muttered command.
"Give it to me. Come on, baby, give me that big slimy thing up my asshole! Yeah. All slimy and squirmy. Oh, I love it, I love that big fat freaky tongue of yours. Yeah, that's the way. It's so big! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my ass!"
The lewd words washed over me, a degradation and yet a delight. Even more than I had anticipated in the wild sex-thrill intensified. I felt it growing within myself, deep down inside my kneeling body. Her response was making me conscious of the force, the dynamic power of my deliciously obscene act – conscious of fucking her, fucking the ass of my lesbian lover with my big hot lesbian tongue. And when her body went into its final convulsion, mine went right along with it, a total orgasm, both of us climaxing together in that position even as my mind refused to give credence to the possibility of such an earth-shaking occurrence.



CHAPTER NINE


That night was a turning point for us. Or for me, anyhow, since I had at last proved my worth. The worth of my tongue, my precocious and ever-willing tongue. Our relationship gained strength, even a certain sense of permanence, always with that one special style of lovemaking first and foremost. We did other things too, of course, but there wasn't any doubt about what Julia loved best. And about what I soon learned to enjoy almost as much, the natural result of always trying so hard to please her. That was our bond.
Oh, it was such a joy to hear her moan, to feel the writhing and wiggling of those lovely buttocks in the heat of her lust, a message that even my sensually intoxicated mind couldn't fail to comprehend. At times I wondered vaguely if there wasn't some way to stimulate and stretch my tongue muscles even more, making it longer and thicker through athletic exercises perhaps. I had a recurrent urge to get in deeper, sensing something just beyond my reach there. Something that would taunt me, dare me, flout me, until I had made it mine. Some unknown something that I might never understand but still couldn't do without. But then again, well, maybe it was just my overworked imagination…
Still, it would have been nice just the same, nice to make my big tongue even bigger. Wouldn't that be the truest and most recognizable proof of my love?

***

Proof of another sort, quite different, was soon demanded of me. Proof of my love. Only how could it be love when the proof involved other women? What kind of love was that? Was she correct in saying that all lesbians played around?
"Well, maybe not all, darling. There might be a gay couple here and there who feel married and remain faithful to each other over the years. Or as faithful as a well-adjusted husband and wife, anyway. Only it doesn't happen like that among my swinging friends. Quite the opposite, in fact. And that includes couples."
"You-you mean they cheat?"
"Of course not. Silly girl. How can you call it cheating when they both give their approval? More often than not, they're both in on the same two couples getting together and making a out of it, you know?"
"Oh. A sex party? Like, uh – like wife-swapping?"
"Something like that. Wife-swapping with a gay twist." Julia picked up her drink. "Anything wrong with it, a little swapping among friends, all fun and games?"
I shrugged and remained silent, glad that she had become preoccupied with her glass and her cigarette, practically juggling them, no simple matter lying back against the headboard of my bed. We were both naked, recovering from the delightful but exhausting rigors of our first embrace of the night. With hours to go yet, an exhilarating prospect! Only I would have felt much happier with some other topic of conversation tonight, especially since she had been dropping hints about this one quite often of late. Was it all coming out in the open now?
Actually, there was a kind of comic note to the idea, almost a bit ludicrous. Lesbians acting like married people even to the degree of duplicating their vices. Swapping mates, imagine, just like the suburban couples in sex surveys and books and films. The new morality, no doubt – but with a gay twist…
"Hey, wake up! Or must I awaken you?"
The drink had been set aside and the cigarette stubbed out in the ashtray; now she had something else to juggle. Or to play with, rather, since it required only one hand, no juggling. The ominous but never used riding-crop. I hadn't even noticed it on the bedside table, it must have been hidden by the telephone and the broad-based lamp. It was very much in sight now brandished like more than a mere playful threat, a menace to my composure. She chuckled then and flicked it with an abrupt motion.
"Ouch!"
"Hurts a little, huh? Don't worry, that's only so you'll know what it feels like. Just in case, remember?"
"Thanks a lot. I do hope you're not planning to use that thing to convince me of the joys of wife-swapping."
"Hmm… smart-ass…"
"I'm sorry. Julia? Let's be serious a minute. If you want to play around with other girls, well, I've got no right to stop you. And I'll try not to sulk or be jealous. But you're the only woman I'm interested in, no one else. You're my first and only love, darling, what do I need others for?"
"You're all mine, huh? My dear, how romantic! You won't mind if I examine my property, though. Like this. Hmm. It's just stiff enough to prod you in the right places."
The tip of the whip caressed my side. I licked my lips nervously, aware of an immediate erotic reaction as the leather glided up and down my flank. Intuitively, my body undulated in a sinuous response, almost as if I was returning the caress. And yet I was still nervous, waiting and wondering what she would do next.
"Lick your lips again, I like that. Uh-huh. Shiny. Nice and shiny. Now let's see your tongue. Stick it out, way out. Oh, that's beautiful! Keep doing it, moving it in and out, you know? Just like when it's fucking my asshole. And meanwhile, uh, roll over on your belly, let's have a look at that chubby bottom."
Nudged by the crop, I turned obediently and fell into position, straining to keep my face angled up enough to offer her a clear view of my big tongue in action. In and out, in and out. Something she had never really seen. Nor had I, for that matter. Practice fucking! A rehearsal rather than a performance. Only I couldn't concentrate on it as that leather weapon back there began investigating my ass slowly. It felt fine at the moment, but stuck in that pose I was pretty dam vulnerable if she ever decided to start whipping me – on an impulse, perhaps. Even if she wasn't the impulsive type! A single slash would give me the screaming meemies, a real wild fit of hysteria – a fact I knew for a certainty, based on a lifetime of fearful sensitivity to pain.
The whip was exploring more intimately now, sliding up and down between my buttocks, sinking into the cleft with insinuating strokes. And despite my near-panicky terror, I couldn't help but recognize an awakening pleasure back there. Of its own volition, my quivering and twitching ass-flesh seemed to be jutting up to entice it deeper – the whip, the pleasure, even the sensation of being so exposed, so helpless, so utterly at the mercy of my big domineering lesbian lover. As if I had room for everything in the depths of my body…
"Roll this way now." She was chuckling again. "Over. On your back. And give your tongue a rest, it's drooling."
Surfacing from the hot inner core of my excitement, I felt the incandescent ugliness of shame, the flushed heat of embarrassment. But I was quick to comply nevertheless, spiraling over into the new posture and leaving my past worries behind. Again she fondled me with the riding crop, gently, as though it had become an extension of her soft hand, focusing on my breasts this time. My nipples swelled and stiffened to almost excruciating proportions, an aphrodisiac effect that appeared incredible stemming from such lightly grazing touch.
I glanced down at myself, panting breathlessly as the caressing contact grew firmer, more forthright. But it was still less painful than playful, even as I watched the swollen pink crests being teased and manipulated to a state of sheer torment. I shut my eyes then, unable to look any more, drifting into a reverie all my own. And it was Julia's body, not mine, that now achieved importance. I visualized those shapely hips and seductively heavy haunches – and then that ripe roundness, that beautiful ass, so lovable, so kissable, so suckable; wasn't it simply glorious? And once again, only vaguely aware of the shadowed demarcation line between flesh and fantasy, I found myself poking my tongue through the inside of my pursed lips and stuffing it into the delectably slippery depths of my divine lover's womanly ass…
"Hey, you're doing it again. That tongue of yours. Hot for my asshole, huh? You want to fuck me again?"
"Please… yesss… tongue… love you…"
"Soon, baby-doll. Soon as we clear up this other little matter between us. No, it's not what you think. No swapping. Just a visit to a friend of mine, an old buddy. Adelaide. She's got a doll-baby even younger than you – kid named Kitten, isn't that cute? Adelaide and Kitten. They've got a good thing going, and I'd like you to see them in action together. Think about it, will you? I mean, if you're interested in what lesbians do together…"
I was interested, all right. But not to that extent. Even if we didn't swap partners, it might easily be the beginning step in that unwelcome direction. No, thanks. And that ended my thoughts on the issue. Besides, I couldn't do much thinking anyway, not with the little whip still carrying on its fiendish fun. It had moved again, the leather tip skimming down my belly slowly to dip between my thighs. Did she really expect my mind to function with that going on?
"Honey, there's something you ought to know about them. I forgot to mention it. And when you hear it, well, I won't blame you for saying no. Adelaide and Kitty are a pretty freaky couple, I've got to admit. More so than most. They're not just lesbians, oh no, not those two. I guess maybe that's why they were the first ones that popped into my mind. For you, I mean. You could learn a lot just sitting around and keeping your eyes and ears open. A liberal education in one evening."
"I-I don't understand. Julia? How can I think when you're teasing me like this? The riding crop. Must you?"
"Doesn't it feel nice? You don't like it?"
"Come on. You know. I'd like it a lot more if you'd just let me make love to you."
"Uh-huh. Me too, darling. My poor asshole is squirming, that's how impatient I am. Hot for your tongue. But if I tease you awhile longer, it'll be better for both of us afterward. So let's talk some more, hmm? Until we're just too damned hot. Or until there's nothing left to talk about."
I got the message then, the bitchy message that I couldn't even find the spirit to resent. My nerves were shot. If it ended like this, unfinished, our entire relationship might go down the drain. Or if not that drastic a consequence, she would still probably insist on punishing me in her own sardonically cruel manner. Depriving me of her royal presence, no doubt. I could see myself sitting around for the next three weeks or so, wondering if she would even show up at all. A punishment worse than any whip!
"Okay, you're the boss. Let's talk. Uh, about those friends of yours, the freaky couple, what did you mean when you said they weren't just lesbians?"
"Oh. That. I wasn't going to tell you. Afraid of shocking you, I guess. But what the hell, how will you ever learn? Adelaide and Kitty aren't just lesbians, they're a lesbian mistress and a lesbian slave-girl. There now, are you shocked?"
"N-no, not really. Well, maybe just a little bit. Lesbian slave-girl! I never dreamed…" My curiosity was winning out. Likewise the tingle in my cunt. And the tip of my tongue. Why not take care of all three at once? Wasn't it inevitable that this odd conversation would close only with my unconditional surrender? "Ail right then, if it's just a friendly visit, count me in. Your buddies sound interesting. And if that's settled, could I please make love to you now?"
"You'll go see them with me?"
"I'll go, I'll go."
"Good girl."
"Julia? Please? Pretty please with sugar on it?"
"My little pet. How sweetly you beg! I simply can't deny you anything. Just let me make this one phone call first…"
A phone call? My heart plummeted. I suppressed a groan of vexation and prayed that it wouldn't last long. Or better yet, that she might change her mind. Or perhaps get no answer? Anything to turn her attention back toward me. But no, she was already sitting up and ringing the number – successfully, worse luck – and I could only sit up myself and wait, aware now that my lover appeared to be settling down for an extended chat. Something new had been added, evidently, quite aside from making a date for our social engagement. Was it some sort of party they were talking about?
"At the beach house. Hmm. A big one, you say. Adelaide, how many? Aw, you're putting me on. The whole week? That's practically a mob scene, that many couples. Yes, of course, dear, you know I'll be there if you want me. Wouldn't miss it for else are you inviting?"
It went on like that, a discussion of the tentative guest list for the forthcoming beach-house party. That meant nothing to me, except for the fact that all the names mentioned were distinctly and unmistakably feminine. Lesbians. I whispered the word aloud for my own ears only, trying to imagine the scene – all those beautiful nude bodies! – and finding such an idea rather intriguing. Would my name soon be on that list? I shuddered, conscious of a kind of warm horror. Not that it mattered, actually, not if I didn't have enough sick-leave time accumulated at work. I'd never get away.
The excitement had stirred me anew, though. Or maybe it was the old excitement taking hold again; anyway, I couldn't stave off an urge to reach out and make contact, running my hand down that beloved body. I repeated the sneaky move rapturously, the flesh flowing like cream-smooth velvet under my fingertips. Better yet, the pleasure was enhanced by a squirming response, definitely favorable to my cause. Until another tremor made. Julia stiffen momentarily and clap her palm over the mouthpiece.
"Hey, can't you wait? Poor baby…" Then, with a smile and a shrug, "Oh well, go ahead, have fun. Want to do my tits?"
The hand that left the mouthpiece came to rest on the nape of my neck, giving me a stimulus I didn't need. I was already in place, lavishing my pent-up passion with busily sucking lips and an eager tongue. Above me, the telephone became no more than vaguely intrusive, a not-quite-remote nuisance. No competition for this glorious big bosom. The nipples especially, enormous round things, each a mouthful in itself. Chunks of candy almost. Candy nipples that could melt in my mouth and still grow bigger…
A burst of laughter sounded. The fingers on my neck started squeezing a little, an indication of change, and I accepted the guidance happily and then hurriedly, darting downward and leaving the empty hand behind. The gasp that reached my ears came as no great surprise, and yet somehow the tiny noise carried me to an even higher level of excitement. I got there and rubbed my face in the humid softness, splitting the hairy lips wide to bury my nose and mouth in the essence of cunt. Julia's cunt, the beginning of my lesbian career, all damp and dewy-sweet with the succulence of aroused womanhood. Ah, but would I ever again be content with what had only been a beginning? I wanted more.
"What the hell! Rory?"
"Hmm?"
"What's going on down there?"
"Umm. You know. Like this? Please?"
"Little ass licker. Want me to roll over? But I'm so comfortable now, darling. Wait till I finish with the phone. And then you can have whatever…"
"But-but if you'll just raise up a little…"
"Oooh!"
"Just a little bit more."
"More?"
"Then you'll be comfy again. On my face. Please?"
"Well, if you aren't an ingenious rascal! Or face. Why not? I do love that fucking my ass. All right, I'll raise up once more, but you'd better get organized and do it, you hear? This is the last time, baby, I can't keep Adelaide dangling. Get under me now, here goes, here's my asshole for you. Yeah! Ram it right up there and fuck me…"
Her voice became a far-off murmur, scarcely more than a droning vibration. Into the telephone, no doubt. But I was nicely insulated by then, the soft buttocks still spreading and settling upon my upturned face, molding themselves to my features in a thickly fluid motion. Up there the conversation could have been about me, about our coming visit, about the week-long gay beach party, about my overly romantic lesbian development. No matter! My head was too occupied, too deliciously occupied to bother with outside details, distant if not exactly detached. My fucking tongue had no time for trivia.



CHAPTER TEN


The next few nights were difficult for me. Lonely nights, the worst kind – and with something on my mind, too. No, it wasn't our impending date with that couple, oddly enough, although I did give some thought to certain prospects and possibilities there. I even found myself looking forward to it, in fact. Lesbian mistress, lesbian slave! Were they for real? True, my headstrong and admittedly unpredictable lover might have exaggerated a bit, distorting the picture for her own purpose, a ruse to get me interested. But even so, there was still bound to be some substantially valid basis to the story – sufficient inducement for any girl with normal curiosity and an abnormal taste for the bizarre. And if ever a little girl had that, well…
Anyway, that wasn't my problem, oh no, it was the party that had me in a stew, the far more remote beach-house party. Pretty silly, of course, considering my personal lack of involvement. Even if an invitation were offered, I still wouldn't be able to get away that long. It took a year of employment with Consolidated before any accumulation of sick-leave time could be put to use – no help for me, none at all. Nor could I see myself asking Simon for such a favor, not even in one of his weak moments after an extra special blow-job, thick lips and all. Ask the boss for time off to go play lesbian kiss-ass with his wife? Hah! Not a chance.
I didn't even want to go, actually. Except to be with Julia maybe – and that hardly seemed the place for it, a big beach-house practically crawling with butches and bitches and other predatory types. Also some cute young stuff, no doubt, the kind of competition I could do without. Something for everybody. After all, it was supposed to be a party; what if we went and she left me alone? I'd probably get raped and passed from hand to hand – the lesbian equivalent of a gang-bang, whatever that was. A novelty, sure, but too traumatic for this timid child, not the sort of experience I was seeking in my sojourn among the sophisticates.
So there it was, no invitation, no desire to go – and no more than a mildly inquisitive interest altogether. And yet it was keeping me awake nights. My own fault, too, no one to blame but myself. Me and my vivid imagination!
It must have started during that phone call, lying there naked and listening to ail those female names – a lesbian sex-party, what else? – and trying to visualize the scene, the women, the girls, the beautiful nude bodies. Alone afterward, late that same night, I felt restless and tried it again, even whispering the key word aloud once more just to bring on the mood. Lesbians. It sounded weird in the darkness like that, a hoarse whisper, as sexy a noise as I'd ever heard. And conjuring up a sexy vision, naturally. With a few surreptitious self-caresses to heighten the sexy atmosphere! And that was all it took to knock me out. More than enough, really, in view of my already exhausting evening and night, what with our last tongue-fuck ending in a terrific total orgasm scarcely more than an hour earlier.
On the ensuing nights, however, it didn't go so well. Or not so simply and swiftly, at any rate, since I was no longer on such a short fuse. And that was when my imagination ran wild, creating small but spectacular productions, tiny fragments of film projected on the screen of my mind. All bits and pieces, disorganized but exquisitely erotic. With sound effects yet, the chaotic chorus of a uniquely feminine madhouse – voices sighing and sobbing, muttering and moaning, whimpers rising to shrieks and fading to breathless gasps. A hot cacophony. Or sometimes an even hotter hot spell of silence, punctuated only by the rustle of black silk stockings, the hiss of an exotically scented atomizer, the purr of a well-licked pussy. And always, underneath it all, the subdued murmur of slowly blossoming female friendships…
Such steamy visions! Wall-to-wall beauty, a sculptural relief map of gently convoluted ravines and ridges and rondures. Flesh gliding against nubile flesh in milky-creamy-tawny-swarthy splendor, a blend too delicate for graphic reproduction, too ephemeral for more than a fleeting glimpse. Limbs entwining and interlocking with limbs in slyly serpentine maneuvers. Multicolored manes of hair a toss and a twirl. Bodies in motion, bodies quiescent, bodies adrift on a sea of naked bodies, all smooth skin and softly lyrical curves. And all attractive, with just the right ratio of saucy young girls to seductively sleek matrons. Isn't if a lovely party we're having?
The scene shifts, another fragment. A bedroom now. Lovers on the bed. But someone else catches my eye, a tall dark-haired woman, regally tall in high heels; she stands there with a certain smiling insolence, proud of her lazily postured nudity-cigarette and drink in one hand, the other resting on the provocatively careless angle-curve of a sweeping hip. A sybaritic creature, surely, exuding an almost tangible voluptuous appeal. And now her chosen prey approaches, a cute little blonde child, very young, perhaps even very innocent, but apparently eager to offer her services. On her knees, of course, all but tumbling in her rush to get there. An anxious cuntlapper, that one. A sweet supplicant. Already lost in adoration of that arrogant body, lost in the depths of that amorous cunt. A lovely party, indeed!
Me and my imagination. Once begun, I just couldn't dispel the coyly insistent illusion, at least not until I'd frigged my clit to a point of no return. And even then, as sleep ended its boycott, I had hot-and-cold clairvoyant flashes of a miracle in the making, some miraculous turn of events that would become my magic carpet down to the beach-house. Even if only to compare my immediate illusion with far-off reality. That was how much the idea had gotten under my skin. I was stuck with it, an obsession practically. Like shiny fingernails picking at a fat scab…

***

Funny. Even here in Adelaide's apartment I kept thinking about it. But with good reason now, since she was the one who owned the beach-house. And probably most of the beach, judging from the luxury of this place. A wealthy woman, apparently. Impressive in other ways, too, although she was far from beautiful. Or maybe it was just the boots that impressed me, knee-length black vinyl boots with high heels. Narrow heels, not the stubby short, quite thin and at least four inches in height. She was thin herself, almost skinny, with only a hint of feminine breasts and hips showing through her short but rather severe gray dress. Even her lips were thin, although heavily crimsoned, turning her mouth into a luridly contrasting red slit against the powdered white of her face. Dark hair, dark glittering eyes, the faint suggestion of a hook to her nose; even when smiling, she looked cruel.
Anyway, that was the impression I got – and it was certainly reinforced by the haughty and rather dictatorial manner in which she treated her youthful companion. Even the simple act of fixing and serving the drinks took on a kind of sex-oriented significance under the woman's command. All the more so, in view of the demurely constrained grace with which her orders were carried out. Kitten was so utterly gorgeous in face and figure that she couldn't make a move without appearing sexy. Her hair was long and naturally red – or coppery, rather, like a newly minted penny. Soft and doe-like, her eyes were a deep shade of brown, becomingly integrated with her creamy complexion. And her slender but curvaceous body – alluringly displayed by her tight little white frock – had a willowy quality, a limp flexibility that I found quite appealing.
We drank stingers, all of us, a combination of cognac and creme de menthe, deliciously icy – as though it had been chipped from a peppermint-flavored glacier. But the stuff sure lost its chill after it hit my stomach. And it didn't take long for the conversation to warm up, either; actually, there was an undercurrent of sex right from the beginning. I couldn't help but wonder if there wouldn't be some attempt to turn this friendly social visit into a sexy swap-fest. I hoped not. But it was easy to see how Julia might get horny for a crack at that tempting young redhead. After a while, though, I quit worrying about it, engrossed now as Adelaide began loosening up and telling secrets that were obviously sacred. About the bizarre relationship. Was this the "liberal education" I had been promised?
"Oh yes, that's how it is with us. Kitten pretty much belongs to me – like a piece of property, you know? I own her. Can you grasp that concept, my dear?"
I shook my head. "You-you own her?"
"Yes. Pretty much. That's what I said."
"But isn't that really impossible? One person owning another, isn't that, uh, well…"
"Umm, so maybe it's not quite like that. I do boss her around, though, and my orders are never disobeyed. Never. Even when it's something ridiculous, even when it's evident that I'm being bossy just for the hell of it. Wouldn't you call that a kind of ownership? My slightest wish is her command, you might say, and she's been taught to behave with all due respect."
"She must love you very much."
"Of course. But she's a slave-girl at heart, and that makes love and obedience one and the same to her. You see, my dear young lady, obedience is the proof of her love."
Some concept. And how strange it felt to be talking about the kid like that, almost as if she wasn't here with us. I sneaked a glance at her, embarrassed but too curious to quell the urge. She was sitting there, still gracefully demure despite the tension, her eyes downcast. Two bright pink spots had popped out on the creamy smoothness of her cheeks. And now, with a nervous gesture, she tugged at the hem of her skirt primly, trying to stretch the scanty material to cover her stockinged thighs, apparently aware of being the center of attraction. It was an exercise in futility, as much so as the self-conscious tight pose of her legs, chaste but not without a certain coquettish charm.
Adelaide snorted derisively. "What's the matter, little girl, afraid our company will see what you've got? Don't be so bashful, stand up and show them."
The blush deepened, but there was no sign of protest. Kitten rose to her feet and tugged at the skirt again, upward this time, obedient in spite of her obvious humiliation. Her cheeks were scarlet now, a sight to stir me to pity, but with it came a tremor of sensual excitement as I watched those delicate hands slowly carry the hem higher. Her limbs were lovely in the long beige hose – and lovelier yet where the sheer nylon verged upon bare flesh, a line accentuated by the two little round garters, cute and frilly but a decorous white in color. White frock, white garters; would her panties be white, too? I could hardly wait to find out.
"Such a hammy little actress! All the way now." Adelaide's voice had an intrusive rasp, startling somehow, even a bit jarring, incongruously incompatible with this dainty peep-show, this shyly rising curtain. "And since you're so fond of the spotlight, you can hold it up and walk around awhile. Like a model. Let our guests have a good look at you."
A faint whimper sounded and was choked off; resigned to her shame, the youngster lifted the skirt quickly. I gasped. So did Julia. No panties? No. Nothing at all. Nothing but that sexy cunt-bulge in its downy copper-red nest, plump and provocatively rounded and neatly bisected by a single vertical dark stroke, barely visible but utterly bewitching. Frilly white garters, rucked-up white frock – and that mind-blowing thing in between. In all my life, I had never seen anything so lewd…
"There now. Obedient, isn't she? So submissive. Like a slave, a humble slave-girl who can't help herself and is only happy under my domination. She gets hot when I'm cruel to her. Sexy-hot, you know? That's why I'm so bitchy all the time. Not that it doesn't have its advantages, of course."
Was that supposed to be love? I blushed at my own irrational erotic thoughts. What of my feelings for my lover; wasn't that supposed to be love? Weird sensations were coursing through me, tying knots in my belly. Maybe love and lust were identical. Among lesbians, anyway. My mind was becoming a maze of desires and inhibitions, a turmoil, a battlefield, a breeding-ground for guilt. It was wrong to get so wrought-up over a girl, a comparative stranger, a young body, a young cunt. What was I, some kind of lesbian nymphomaniac or something?
"Put a little life into it. Oh shit, what kind of performance is that? You trying to insult our guests? Look sexy now, you're on the runway. If you've got it, flaunt it, right? Come on. No, that just won't do. I guess you'll need help." Scowling in exasperation – spurious, more than likely – the woman stood up. Three measured strides, remarkably steady in those high-heeled boots, landed her directly behind the culprit. "All right, my pretty slave, I'll just have to help you along, liven you up a bit, hmm?"
Kitten's body froze and went noticeably tense, doubtless in anticipation of something painful. A slap on the ass maybe, that was the position they were in. Even her posture had adjusted to it, swaybacked now but still with an inherent grace, a hollowing of the spine that made her bare buttocks jut and billow out behind, more vulnerable than ever. Just like a real slave! As though consideration for her mistress was more important than her own welfare. Truly a display of subservient devotion.
The blow never fell, though. Instead the authoritative woman moved her arm down between the slightly spread thighs and then up into the crotch softness. Her thumb pried and probed for the tiny aperture, at last penetrating with a sudden push that brought a moan of dismay in response. Another moan – or was it a sigh now? – became audible when those long bony fingers curved upward and then inward in front.
"Okay, now march!"
The unexpected sight stunned me. I uttered a little moan myself, a sound of sympathy, goggling, aghast but unable to tear my fascinated gaze away. That all-powerful hand had a strategic grip certainly, clutching from behind, the thumb jammed up the poor kid's asshole and the fingers hooked into her cunt. Like a bowling ball. Only she looked more like a puppet, a dummy, a limp doll under the control of some unscrupulously obscene operator.
"Wiggle your ass! Yeah, that's better. Now around the room we go. I'll steer you. Some fancy maneuvers maybe, huh?"
They were fancy, sure enough. But a on the already bedraggled puppet. Kitten was I struggling to keep her skirt up, all bent over and walking spraddle-legged, awkward now for the first time, her body scrunched down and her ass pooched out in back, I had an intuitive notion that this, the fact of her awkwardness, was an outrage to her vanity, more agonizing than any slap on the ass might have been. Were those tears in her eyes, real girl-tears in those velvety brown doll-eyes?
I tried to watch her face, beautiful even in the throes of desperation. Our separate glances met and locked, almost a deliberately covert attempt at communication, and I realized that our similarity in age gave us a sense of kinship. I refused to feel guilty about that, seeing it as the start of a friendly pact, nothing more. Although I did wonder if this last rushing sensation of heat could have been the result of an all-over blush.
But there was something else in those eyes, quite puzzling, in this time of anguish. Then I saw her flawlessly molded pink lips quiver, a vaguely familiar sign; could it be true? Uh-huh. Impossible as it seemed, my young victimized young friend was sexually excited. I was sure of it. And now I felt less confused about their relationship, the mistress-and-slave setup. Oh, the benefits of a liberal education! Lesbian mistress, lesbian slave-girl. Never again would I be so dubious about such farfetched ideas. Freaky, freaky…
"There. That should do it. Now go around once more by yourself, show us what an elegant little lady you really are. And then you can come and thank me for being so nice to you. Would you like that, sweetheart?"
"I-I yes, ma'am, of course."
"You sound doubtful. Don't know how, hmm? But you'll figure something out, I'm sure. With a little help from me."
"Oooh!"
"You do understand, eh?" The hand pulled out with a squishy noise. "Good. And you'll just love doing it in front of company, won't you? Sexy little slave bitch…"



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Once again her willowy self, Kitten minced around the room with her skirt held high, a leisurely paced tour that she appeared to be enjoying now. Her hot-eyed expression sent a tremor through my flesh. I had a hunch, though, that she was anxious to finish up and get to her next assignment. Adelaide had returned to her seat, quite relaxed now, but she too must have been impatient under that serene exterior. So was I, for that matter, practically breathless with anticipation, dying to find out how a slave-girl goes about thanking her mistress.
I soon learned. With that innate grace of hers, lissome as an old-fashioned curtsy to royalty, Kitten sank to her knees. Still peering upward, she licked her lips with the tip of a pink tongue. Then, slowly, she bowed her head and went deeper and deeper into a crouch. Until at last there was nowhere left to go, and she touched the toe of one boot. With that still visible tongue-tip. And then her lips. Humbly. But avidly, too, as the kiss began to slide over the shiny black surface, an open-mouthed kiss that seemed to interweave skilled ardor with sheer idolatry, making alternate use of the pink lips and pinker tongue.
Groveling now, she wrapped her arms around the booted legs, graceful as ever but obviously no longer concerned with putting on a show, no longer conscious of an audience. Nor did she appear even vaguely aware that the frock-skirt had crawled up her back by itself, baring her bottom again, even more lasciviously in such an abject position. From my conveniently advantageous angle of view I could see much of her face and most of her backside, all without undue strain, and the thrust of that cheeky rump left little to the imagination. Cheeky indeed, almost prodigious, surprisingly so for such a slip of a girl. I gazed enraptured, quite smitten by the creamy buttocks, the dark dividing crack; down below there was even a glisten of cunt-flesh and a hint of hairy fluff, in shadow now but still copper-bright with promise. It seemed to be throbbing – winking? – as if in invitation to an unseen lover. The lewdest of invitations…
But she was coming out of her crouch now, slowly, ever so slowly, gliding from insteps to ankles to calves. Such a weird spectacle, an all but unbelievable sight, the obsequious slave-girl licking the boots of her imperious mistress. Like a scene out of some bygone ancient era, a time when every patrician woman was served by a retinue of fawning slaves. Although I doubted if even an empress could have had the enviable good fortune to own such a paragon of beauty and humility. A paragon of erotic ingenuity, too, apparently, or so it appeared, as Adelaide's cool serenity melted away in a flurry of fleshy quivers and twitches, the flurried heat of desire, of sexual impatience. Uh-huh. She was making it quite plain now, interrupting the homage momentarily to lurch up and claw at her panties, sagging back down again only after the garment cleared the edge of her chair.
Kitten took it the rest of the way and then resumed her worshipful caress. But that was no more than a pretense now, a token effort, and she forged ahead with increasing fervor, hastily, skimming over the boots to nuzzle a higher and softer surface. I watched eagerly, fascinated but somewhat incredulous, stunned by the significance of this sudden development. Were they really going to do it? This next phase, the intimacy – the most sacred of lesbian intimacies! – in front of an audience? It simply hadn't occurred to me that they would go this far. Or – by any stretch of the imagination – that we would be allowed to sit here and witness it, the beautiful thing between women in love, an embrace intended and usually reserved for private moments behind discreetly drawn blinds.
But it was already happening. The upturned face had ended its glide, quite hidden now and without a sign of motion anywhere, but I could tell by the sound. It was faint at first, the soft sweep of flesh upon moist flesh. And as it became gradually more audible, my ear made an analysis became even more attuned, picking up all the slithery noises, the lapping, the sucking, the peculiar pulpy-wet sound of mouth mashing cunt. Pretty soon the half-buried head began bobbing gently. With a sigh of approval, Adelaide reached down and petted it affectionately, her glossy-tipped fingers splayed and entangled in the coppery hair. And then she slumped low in the chair to lift her long limbs and drape them over the hunched shoulders, letting those shiny black boots fall haphazardly upon the white frock, one dropping all the way down into that expanse of creamy ass.
A suffusion of exotic scent tickled my nose, a tinge of perfume and a lot of woman. And some young girl, no doubt. That could also include me, considering the shape I was in. Hot enough to sizzle! I crossed and uncrossed my legs nervously, wondering if that feeling of dampness down there could seethe and bubble into a show-through stain. But this wasn't the time for even a quick glance, oh no, I could scarcely blink for fear of missing something important.
With her head surrounded like that, practically ear-deep in obviously well-lubricated cunt, the poor kid's face must have been bedaubed from chin to forehead. A mess to clean up later; hadn't I experienced that myself? But at this particular moment she was probably glorying in it, loving the source and wallowing in its sexy essence. Maybe even wishing she could dive in naked and then race outside to parade jauntily down the avenue, love-drenched, proud of her costume as any flamboyant drum majorette. Hmm. Might be interesting some sultry summer night. Or how about a blistering day on the beach? A new and exclusive sunburn lotion?
No, I hadn't missed anything, not a sigh or a moan. Not even the jiggle of those cute creamy ass-cheeks under the dig-and-scrape of that dangling boot. And the performance was just about over, judging by the sudden furor, the gasps and groans and flailing of limbs, an intensity of sexual convergence that could only end in a crunching climax. The mistress was on the brink, her teardrop earrings in a mad dance, flashing and glittering a thousand times with every toss of her head. While the crouching young slave-girl accelerated the madness with every convulsive fuck of her face. I was glad, too, hopeful now of persuading my Julia to leave these lovely but blissfully exhausted people and take me home for a mad convulsion of our own. After this, we needed it! I could almost feel that sweet asshole squirming for a suck of my swollen tongue…
Only it didn't work out like that, not at all. Kitten stood up gingerly, her face drooly, the makeup smeared beyond repair. She excused herself, casting a final glance in my direction, and ambled off toward the hall leading to the bedrooms. I heard water running a minute or two later – the shower, most likely – and figured she was finished for the night. Or quite a while, at least. So I just sat there waiting for a chance to speak to Julia, anxious to be on our way.
Getting a word in wasn't easy, though. Adelaide had come alive, and the two of them were now talking business, two old buddies with much in common. Worse yet, the business talk was utterly meaningless to me, nothing I cared to listen to. Until, after a while, I heard a mention of the beach-house party. My ears perked up. Somehow, that too was in the context of business, although I couldn't quite understand how. Then, just as I was getting interested, Julia swung around as if she had suddenly remembered my presence.
"Honey, this must be pretty dull for you. Why I don't you go and keep Kitten company?"
"Oh? She's probably asleep by now."
Adelaide shook her head, smiling. "Not if I know the little devil. Go back and see. The end bedroom. I'm sure you two will find something to do together, my dear. Girl-talk, you know? And take your time about it. We'll be discussing business here for at least a half hour."
"No, thanks, I'd rather just…"
"Rory!" Julia cut me off sharply. "You'd rather just pick your ass up out of that chair and go, that's what you'd rather do. That's what you'd better do. Because I'm telling you to!"
My face flamed. But after seeing that mistress-and-slave demonstration, any further disobedience would have been an even more painful embarrassment for both of us, I realized. Anyway, didn't I always do what she told me to? I was already up and out of the chair, stung by the reprimand, humiliated, but still obeying orders. Almost like a slave-girl…
The door at the end of the hall Kitten seemed pleased to see me. She had a negligee on now, and her face had been scrubbed clean; even in the dim lamplight her skin actually shined from the effort. Without makeup she looked even younger than before, a bit incongruous in that grown-up negligee. It was brown, almost the color of her eyes, a filmy thing that revealed only too clearly what lay underneath. Nothing but bare flesh. Her willowy body was lovely, and that long shock of copper-red hair tumbled in careless disarray. The total impact was stunning. And from the way she moved about, I got the impression that she was deliberately showing off for me. Flaunting herself. For me alone this time and not because of any command.
I went into the bathroom and tried to get my thoughts organized, still feeling the effect of that wildly exciting scene. And of the liquor too, those wicked stingers, tasty but pretty powerful for someone who didn't drink much. The shock of Julia's curt dismissal no longer bothered me, now that I was here and feeling myself unwind and begin to relax. Especially after that nice greeting, effusive and apparently sincere. With a little friendliness on my part I figured it would be easy to ask questions and get some specific and hopefully informative answers. About that party, mainly. And perhaps even about the performance I had just witnessed out there in the big living room. Lesbian mistress, lesbian slave. What an absolutely fantastic relationship!
Out of the bathroom again, it took me a moment to get used to the dim light. Kitten had a glass in her hand, another stinger, and she held it to my lips. I sipped gratefully and didn't mind when she lounged on the bed and motioned me to sit alongside her on the edge. That way we could speak softly. The bedroom door was shut now, I noticed, a kind of hush in the atmosphere. Almost conspiratorial, really. Nothing to get nervous about, though, and I welcomed another sip of her stinger.
"The booze. Where did it come from?"
She giggled. "Don't ask. An old alcoholic never gets caught short. Only one glass between us, sorry about that. We might as well kill it, huh?"
We passed it back and forth, and I took the opportunity to bring up the subject that lay so heavily on my mind. "Tell me something, Kitten. What do you know about that beach-house party?"
"Oh, it'll be wild. They always are. You'll see."
"I-I'm not invited."
"Silly, you'll be going with Julia, won't you? Unless there's some reason, uh…" She paused for a sip of the drink; then, "I guess you're kind of new at this sort of thing, huh?"
"New is right. I'm learning fast, though."
"Try to make it. The party, I mean. We'll have fun together, the two of us. I like you."
"I like you, too."
"Do you? Really? You're not just saying it?"
"Now who's being silly? What are you looking for, flattery? I like you very much. Funny. You're prettier than me and I'm not even jealous. That should prove something, I imagine. Although I'm not sure what."
"Come on, you know you're pretty, Rory. I noticed that right away tonight." She sat up to pass the drink but didn't lower her arm then, reaching out to touch me instead. "Real pretty. Especially here…"
Her hand grazed my breasts and I backed off a little, almost instinctively. But the wet glass started to slip from my shaky grip, adding to my momentary panic, and I came to a quick stop. That averted the catastrophe of spilled liquor, but she made contact again, giggling, playfully inquisitive, more of an inspection than a caress. I solved the problem by draining the rest of the stinger and then rising to get rid of the glass. When I turned to sit back down, though, she caught my wrist and tugged me closer.
"Kitten, don't. Not like this. It's wrong. What if Adelaide were to walk in on us?"
"Oooh, that would be fun!"
"Fun? Wouldn't she be angry?"
"Could be. But that's when she's the most fun. I'd probably get a spanking – kind of sexy, you know?"
It sounded weird; was she putting me on? But the expression on her face gave credence to the words. She was smirking ecstatically, the thickly fringed lids of her eyes in a droop. As if at this very instant some strange, perverse thrill held her completely enthralled. It even got to me a little, although I could only guess at its erotic implications with a small shudder, recalling the symbolic riding-crop…
She wrinkled her nose wryly, an end to the trance. "Hey, look at me – what a dope! – now I'm giving away family secrets."
"It's okay. I've already forgotten it."
"Have you? That's nice. Here then, let me give you something else to forget." Her hand returned to my breasts. "You've got a terrific pair of tits, you know? Big ones. Real solid, just the kind I go for. And let's not worry about somebody corning in. Not a chance. When those two out there start talking business…"
An unwelcome thought struck me. I wasn't functioning any too well, but even the alcohol hadn't been that brain-numbing. Was tins the reason why I had been sent here? I wondered. This? Was it an arranged situation to get me broken in?
The hand on my breasts was less inquisitive now; the inspection had become a bold caress. That compliment of hers had evidently been sincere, and I couldn't help but appreciate the idea. Only it just wasn't in me to speak up and say so. I could hardly breathe, much less talk. Her hand, cupping and squeezing; oh it felt so sexy! Its heat penetrated right through my clothes. My nipples felt huge inside the bra, stiff and swollen with unwanted desire, and those maddening fingers just wouldn't quit.
Then, abruptly, they did quit – just like that, gone! – and my gasp of relief was tinged with disappointment. Neither lasted very long, though, the hand was already traveling down over my trembling belly. Under the skirt. Up my thighs. Inside the panties? What the hell was she doing down there? As if I didn't know. My legs sure did, spreading wide to make it easier. I moaned through clenched teeth, still not reconciled to the invasion. And then it came, the intimate touch, a flick of her finger. And at last a hot stabbing sensation, sharp, the thrust of a molten steel blade, a fleeting pain that changed mercifully to enduring but almost unendurably exquisite pleasure…
"Isn't this nice? I love your cunt. Rory? You do like it, don't you? What I'm doing. Feel it?"
"Oh!"
"Hold still, just try to feel it, hmm? I'll bet you do. So wet now, your cunt, soft and wet and hot – getting hotter all the time, isn't it?"
I shuddered mutely, incapable of anything else at the moment, growing increasingly apprehensive as my ear tingled to the sudden warmth of her breath, an unintelligible whisper that sounded even more salacious than those last words. My secret flesh throbbed in rhythm to the persuasively probing fingertip. She had told me to lie still – and I really wanted to, even if only in silent testimony to my bent but still unbroken will. For my own peace of mind, if nothing more. But my body betrayed me, twitching and jerking and then actually heaving itself toward the source of my distress, striving to surround that lewdly impudent finger and suck it in. While another part of me recoiled from this new second touch, her mouth grazing my ear and then gliding unerringly across my cheek.
She kissed me. The tip of her tongue poked and pushed, demanding entry, and after a final spasm of resistance I could only melt and part my lips. Yielding dizzily, I just relaxed and let it happen, letting that pointy little girl-tongue occupy my mouth, quivering now as it scurried around inside like some tiny animal. Protest seemed futile after that, and I sobbed in my throat and simply surrendered to the inevitable, drifting into a heady mist of cognac and mint and lips and fingers and sweet perfume.
A hand began working on my clothes. I tried to help but couldn't do very much in the languorous torpor of my coma. My fumbling became a bit of a hindrance even, and I was glad to suffer momentarily as she took over the task with both hands. And soon there was nothing to impede our embrace, no clothes, no negligee, nothing. Nothing but us. Naked skin against naked skin. Clinging one minute and sliding the next. Lips at my throat, nuzzling. Lips at my breasts, devouring. Lips in unceasing motion, searching. Lips bearing gifts, finding. Lips bringing ecstasy, bestowing. There. Such a frantic little cuntlapper…
But those hands were busy again and I didn't like that, the way they were pulling and pushing and dragging me out of my scented fog. Not that I could do much about it. Oh shit, I was too steamed up to do anything but go along. Where they wanted me. There. And I too became a sexy little cuntlapper.
The sudden realization sent a shiver through my body, a shiver of guilt. It was wrong, terribly wrong to be doing this – Julia, forgive me! – and even more wrong to be enjoying it so much. But the sense of the forbidden only intensified my excitement, and I nibbled eagerly at that sweet little slit, reveling in my first taste of young cunt. Somewhere down there I too was being reveled in, young cunt for young cunt. I loved it. And yet it seemed far away – and I felt my passion right here, centering in my mouth, all musk and moisture and fragrant softness, a dainty and delectable little mouthful. Young cunt…



CHAPTER TWELVE


"Sweet thing. I know. You're always glad when I call. But I'm still glad to hear you say it. First tell me, is this a bad time for you? Tub running, anything like that?"
"Nope. Your timing is perfect. And if it wasn't, who cares about an old bathtub? I'd just let it run over. Talking to you is far more important. Especially tonight. I really didn't expect to hear from you."
"That's why I asked if it's an inconvenient time. The boy friend is due soon, hmm? You're probably getting ready for him right now."
"Hah! Some boy friend. I'd better not complain, though. After all, he's your husband. I just wish he wasn't coming tonight. Or any other night, for that matter."
"Well now, that might be arranged."
"Julia? Are you serious?"
"Uh-huh. Not tonight, of course. But if there's no hitch, the way things are working out between you and me…"
"Oh, I do love you! And no more hitches, not from me. You were right about visiting your friends, it was a liberal education, sure enough. I found out how much I don't know, how much more there is to learn. Like what it means to be humble and obedient, for instance. So if you've got time to break in a dumb little slave-girl who'll probably need a lot of training…"
"Best offer I've had all day, darling. Let's get together and discuss it, shall we? Tomorrow night?"
"Wonderful. I can hardly wait. But you don't have to hang up now, do you? Talk some more?"
"Umm, all right. Just for fun, though. And maybe a little excitement, how about that? Touch your cunt."
"Huh?"
"What's the matter, baby, don't you recognize an obscene phone call when you hear one? I said touch your cunt. Put your finger down there and wiggle it around. You doing it? Starting to get a little damp? Come on, tell me."
"Damp. Wet. Oooh!"
"Sounds like you're coming along just fine. Nothing like a nice gentle frig-job, hmm? Like a wiggly tongue. Hey, now I'm getting excited myself. Just thinking about that crazy tongue of yours makes me squirm. Me and my big ass…"
"Big beautiful ass. Wish it was here."
"Oh? What would you do?"
"You know."
"I'd rather hear it from my slave-girl. Come on. Or is your tongue too stiff to talk?"
"N-no, I'll tell you. Fin so hot already. Licking your ass, your beautiful bare ass, licking up and down inside the crack and then finding the hole, your beautiful little asshole – oh, I love it, I love it! – can you feel my tongue down there? I'm fucking you with my big tongue, fucking your ass…"
"You darling! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"

***

Naked upon my bed, Julia looked simply gorgeous, an alluring sex Goddess; and didn't such a divine creature rate some homage? Symbolic homage, at least. I bent and touched my lips to the smoothly curved instep of one bare foot.
"Oooh, that's nice. You do love me."
"Like this. Like a slave-girl. That's how I love you."
"Do it, then. Kiss my feet."
I wanted to, I really did. Crouching low, I found a new and unexpected excitement in the self-abasing act. My lips glided to the pearl-tipped toes in a lingering caress, parting now and turning moist as I sensed the slowly rippling response. Moist with love, moist with my eager adoration. The emotional impact stunned me; how weird, how deliciously weird! I could feel my assumed role taking on more than just a semblance of reality. The novelty alone would have been enough, but there was more here, ever so much more, a whole new world opening up to me.
Her toes wriggled impatiently, calling for an even greater commitment. I uttered an acquiescent gasp and sucked them into my mouth, licking in between and all around with a hotly worshipful tongue. The sensation burgeoned, intensely erotic now, almost as powerful as the thrill of her cunt or her ass. I stretched my lips to encompass half her foot, wanting it inside me, deep inside my own body…
"Hey, don't choke on it. Do the soles now, that's where I'm the most sensitive, darling."
Sensitive? How did she know? How many lovers before me had licked her feet? How many lesbian slave-girls? But it wasn't my right to ask, of course, or even to fret over the possibilities. Not any more. I no longer had rights, only privileges – and this was the newest of them, a privilege to accept with gratitude, not jealous curiosity or criticism. Anyway, she was sensitive there, sure enough. The soles of her feet. How the skin twitched and quivered to the lapping strokes of my tongue!
"Darling, darling, you'll drive me out of my mind. But no more now, no more…"
"Hmm?"
"Slow down, sweetheart. No more, you hear?"
"Ummm…"
"Greedy little pig. Greedy for my feet, imagine."
"Love your feet. Love… mmm…"
"I know. And I love the way you do it. But that's enough for now, there'll be plenty of time later. Come on up here, I want to talk to you. We do have something to talk about, Rory."
I shuddered, trying to shut out the sound of her voice. The sound and the meaning. Talk? Did she really expect roe to stop and talk now? Just when I was getting in the mood? What a way to treat a hopeful slave!
"Come. Didn't you hear me? Come on now. Up here where I can see you. No, not on the bed, darling, sit there on the floor so I won't have to strain my neck."
Frustrated and somewhat bewildered, I took a final lick and coaxed my tongue back into my mouth. Then, savoring the taste of her flesh to the last instant, I dragged myself to the head of the bed and sat on the carpet. I awaited her pleasure there, dazed, in a state of sensual intoxication, licking my lips in an effort to revive and preserve the fleshy memory.
"That's better. Hey, that was pretty exciting. You're a hot little lover, you know that?"
"Right this minute I'm a hot little slave."
"Oh? Just right this minute? Not always?"
"Always. Forever and ever. Ready to kiss your feet. Suck your cunt. Lick your ass. Hot little slave-girl, obedient and at your service. Your slave-girl, yours to command."
"Mine to train?"
"Command. Train. Whatever."
"I'll be terribly possessive. In my own way, of course. Do you understand what that means?"
"I-I think so. Like-like with another couple…"
"You do understand. Clever girl. And sometimes I may even be a little bit cruel, too. But you'll love that, I'm sure you will – it's just another reason why we fit together so well, don't you agree?"
"Uh-huh. Possess me. Be cruel."
"No reservations? No thoughts of rebellion? But I don't have to ask, do I? You're the kind of slave who needs a firm-handed mistress to train you. To break you in and bend you to all the pleasures of sex. And I've got that firm hand."
"Yes. Let me kiss it. Your hand…"
"Sweet thing. Ah! Yes, I can see that our evening with Adelaide and Kitten did you a lot of good. But let's not talk about that, not ever. Never the past, only the future. Like the party we're going to, the party at the beach-house that you've heard so much about. You do want to go, don't you?"
"Of course. But is it possible? It's so far away. And all I can get off from work is a weekend. By the time we…"
"Hush. I'll make the arrangements. Only you won't be getting any time off at all, my dear, we'll both be working. Some of the women there will be important, the kind of people Consolidated does business with. And some are married and can influence their husbands afterward. So we'll be doing a little business there, mixing business with pleasure – whoring, you might say – but that's how high finance operates. Besides, we're all whores at heart, I'm sure you've heard that before – it's the nature of woman, remember?"
"I-I guess so."
"There'll be a promotion in it for you, naturally. You'll be my assistant, with a nice raise in there now, now does that strike you?"
"Better and better."
"And meanwhile you'll be learning a kind of salesmanship, one more step in the right direction. You're a bright girl, Rory, and there's a real future in it for you. Even an executive position some day. No limit to how far you can go. So if we ever break up as lovers…"
"Julia, no! Don't say that."
"All right. I just want you to feel secure, that's all."
"Uh, does your husband know about this?"
"Don't worry about that, just leave it to me. Go to work as usual for the next couple of days. You'll be notified of the change through channels, all very official. The girls in your office won't have anything to gossip about."
I loved her more than ever at that moment. It was a long time since anyone had taken that much interest in me. An interest in my welfare, not just my body. I felt the love inside me swelling like a bubble, a great bubble of love, swelling, swelling, swelling until it was bigger than myself. Until it was bigger than both of us. Love. So much love!
"Darling? Still feeling sexy? I've got such an itch down there in my ass. It's been itchy since we talked on the telephone yesterday. Itchy for that hot tongue of yours…"
Suddenly fingers of flame scorched my insides. I peered up at her lovely face and felt myself drowning in those all-knowing green eyes. She looked so calm, so serene, but I knew her too well now, I knew what lay beneath the surface. As a lesbian slave-girl knows her lesbian mistress! The fire spread and my body was overwhelmed by a hot chill. I was already moving to serve her, licking my lips with my hot tongue, my hot lesbian tongue…
"But we've got all night for that, haven't we? Kiss my feet some more first. Oooh, isn't this exciting?"

***

Hours later, she sat up to click off the bedside lamp and then sank back exhausted. I drowsed off between her thighs, my mouth still pressed against the furry softness of her cunt, inhaling its comfortably familiar scent and slipping into oblivion in the loose embrace of those long legs. Sometime during the night I became aware of a pleasant but intrusively ticklish sensation, awakening in the darkness with tendrils of hair brushing my eyelids. The smell was stronger now, a bit sweaty and terribly sexy – even more alluring, somehow – and I couldn't stifle the sudden compulsion that swept through me. Not that I tried very hard; after all, my mouth was already there and it seemed no more than natural to nuzzle right in and part the hairy tangle with my tongue, cleaving her cunt-lips with a sleepy soul-kiss. Nor did she become fully conscious or even tacitly cognizant of my insidious courtship, apparently, not even when I shed all restraint and feasted on her flesh gluttonously, nourishing my dim hopes for one last lovely climax before dawn.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Borne by the night breeze, the rhythmic sound of rolling ocean waves came through the screened window. I sniffed the salt air happily and reveled in my good fortune. Or luxuriated, more accurately, considering the grandeur of the place, this beach-house that was more like a mansion. Talk about luxury! The off-season upkeep alone probably cost an astronomical pretty-penny.
Anyway, we were here at last – and among the early arrivals, I was glad to note, giving us a chance to get settled before the sapphic revels began. And in a way, I hoped, allowing me a short respite, a moment of introspection to organize my jumbled mind. I was still kind of breathless about Consolidated and my swift change in status. And even more breathless – awed, really – over the demonstration of raw power that had accomplished it. I had to believe her now: Julia Beresford was somebody in the company. I could love her in our lesbian bed and adore her in our mistress-and-slave orgies and respect her as my boss in business, but now there was a new word in the fine print of our unwritten contract. Or a newly revived word, rather. Fear. And it spilled over into everything else, of course, which was why my often irresponsible young mind had lost its carefree cool. All of a sudden I was a lesbian slave for real, a slave-girl in a house full of wealthy and no doubt willful lesbians. With fear to keep me in line!
Okay. I had faced that fact. Only why should I feel so excited about it? Sexually excited. The danger, the dire prospect of a week in this unknown and unpredictable situation, why should it be such a thrill? I had the sensation of teetering on the brink of a great chasm, off balance, weightless, suspended, needing only a nudge to send me hurtling into the dark depths below…
The bathroom noises snapped me back to reality. Julia was in there redoing her hair and makeup, getting ready to join our hostess and her welcoming committee downstairs. I just hoped she wasn't in too big a hurry. All that thinking about my sexually excited state of mind had generated a certain sexual excitement of a more immediate nature. A tongue like mine needed plenty of practice; how else would it ever become perfect?
"Rory? You're not dressed."
"I'm nekkid as a jaybird."
"Rascal. Licking your lips like that. For shame. Are you trying to tempt me?"
"Sure. How'm I doing?"
"Well…"
"Must be the salt in the air, kind of an aphrodisiac. Makes my tongue hang out. Precocious tongue. See?"
"Wicked, wicked. Oh, wicked!"
"That's because I've got no place to hide it. Like a nice big beautiful ass maybe, hmm? Mistress? Won't you take pity on your poor little underprivileged slave-girl?"
"Hot for my asshole again, eh? Hmm. I thought we'd save that for later. Bedtime. Our first night here. Tell you what, though, as long as you're so anxious…" Grinning, she reached under her tight skirt and foraged momentarily, getting a firm grip and stripping her panties off in a single swipe. Then, slowly, almost seductively now, she worked the reluctant hem up past the flare of her hips with a squirming motion, sidling over to set one foot on the rung of a chair. "There. Care for some cunt, baby?"
Baby cared. I was already sniffing the scent and sinking to my knees to pursue its trail to the source, pausing only for an appreciative peek at the vision of rosy red cunt-lips filtering through that lacy profusion of hair. Just a peek, though, and then the musky-moist flesh was soft against my face, a gentle softness, an aptly textured conclusion to the increasingly dense wake of her perfume. Even the raised leg and the uneven spread of her thighs seemed curiously compatible with the unique serenity of the moment, an unfamiliar posture to match the unfamiliar surroundings, all part of our first embrace in this ocean paradise.
Then, from somewhere within the house, a distant noise picked up volume and shattered the peace like the war-whoop of a tribe of savages. Indeed it sounded very much like that, a raiding party on horseback, only the voices became clearer now as the pounding footsteps left the stairs and approached through the hall. One voice in particular – our hostess, more than likely – clear enough to crystallize the blood in my veins:
"Julia! Where the hell are you? Carload of old friends just got in, all dying to say hello."
I knew what was going to happen. It took only a hint of pressure to quell any notion of revolt and reduce me to the lowest of lowly slaves. Crouched there, I sucked the cunt of my Goddess as she raised her voice to tell her friends to come in, the door was open, and then a moment later as the multitude trooped in behind my back, "Relax, everybody, we're almost finished here, just take it easy and give the little cuntlapper a chance, will you?"
An earthquake would have helped. Or even a hole in the floor for me to fall through. But I had to create my own miracle, steeling myself to bear up under the ordeal – this too shall pass! – and ignore the presence of my snickering audience. Only that was impossible, of course, and I found myself playing to them instead, turning their smug snickers to a paean of whispered approval as I groveled at the feet of my lesbian mistress and fucked her with my tongue, sucking and fucking her cunt to a peak of orgasm that astonished our lesbian audience and would have made her proud of her lesbian slave-girl, except that we were both off in that private world of ours by then, the world of indescribably exotic pleasures, and if that wasn't a pure-cream lesbian miracle, well…

***

Would she be wearing boots? Would I be expected to lick them? Oh, why did it have to be Adelaide? But that was obvious, of course, almost a foregone conclusion – making it with the hostess was like getting my feet wet. Anyway, orders were orders, and I had to obey without question. About time I got ready, too, my fresh young body was supposed to be naked for the skinny old bitch. I hated to move, though, still feeling kind of steamed up, the residue of that last embrace with my mistress. But the panties and bra had to go; naked meant naked…
Shuddering, I cast an apprehensive glance toward the door and peeled off the two pieces. I moved to the big full-length mirror and struck a pose, taking a preparatory check. Good thing, too; what if she had come in and seen me like this? A hair clung to the corner of my mouth, light-colored and crinkly, a cunt-hair picked up in that final farewell kiss. So precious! I let it hang there a moment, thrilled anew by the lurid vision – my youthful face, lips pink and quivery, tainted by that stigma of sin. What a delicious picture! Hmm. Portrait of a hot little lesbian?
Oh shit, yes, I was still hot, my shrewd mistress had deliberately left me in this state. Almost of its own volition, one hand glided over the curve of a chubby hip to seek out and soothe my throbbing clit-button. I gasped at the sudden sensation, my eyes slitted now, heavy with lust but still peering at the reflected image, the sexy cunt-hair still clinging…
"Admiring yourself, baby?" The voice stabbed at my back like a thrown dagger. "Such a vain little doll-baby…"
I yanked my caressing hand away and swung around, remembering only at the last instant to brush the left-over hair from my lip. Flushed with embarrassment, I stood there tremulous, shaken by the abruptly looming presence, so gaunt-cheeked, so darkly ominous.
"What the hell! What are you doing, sneaking a little taste of your own pussy?"
It must have looked like that, I realized, the way my hand had reached up to my mouth; how humiliating! But there wasn't much I could say about it, not without stammering blindly into a stupid and doubtless unnecessary explanation. There was no anger in that coolly appraising expression, just a hint of amusement.
"But don't let me stop you. Enjoy, enjoy. Go ahead and admire that pretty body in the mirror, anyway. Don't be bashful, kid, you've sure got something worth admiring."
The compliment took me by surprise, striking with a jolt of pure pleasure. Adelaide had shut the door and was coming toward me now, still gaunt but less foreboding somehow. No boots, thank heaven! Just slippers on her feet, fancy ones with small heels, rather cute. Her only other garment was a satiny sort of robe with a loosely tied cord around the waist, very short, ending just halfway down her thighs. She looked softer now, her bare legs surprisingly shapely, compensating for some of the harsh angularity above. Quite nice, in fact. Full of surprises tonight!
"I-I didn't hear you come in."
"That's because I'm sneaky. And the door was open. So I got an eyeful, huh? Especially with the mirror. View of your tits and ass at the same time. And you've got plenty of each."
"Oh…"
"Hey, you're shivering! Not cold, are you?"
"N-no. Just the opposite."
"Is that so? I'll just check and see." Her hand darted down swiftly, a pointed finger piercing my damp flesh with ease. "You're right. It's hot. Nice and hot and wet."
"Oooh!"
"Getting hotter, hmm?" She added more fingers, a wriggling wedge, all but burying her hand inside me. "There now, that should really heat your cunt up. How does it feel?"
"Hot… so hot…" Swaying limply, I sagged at the knees and let my stance widen, an instinctive spread to relieve the pressure and help accommodate the still active thrust. "Feels like more. Do it, do it! Frig me. My cunt, frig my cunt, my cunt…"
"Frig your cunt? You think that's what I'm doing? Oh no, this isn't meant to be a fingerfuck, you silly girl. It's only the beginning. You'll like it, though, don't worry, it's something you really go for. The taste of your own cunt. You do want to taste it, don't you? Here. A great big handful for you. Open up, open your mouth, lick it!"
The sudden emptiness turned to anguish. I stood there paralyzed, the glistening wet hand under my nose, poking at my lips. And then her bizarre demand registered in a surge of thickening excitement, stirring me to action. Overwhelmed by the sheer novelty of it, I nibbled at her fingertips and soon unclenched my jaws with a sob of acquiescence, licking and sucking the cunt-dipped fingers in eager self-subjugation, utterly humiliated and yet somehow grateful for the humiliation. But then, just as suddenly, her hand was gone and the contact broken, leaving my mouth still open, a gaping void, just as empty as my cunt.
"You want more? Forget it, you've had enough. Mustn't be selfish, sweetie." She patted her belly. "Or maybe you'd like to sample a scoop of this, huh?"
The pat became a self-caress, sliding downward. I watched it move slowly, the lewd assurance of the gesture holding me spellbound. An extended fingertip got there first, dividing the hairy black bush to reveal shiny scarlet cunt-lips underneath. I moaned, assailed by an acutely oppressive weakness – or was it a need? – that sapped my strength and sent me to my knees. Jaws still agape, I pleaded in silence then, lifting my arms to take a mute but hopefully eloquent posture of prayerful desire. I despised myself for succumbing so easily, but the woman was too wise, too worldly, too well-versed in lesbian guile; she had already demolished my will, reducing me to an extension of hers…
"No? Not just a sample? You'd rather drink it straight from the well, hmm?" Her laugh was without humor, abrasive. "Is that what you're begging for?"
"Yes. Please. Your cunt. Please?"
"Spoken like a true cuntlapper. Come on, then. Let's settle down and do it in comfort." Laughing again, a sound tinged with triumph now, she whirled and strode toward the bed, her meager but compactly muscular buttocks visible – seductively asway – as the robe came undone and floated to the floor. "We'll have a party, a nice cozy cunt-party, just the two of us."
I scrambled to my feet but never got quite erect, loping along all scrunched over as the haste of my forward momentum carried me across the room. Grotesque, perhaps, but certainly practical, getting me there fast and almost in position to begin sucking. And I would have, too, only she changed her mind and held me off, evidently impressed once again by my naked body, the shape and firmness of my young but nubile flesh.
"Those tits of yours – kid, they're really something. I wish my Kitten had a pair like that. Rub your nipples and make them stiff, let me see. Go ahead, do it, nice and stiff."
"Uh-huh. Like this?"
"Yeah. Mmm, great big ones, big and solid. Much too good to waste. I want you to fuck me with them."
"F-fuck you?"
"Damn right. Wait. Shove that pillow under me…" Impatient now, she grasped her bent legs and rolled backward, wiggling around on the pillow to raise her rump high. Then, spreading wide to put her entire crotch on display, "Come close, doll. You're going to fuck me with your tits. Not my cunt, though. That's why it's got to be real stiff, you know? Your nipple. Stiff enough to force into my asshole."
Excitement flared – another novelty? – hardening my nipples to immediate peaks. Fingering one to keep it inflamed, I moved against her splayed buttocks and probed for entry, pressing the swollen bud into the slightly dilated aperture. It was blocked momentarily, but then the round muscle expanded to accept my flesh almost voraciously, grasping it with a kind of frenzied tenacity – a sensation unfamiliar to me, novel indeed! And wildly erotic, of course. Like the puckered lips of a sucking baby-mouth…
"That's it. Yeah. Deeper, deeper. Deep!"
My loins seethed with the infectious passion, spurring me far beyond mere obedience. I clutched my tit with both hands, squeezing from the base and forcing all that boob-meat to seek release up front, tightening it to an elongated point. The nipple seemed to gain a life of its own, becoming stronger and more solid, bursting through the final barrier to become stubbornly lodged in the inner softness, the sponge-like mucous depths.
"Good girl. You're in now. Hold it right there."
"Hmm?"
"No, don't move. Don't you dare move!"
"Oh…"
"Wait. You'll see. Just wait, let me get organized. There now, it's starting. Can you feel that?"
"I-I'm not sure. Hey. Wow! Adelaide!"
"Really getting to you, huh?"
"Nnng…"
She laughed again, but I didn't care now, not as long as that ring of muscle went on flexing like that, exerting tiny pull-pressures on my buried nipple. It didn't seem possible, but she was actually controlling the contractions in a slowly pulsating rhythm. I moaned aloud but couldn't manage to utter the words that kept running through my mind – suck it, suck my tit, suck my nipple, suck it, suck it, suck it with your asshole! – oh shit, such a lovely thought; why did it have to stick in my throat like that?
"Baby, baby, little doll-baby, that gets me so horny! Too much, too much. I can't stand it any more. Do my cunt now, fuck me with your tits. Nice big tits. In my cunt. Now. Fuck me!"
I hated the idea of leaving that happy little nook. But orders were orders, and I was still an obedient slave. And then all of a sudden I didn't mind so much, plunging through the black frizz and stuffing my tit – the other one now – into that wet gash. I shoved and squirmed nightily, burying the big swollen thing in slippery flesh and feeling that thick fringe of hair tickling all around, another new sensation; was there no end to the deliciously lewd variations of lesbian love?
Well, not love maybe, that was reserved for my mistress. But this skinny old bitch was sure lovable, just the same, and I'd be glad to fuck her like this all night. Or suck her. Which was how we got here, come to think of it; wasn't I supposed to be drinking straight from the well? Uh-huh. The cunt well. No hurry, though, my tits were kind of thirsty, too.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


Things were beginning to get wild, even hectic at times. And a bit out of hand, I thought, an impression that recurred more and more often. It was in the atmosphere. Our ocean paradise had begun to reek of something less heavenly. Julia seemed to agree with that estimate, too, although we hadn't actually discussed it. I could just tell by her attitude, pretty cagey now, especially the way she kept tabs on me – for my own safety, no doubt. The crowd was simply too thick for organized swapping, and that led to increasingly orgiastic notions. It hadn't reached the orgy stage yet – nothing like those silly fantasies of mine! – but it was getting so a girl couldn't wander around alone without being pounced on.
Then, too, I noticed a growing tendency toward rather bold displays of intimacy in public. Public within the group, of course, inside the house, well hidden from that other world out there. But with so many guests on the premises, there was always a sizable audience for such exhibitions. And apparently an ever-mounting number of eager exhibitionists, from what I could judge. Lovemaking in private hadn't exactly gone out of style yet – I'd vouch for that! – but the other kind was sure gaining in popularity.
True, I had done it myself once, that ordeal on our first night here. Sucking cunt in full view all those unknown women, a bold display if ever there was one. Apprentice slave-girl on her knees in abject humility, naked and learning her trade! But my mistress had ordained it for a specific purpose – an expedient, nothing more – pushing me over an awkward but imperative hurdle in a hurry. Nor had she seen fit to repeat it since then, bless her heart. Anyway, it wasn't like these recent performances that were tainting the general atmosphere.
I had no right to gripe, admittedly; after all, it was no skin of my ass if some old bitch couldn't be happy without her own personal "doggie" always around. Sniffing at her heels. Sure, we young ones were all pets to our mistresses, but there was such a thing as carrying it too far. She was cute, too, the little doggie, trotting on all fours, naked, with a silver collar on her neck and a long silver leash. The mistress had a small silver whip dangling from her wrist, for show mainly, but I did see it used lightly ever so often if the doggie's behavior was less than perfect.
Eventually, just about everybody grew accustomed to the weird sight, patting the kid's head and feeding her snacks. But there were some novelties, too, acts deliberately staged in the big living room by one or another of the women with some knowledge of show business. It was supposed to be a good one the night Julia took me downstairs to watch, a well-rehearsed dance group, according to the grapevine. Even the lighting was special, everything going black for a long moment and then the lamps coming back on slowly to reveal the dancers in their places.
Three girls were crouched in the middle of the floor, clad in some fragile material that was wrapped scarf-like around them. As the music came up on the stereo, they rose, swaying languorously on bare feet, and began to dance. At least it was like a dance. But the movement consisted only of a leisurely circling around each other, all three of them, and their sole motive seemed to be the unwinding of their cover, yard after yard of diaphanous fabric. It was effective, more so than I had expected. The girls were young and graceful and quite lovely. As more and more of the net-like veils floated free, I could sense the urge of the audience – the same as mine – an urge to leap up and shed our clothing and become part of the show. But no one did, of course, nobody even moved. And the girls continued their gyrations, stripping nude at last. Only it was no longer a dance now, it was a cluster of three snakes entwining about one another. And there was no pretense of keeping time with the music.
The cluster sank to the floor, becoming a heap of female flesh, a pile-up of squirming, writhing bodies that had no beginning and no end. Arms and legs tangled in complex confusion. Until, gradually, the knot loosened and allowed a little freedom. Muted sobs rose now and then to penetrate the thickly orchestrated music. Oh, it was quite a performance! Three girls, three young lesbians – naked and nicely endowed – kissing and caressing and embracing. Sighing and moaning, parting and converging in ever-changing patterns. With a variety of breasts and nipples and pubic mounds, even a flash of pretty pink vulva here and there, all in colorful contrast and yet somehow retaining the appearance of a matched set. A sight to make the blood surge…
Afterward, the aroused audience had its chance to get into the act. But the central trio was gone by then, so the act became piecemeal, a little amateurish but a lot more realistic. As usual, the old bitch and her doggie were looking for attention. They too had been affected by the show, though, so the activity was even less inhibited. The doggie barked and yelped and panted, licking the hand of anyone who patted her. But the old mistress taught her how to sit up on her hind legs, a new trick, enabling her to sniff crotches instead of just feet. And it took only a threat of the silver whip to send her from crotch to crotch. I didn't feel sorry for her any more, not after watching all that doggie-type enthusiasm. Okay, so they were both bitches! I'd know better than to waste my sympathy next time.
I saw Kitten off in a corner and was glad that she had found herself an amiable companion, thus saving me the trouble of turning her down again. She had tried to entice me into one of these open performances any number of times, always with no success. Not that I objected to the kid in bed, oh no, it was just her complete lack of shame that brought an automatic refusal. As slave to the hostess, she felt it her duty to keep the sexy action stirred up by setting a personal example. Which was just what she seemed to be doing now with her tall blonde friend in the corner, although somewhat discreetly at the moment – for Kitten, certainly! – what with the dim lighting over there.
The blonde was dressed from the waist up and from the thighs down. Nothing in between. She stood with her legs wide apart, her head tilted back ecstatically, almost lolling. Her hands were busy but motionless, busy just hanging on, entwined in the hair of the naked girl who knelt before her. Even in the semi-darkness, that flowing mane of coppery-red hair was recognizable, unmistakably so. I wondered if the blonde was holding on like that for protection from prying eyes, trying to shield the strategically vulnerable sector of her tall body and thus compensate for the rather curious disappearance of her skirt and panties. But no, from the look on her face, she was probably concentrating on that buzzing little tongue-tip down there. First things first. Hadn't I been similarly buzzed myself?
Someone must have tampered with the stereo, slipping a noisy rock record in among the more suitable romantic stuff. The volume was up, too, making the whole room throb and reverberate with sound, the twang of electric guitars ricocheting from wall to wall. Rock fan or not, nobody could ignore it. A few kids were already up and making like go-go dancers, shedding their clothes with somewhat nervous hilarity and eyeing one another to see who would be the first to peel away her last lacy fig leaf. As it turned out, the impetuous winner was a heavily built bulgar type whose name I knew but could never remember. She had made a pass at me once – and quite nicely, in her own crude way – but I didn't let it get beyond the flirting stage. A brush-off, practically. Only now, of all the dumb times to choose, she seemed to be at it again, about to pop her cork in my direction. Pop something, anyway, whatever it was that she kept shaking.
I got embarrassed then; oh shit, it was just too obvious, all naked like that, pointing herself directly at me. Others must have noticed it, too – a possibility that registered with the heat of a certain blush, which in turn only added more fuel to the flame of my embarrassment. She was smirking now, doubtless taking credit for my flushed face, smirking but scarcely able to disguise the hunger in her eyes. But the rest of this bunch would miss that, most likely, seeing only the complacent smirk – a leer, almost – and the insinuation of her unerringly aimed body. Uh-huh. A leer, sure enough, a lip-licking leer, and right at me, flopping those fat tits and grinding her obscenely gross thighs and coarse belly-bush with clumsy fervor. I hated her for it. Especially since I had already been tabbed as a stuck-up little snob who brown-nosed the mistresses but didn't mix and mingle with the other kids. What kind of gossip would they be spreading about me tomorrow?
Cheeks still burning, I tore my gaze away and glanced around in search of Julia, hoping to find her bored with the proceedings and ready to go upstairs. No such luck, though, she was intently engaged in conversation with a woman I had never even seen before, a late arrival maybe, and both of them looked pretty serious – all the earmarks of a big-money business discussion. I was stuck here for a while, no doubt about it.
For want of something better then, I continued my survey of the room and sought out Kitten and her half-dressed babe. Not in that dark corner, though, that was bare now. And so was the tall blonde, obviously; at this indecorous stage of the shinding, who had anything to hide? Angled like that, she must have fallen back across the conch after a rush to get there, draping those long legs over her crouched lover's shoulders for comfort as much as for sexual satisfaction. There was nowhere else to put them. And there was no need to grab and hang on now, so the copper-bright head was free to bob rhythmically with every unseen tongue-lick, most of the hair spilling outward, fan-like, a silken tent, concealing a few secrets even when no concealment was called for. And even as I watched the voluptuously indolent scene with a touch of envy – such a contrast to this amplified whirling-dervish mood! – the blonde girl propped herself up on one elbow and took a sweeping, panoramic view of the throbbing madhouse, a slow smile curving her sensuous lips, a slightly dazed look in her somnolent eyes…
But then, well, I had no reason to be envious. My darling mistress had evidently ended her business talk. She caught my eye and signaled, pointing toward the stairway. I nodded. Let them all envy me! The atmospheric reek was vile down here. And pretty pervasive throughout the house, too. But we had locked it out of our room, our own private ocean paradise. What a joy to be climbing the stairway together! Stairway to heaven. Too bad we couldn't take a piece of it, with us. But then again, why should we? It was already ours, to have and to hold. Mine. Wasn't heaven the beautiful ass of my mistress? My divine mistress?



CHAPTER FIFTEEN


Ardently, my heart swelling with desire, I lowered my face to the hairy nest and began lapping. Now that we were away from the noisy crowd, I could worship my Goddess peacefully and with a great deal of loving care. I parted the rosy red cunt-lips and foraged for her clitoris with a probing tongue.
Tonight, especially, I wanted to make it good for her. I knew she had something on her mind. Something heavy, I was sure. Despite my curiosity, though, I didn't dare ask. Perhaps it didn't even concern me. Except that I had become a part of her these last few days, and anything in her life was automatically in mine; couldn't she understand that?
Meanwhile, well, I had this to tide me over. I was in my favorite place. One of them, anyway, one of my two favorite places in all the world. Between the legs of my beautiful mistress, burrowing into the beautiful cunt between the beautiful legs of beautiful Julia. Beautiful…
"Such a busy little cuntlapper. Busy, busy. I love the way you concentrate on your work, darling."
"I do it for you. All for you."
"How you must love me! Sometimes I feel guilty, making you fall in love like that."
"Guilty? No need. I love to suck your cunt and make you happy. That's when I'm the happiest, when I'm inside your body and doing it for you."
"You darling girl. Suck, then. Suck, suck."
Her thighs, voluptuously soft, closed around my head for a poignantly sweet moment. A moment of breathtaking intimacy. I loved the sensation. Even from a purely physical viewpoint, it made me feel once again as though I was part of this flesh, this beautiful body. As if her cunt and my face were all one and the same. And yet, despite this lovely feeling, I was still conscious of her burden. She was bound to come out with it soon. Any minute now. I had no idea what made me so certain; was it something in her voice? I just knew…
"Rory? Better stop now."
"Uh-huh. Want to tell me about it?"
"Hmm? About what?"
"Whatever it is. The burden you're carrying. I can just see it weighing you down."
"Clever girl. I guess you know me pretty well."
"Better than you think. That's one of the advantages of being in love. Anyway, I know you've got something on your mind. Won't you let me help? Sometimes just hearing yourself talk about a problem makes it easier to solve. So if you'll talk, I'll be a good listener. Want to give it a try?"
"I-I suppose so. All right."
"Good. Let me just… uh…" I rested my cheek on a smooth thigh, caressing it with my face as I caressed her silky cunt-tuft with my fingers. "There now, I'm nice and comfortable. And see how I'm resisting temptation?"
"Little monkey. Resist, then, and don't interrupt me. We're supposed to be working on my problem, not yours. Listen. That woman I was with tonight, did you see her?"
"Uh-huh. I drew a complete blank, though. I mean, uh, she just didn't ring a bell, you know? Who is she?"
"You haven't seen her before, she's not one of the bunch – so don't worry about your memory failing you. Her name is Corinne Dahlgren, she owns a house a few miles down the beach. A year-round place, not as big as this but much nicer. Living here like that, she's got to be pretty discreet and can't fool around much, not at wild parties, anyway. She came over just to see me – and to take a peek at the young stuff, I guess, even though it's against her better judgment. For which I can't blame her. I've known her for years, both socially and in business. I trust her. You get the picture? I really trust that woman. And now she comes up with a story that shocks the shit out of me. She even admits it might not be true – or not so bad, at least – but it's been bothering her ever since she heard it and she just had to tell…"
"Julia, wait. I've got to interrupt. You're just circling around and around without really saying anything. Is the story so bad that you can't put it into words? Some real ugly lesbian gossip? Were you involved in some awful affair that you're still afraid to talk about? Forgive me if I sound like an analyst, but if you keep repressing it, well…"
"Some analyst. You're right, though, I'm going around in circles. Only it's not a gay story, nothing about sex. Only money. Lots and lots of money. And if it's true, I'm the victim, not the villain. I'm being cheated by my own husband, how about that?"
"Simon? Simon is cheating you?"
"That's the story. Robbing me blind. Tucking it away in a Swiss bank. And now I've got to track it down and find out, one way or the other. Corinne's lawyer may have something for me, a falsified statement, something like that. And I might have to fly to Washington and maybe Chicago and then – oh hell, you see why I'm so upset, darling?"
"Uh-huh. Me too. I'm so sorry. Cheated by your husband, how awful! And you've been married such a long time. But if she says it might not be true."
"No. I'd better start thinking the other way. It's bound to be true. Where there's smoke, there must be somebody smoking. Or something to that effect. Oh. Incidentally. Talking about it did help. I've just figured out what to do. First of all, I think we've had enough of this place, don't you? The party crowd is too rich for my blood. We'll move over to Corinne's house tomorrow; that way you'll have a safe place to stay if I'm called away in a hurry. And it's quiet there, I can get myself organized and make some long distance phone calls. Okay? How does that sound to you? Unless you'd rather stay here and…"
"Need you ask? It sounds wonderful."
"Okay. No more decisions. Let's fuck."
"Oooh! Let's."
"Sweet slave-girl. Here's my ass for you."
I helped her roll over, rushing, rushing, hot and horny and breathless with impatience. And at last it was there in front of me, that beautiful ass, and I plunged frantically and buried my face between the firm-fleshed buttocks and thrust the full length of my tongue into that quivery asshole…
"Hey! Slow down."
"Ummm?"
"What's your hurry? Don't be in such a rush to show off your tongue. I already know how long it is. Treat my asshole with a little respect, you hear? Be gentle. Lick first, lick it with love. AH around. It should be precious to you."
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry. I got careless. Please forgive me, let me try again. I just wanted it so much…"
"Careless is right. No, you can't have it yet. First tell me how you'll go about it, how you'll make up for your stupid carelessness. Look at it, look at my ass and speak up."
"Mistress? Your ass is so beautiful. Precious to me. It deserves only the best. I'll never be careless again. I'll kiss the nice soft cheeks. I'll use my tongue there and lap all over. And then I'll lick up and down the pretty crack. And inside the sweet little hole. And I'll fuck and fuck and…"
"Okay. Do it. Because you love it."
"I do love it."
"And it loves you. That's as it should be. Ah! A loving tongue and a loving asshole…"

***

The reason I hadn't really noticed Corinne Dahlgren was quite simple. She just wasn't very noticeable. Her hair was a nice shade of auburn, but there wasn't much of it in that hairdo, a kind of boyish close-crop, much shorter than mine. An ordinary face, the type that ages well, picking up a few wrinkles and an expression of dignity. Gray eyes. A wiry body, fairly tall. Nondescript, pretty much, not nearly as impressive as her house. That was all I gleaned at first sight, anyway. Although I knew better than to make snap judgments in this segment of society. Lesbians hiding their lesbianism learned to hide a lot more; who could tell what might be lurking beneath the surface?
I wasn't exactly bursting with curiosity, though. Except about the house. How could she live alone in a place this size? Weren't there any servants? Julia finally got around to mentioning it, asking what had happened to the elderly couple who used to handle the household chores. And that was when I figured maybe Corinne Dahlgren wasn't so ordinary after all. Not what she said, just the way she said it. With a wry grin and a twinkle in her eye, animated all of a sudden, almost vivacious.
"Oh, I've got new servants now. I pensioned the old ones off, poor dears. But come, it's time you met my crew. They should be in the morning room about now. That's where you'll probably want to work later on, Julia. Plenty of desk space."
She led us through the hallway and into the go-called morning room. There was a bulky dark-haired woman seated behind one of the desks, dressed in a uniform of some sort, very stark. Her fingernails were being worked on by a sweet-faced young blonde girl. The woman started to rise as we entered, but Corinne immediately waved her back.
"Keep your seat, Hedwig, no need to be formal. Say hello to my friends here. Julia. Rory. Hedwig is my housekeeper, officially, but she's really more of a friend. And an enormous help to me, I might add. She keeps things running. Jumping, sometimes."
"I sure try." The dark woman smiled. Then, with a nudge of her hand, "Lizabeth, go great your mistress."
The kid dropped her nail file and scurried out from behind the desk, clearly visible now. She was wearing a tunic of some sort – a coolie coat, perhaps – and high-heeled shoes, nothing else, showing a remarkably lovely length of leg. She sank to the floor and kissed Corinne's feet, one kiss on each shoe-toe. And then, scrambling around in back, she came out of her crouch enough to poke her head up under the skirt.
My heart pounded. I heard Julia gasp. Somehow this seemed a thousand times more erotic than the naked doggie or the go-go dancers or anything like that. It wasn't as clear now, but I could still see enough to know what was going on. The kid was holding the pose, her face pressed against the seat of Corinne's panties. She was breathing heavily, inhaling the scent with audible sniffs, wiggling her head a little in an apparent effort to dig her nose deeper into the crease.
"All right, dear, let's not overdo it." Corinne gave a little backward lurch, a playful sign of dismissal. "Just return to whatever you were doing."
The girl's face reappeared, flushed and even prettier than before; it could only have been a glow of adoration. Once again she kissed her mistress' feet humbly and then at last rose and scampered off to resume her manicuring duties. Only it wasn't so easy now, working on a hand that seemed unable to remain still. I couldn't figure that out, the woman named Hedwig looked different now, somehow, wriggling around and swaying in her chair, an odd expression on her face. Then the movement changed direction, even more conspicuous this time as her body rocked back and forth, still picking up speed.
Corinne's grin was wry and twinkly again. "Gail?"
"Gail." Hedwig grinned back. "And guess where."
"I don't have to guess. Sexy bitch. You think I don't know where? But I doubt if our guests do. Mind if they go over and take a look?"
"Why should I mind? Ladies, care to come and see?"
We broke records getting there, giggling in anticipation and then gasping at the revelation. My eyes took in Hedwig's body first, bulky but not fat at all, suddenly quite intriguing. Even more so, though, was the thing underneath her. It could only have been a face down there, out of sight but a face nonetheless, a girl's face, crushed and engulfed by the massive buttocks. Only the slim body was visible. It was bent back upon the cushioned seat of the chair, the unseen upturned face forming a second cushion for that big pampered bottom.
A slurping sound told the rest of the story, but Hedwig showed no hesitation about filling in the details. She even called our attention to the way the hem of her uniform was rucked up in back, allowing total contact between face-flesh and ass-flesh. Without panties, naturally. Just listening to her was a terrific turn-on, and Julia kept grabbing me and squeezing me, my arm or my shoulder or around the waist; oh shit, each of us knew what the other was thinking about. I wondered how long it would be before we were alone and doing those things.
And still Hedwig was rattling on, making it sound exciting even when she repeated herself. "She's reaming me good. You have no idea how beautifully her tongue treats my asshole. Oh yes, Gail is an expert at it. I taught her myself. And I happen to be particularly fond of having my ass kissed. It's very sensitive, and I actually prefer it to having my cunt lapped. Not that she can't do both equally well, of course, those are basic fundamentals that every good slave-girl is trained to do."
Squinting a little, I could spot the ends of Gail's hair, kind of reddish, hanging over the edges of the chair. But I still couldn't see her face under the heavy buttocks. And meanwhile, quite calmly, even as her body rocked on the slavish tongue, Hedwig had her hand extended so that the cute young blonde kid could continue working on her fingernails.
Then, abruptly, the rocking motion gained intensity. And again the direction changed. It became more of a grinding now, a downward grinding upon the squashed face.
"Yeah, she's getting to me. Do it, baby, shoot that tongue up my asshole and I'll come for you!" In a near-frenzy, the big woman yanked open the buttons of her uniform and gave her bra a sharp twist that let her breasts spring free. She clutched the blonde head and pulled it close. "Never mind my nails, Lizabeth, just do me some good here. My tits, suck my tits, suck!"
The manicure paraphernalia cluttering the desk was forgotten, and the kid's lips immediately tightened around a protruding nipple. She sucked there awhile and then shifted to the other quickly as the demanding hand nudged her head. Hedwig seemed to be having a high old time, the center of attention, a slave worshiping her tits and a slave worshiping her ass. It didn't take long. She shuddered, wheezing her pleasure, welcoming the orgasm, and I got the impression of a volcano erupting inwardly.
And at last, loosened from its fleshy prison, the missing face came into view. A cute face, pink, kind of like a kewpie-doll, the skin all smeared and shiny now. Oddly enough, the big blue eyes were shining, too, shining rapturously, and even after her release the little sexpot kept kissing Hedwig's thighs until she was pushed away. Only that didn't get rid of her either; she just slumped to the floor and wrapped her arms around those thickly muscled legs in a gesture of love that was both defiant and submissive at the same time. A contradiction in terms, maybe, but not so impossible; hadn't I felt like that about my love for Julia?



CHAPTER SIXTEEN


A time for sadness. My mistress was about to leave. And even though our parting would only be temporary, it was like the end of the world to me. I wasn't going to cry, though, at least not until later. Alone…
"Don't look so sad, darling."
"Who's sad? This is my sexy expression, can't you tell? How much time do we have."
"Five minutes. Maybe ten. As soon as Corinne calls from downstairs. Oh. I forgot. I've got something to tell you. I finally worked up enough nerve to ask her. About the change in her life, the servants, you know?"
"Uh-huh. You were dying of curiosity. Me, too, in a way, even if I didn't know her before. What did she tell you?"
"Well, our guess was right. It was all Hedwig's doing. But you should have heard her, the said it. No shame. Like she was proud of it, imagine. Hedwig corrupted her. That was the word she used. Corrupted. And it was the best thing that ever happened to her, she says. Wild, isn't it?"
"She's really living it up. Those two kids…"
"Aren't they something? That was Hedwig's doing, too. She found them and hired them and trained them – and Corinne has never been happier in her life. I envy her."
"You-you envy her? Julia? And all this time I thought you were satisfied with me. Now my feelings are hurt."
"Poor baby. I love you. But I'm still envious. Of course, if you were to submit to that sort of training…"
"Train me, train me. I've already said you could."
"And I have. A little. But compared to Hedwig, oh shit, I'm just an amateur. No, darling, I meant that sort of training – right from Hedwig herself."
"Hah! Don't even suggest it."
"Not even for a little while? I'll only be gone a few days; wouldn't you like to try it and see? As long as you're going to be here anyway…"
"No. And please don't ask me to. I'm a guest here, not a slave to be trained by a… a housekeeper…"
"All right. Don't pout. It was just a silly notion. I won't ask you again. I won't even mention it, okay? Come how, kiss me and cheer up. We're supposed to be saying goodbye. I want your sweet tongue in my mouth. Maybe that'll cheer me up."
"Yours is sweeter. The sweetest tongue in…"
"Don't talk, just kiss me. Mmm…"
"Nnng. Oh!"
"Don't be such a wiggle-worm. Stand still, darling."
"Oh sure, stand still, just like that. While you go on teasing and teasing and teasing…"
"You don't like it? Just a little farewell tease? Hmm. Your cunt is shedding tears for me, that's why it's so wet. A sentimental cunt, imagine."
"Fuck me. Frig me. Your hand, put it in, oooh!"
"Will you miss me, darling?"
"You know it."
"Will you miss this? There now, that should give you something to remember me by. But that's all, no more, we mustn't let ourselves get carried away."
Her fingers were gone and the sudden void was painful. More than I could stand. I fell to my knees and embraced her with both arms, jamming my face in and finding an unexpected delight in the warmth that seeped through the fabric. And then it was even warmer, hotter, as she slid her skirt up and left only a wisp of lacy nylon, a fragile impediment, surely, and I nuzzled between her thighs with no more than a token pretense of patience…
"Don't you dare!"
"Mmm?"
"The panties stay put, you hear?"
I heard and heeded, dying of terminal frustration, and was revived only by the life-breath of her [missing text] the redolent seepage that reduced the frustrating barrier to a sex-impregnated shadow. Its penetration became a challenge, a labor of love, and I could see how a little subtlety and guile might lend credence to the wistful hallucination of a cuntlapper's fucking tongue…
"Julia? Time to go." The voice from downstairs.
"One last kiss, darling. Kiss my mouth and give me a suck of that one-of-a-kind tongue for good luck…"

***

It was a tough choice. And after thinking it over, I wasn't even sure I'd carry out my decision. With so much sex going on around me, it was only a matter of time before I got involved. So the problem was who – and I wound up letting my absent mistress be the judge. And the choice was obvious, of course. Corinne was my hostess, the head of the house – and more important, she was an old friend of Julia's. Not very attractive, true, but couldn't I spare a suck for the sake of peace?
Having made the decision, I slept on it. Only I didn't get through the night. It was the young blonde kid who woke me up. Lizabeth. A dainty little thing with hair the color of wheat in the sunshine. The freckles on her tip-tilted nose were cute, and so was her childlike attitude. It was hard to think of her as a practicing lesbian trained in even more perverted pleasures. I found her utterly enchanting, a joy to be with. But at this hour of the night?
"Rory? You awake?"
"I am now."
"Wanna see something? Come on. It's wild."
It didn't take much to persuade me. She motioned for silence and led me to the stairs. We stopped halfway down and crouched close to the banister, a metal filigree that offered a certain cover. It took a moment to get the vision in focus, and then I felt a twinge of nausea. In that now-familiar uniform, Hedwig was sagging back in a soft chair with her skirt up and her muscular thighs twitching. With that close-cropped auburn hair between them, the only thing worth noting on that rather awkward kneeling figure. No doubt Corinne was getting corrupted some more. Her bowed head was bobbing, and those bare thighs were bouncing and both their mouths were busy. One sucking, the other spouting; one serving, the other demanding service.
"Oh shit, didn't I teach you better than that? Gimme some tongue, you slut, I can hardly feel that tongue of yours. I'll bet that Rory kid can suck better than you do. Did you see those lips of hers? I get horny just looking at them. Come on, bitch, suck my cunt and make me come or I might cool off and just take you to bed and keep you up all night. Only you'll be sucking my ass then, you shameless slut, you'll be spending the night with your slimy tongue up my asshole. So come on, suck!"
It was exciting and sickening at the same time. We sneaked back up the stairs and I knew without the slightest doubt that my cute blonde friend had sex on her mind. Sex for young stuff only; let the old biddies play their own games. My own emotions were in complete accord. That made two of us. Arithmetic had never been one of my better subjects in school, though. When did it get to be three?
No matter. Gail had emotions, too – same complete accord. So we all capered and cavorted and played delicious little piggy games with cunts and assholes and mouths and tongues, and we even had a slurping contest. I forgot who won, though. Although my tongue did make a big hit, I was sure of that. Anyway, now that my decision had been wiped out, I decided to quit making decisions and just try to have a good time. With everybody…

***

"Baby, I'm sure going to miss you. And so will Corinne and the kids. Come pay us another visit some time, huh?"
"I-I'll try."
"You know something? I think you will. You felt sexy here, day and night. You feel sexy right now, I'll bet. You want me to prove it? Come over here. Show me some cunt."
I felt my face flush. But with the embarrassment came a pang of need, and I shuddered ecstatically as Hedwig's hand began its investigation. It felt so strange to stand here and let that knowing hand slide up my thigh. So strange and yet so familiar.
"Yeah. You're dripping, practically. Isn't that so? But if you really don't feel sexy tonight…"
"Oh. Yes. Please."
"Please? Please what?"
"You know. Anything. Do it. Make me come."
"Like this? With my finger?"
"Oooh!"
"You're ready."
"Hmm?"
"Let's have it. Right here on the chair."
"Oh…"
"Come on. Up! Baby?" She slipped lower in the seat. Her palms cupped the cheeks of my ass. "Boost it right up in front of my face. Put it up here and I'll eat it."
"Can't-can't we just go to bed and…"
"Don't argue with me. Come on, lift your lazy ass. Get your pussy up where I want it. Put your knees on the arms of the chair. One here. One here." Her strong hands gestured to suit her words, taking my legs along with them. "Got your balance? If you fall, come this way. I'll you right down."
Wobbling weakly, I got my knees settled on the upholstered arms of the chair. Then, with a moan, I let my middle slump into Hedwig's expectant mouth. Her long tongue penetrated, turning my moan into a shriek. My body was bucking back and forth, as it had done for her fingers – only now the pleasure was beyond anything a mere hand could give.
"Mmm… hot little cunt…"
"Suck me, fuck me, do it with your tongue! Fuck my cunt and make me come and come and come…"
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