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        With Ashley's lips pressed against my pussy, and Kayla's nipple in my mouth, I felt both powerful and shameless. I'd never suspected a girl's tongue could unlock such deep reservoirs of passion within me the way Ashley's had.

        Suddenly, the thought of denying my ass the pleasure of that clever tongue seemed absurd. Pleasure was pleasure, I thought dreamily, and I wanted more. I didn't care how I got it; I just wanted more.

        I threw my head back and let Kayla's boob slip wetly from my lips. I looked over my shoulder at Ashley.

        "Oh god, do it. Eat my ass!" I begged.

        Ashley met my gaze, and the look she gave me was one of pure lust. I trembled as I felt her tongue slip away from my pussy. Seconds later, I moaned as I felt it tease and caress the entrance of my sacred spot. Suddenly, she pushed her tongue deep inside my asshole. I howled with animal pleasure.

        This was the signal the other girls had been waiting for. They gave a collected moan and greedily fell upon each other.
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      For as long as I can remember, I've been a tomboy.

      While other girls had grown up playing with dolls, I had preferred toy cars and trucks. Instead of playing dress-up in my Mom's clothes, I’d wear my older brother's shirts and jeans. And my affinity with boys hadn't stopped when I became a teenager – if anything, it had grown stronger. While other girls my age spent their free time at the beach or the mall, I helped out in my father's hardware store or worked on restoring a beat-up 1969 Mustang I'd picked up cheap.

      As a result of my tomboy ways, most people – both friends and family – assumed I also had a problem with being female. That I'm ashamed of being a girl, that I don't like my body. They're wrong. I love being a girl, I just don't like behaving or dressing like one. And I'm proud of my body. As I entered my teens, I began to fill out in ways I adored, and I loved my full boobs, flat tummy and long legs.

      People also assume that I’m a lesbian, and they'd be wrong about that, too. I like boys, and the idea of having sex with another girl had never seriously crossed my mind. Sure, I'd thought about it a few times – what teenage girl hasn’t? Still, it had just been idle curiosity, nothing serious really. I liked boys, and that was that.

      Then two summers ago, a sprained ankle and a locked gate conspired to introduce me to Ashley, and so many things I'd taken for granted about myself changed almost overnight.

      But I'm getting ahead of myself.

      First, let me tell you about my big brother Brandon.

      Brandon is four years older than I am, and we've always been close. While growing up, Mom and Dad had hoped my affinity with boys was a phase, something I'd eventually grow out of. But as the years passed and I became a teenager, it became clear that I had no intention of conforming to their ideas of how a girl should behave or dress. Gradually, their patience had turned to concern. But Brandon had always just accepted me for who I was. When, at age twelve, I refused to join the school's gym team and instead chose to play soccer, he drove me to my matches. When I refused to try out for a spot on the cheerleader squad, instead choosing to spend my spare time in shop class, he saved up his allowance and bought me my first set of tools (which, BTW, I still use). Eventually, Mom and Dad realised that I wasn't going to change. They were reluctantly forced – with Brandon's encouragement – to just accept me for who I was.

      After graduating from high school, Brandon shocked our parents by not going to college. Instead, he set himself up as a roofing contractor, and over the next six years, he built a small but flourishing business. He worked mainly with his friend Carl, and they managed the majority of the jobs between them. But occasionally, when they took on a larger contract or when Carl was unavailable, I'd help out. I was a quick study and soon proved I could hold my own on a job. Besides, after all the support Brandon had shown me, it was the least I could do to return the favour. I also loved hanging out with my brother, so it was a no-brainer.

      So, when Brandon called me one Sunday afternoon in August to say he'd been hired to work on the roof in Oakmont and asked if I wanted a week's work, I said yes. (Carl had sprained his ankle the day before and was laid up for the week on doctor's orders).

      The following morning saw me standing on the curb outside my home in Roseland, waiting for him to drive the short distance from his place to collect me. The day was already warm and sticky – California summers always are – and it would only get hotter as the day wore on. I knew from experience that working on a roof was hot, demanding work, and so I'd dressed accordingly: a light plaid shirt (rolled up at the sleeves), a pair of khaki combat trousers (reinforced at the knees) and a pair of sturdy ankle boots (with thick grips on the soles). I'd also tied my long auburn hair into a ponytail, which I'd pushed through the back of the weathered baseball cap that sat on my head.

      A little after eight o'clock, I saw Brandon's pick-up turn the corner, and a few moments later, he pulled up alongside me. His truck was stacked with rolls of roofing asphalt, along with several ladders and a couple of large toolboxes.

      As he drew level with me, he eased the truck to a stop. His arm rested on the rolled-down window, and the cap on his head threw a patch of shadow over his handsome, sun-weathered face.

      "Hey, buddy," he called out with a grin. "You haven't seen my sister by any chance? She was probably all dressed up, maybe heading toward the mall with some of her girlfriends?"

      "Screw you, pal," I said with a smile. His grin grew even wider.

      I walked around the front of the truck and climbed into the cab next to him. Despite both windows being rolled down, the truck was already stuffy. I pulled the door closed and settled down into the passenger seat.

      Brandon looked over at me, his pale blue eyes dancing with merriment.

      "Hey, Milla," he said, "you OK?"

      I smiled back. "Yeah, dude, all good."

      Brandon then pulled away from the kerb, and we began the twenty-minute drive from west Santa Rosa to Oakmont.

      "How's it going with Mum and Dad?" he asked. "Have they finally stopped hassling you about going to community college?"

      A year earlier, I'd graduated from high school, and Mom and Dad had assumed I'd go to University. After all, my grades were certainly good enough. Instead, I'd enrolled in a course in Automotive Technology – auto-shop – at community college, a decision that had baffled them. The fact that it was a highly regarded course at one of the most prestigious colleges in the State hadn't dampened their disappointment.

      Once again, Brandon had leapt to my defence. He explained that folks would always need mechanics. And a good grease-monkey – especially one interested in restoring classic cars like I was – could make a decent living.

      "I think so," I replied. "Well, they don't bring it up so often, so same thing. And the fact that I now tune Dad's car probably helps."

      We both laughed.

      As we pulled onto the highway, he told me about the job in Oakmont.

      The owners of the property were renovating their guest house, and along with updating the kitchen and bathroom, they'd also decided to replace the roof. He and Carl had already priced the job, and the quote had been accepted. Brandon told me the wooden support struts were good, but the old tiles and the roofing felt needed to be replaced. It was a five-day job, and I knew from experience that it would be hard work, even if it was straightforward. Brandon also explained that the owners were away, but their daughter was home from University, and she would be keeping an eye on the house.

      As we talked, Brandon continued to follow the highway, and soon we were passing Spring Lake Park. After another mile, he pulled into a long driveway that led to a two-story Mediterranean-style home. The house was large, with a curved arch and balcony set above the front door. A double-door garage sat to one side of the house, above which was the guest apartment Brandon had been hired to work on. The garage and the house were linked together by a white stucco wall.

      "Well, here we are," said Brandon, and he parked the truck next to a gate set midway along the wall. Large stacks of terracotta roof tiles had been neatly piled nearby.

      We both got out, and while I waited by the pick-up, he walked over to the gate. He tried to open it, but it held firm. "I figured that might happen," he said. "The housekeeper was supposed to unlock it for us."

      I followed him as he headed towards the house and, when he reached the large front door, he rang the bell. We waited for a few moments, but there was no reply. Brandon then tried the door, and it opened. We both tentatively stepped inside.

      On the other side of the door was a large lobby and a hallway that led further into the house. Along one wall was a broad stairway that curved up to the second floor, while opposite us was a large, open-plan living room.

      "Hello!" he called out. "It's Brandon, here to work on the roof."

      There was no reply.

      From somewhere deep inside the house, we could hear the sound of a video game playing. "That sounds like it's coming from the den," he said.

      We followed the sound and walked down the hallway before turning into a large room. A fireplace sat against one wall, above which was a large, flat-screen television. Facing the TV was a white couch surrounded by two matching armchairs. A glass coffee table sat in the middle of the room. On the far wall directly opposite us were French windows, through which I could see a landscaped garden and a swimming pool. Brilliant beams of bright, early morning sunlight streamed into the room.

      A video game was in progress on the flat-screen, played by someone sitting on the couch. I recognised the game as a favourite of mine, a first-person shooter that I'd played often. As I was standing behind Brandon, I couldn't see who was playing, so I stepped to one side for a better look.

      When I saw who was sitting on the couch, my heart began to beat faster.

      A girl my age sat crossed-legged on the couch. She wore a tight-fitting baby tee that showed the outline of her round, shapely boobs, and against which I could see the soft impression of her nipples. Her exposed stomach was toned and flat. She wore a pair of blue soccer shorts that rode up on her smooth thighs and showed off her long, suntanned legs. Although her shoulder-length hair was blonde, her eyebrows were dark, and they sat above a pair of large, grey eyes which gazed intently at the TV. Her brow was creased with concentration, and her full, cherry-red lips nibbled on a lock of her hair. Her slender fingers moved deftly over the buttons of the game controller she held in her hands. As she played, she was bathed in soft sunlight that danced on the gold of her hair and the bronze of her skin.
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