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Chapter 1

As usual, I waited until I heard
my husband’s snores next to me before slipping away to masturbate.
We actually did have sex earlier that evening, for the first time
in months. I let him pump away on top of me, his hairy paunch
pressed into my belly as I stared at the ceiling. Within minutes he
spurted with a final grunt, and then collapsed on top of me. He
then rolled over and promptly fell asleep.

Of course I hadn’t climaxed, and I still
wanted to. Silently, I opened the drawer in my nightstand to
retrieve my tablet computer, and slipped from the room. Keeping my
footsteps soft, I passed by my son’s room in the hall, and down the
dark stairs. I settled in on the couch, under my favorite blanket.
I flipped on the screen and opened up the story I had been
reading.

When she kissed me with those deep red lips,
I felt my knees go weak. I had no idea that kissing another woman
could be like this. Her breasts pressed into mine, and I became
aroused in a way I had never experienced before. She was a good
kisser. Suddenly I wanted to know what else she could do with those
lips…

I imagined those soft lipstick-painted lips
as I began stroking my body under the blanket, while continuing to
read. I put myself in the protagonist’s place, as if I, too, were
experiencing another woman for the first time. I could almost feel
the lips covering my mouth, nibbling on my neck, teasing my
nipples. Lips leaving red smeared lipstick all over my body,
revealing my secret desire. Long fingernails grasping my hair,
trailing along my skin. Smooth hairless skin underneath my own
hands as I squeezed full breasts and ran my hands down muscular
legs.

Of course it was only my own hands that
pinched my nipples, my own fingers that circled my clit underneath
my flannel nighty. Still, the thought of a woman’s hair falling
around me, suffocating me its floral feminine scent, drove me wild
with excitement. My breathing quickened, but I resisted the urge to
moan. As much as I would have loved to shout with abandon, I had
not been able to do such a thing after the kids were born. Now I
only had this private time to myself in the dark and quiet hours of
the night.

George would be shocked to know that I read
lesbian erotica exclusively, that I had downloaded dozens of
lesbian erotic short stories. And he would probably feel threatened
if he knew how much I fantasized about being with another woman. I
did not discuss my sexual fantasies with him, as he had ceased
caring about my sexual pleasure decades ago, if he ever actually
had. In the beginning, I had tried to ask for what I wanted from
him in bed. Simple things like more foreplay, oral sex, maybe a
spanking. He took my requests as an attack on his sexual prowess,
and grew defensive whenever I tried to broach the subject. I
stopped trying. If I hadn’t had become pregnant so young and so
soon into our relationship, I probably wouldn’t have stuck around.
But providing a stable home for my children became my priority, so
I set my own needs to the side. Overall, I was happy with my
family. Still, I lived in a perpetual state of longing.

Now in my mind’s eye, that silky hair brushed
my thighs, and a hot pink tongue teased my clit lightly. I found my
hips rocking of their own accord as I rose closer to orgasm. I
backed away, denying myself, becoming more and more engrossed in
the story unfolding on the screen in front of me. Here, alone and
unhurried, I could edge myself to my heart’s content.

I had always thought I needed a penis to be
sexually satisfied. But now with her expert tongue teasing my clit,
and her curved fingers pounding in and out of me, I found that I
wasn’t missing anything at all…

I had always wondered if women were better
lovers to each other than men were to them. We know the inner
workings of female desires more intimately. And without a penis
insisting on being the star of the show, the focus would shift to
the skills of your lover’s hands and mouth. You never have to worry
about whether someone’s fingers were erect enough, or about a
tongue spurting out and tiring too early…why, women must be able to
enjoy each other’s bodies for hours. Women were able to be slow and
leisurely, understanding that it takes time to create a good
orgasm, that indeed, the longer it took to bring on an orgasm, the
better it was. Plus, they were not too ashamed or intimidated to
use sex toys…
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