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Sofia locked the door to the office. The last patient had just left, and the sun was already beginning to set. She ran her fingers through her long, wavy brown hair. It had been a long day, after a long week, after a long month. The medical practice had been short-staffed since one of the other nurses had moved towns, and they were struggling to find a replacement. Sofia had been picking up the slack, and it was taking its toll on her. She needed a break.

As Sofia straightened up the magazines in the waiting room, she pondered her options. She had a load of sick days that were piling up and if she didn’t take some time off soon, she’d be needing those sick days for real, and not just one. Her mind made up, she decided to lay the groundwork before she left for the night.

All the doctors had left except for Doctor Sutton, who had taken the last few patients of the day. She was the newest in the practice, and the senior partners often used her relative youth and junior position as an excuse to lighten their own workloads. There had always been a sense of camaraderie between Doctor Sutton and Sofia. It made lying to her harder, but Sofia needed a day off badly.

Sofia approached Doctor Sutton’s office and knocked on the open door.

“Hey, Doctor Sutton, everything’s closed up,” Sofia said, working her way up to her request for time off.

“How many times do I need to ask you to call me Abigail?” the doctor asked in a friendly tone.

“Sorry, force of habit,” Sofia said with a smile.

The truth was that calling Abigail by her official title helped Sofia keep some distance between her and the doctor. Abigail was stunning. Her long blonde hair was kept loose, much to the disapproval of the senior partners. That only made her more attractive to Sofia. Abigail was an inch or two taller than Sofia and had the kind of lean curviness that came from regular yoga sessions. Sofia was glad that Abigail wore a white coat that hid her gorgeous body from view most of the time.

“It’s no matter,” Abigail replied. “Was there anything else?”

“Yeah,” Sofia said, recalling the plan she’d had before she’d gotten sidetracked by Abigail’s beauty. “I’m actually not feeling too hot. I think maybe I’m getting that cold that’s been going around. I might need to take tomorrow off.”

“Oh no.” Abigail sounded genuinely sympathetic. “Do you want me to give you a check-up? Make sure it’s not something more serious?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Sofia replied. “I’m sure it’s just a cold.”

“Please,” Abigail said, getting to her feet. “For my own peace of mind?”

Sofia couldn’t really say no to that. She nodded and entered the office, hoping that Abigail wouldn’t declare her fit and healthy and instruct her to come in the next day. Abigail gestured for Sofia to sit on the edge of the examination bed and went to fiddle with the blood pressure machine.

Abigail slipped the cuff onto Sofia’s arm, pushing up the sleeves of her blue scrubs to secure the cuff. Sofia had to suppress a shiver at Abigail's touch. The doctor’s warm, soft hands sent a spark through Sofia’s body. The tightening of the cuff around her arm was a welcome distraction. With how close Abigail was standing, Sofia could smell her sweet perfume. Its allure had her wanting to bury her face in Abigail’s neck.

“Okay, blood pressure a little high, but nothing major,” Abigail said as the cuff started to deflate. “I’m guessing our staffing problems might be playing a role in that.”

Sofia couldn’t help but smile at Abigail’s astute observation. “Yeah, it has been a lot lately.”

“I know.” Abigail shook her head. “I keep telling the other partners that we need to hire another nurse, but they’re stalling.”

Sofia nodded. It wasn’t her place to comment, but it felt good to know that Abigail was on her side at least.

“Heart and lungs now,” Abigail informed Sofia. She pulled her stethoscope from around her neck and placed the earpieces in her ears.

The stethoscope was a little cold as Abigail slipped it under Sofia’s scrubs, but that was the least of Sofia’s concerns. When Abigail’s fingers brushed against the swell of her breast, Sofia had to stop herself from shivering in delight.

“Oh, your heart rate is a little fast,” Abigail commented.

“Sorry, I’m–” Sofia’s words died on her lips. She couldn’t tell Abigail the truth; she was excited by Abigail’s touch.

“Nervous?” Abigail asked, filling in the blank.

“Something like that,” Sofia muttered. She couldn’t think straight with Abigail’s fingers still resting against her breast.

“Don’t be,” Abigail assured her. “I promise, I’m very gentle.”

“I don’t mind things a little rough,” Sofia said before her brain could tell her mouth to stop. She blushed and looked away. She didn’t usually have a problem holding her tongue, but Abigail’s closeness had her losing her composure.

“Noted,” Abigail replied, her voice going velvety.

The change in tone made Sofia look back up at her. Abigail's blue eyes were trained on her, holding an intensity that Sofia had never seen before. As she watched, Abigail licked her lips. Sofia followed Abigail’s tongue with her eyes, mesmerized by the flash of pink.

There had always been an attraction on Sofia’s part, but she had convinced herself that the tension between them was one-sided. She had no clue if Abigail was into women, and it was often better to suppress her feelings than pine away for a straight girl. Perhaps she’d made an incorrect assumption about Abigail’s sexuality. There was only one way to find out.

“Maybe I need a more thorough examination,” Sofia said, testing the waters.

“Is that your professional opinion, Nurse Rodriguez?” Abigail asked with a cheeky smile. It was unmistakable what game they were playing now. Abigail never called Sofia by anything but her first name.

“Yes, Doctor Sutton,” Sofia replied. “I’m suddenly all flushed, and I’m finding it hard to focus.”

“Well, that could be any number of things,” Abigail said with a wink. “Maybe we should start by getting you undressed.”

Sofia bit her lip as Abigail set aside her stethoscope and went to lift her shirt. The shirt was quickly removed and discarded, leaving her sitting there in her red satin bra.

“Red looks good on you,” Abigail commented, her fingers tracing the edges of Sofia’s bra. “It goes well against your tanned skin.”

Sofia inhaled a shaky breath as she felt her pussy clench at Abigail’s touch and words. She’d been denying herself for so long that everything Abigail was doing and saying was heightened.

Abigail reached behind Sofia and unhooked her bra. She tossed it aside and admired Sofia’s breasts before touching them. Sofia’s nipples began to harden, both from the cool air and from arousal. Abigail cupped her breasts, her small hands overflowing with supple flesh. She squeezed and fondled them, tracing every inch and paying special attention to Sofia’s brown nipples.

“Beautiful,” Abigail commented as she swiped her thumbs over the hard nubs and watched them pucker even more.

“I want to see you too,” Sofia said, tugging at Abigail’s blouse.

Abigail nodded and immediately shrugged off her white coat. Sofia’s fingers made quick work of the buttons, and soon she was pushing Abigail’s blouse from her shoulders and revealing a white satin bra. Sofia leaned forward and pressed kisses on Abigail’s chest, loving the feeling of soft flesh beneath her sensitive lips.

Abigail placed her finger under Sofia’s chin and drew her upwards. She captured Sofia’s mouth in a soft, sensual kiss. Sofia melted into Abigail, loving the slick slide of their lips together. She grabbed Abigail’s waist and pulled her closer until she hit the examination bed between Sofia’s legs.

Sofia moaned into Abigail’s mouth as Abigail’s hands wandered. The doctor touched every inch of her patient that she could reach, tracing patterns down her back and stroking her sides. She moved her hands back to Sofia’s front, unable to stay away from her breasts for long.

“More,” Sofia mumbled against Abigail’s lips. She reached around to take off Abigail’s bra while she began kissing along her jaw. She found Abigail’s earlobe and worried it with her teeth while dropping the bra to the floor.

Sofia pulled back so she could finally look at the breasts she’d been fantasizing about. Abigail’s breasts were a little smaller than Sofia’s, but her small pink nipples were already hard and straining. Sofia dipped her head to take one into her mouth, loving the way Abigail gasped.

Sucking on one nipple, Sofia used her hand to pinch and pull the other. Abigail grabbed the back of Sofia’s head and let out a soft mewl. She responded exquisitely to Sofia’s touch, reacting to every suck, lick, nibble, and pinch.

“God, I’m so wet,” Abigail murmured, shifting where she stood.

Sofia felt another wave of arousal crash through her body at Abigail’s words. Suddenly, lavishing her breasts wasn’t enough. Sofia was desperate for Abigail’s pussy. She let Abigail’s breast go with a wet pop, and her hands flew to Abigail’s pants.

“Off,” Sofia said, undoing the buttons and shoving Abigail’s pants down.

Before long, her pants and panties were forgotten on the floor. Sofia took a moment to admire the view. Abigail’s pink, hairless pussy was delicious-looking, and she wanted to taste it.

“On the bed,” Sofia instructed, getting to her feet and flipping them around. She helped Abigail up and positioned her on the edge of the firm bed with her knees bent and parted, just as if she was going to give her a gynecological exam.

Sofia could see Abigail’s glistening arousal on her slick pussy lips. She reached between Abigail’s legs and parted them, exposing her dripping entrance and hard clit that poked out from under her juicy clitoral hood. She bent her head and licked at Abigail’s clit first. The burst of pussy flavor on her tongue had her almost moaning.

Abigail sighed in satisfaction as she was licked out. Sofia’s wet, hot tongue was a sweet relief. Sofia lapped at Abigail’s clit gently, testing her sensitivity. Slowly, she pressed more firmly, trying out up and down movements and circular ones, her eyes locked on Abigail the whole time.

Grabbing Sofia’s hair, Abigail let out a deep moan. Everything Sofia was doing was setting her on fire, and she never wanted it to stop. Sofia licked down to her entrance and slurped up her dripping cream. Abigail twitched and gasped, her pussy fluttering. Sofia worked her tongue into Abigail’s entrance, chasing her flavor and loving the feeling of Abigail clenching around her tongue.

When she wanted more, she replaced her tongue with two fingers, pushing as deep as she could go into Abigail and making her back arch. She licked back up to Abigail’s clit and began pumping her fingers in and out as she wrapped her lips around Abigail’s clit and sucked.

“Oh fuck,” Abigail groaned, her hand flying to Sofia’s hair and her legs trying to close.

Sofia did not relent. She crooked her fingers to find Abigail’s G-spot and sucked her clit in alternating short and long bursts. Abigail’s legs trembled and she breathed hard as Sofia took her closer and closer to orgasm. Sofia licked her clit again, keeping her tongue flat and soft. She shook her head, moving Abigail’s clit from side to side, and moved her fingers faster, hitting Abigail’s pleasure center over and over again until she was writhing and crying out.

Abigail came, whimpering, whining, and moaning loudly. Her pussy spasmed around Sofia’s fingers and gushed with cream. Sofia licked up the cum and lavished her clit with attention until Abigail’s pussy stopped clenching and she squirmed away. Sofia let her go, straightening up and removing her fingers from Abigail’s pussy. She waited until Abigail opened her eyes before she licked the cream from her fingers.

“God,” Abigail groaned. Sofia saw her pussy clench once more. “You’re amazing.”

“It was my pleasure,” Sofia replied.

“Speaking of your pleasure,” Abigail said, propping herself up on her elbows, “do you want to ride my face?”

Sofia felt a fresh gush of wetness from her pussy. “God yes,” she replied quickly.

Sofia took her pants and panties off quickly, climbed onto the exam bed, and straddled Abigail’s head. She buried her fingers in Abigail’s silky hair and lowered her pussy down onto her waiting mouth.

Abigail grasped Sofia’s hips and tilted her head. She was surrounded by pussy and loving every second of it. She licked Sofia’s clit and was gratified by Sofia moaning and rocking her hips. Sofia started out hesitantly, but Abigail was soon encouraging her to grind down into her face. Abigail licked and sucked and mouthed Sofia’s pussy. She paid equal attention to the entrance, pussy lips, and clit.

Sofia rode Abigail’s face, her back arching and her eyes shut in ecstasy. Abigail was hitting every one of her hotspots and sending her pleasure spiraling higher and higher. Abigail moved her hands to fondle Sofia’s plump ass, squeezing and pulling at her buttocks.

“Put a finger in my ass,” Sofia said, wanting everything from Abigail.

Abigail moaned into Sofia’s pussy. She moved one hand to scoop up the mixture of saliva and pussy juice that was polled between them before feeling for Sofia’s asshole. She circled it a few times, teasing at the puckered flesh.

Sofia gave a satisfied groan as Abigail slid her index finger into her ass. The extra stimulation sent sparks of pleasure through her whole body. Abigail wiggled her finger, doing her best to pump it in and out without proper lube. The tug and drag on Abigail’s hole made her clench with pleasure.

Abigail didn’t falter in her attention to Sofia’s clit. She lapped at Sofia like a pro, chasing her clit with her mouth and tongue while Sofia continued to rock her hips. It wasn’t long before Sofia’s orgasm began to crest.

“Yes,” Sofia cried out, feeling herself about to cum. “Yes, yes, yes.”

She moaned as she came, squeezing Abigail’s finger and wetting her face with cum. White sparks exploded behind her eyes and her hips snapped over and over as the waves of her orgasm took control.

Finally, Sofia stilled, panting heavily. Her body still buzzed with residual orgasm and she felt a mini wave of pleasure as Abigail pulled her finger out of her ass. She climbed off Abigail, wishing she could stay in that position forever, and bent down and kissed her cum off of her face.

The two women got dressed, exchanging kisses as they did. Neither was in a hurry to leave, and they hated to have to cover up again. Both were still loose-limbed from their orgasms and they fumbled with their clothes.

“Enjoy your day off tomorrow,” Abigail said, giving Sofia one last kiss. “You’ve more than earned it.”

The End
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“So, what did he say?” asked Betty excitedly.

Carole looked at her friend and nonchalantly flicked her hair. She was as excited as Betty, but she liked to play it cool. “Nothing as yet,” she admitted. She was a gorgeous redhead with a svelte, curvy body and dazzling green eyes. She received admiring looks wherever she went, and men virtually fell at her feet, but she had her sights set on one man: Scott Evans.

Scott was an extremely successful businessman. Although he came from a rich family, he had succeeded at a young age in taking the family company to new heights. He was also extremely handsome, with the chiseled jaw and broad shoulders of a model. The problem was that every single, and not so single, girl in the city had also set her sights on him.

Scott had plenty of female companions and a reputation as a playboy. Although they moved in the same social circles, getting his attention had not been easy. Carole had noticed him checking her out at parties, but he had always had a girl on his arm.

It was at a fundraiser that she finally had her chance. He was alone – surprisingly – and she had taken advantage of that moment. She had never spoken to him directly. She knew that men like Scott liked to do the chasing.

She had draped herself on the balcony, admiring the view while also giving him an unobstructed view of her delectable derriere. It had worked like a charm.

Scott had come over and introduced himself. Carole had enjoyed the envious looks of the other girls almost as much as she’d enjoyed Scott’s attention. She had been happy to give him her number, and they had messaged each other. Carole had wanted to take things up a notch and mentioned that she and Betty were meeting up for coffee. Betty knew Scott as well, and Carole had expected him to volunteer to join them, but he had not taken the bait.

“Don’t worry, he’s super busy,” Betty said sympathetically.

Carole nodded. She didn’t want to show that she was disappointed, but she couldn’t help wondering if Scott’s attention had wandered.

Just then, her phone rang. “Hey, just saw your message,” said Scott.

“Hey,” said Carole. She was elated to hear from him, but she made sure to sound calm when she spoke to him.

“Sorry I didn’t respond earlier, but I was at a meeting,” said Scott. “Are you guys finished, or do you mind if I join you?”

“No, we’ll be hanging around for a little while longer,” said Carole. “Come join us.”

“Yeah!” said Betty as Carole put the phone down.

Carole smiled. “Well, at least he’s turning up,” she said.

“He’s a great catch,” said Betty. “You better move fast.”

“Oh, I think I’ve got him,” Carole said coolly. She fancied her ability to reel in unobtainable men.

The girls watched as he pulled up in his new Porsche and strolled into the cafe. “Hey, girls,” said Scott.

His smile was quite heart-stopping. Betty swooned, but Carole didn’t give any outward sign that she was in awe of him.

“It’s so nice to see you, Scott,” Betty gushed. “I don’t think I’ve seen you since last month.”

“Yeah,” said Scott, before turning to Carole. “So what about you? Are you taking things easy today?”

“Unlike some people, we have to work for a living,” returned Carole. “I was meeting a client for a project.” It was true – Carole worked as a graphic designer and had just pitched a proposal.

“Yeah, well, you don’t have to run a company and deal with a demanding father,” said Scott.

“Are you trying to remind us that you own a company?” Carole asked cheekily.

Scott laughed. He really was very charming and was quite a catch – if he ever got down to settling down. The girls had a great time chatting with him as he was funny and surprisingly knowledgeable.

“I have an idea,” said Scott suddenly. “There is a great art-house cinema here. Let’s go and check it out.”

“Well, I have nothing to do this afternoon,” Carole said.

“I can’t,” said Betty with genuine regret. “I have to get back to work.”

“I guess it’s the two of us, then,” Scott said, giving Carole a cheeky grin.

Betty left soon afterward, giving Carole a big wink and a thumbs up. Carole was worried that Scott noticed, but he had fortunately turned to pay the bill.

As they walked to the cinema, Scott leaned close and his hand brushed against her butt. Carole pretended she hadn’t noticed. She had assumed that Scott would be a challenge, but things were working out more easily than she had thought.

The only film playing at that time was a French movie. “Let us give it a try,” suggested Scott.

Carole suspected that he was just keen to sit in a dark room with her, but she agreed. She had a passing knowledge of French, and she was ready to make a move on Scott.

As they entered the theater, Carole realized that not many people had come, but that those that were there were almost all couples who wanted to do only one thing, and that was not to watch the movie. She had imagined something a little more classy for an art-house cinema, but she had a wild side and was ready to do something naughty. She also didn’t mind getting a voyeuristic thrill from everything that was going on.

“Do you have any idea what this film is about?” Scott asked as they took their seats.

“I think it’s about lesbian love,” said Carole. “I took French in college.”

“I’m so glad you are here,” said Scott, placing a hand on her knee. “You can tell me what’s going on.”

Carole looked ahead, a slight smile on her face. She didn’t mind Scott’s advances, but she was careful not to reciprocate too quickly. Make him chase me a little more, she thought. She was plotting her next move when she became aware of someone sitting next to her. That was odd because there were plenty of empty seats.

She turned and realized that she was staring at one of the most beautiful women she had ever seen. The woman had a stunning face, with a straight nose, lovely lips, and piercing dark eyes. Carole had a fondness for beautiful women, and her heart skipped a beat as she looked at the person sitting next to her.

At that moment, the lights dimmed and the movie began. Carole could follow what was happening, but she was distracted by the thought of the woman in the next chair. Scott’s hand was traveling up her knee. Deciding that she had kept him waiting for long enough, she let her hand rest against his arm.

Scott moved his hand up her thigh. She was wondering what she should do next when the thought of the woman next to her disturbed her line of thought. Focus, Carole, she told herself sternly. She should be thinking of seducing Scott, not letting herself get distracted by some hottie in the next chair.

She casually let her hand hang down, her fingers lightly touching Scott’s muscular thigh. She could feel him shifting in the chair and smiled to herself. At the same time, she was conscious of the perfume that the woman next to her was wearing. It had a strangely intoxicating smell, and Carole found herself getting extremely turned on.

She turned and had another look at the woman. She had been right – she was stunning. The light from the screen clearly highlighted her exquisite profile. She just stared ahead, apparently unaware that Carole was staring at her.

Carole turned her attention to the screen. Perhaps she needed to watch the movie and let things cool down a little. Suddenly, she felt a hand on her leg. She glanced at Scott and realized that he had both arms resting in his lap.

She glanced down and realized that the woman sitting next to her was feeling her up. Carole was both shocked and turned on. She’d had no idea that this stunning woman was so kinky.

The woman didn’t keep her hand on Carole’s leg for long. After a short while, she brought it back. Carole bit her lower lip. Damn, that was hot, she thought. She reached over and gave the woman’s thigh a quick squeeze.

She turned to gauge the woman’s reaction, but she was still staring at the screen as if nothing had happened. Carole turned over to glance at Scott. He was looking at the film as well.

In the bright lights from the projector, Carole could see other bodies moving together. Apparently, she was not the only one who thought this was a great time to get busy. She felt the woman sliding her hand down her leg. Damn, she is moving fast, thought Carole. She had come all the way up to her thigh.

Not that Carole minded. She was ready for some sexy stuff, and the fact that it was happening while she was on a date with Scott only made it hotter. She slipped her own hand onto the woman’s leg.

The woman seemed to like that, and Carole could see her running her tongue over her lips. Reaching between Carole’s legs, she began to stroke her pussy over her panties. On the screen, there was a steamy love scene between two women, which only added to her pleasure.

Carole suppressed a groan. The woman really seemed to know what she was doing. Carole could only look at the screen and wait as her pleasure built up. It didn’t take long for her to cum, and she had to put her hand over her mouth to keep herself from crying out.

Carole took a deep breath to compose herself. The woman abruptly got up and left. Carole felt oddly deflated. She knew that it was just a hookup, but she had hoped that she’d be able to get to know the woman a little.

Scott put his arm around her. She leaned against him but, while she would have been over the moon earlier, it now felt oddly anticlimactic. She and Scott engaged in some serious flirting as the film played on.

Eventually, it finished. As the lights came on, Carole’s eyes fell on a small card on the seat that the woman had been sitting on. Unobtrusively, she slipped it into her pocket as she got up.

“Did you enjoy the movie?” Scott asked her outside.

Carole thought about everything that had happened and nodded. “Yes.”

“Good.” Scott leaned over, and they kissed.

“I’ll call you,” Scott said.

Carole left after giving him another kiss. She was quite happy with the way things were turning out with Scott, but her mind was really dwelling on what had happened with that woman. Now that she thought about it, what had happened seemed quite surreal.

She wondered what she should do. She was tempted to call the woman, but she suspected it would just become a full-blown affair. She’d had plenty of hookups in her time, and she was thinking more along the lines of a long-term relationship.

Carole decided it would not be a good idea to call the girl from the cinema. After all, what would come of it? She needed to focus on dating Scott.

Scott didn’t call her for a couple of days, and she was starting to get worried that he had moved on. Then, one evening, her phone rang.

“Hi,” said Scott.

“Hey,” replied Carole.

“Miss me?” Scott certainly seemed to know how much girls wanted him.

“You wish,” Carole said with a laugh, determined not to give him the upper hand.

They chatted for a while before Scott said, “Listen, there’s a new Japanese restaurant in town. I hear they’re great. What do you say we meet up for dinner?”

“Sure, why not?” said Carole, sounding casual.

“This Friday?”

“OK.”

“Great. Text me your address. I’ll pick you up at eight.”

Carole felt elated as she cut the line. Their relationship certainly seemed to be progressing. She decided that she needed to get a new dress for the date. She finished her work as quickly as possible before heading to the exclusive shopping district to search for the perfect outfit.

She was doing some window shopping on a promenade when something caught her eye. She was passing the window of a restaurant and, looking in, she saw Scott having lunch with a familiar-looking woman. Carole did a double-take. It was Betty.

Carole watched in disbelief as Scott reached across the table and squeezed Betty’s hand while she shot him an adoring look. It was obvious that they were on a date.

Carole was shaken but quickly continued walking. The rat, she fumed. And her two-faced friend, running behind her back and hooking up with him. After she had walked some distance, she went into a cafe to have a coffee and gather her thoughts.

It was obvious that Scott was up to his playboy ways. She was tempted to give him a piece of her mind, but another plan came to mind as she thought things over. After all, he was not the only one who could fool around.

She dialed the woman’s number.

“Yes?” Her voice was husky and languorous.

“I’m the girl from the cinema,” said Carole simply.

“Oh.” There was a slight pause. “Nice to talk to you. I thought you’d call sooner.”

“Well, that was a pretty interesting thing you did there,” observed Carole. “Do you do that all the time?”

“Only for very cute girls,” the woman said. “I’m Taylor, by the way.”

“Carole.”

“That guy you were with – Scott – he’s like a roving dick,” Taylor said. “You deserve so much better.”

“I didn’t know you knew Scott.” Carole couldn’t hide her surprise.

“I don’t, but I’ve seen him around,” said Taylor. “He comes to the cinema often.”

The fucking playboy, thought Carole. “Perhaps we could meet up sometime?”

“Sure, there’s a great movie on this evening. Why don’t you come?”

There was no chance of Scott being there. “OK.”

“Great,” said Taylor, “I’ll see you there.”

An hour later, Carole took her seat at the cinema. There was no sign of Taylor, and she wondered if she was going to show up. Shortly before the movie began, someone sat next to her and she realized that it was Taylor.

Carole gave her a quick glance. She was even more beautiful than she remembered, with an irresistible sexiness that was hard to define.

“Hey,” said Taylor, giving her a dazzling smile.

“Hey.” Carole reached over and squeezed her hand. As the movie began, Taylor slipped her arm around Carole’s shoulder. Her fingers grazed Carole’s voluptuous breast.

Carole bit her lower lip. This was going to be fun. It was another French movie, about a girl’s sexual awakening, but Carole was not paying attention to the movie. There were not many people around them, and those who were there were either watching the film or engaged in foreplay of their own.

Carole looked at Taylor, and they began to make out, their tongues wrapping around each other. Taylor massaged Carole’s breast more insistently, and Carole took the opportunity to feel Taylor’s magnificent rack.

They took their time making out, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. As Taylor leaned over and kissed her neck, Carole’s eyes fell on the screen. A girl was making out for the first time, and Carole felt a rush. This was the first time she had done this in a public place and she was loving it.

Taylor slipped her hands beneath Carole’s t-shirt. Carole stifled a moan as she felt Taylor fondling her tits and massaging her nipples. Her touch was magical, and she effortlessly sent waves of pleasure through her body.

A moan escaped Carole’s lips, but she needn’t have worried about anyone hearing them. The movie was quite loud and most of the audience were too engrossed to notice.

Carole shifted in the chair. Taylor continued to massage her tits with one hand while running the other over her crotch. Carole’s pussy was already wet, and she parted her legs to give Taylor easy access.

Taylor pushed Carole’s dress up and slipped her hand between her legs. “You whore, you’re not wearing any panties,” she said with a laugh.

Carole smiled. “Left them in the car. Didn’t want the panties getting in the way this time.”

Taylor inserted her fingers into Carole and began to fuck her. Carole leaned back in the chair and grabbed the armrests. Taylor was really getting her off.

Taylor put her other hand under the dress and began to massage Carole’s hard bud. Carole threw her head back as she came, gritting her teeth to prevent herself from shouting out.

Taylor licked her fingers with a trace of satisfaction. “Yummy,” she said.

Carole looked around. Amazingly, no one had appeared to have noticed. With a smile, she slid into the space in front of Taylor’s chair. She parted Taylor’s legs. Like her, Taylor was not wearing any underwear.

Pushing Taylor’s dress up, Carole slid her head between her legs and began to eat her pussy. She savored Taylor’s taste as she explored her tight box with her tongue.

Taylor ran her hands through Carole’s hair. Carole could tell from the way that Taylor’s legs were pressing against the sides of her head that she loved what she was doing. Carole buried her tongue deep in Taylor’s snatch before transferring her attention to her erect clit.

She sucked on the hard bud until Taylor came, writhing in her chair. Carole got up and sat on Taylor’s lap.

“So, are you going to date Scott?” asked Taylor, giving her a kiss.

Carole nodded. “Yes, but we can still meet at the cinema.”

The End
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Everyone was busily scribbling notes as Mrs. Catherine Turner explained the most recent chapter in their psychology class, but Marcene wasn’t hunched down and writing notes. She was looking at her professor intently as the lesson was being discussed. It was no accident that she was seated midway in the lecture room. She always chose that position because, from that vantage, she always had the perfect view of her teacher.

Mrs. Turner was wearing her usual blouse and pencil skirt. But because the weather was a bit humid, she had foregone the usual jacket and unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. Marcene could see the swells of her teacher’s D cup breasts jiggle every time the lecturer leaned on the podium. It was amazing how they jiggled when she raised a fist to make a point. The mere sight of Mrs. Turner’s ample flesh sent jolts of pleasure to Marcene’s pussy.

It was a good thing there was no one besides Marcene. Her closest classmate was sitting a good seven chairs away. The lecturer was passionately expounding on narcissistic personality disorder as a cluster B personality disorder. As she moved from the whiteboard to the podium, one of her buttons popped open.

Marcene gasped. She could clearly see the low-cut light pink silk bra that almost blended into Mrs. Turner’s pale skin. When she caught a glimpse of her teacher’s dark upper areola peeping over the top of the cup, juices started flowing out of her pussy. Unconsciously, the 22-year-old senior started rocking and sliding on the hard seat of her wooden chair.

She started feeling warm all over, excited at the allure of Mrs. Turner’s body. Marcene gathered her long blonde hair and twisted it up into an impromptu bun. The air on her nape made her feel slightly better, but she couldn’t ignore the feeling between her legs.

Marcene parted her legs slightly, thankful that she had worn an A-line skirt that day. She could feel the stickiness building as her panty-clad pussy lips slowly parted open. She knew that her clit was slowly becoming erect underneath her skirt. She quickly opened her notebook and pretended to scribble on the page. But in reality, she was shifting to find a position where her sex could rub on the edge of the seat.

It was proving impossible, so she pretended to drop her pen and quickly slipped a small textbook onto her seat as she got back up. Finally, the hard edge of the book nestled just on the tip of her hidden clitoris. It was a relief! Mrs. Turner hadn’t noticed that her blouse was half-open, and a furtive glance around showed Marcene realized nobody else had. She continued to discreetly gyrate on the book and started pressing the tip of her pen onto her own blouse, tickling a nipple into a delicious burgeoning peak.

Marcene bit her lip. The excitement of being in the middle of the class, the calm and sexy voice of Mrs. Catherine Turner, and the sight of her teacher’s glorious areola put her on the verge of cumming as she slid on the book. She shut her eyes when she felt herself getting close.

“Marcene, would you care to expound on the psychology of a narcissist?”

The blonde’s eyes flew open and she looked straight into the professor’s eyes. Her mouth hung open, but her mind was blank.

After a few seconds of silence, Marcene cleared her throat but couldn’t get a word out.

“I will see you after class, Marcene. I dislike it when students deem it okay to drift and daydream in my class,” Mrs. Turner said sternly.

It was the longest thirty minutes of Marcene’s life. She remained seated as the other students filed out. The door clicked shut, and when she looked up, Mrs. Turner was motioning for her to approach the desk on the furthest side of the room.

“Have a seat, Marcene. It seems that you were very distracted today. You are one of my better students, so I’m wondering if you would like to talk.”

Marcene sat on the chair directly across from her professor and bit her lip, trying to drum up some sort of reasonable excuse for her flightiness during the class. Mrs. Turner’s blouse was still hanging, and now she could see her cleavage up close.

“I just lack sleep, Mrs. Turner...” she stammered, looking at the floor as she talked.

“Marcene, don’t lie to me. It is not sleep that you lack,” Mrs. Turner said sternly.

Before she could answer, Mrs. Turner pushed one of her hands beneath the hem of Marcene’s skirt. Marcene was surprised, but she didn’t resist as her teacher’s fingers crawled up her thigh and caressed her moist center.

“Just as I suspected,” Mrs. Turner drawled.

Marcene shuddered as she felt a finger make its way into underwear and flick her wet slit.

“Your b-b-blouse...” Marcene mouthed.

“I know, Marcene. I’ve seen you look at me during our lectures. You deliberately choose your seat so you can ogle me. So, I deliberately gave you a show in class today. I was right,” Mrs. Turner breathed.

Marcene blushed furiously at the revelation.

“I thought, well, this is harmless. But this afternoon, you were visibly humping a textbook. If I hadn’t called you out, you would probably have moaned and cum while in class. We don’t want that, do we?” the professor said huskily.

“I like beautiful girls,” Mrs. Turner continued as her thumb located Marcene’s hardening clitoris. “Do you like me that way, too, Marcene?”

Marcene could only nod. Mrs. Turner’s fingers were working magic on her wet slit. She felt her clit being coaxed to further hardness while another finger dipped shallowly into her moist pussy. Marcene tried to thrust her hips, but the professor withheld her touch.

“I want to hear your answer, Marcene. Do you like me, Marcene? Do you want me to go on with what I’m doing?” the professor pressed.

Marcene opened her mouth and could barely answer. “Yes, Mrs. Turner. I like you and I want you to continue what you’re doing,” she confessed.

“Good girl. Now, I want you to taste this.”

With her free hand, Mrs. Turner pulled her blouse to one side and pushed the bra cup aside. The ample flesh of her breast popped out, and Marcene quickly leaned forward to suckle it. She could smell the faint perfume and the smell of her teacher’s heady sweat as she hungrily nursed at the supple tit.

Marcene heard Mrs. Turner moan as the professor’s fingers started to invade her pussy. “Harder, Marcene,” the older woman ordered.

Marcene was already at the edge of orgasm. She puckered her lips and suctioned her teacher’s nipple into her soft, warm mouth. Then she felt the thrusting in her pussy become more rhythmic – it flew in and out of her faster and faster until Marcene’s back stiffened.

“Ohhhhhh,” the blonde student moaned, releasing her professor’s tit in the process.

Marcene’s body started to shake in welcome relief as an orgasm wafted through her belly. A special satisfaction spread through her body, creating a warm glow on her skin. When the tremors started to subside, she noticed that Mrs. Turner was also trembling in her seat, with one tit hanging and bouncing temptingly.

Marcene watched in awe, wondering what had triggered Mrs. Turner’s orgasm.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Turner commanded. “I want you to take it out of me.”

Marcene was a little confused, but she got on her knees. By then, Mrs. Turner had rolled up her skirt in a bunch on her waist. When the teacher opened her legs, Marcene saw a neon pink silicone tail sticking out between her puffy, clean-shaven pussy lips.

“Pull it out,” her professor said once more.

Marcene gingerly placed her fingers around the silicone tail and tugged.

“Unnghhhh,” Mrs. Turner grunted. “Harder!”

The student pulled, and a vibrating, cream-lined egg popped out of her professor’s pussy.

“Thank you, Marcene. That was a nice first time for us. Now, I have an assignment for you. I want you to come to the next class wearing this between your legs. Then we will see how far we can take things,” Mrs. Turner said slyly.

~*~
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Marcene entered the lecture hall slowly, catching Mrs. Turner’s eye as she went to her usual place. She had decided on a pleated skirt and a Lycra blouse that hugged her pert C cups. It made for easy access, as she knew she had special homework for the day. She had just stopped by the girls’ toilet to slip the egg into her pussy and was trying to walk as normally as she could into the psychology class. It was hard to keep a straight gait with the toy wedged in her pussy – harder to ignore the bolts of pleasure that shot through her each time the smooth sides of the egg caressed her inner walls.

“I will check if you all did the assignments I handed out,” she heard Mrs. Turner say in a loud voice. “Make sure you followed all the instructions.”

Marcene could see her classmates scramble to open their notebooks and check what they had written down. When she looked at Mrs. Turner, the professor had picked up a cellphone and started swiping at the screen. Marcene jumped in surprise as the professor looked her straight in the eye and swiped the screen. Almost instantaneously, the student felt a gentle vibration in her pussy as the toy whirred to life.

Her mouth dropped open while Mrs. Turner smiled.

Swipe.

Marcene slid down a bit and pushed her legs together tightly as a wave of sensation wafted inside her.

Swipe.

This time, Marcene finally connected that Mrs. Turner was controlling the vibrations of the egg. She quickly sat up straight and pushed her bottom against the seat, grinding slightly. She gave her teacher a pleading look and saw her swipe on the cellphone. To Marcene’s relief, the vibration died down.

Marcene slumped into her chair in relief, but Mrs. Turner seemed nonchalant. The student was aware that her panties were now soaked. She didn’t know whether to feel relieved that the toying had stopped or annoyed that she was left unfulfilled.

When the lecture began, Marcene thought she would be able to breathe. She noticed that her professor had taken the cellphone to the podium. As the lecture progressed, Mrs. Turner would deliberately glance her way before furtively swiping at the phone’s screen.

Marcene didn’t even notice the sheer off-shoulder blouse that Mrs. Turner was wearing barely concealed the strapless black lace bra underneath. She was oblivious to the high slit on the professor’s long, loose, and flowing skirt that displayed the instructor’s slender thighs. She was consumed by the sound of her teacher’s voice rattling principles of psychology and the buzzing between her legs that came on and off, in varying degrees of vibration that made her pussy salivate with juices.

The blonde student looked around. All her classmates were engrossed in the lecture. Marcene tried to surreptitiously slip a hand between her legs and tug on the silicone tail to stimulate a bit more pleasure.

“YOU MUST NOT INSTIGATE intervention,” Mrs. Turner stated. Marcene jumped when she realized the professor was looking directly at her.

She immediately pulled her hand out from between her legs, knowing that it was a direct order for her not to touch anything between her legs. As if punishing her for the intended “misdeed,” Marcene felt a strong buzz inside her pussy and saw that Mrs. Turner’s finger was discreetly pressed steadily on the phone screen. Marcene struggled to keep her composure, sitting up straight and controlling the jerks that threatened to burst out of her body from the intense internal stimulation. What she couldn’t hide, however, was the blush that was spreading over her body. She swore she could see a hint of amusement in her teacher’s face.

“That’ll be all for today.”

The golden words that Marcene needed to hear. Once again, she waited for all the students to go out of the class. This time, Mrs. Turner came up to her seat. “You’ve been a very good student since our first private session and in class today. I want you to come with me for a one-on-one learning session,” she whispered.

Marcene’s eyes grew wide. She couldn’t believe that this was happening after months of fantasizing about her teacher. She gathered her books and followed her professor silently to her office, where she was also the college guidance counselor. She didn’t dare say a word, ever aware of the toy that was still ensconced in her wet sex. She was grateful Mrs. Turner didn’t make it vibrate as they walked the hallways. She felt she would collapse if she orgasmed while walking.

When they went in, Mrs. Turner immediately sent her assistant home early. Marcene’s heart thumped in anticipation once they were left alone in the locked office.

Mrs. Turner strode purposely to Marcene and planted a soft kiss on her luscious and youthful pink lips. Marcene kissed back with a moan, tentatively pushing her tongue into the professor’s hot mouth. Her tongue was deliciously caught between Mrs. Turner’s teeth, swirling tongue, and hard palate. She was being sucked lustily in a French kiss like she had never had before.

In the heat of the moment, Marcene’s book bag dropped to the floor with a thud. She felt Mrs. Turner’s hands slip under her stretchy top and work their way to the clasp of her bra. They continued kissing lustfully, but Mrs. Turner broke the kiss when her bra became unhooked. She skillfully lifted Marcene’s top and bra, giggling at the sight of her perky, round tits.

“You are as beautiful as I imagined you to be,” the professor gasped.

For a moment, Marcene felt a little shy. But when she felt her professor’s lips sucking on one breast while her fingers tugged on the tip of the other, she lost all sense of modesty and moaned.

Mrs. Turner paused. “Not so loud, Marcene. We might be heard,” she whispered.

The poor student bit her lip as the sensations resumed when her professor went back to administering pleasure to her tits. All of a sudden, Marcene was overwhelmed by a strong desire. She pressed Mrs. Turner’s head into her cleavage and bodily pushed her down onto the edge of the big desk in the office.

She immediately slipped a hand into the slit of her teacher’s skirt and swiftly pushed aside the thin fabric of her thong. Immediately, Mrs. Turner’s slit was wet and ready. When Marcene ventured between the folds of the older woman’s pussy, she realized that her teacher also had a vibrator inside her pussy.

She pulled the skirt off and exposed the professor’s slender legs. There was no resistance. Marcene bent down and parted Mrs. Turner’s wet pussy slit open. Immediately, she spotted the hard nub of her teacher’s clit while her lips leaked as it clamped tightly on a matching egg vibrator.

Marcene gasped. Each time the toy in her pussy buzzed, so did Mrs. Turner’s! How could she have kept her cool? She tenderly kissed the tip of Mrs. Turner’s clit before taking the small nub between her lips and sucking hard on it.

She inhaled the heady aroma of her teacher’s sex, marveling at how Mrs. Turner managed to only emit silent whimpers while her limbs were already trembling at Marcene’s oral ministrations. A naughty thought passed through Marcene’s mind, and she grazed her teeth on the now-hypersensitive tip of Mrs. Turner’s clit. At the same time, she gently tugged at the tail of the egg vibe.

She did it steadily for a few seconds, then stopped. Then she resumed the game and stopped once more.

“Please Marcene, if you let me finish, I’ll give you a nice fuck,” Mrs. Turner begged.

“Do you like what I’m doing to you, Mrs. Turner?” Marcene drawled.

She almost laughed when her professor looked at her pleadingly, smirking a little at the mocking in Marcene’s tone.

“I want to hear you say it,” Marcene ordered, pressing her fingers on the teacher’s swollen clit.

“Y-yes,” Mrs. Turner admitted, her shoulders shuddering in anticipation.

When Marcene took her professor’s nub into her lips, Mrs. Turner desperately tried to keep quiet. But low, guttural moans escaped her lips. She hadn’t anticipated that her young student would be so adept at pleasuring her. The roughness of Marcene’s tongue was a lusty fire on her pussy lips. Her gentle tugging of the toy made the egg graze her G-spot. When she thought that it couldn’t get any better, she felt something push into her pussy and realized that Marcene had successfully inserted another egg into her.

The intensity of the sensations doubled. The feeling of her sex stuffed full of sex toys while Marcene’s soft fluttering kisses, plus the kinky abrasion of the eager tongue on her labia, made her core climb higher and higher. A loud, lusty moan broke unwillingly through Mrs. Turner’s lips. Her cunt started to throb, then her belly quaked. Then she broke into a million yummy tremors of warmth that spread delightfully from her sex, radiating to her breasts, and then her whole body.

“Unnngghhhh,” Mrs. Turner moaned loudly before catching herself and clamping a hand on her lips as her body jerked involuntarily in orgasm.

As Mrs. Turner climaxed, Marcene gently pulled the toys out of her quivering pussy and lapped at the sweet cum that dripped out, making Mrs. Turner whimper and moan once more.

Marcene straightened up and leaned into her teacher’s ear.

“Not so loud, Mrs. Turner. We might be heard,” she whispered, a mischievous smile on her face.

Mrs. Turner responded by hopping off the table and divesting Marcene of her skirt. The student retaliated by deftly removing Mrs. Turner’s sheer blouse and bra. Once the two were naked, they started kissing with a sexual hunger that needed to be sated.

Mrs. Turner sucked on Marcene’s breast until her nipples were puckered, raw, and hard. They fondled each other’s sex until they were so edging and panting. The professor suddenly pulled away and held her student’s hand. She opened a drawer and brought out a long latex shaft, then sat on the leather chair with her legs splayed open.

“Put this in me, Marcene,” she ordered.

Marcene wrapped her small hands around the shaft, marveling at how much it felt like skin. She had never seen a dildo that long. Fascinated, she knelt in front of Mrs. Turner and slowly inserted the monster into her professor’s cunt.

“I don’t think it’ll go any further, Mrs. Turner,” Marcene declared.

The professor smiled. She realized that Marcene didn’t know how this game was to be played. She reached into her drawer and drew out some sort of belt. Marcene stared as the psychology instructor deftly threaded the belt around the latex shaft and fastened it around her waist.

“Come here, Marcene. Mount me,” she said softly.

The student’s eyes grew round. Of course! It was a double-dildo, something she had never tried with any of her girlfriends before. And this one was not only longer than most toys she had used, but it was also thicker in girth!

“Don’t be afraid. That is why I had you wear the egg the whole time – so your pussy will be amply stretched and lubricated. See how beautifully it fits?”

Mrs. Turner’s voice was husky and low. It was all the assurance that Marcene needed. She placed her thighs on either side of the chair while Mrs. Turner positioned the other end of the double-dildo at Marcene’s opening. When it was properly aligned, Marcene bore down on it, straddling her professor’s silky outer thighs.

Inch after inch, the giant dildo sank into Marcene. The pleasurable slide was more effortless than she had feared. Lower and lower she went until she could feel their crotches almost touch.

Mrs. Turner bucked her hips upwards very lightly. Marcene gasped in surprise. She had never felt her pussy stretched so wide. She was full of rubber cock, and it felt amazing. Her professor’s hands started kneading at her butt cheeks. Slowly, Marcene followed the rhythm, and she was soon gliding smoothly on Mrs. Turner’s lap.

The professor clamped her palms on the flesh of Marcene’s ass and pushed up against her. To stifle the moans, they locked in a fiery kiss, riding and bucking into each other until they exploded into a huge climax of bliss.

After that evening, Marcene never needed to sit in that particular seat to get a good view of Mrs. Turner. She only had to make sure she was prepared and did her homework if she wanted a private lesson.

The End
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“Sorry,” Phoebe said apologetically. In fact, the man had bumped into her as she was walking down the road. But she had always felt the need to please people and had been the first to apologize. The man didn’t bother glancing in her direction, let alone offer a response, as he marched away.

Phoebe sighed. Sometimes, she felt like a doormat. People appeared to have become accustomed to just walking over her. She had been told often that she needed to be more assertive, but that was not something that came naturally to her. She was a pretty girl with curly brown hair and a beautiful face, but she was insecure about her looks and lacked confidence.

She finally came to her destination – the local gym. Her boyfriend had said that she had gained weight – right before he dumped her. She had a lovely figure that was petite yet curvaceous, but she had felt the need to start working out. It was not just because of what he had said, she told herself. After all, her stomach was losing its flatness and her arms were beginning to sag.

She felt more than a little trepidation as she walked in. Surrounding her were men and women who were clearly in awesome shape. The gym was really hardcore, but it was the closest to her home and she didn’t fancy going out of the way to a more beginner-friendly one. Luckily, the receptionist was friendly and quickly signed her up.

After changing and coming to the main exercise areas, she had more misgivings. Surrounding her were hard-bodied people, most of whom looked like bodybuilders and champion athletes. Coming here was definitely not the best idea, she told herself.

Nervously, she looked around for a suitable machine she could start on. She stood around for almost five minutes, feeling progressively more awkward, until an exercise bike became free. She hastened to the bike and began to ride it, looking around rather sheepishly to check if anyone had noticed how awkward she was being. Fortunately, everyone was focused on their own workouts and paid no attention to her.

Phoebe was already feeling tired, so she slowed down the speed she was cycling. She had been a gymnast in college, but she was seriously out of shape. She really needed to start working out.

The people around her clearly didn’t have that problem. Phoebe had never seen such a group of fit people. She checked out some of the guys discreetly. Most were big, with ripped, bulging muscles. She had never dated a guy who was built like that, and she wondered what it would be like. It was unlikely that such good-looking guys would be interested in her, though.

At that moment, her eyes fell on one particular woman. She stood out even in this group of phenomenally fit people. Phoebe’s gaze was drawn to her thick, muscular thighs and round, hard buttocks as she completed a massive squat.

Phoebe had never seen such a strong woman up close and stared transfixed at her. She was a tall, broad-shouldered blonde with a powerful, athletic body. But even more impressive than her looks was the way she carried herself with confidence and ease. After completing her reps, she turned, and Phoebe saw that she had the most exquisite face, with piercing blue eyes, high cheekbones, and a straight nose.

Phoebe instantly forgot about the hunky men and found herself fixated on this woman. She reminded Phoebe of some kind of Viking. Phoebe watched in awe as the woman prepared to do some deadlifts. There is no way she can lift that much weight, Phoebe thought with disbelief as she saw her attaching two enormous weights to the bar. Phoebe was even more stunned to see her doing a deadlift, not just once, but a couple of times for reps.

How much weight was that? wondered Phoebe. It had to be at least 200 pounds. Yet she lifted the weight with relative ease. Fucking hell, thought Phoebe. She wished she could lift even close to that amount of weight. Most of all, she envied the natural self-confidence that the woman possessed. Phoebe doubted that she’d had an insecure moment in her entire life.

The woman stopped for a moment and stretched her arms, the sweat glistening on her golden skin. Phoebe realized that she was staring and averted her eyes. The last thing she wanted was to be thought of as some sort of creep.

As she went over to the treadmills and started exercising on one of the machines, she thought it was strange that she was so transfixed on this woman. She’d had a few encounters with girls but had always considered herself straight. But there was something about this girl – besides her physical perfection – that was very alluring.

After half an hour on the treadmill, Phoebe was out of breath and ready for a break. Fortunately, the gym had a juice bar on one side and she made her way over there. She was drinking a healthy smoothie and reflecting on her life when she heard someone say, “Hi, Carl, can I have a protein shake?”

She instinctively looked up, and her heart skipped a beat. Standing next to her was the woman she had admired. She looked even more amazing up close. She must have caught a glimpse of Phoebe gaping at her because she turned and flashed her a smile.

“Hi,” she said. She spoke with a Scandinavian accent that sounded almost British.

“Hello,” said Phoebe nervously. She was in awe of this woman, but her friendly smile put her at ease.

“You must be new here, right? I’m Ingrid.”

“Oh, hi! I’m Phoebe,” she stammered. Ingrid had a warm, positive demeanor, but Phoebe still felt a little nervous.

“How are you finding it here?” said Ingrid before taking a sip of her shake.

“It’s a bit intimidating,” admitted Phoebe. “Everyone here is so fit.”

“Well, don’t let it put you off,” said Ingrid. “I was a chubby kid, but I put in a lot of work.”

Phoebe found it hard to believe that Ingrid was ever fat. “You look amazing now,” she said, her eyes traveling to Ingrid’s ripped abs, which were visible under her vest.

“Thank you,” Ingrid said with a laugh. “It takes a lot of effort, but it’s worth it.”

“Are you, like, a weightlifter?” Phoebe asked curiously.

“I’m a cross fitter,” replied Ingrid. “That’s kind of my thing.”

“Wow, so that’s why you are so strong,” said Phoebe. “I think I saw you deadlift, like, 200 pounds earlier.”

“It was actually 250,” said Ingrid, casually. “But anyone can do it. You just have to train hard and believe in yourself.”

Phoebe had always lacked self-belief, but she doubted that she would ever be able to lift 250 pounds, even with all the confidence in the world.

“Well, I better get back to my workout,” said Ingrid. “I’ll see you around.”

Phoebe watched her as she walked off. The way she composed herself was impressive – almost as impressive as her toned, long legs.

Phoebe had planned to exercise some more, but her sore muscles complained, so she decided to call it a day. After a shower and change, she headed home.

The next day, she was still thinking of Ingrid when she headed to work. But she took one look at her boss, Tony, and forgot all about her. He was pacing the office with a hungry look on his face. Phoebe’s heart sank, and she took her seat hoping that she wouldn’t be noticed. Tony was a nasty piece of work, and the women in the office did their best to avoid him. Fortunately, he was rarely in the office, preferring to delegate the running of his small company to his managers. When he did turn up, it was usually trouble, especially for the female staff.

He headed to his office, and Phoebe gave a sigh of relief. But she had been premature. At his door, he stopped and turned.

“Phoebe, my office,” he barked abruptly before going in.

Phoebe’s eyes widened. Fuck, she thought. She wondered if she could pretend she hadn’t heard, then reluctantly picked up a notepad and walked into his office.

Tony eyed her lecherously as she walked in, and she noticed his eyes lingering on her bosom. He had never actually sexually assaulted anyone in the office, but Phoebe felt it was only a matter of time.

“Sit,” he said brusquely. He watched her as she nervously took a seat. “So, how’s work been?”

“Good. I have enjoyed the work, and everyone’s been so supportive,” said Phoebe. She tried to sound confident but couldn’t keep the nervousness out of her voice.

“You know, you are a pretty girl,” said Tony. “I think you should go out more, have some fun.”

Wow, he is really being direct this time, thought Phoebe. She was tempted to tell him to fuck off and walk out of his office, but she remained silent.

He rose and stood beside her, his hip touching her shoulder. “You know, you really have nice breasts,” he said casually. “You should wear something more revealing. Give the guys in the office something to look at.”

Phoebe gulped. “Is there anything you want me to do, Tony?” she asked, desperate to leave.

Tony laughed. “No, that will be all for now, Phoebe,” he said with a seedy look on his face.

She hurried to her desk and sat down, her hands shaking. She couldn’t believe what had just happened. She looked around. From the way the other girls were avoiding looking at her, she knew that this had happened before.

Fortunately, Tony left soon after. Phoebe tried to put what had happened out of her mind and concentrate on work, but she was still thinking about it when she went to the gym that evening. She hadn’t planned on going, but she hoped that some sweat would help her forget what had happened earlier.

She looked around and was disappointed that Ingrid was not there. She decided to try the rowing machine. After ten intense minutes, she took a breather. She was reflecting that she had a long way to go in terms of improving her strength, both mentally and physically, when she caught sight of Ingrid.

She watched in awe as Ingrid effortlessly did ten pull-ups. She had already become accustomed to seeing her pull off feats of strength, but it never failed to amaze her. Once Ingrid had finished, she glanced in Phoebe’s direction and gave her a wave.

Phoebe was delighted and quickly waved back. Her heart skipped a beat when Ingrid walked over to her.

“Hey, how’s it going?” Ingrid asked warmly. Even though she was stunning and clearly very popular, she had no pretensions.

“OK,” said Phoebe, taken aback that Ingrid would come up to her to make small talk. She was accustomed to not being noticed generally. “You have an interesting accent,” she noted.

“Yeah, I moved here from Sweden,” said Ingrid. “I wanted to become a professional cross fitter.” She ran a hand through her blonde hair. “I really need to start working hard. I have a competition coming up and I need to get my ass in gear.”

“You look great as you are,” said Phoebe. “I mean, you look as if you have great form,” she added hastily, afraid that her perving would be noticed.

Ingrid sighed. “I need to be so much better. The thing is, I don’t have enough drive.”

“I’m sure you have plenty of drive,” said Phoebe. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t be in such great shape.”

“That is true,” said Ingrid. “I used to be bullied as a kid, you know. That’s when I decided I would get in shape and stand up for myself.”

“That is so inspiring,” said Phoebe enviously. Ingrid made it sound so easy.

“You know, you should be more confident,” said Ingrid. “You are a very pretty girl. You should believe in yourself more.”

She touched Phoebe’s shoulder as she left. Phoebe was touched by her words. It was as if Ingrid had intuitively realized what was bothering her.

Phoebe was still thinking about what she had said as she finished her workout and headed for the showers. As she came out, she realized that her phone was ringing. Who on earth could be calling her at this time?

She picked up the phone and realized to her horror that it was Tony. Her mouth was dry when she answered it.

“Phoebe, I need you to come to the office.” Tony’s voice was rasping and domineering.

“Why?” stammered Phoebe. She couldn’t imagine any reason he’d want her back at the office.

“Why do you mean, why?” Tony sounded menacing. “Because I’m your boss and I say so.”

Phoebe took a deep breath. She’d had enough. “I don’t think so,” she said.

“What?” Tony sounded as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Truth be told, neither could Phoebe.

“Listen, I don’t have to take this shit from you,” she snapped. “It’s harassment, and it better stop. The next time it happens, I’m going to the cops.”

There was a stunned silence on the phone. Phoebe cut the line and sat on one of the benches. She couldn’t believe what she had just done.

She was still thinking about it when Ingrid walked in. “Everything alright?” she asked, taking a quick look at her.

Phoebe told her what had happened.

Ingrid’s face reddened. “I hate fucking men like that,” she said. She placed her hands on Phoebe’s shoulders. “I’m so proud of you. I will help you get through this.”

Ingrid’s face was very close to hers. Phoebe found herself staring into Ingrid’s dazzling blue eyes. Impulsively, she kissed her. Ingrid’s lips felt wonderful, and she felt as if an electric shock was going through her body.

Then the full horror of what she was doing dawned on her and she recoiled. “I’m sorry,” she blurted out. “I don’t know what came over me.”

Ingrid smiled. “I had no idea you thought of me that way. Fortunately, I think you are cute, too.” She looked around. “I think the steam room is free. Why don’t we try it?” She winked and walked off.

Not quite believing what was happening. Phoebe followed her to the steam room. Ingrid closed the door behind them. “I believe you were kissing me.” Leaning down, Ingrid kissed her again. Phoebe’s lips parted, and their tongues entwined.

Phoebe loved the feeling of Ingrid’s strong arms wrapped around her. Her hands explored Ingrid’s hard body, relishing the feeling of her taut muscles beneath her smooth skin. Ingrid’s hand reached for Phoebe’s voluptuous breasts.

“Wow, I love your tits,” she said as she massaged them. “Why don’t we get these babies out?”

Phoebe blushed as Ingrid removed her top. She was very self-conscious about her body, but Ingrid seemed to like what she saw.

“Mmm, you have lovely tits,” she said, feeling them up. Phoebe loved Ingrid’s touch – firm, yet tender. She bit her lip as Ingrid massaged and kissed her large breasts.

Ingrid began to suck on Phoebe’s nipples, causing her to let out a moan of pleasure. “Yeah, you like that?” teased Ingrid.

“You really know how to touch them,” said Phoebe.

“You know, you have a great body,” said Ingrid. “You should wear fewer clothes.” Lifting Phoebe’s pelvis effortlessly, she removed her pants. She proceeded to kiss Phoebe’s stomach before going down to her crotch.

Phoebe was enjoying herself too much to feel much discomfited as Ingrid peeled off her panties. Ingrid kissed her crotch while stroking her ample bottom. Phoebe closed her eyes and moaned as Ingrid ran her tongue over her clit and labia.

“Come on,” said Ingrid, lying down on one of the benches. “I want you to sit on my face.”

Phoebe had never done anything like that before, but she was certainly not going to refuse. What are the odds of this happening? she thought as she rather gingerly lowered herself onto Ingrid’s beautiful face.

Phoebe moaned loudly when she felt Ingrid’s tongue snaking deep into her cunt. Ingrid used her fingers to stroke Phoebe’s clit as she continued to lick her out.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” cried Phoebe when she felt an enormous climax welling up. Her eyes rolled backward and her legs began to shake uncontrollably as waves of pleasure cascaded over her. She found it difficult to keep standing, but Ingrid helped her up easily, licking her cunt and prolonging her pleasure.

Eventually, her pleasure subsided. Phoebe wiped the sweat from her brow and looked at the Nordic goddess who had given her the best orgasm she had ever had. She was desperate to get her hands on her gorgeous body.

“My turn,” she said, beginning to remove Ingrid’s clothes. She was even more beautiful naked. Her tanned, sculptured physique made her look like a Greek goddess. Phoebe passed an admiring hand over her ripped abs, marveling at the definition and hardness.

Ingrid’s breasts were small but perfectly formed, with large, hard nipples. Phoebe kissed them with passion, sucking on the nipples until they became even harder. Ingrid moaned with pleasure as Phoebe kissed her breasts and stroked her back.

Phoebe ran her tongue over Ingrid’s delectable abs down to her shaved pussy. Ingrid parted her legs, and Phoebe began to lick her clit and pussy while stroking her hard, muscular buttocks.

“God, I love what you are doing,” moaned Ingrid.

Phoebe smiled and continued to suckle on Ingrid’s bud. She inserted her tongue into her box and began to lick her G-spot. She could feel Ingrid’s pussy muscles contracting powerfully. Ingrid began to grind her crotch against Phoebe, and her moans became louder.

“Fuck, this feels amazing!” she shouted.

Phoebe inserted three fingers into her. She fucked Ingrid vigorously while suckling on her clit until Ingrid came with a loud yell.

As they held each other close, Phoebe said, “Does this mean we’ll be doing more training sessions together?”

“I have a gym at home,” Ingrid replied. “Let’s do our next session there.”

The End
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Kendra brought her car to a stop at the side of the narrow country lane and slid down in the seat. She brought her hands over her eyes for a second or two before dropping them back in her lap. A sigh spilled from her lips when she peered out of the windscreen into the darkness ahead.

“Should have come and checked it out during the day,” she lamented.

She’d thought about doing so, but she’d eventually decided that finding the place wouldn’t be that difficult at night. Her assumption was turning out to be a bad joke, however, and she wondered if she was actually in the right place. After switching on the overhead light, she opened the glove compartment and pulled out the map she’d drawn herself the previous evening.

Before she’d even glanced at it, she became aware of the glare of headlights in the wing mirror. She quickly turned off the overhead lamp. The car slowed as it approached, but she couldn’t see who was inside when it passed by. A smile came to her lips when she saw it making a turn not so far ahead of where she was parked.

It didn’t guarantee she was in the right place, but it showed there was a turnoff. That was what she’d been looking for. She waited a couple of minutes to let the car get well ahead before pulling back onto the lane and driving to where she’d seen it turn.

“Well, fuck me,” she let out under her breath.

The overgrown bushes on either side were the reason she’d passed by a couple of times in the darkness without noticing it. She probably wouldn’t have found it at all if the car hadn’t come along.

“Swingers,” she muttered with a nervous titter.

That was what they’d be if they were heading for a dogging site. She’d only found out about the place by chance when she’d overheard a couple of tipsy girls talking in the restroom of a club. It had piqued her curiosity, so she did some digging on the internet in an attempt to find out more details.

The information on a dogging website showed that the site actually existed. At least, it seemed to. The details didn’t have a date on them that she could see, so she could be looking at something from years before. There was only one way to find out for sure, though.

In the past thirty minutes or so, she’d started to think she was wasting her time, although it now appeared she might have actually found the place. The growing frustration she’d been feeling gave way to a sense of anticipation when she made the turn onto the dirt track and switched the headlights on full beam. The overgrown surroundings brought butterflies to her stomach. She wasn’t about to give up now, though, so she kept going until she saw a flicker of lights up ahead.

“Oh fuck, this is it, this is it,” she let out through clenched teeth. She hit the brakes and brought her car to a stop.

There could be no other explanation for what she was seeing up ahead. What else could there be out in the middle of a secluded wood in the late-night darkness other than a dogging site?

She closed her eyes and took in a deep breath, then got moving again. It wasn’t long before the track narrowed to barely the width of her car and she could hear the rustle of leaves and branches against the sides of the vehicle. All she could do now was forge ahead. There would be no turning around until she reached the clearing she knew was in the trees up ahead. Her mouth went dry as she drew ever closer, with the dark woodland seeming to swallow her up until she finally reached the site.

“Oh shit,” she let out as she surveyed her surroundings.

A few vehicles were arranged in a loose ring, with their headlights shining to illuminate the scene in the middle. The light revealed a couple of women kissing, and they were the only two people that could really be made out properly. Others were watching, however. Kendra could make out their shadowy silhouettes as they took in the action.

That was exactly what she intended to do – enjoy the action and check out how far things actually went at a dogging site. As far as she could tell, nobody was looking in her direction, although it was hard to tell for sure. She stayed where she was at first, but she soon realized she had a limited view of the action.

She slowly opened the door. The movement didn’t seem to draw attention to her, but she still waited a while longer before tentatively getting out of her car. She remained standing beside it as her gaze fixed on the two women in the middle.

Shouts of encouragement made the women start stripping each other, and Kendra felt herself getting caught up in a swirl of exhilaration when their naked tits were exposed. She cursed under her breath as the urge to get a closer look made her step away from the car. Her eyes never left the two women as she slowly moved forward, but she was stopped in her tracks when a louder shout rang out.

“Hey, looks like we got a newbie.”

Kendra froze in place for a split second before forcing herself to look around. There were now gazes coming in her direction. She wanted to turn and flee when she saw a figure approaching, but couldn’t get herself to do it.

“First time?” the woman asked.

A burst of nerves took Kendra’s voice, and all she could do was nod her head. She saw the woman turn to look toward the light.

“Hey, Becky, Amelia,” the woman shouted. “Want to give a newbie her first time?”

A rush of panic hit Kendra when the woman took hold of her wrist. She looked toward the light and saw the gazes of the two half-naked women on her.

“Oh look, I just, well, I only want to see what...” she babbled.

“Come on,” the woman urged. “It’s always a massive thrill to see a newbie in action. The girls love it.”

“Wait, I...” Kendra said.

She glanced around and realized that she was now the center of attention. She couldn’t see everyone, but she could definitely hear the murmur of excitement.

“Bring her in,” Becky called.

“Shit, shit,” Kendra cursed as she was led into the ring of cars.

Her fantasies always had been about more than watching, but she’d never been completely sure whether she’d be able to work up the nerve to get involved. The decision was being made for her, though, and her panic grew as she was taken into the light.

“She’s cute,” Becky said. “This will be fun.”

Kendra found herself staring into pretty, blue eyes and the kiss was on her lips before she could react. Her breath came out heavily when their mouths broke apart. Becky took her wrist and pulled her across to Amelia.

“Got ourselves a pretty one,” Becky said.

“Yeah, I see that,” Amelia replied. “What’s your name?”

Kendra gulped down a breath as she looked around. The light made her squint and obscured her view of the others in the darkness, but there were definitely more than she’d first thought.

“Kendra,” she said. “My name’s Kendra, but I’ve never–”

A finger on her lips silenced her.

“Too late to get out of it now,” Amelia said in an amused tone. “The girls want a newbie show, so we’re going to give them one.”

She leaned closer and only at the last moment pulled her finger away. Kendra closed her eyes when another kiss pressed on her lips. Her nerves intensified, but they were now laced with her growing arousal. Hands clapped on her ass from behind and groped her through her jeans, and she felt a prickle of growing heat between her thighs.

She was putting herself under the control of two complete strangers for the enjoyment of others to watch. It was a scenario she’d regularly masturbated to, but this was no fantasy. Amelia’s tongue slithered between her lips and tangled with hers. Suddenly, she felt uncontrollable urges welling up from deep inside.

The strong emotions were going to get her in trouble. She knew that. They switched off the responsible side of her brain and took away her self-control. Hands coming around her waist from behind made her yank her head back, and she looked down at the fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans.

Instinct made her react, but there was no real effort in her attempt to pull the hands away from her waist. Her top was grabbed, and she gasped excitedly as it was taken from her. It was tossed on the ground and her hair was then grabbed to pull her head down.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Amelia let out in a guttural rasp. “Show the girls how much you like sucking on nipples. They like a dirty bitch.”

Kendra felt a pulsing rush of hot blood as her heartbeat quickened. The comment made her even more aware that she was in the open air being watched as she let her slutty side come to the fore. She grabbed hold of Amelia’s tits, squashed them together, and licked the already-stiff nipples enthusiastically.

The grip on her hair held her in place, and she gave what was so obviously wanted by taking a thick nipple between her lips and sucking on it. Amelia’s head rocked back and her cries of delight rose above the sound of shouted encouragement from those watching the scene play out.

Kendra felt her bra being pulled down to make her tits spill free. She knew she was about to show more than that when her jeans were dragged down over her hips. The friction pulled + her panties down a little as well, and she shuddered when a lick tickled against the exposed crease of her ass.

“Show us everything,” someone called.

Kendra dragged her head back and saw some of the other women moving into the light.

“Will they join in?” she asked nervously.

“They just want a closer look at what a newbie has,” Amelia replied. “You belong to me and Becky on this occasion. Show how much you like being here and you’ll get plenty of offers to play with someone else next time you come.”

Kendra willingly let her mouth be pulled back to Amelia’s naked tits. She already knew she’d come back for more, so she went all out to be a bad girl for the two older women she was letting take advantage of her. The sound of excited groans came again when she rolled her tongue around a nipple before taking it between her lips and sucking on it. She was aware of some of the other women moving closer still.

“Let us see it,” someone shouted.

A hard yank on her jeans pulled them down to her knees. That was quickly followed by her panties being dragged lower. Fingers sank into her buttocks and there was a thrill in knowing she was being exposed to watching eyes.

“Isn’t it pretty?” Becky murmured, brushing her fingertips across the puckered skin.

“Get it wet,” someone called.

Becky was only too willing to oblige. She pulled harder on Kendra’s buttocks and spread them, then buried her face between them. Her tongue played on Kendra’s asshole, and she could feel the pulsing clench of muscles. In her excitement, she slid one of her hands between Kendra’s naked thighs.

The touch made Kendra jerk her head back. She took in a few heavy breaths before the grip on her hair pulled her forward again. She shoved her face against Amelia’s tits as Becky’s fingers wiggled between her labia and found her slick opening. Pressing her mouth on Amelia’s soft flesh muffled the sound of her groan when she felt the touch slip inside her.

Shudders reverberated through her body and made her legs shake. It was all she could do to stay on her feet. Hands came to her tits and groped them roughly, and she let out more stifled moans. The teasing caress of Becky’s tongue rimmed around her asshole, and she felt a rush of arousal when Becky’s fingers plunged deeper into her pussy.

“Little slut is soaking for this,” Becky gasped between the licks she was rasping across Kendra’s asshole.

“Oh fuck, let me taste it,” Amelia exclaimed.

She pulled Kendra’s head up so they could kiss. It ended quickly though, and Amelia stepped back and stripped completely naked before dropping down to her back on the grass.

“Please,” she urged her friend.

“Two sluts for me to play with,” Becky joked. A look around showed the other women were enjoying the dirty show. She returned her attention to Kendra and spanked a hand on her naked ass.

“Take it all off,” she ordered.

Kendra almost stumbled as she tried to take off her shoes, but she managed to avoid falling. The way she was being ogled by a group of kinky women was even more of a thrill than she’d thought it would be. She winced when another stinging spank landed on her naked ass.

“Get over her,” Becky ordered.

Kendra was quick to move into position, with a foot on either side of Amelia’s head. The growing murmur of excitement was turning her on, so she dropped to her knees and put her pussy a matter of inches from Amelia’s pretty face.

“Show me inside,” Amelia said. She licked her lips.

Kendra felt short of breath when she got a hand between her thighs. She was being the dirty girl she dreamed of, and it wasn’t only Amelia’s eyes on her when she used her fingers to spread her labia wide.

“Gorgeous,” Amelia let out under her breath as she gazed up at the pretty pink of Kendra’s gaping pussy. She darted her head up to kiss it and got the taste she wanted.

Kendra let out a gasping squeal, but it was more than the kiss between her thighs. Becky got in place behind her and pulled her head back, then pressed kisses on her neck before sliding her lips to her ear.

“You like my girlfriend licking out your tight cunt?” Becky whispered.

“Yes, yes,” Kendra gasped. She felt Amelia’s tongue slide inside her pussy and pushed down to grind against her lips. 

“She does it good, doesn’t she?” Becky asked.

“Mm-hmm,” Kendra groaned through clenched lips.

It was all she could get out. She pushed down harder and rocked her hips as she was licked out. Becky’s kisses returning to her neck turned her on more. She felt the caress of fingertips trailing down her spine, and she knew what was coming when they wiggled between her clenched cheeks and played on her spit-soaked asshole.

The touch made her writhe around even more on Amelia’s tongue. The pressure of Becky’s fingertip on her asshole slowly increased until it broke the resistance of her tightly clenched muscles. There was no holding in the cry, but the sound was quickly drowned out by the calls for her to be used harder.

The two women were more than happy to give the watchers what they wanted, and it caught Kendra in a rough onslaught. Her thighs began to quiver as hands clasped on them and pulled her down onto a roiling tongue that played on the slick, velvety skin in her inner depths. At the same time, the slippery fingering of her asshole quickened and she could feel her anal muscles rippling around the penetration.

Her head rocked back, but it only got her more kisses on her neck. The shivers racing down her spine brought her excitement to fever pitch. The two women were making her nothing more than a fuck toy so the watchers could get off to the sight of a newbie being used roughly.

Kendra bit her bottom lip as she forced herself down onto Amelia’s mouth, and her grinding movements became frantic. She felt the heady sensation of teetering on the edge of a cliff, and her body stretched out stiffly as her muscles contracted. She tried to hold herself, but the rough fingering of her asshole proved too much as she was licked out, and it released a flood of sensations that made her scream.

“Yeah, there we go,” Becky let out through gritted teeth as she jabbed her slippery finger knuckle-deep in Kendra’s asshole.

Amelia forced her head up to keep licking out Kendra’s quivering pussy as Kendra gave herself completely to the shuddering orgasm. The pulsing quivers of her inner muscles left her writhing around in a hot mess until the pleasure filled her whole body in the last throes of tension. When she finally relaxed, she melted into tremors that left her shaking like a leaf.

The world around her suddenly came back into focus and she was aware of the flushed faces of the watching women. She felt embarrassed that she’d let herself get so carried away. She pulled herself up, then moved to the side. She could hear the murmur of excitement as she grabbed her clothes, but she kept her head bowed until she was dressed.

When she looked up, she saw the two women that had used her kissing, and it was clear they were enjoying the taste of pussy on Amelia’s lips. The moment ended with them looking at Kendra, and she felt a flush of heat on her cheeks.

“Don’t be a stranger,” Becky said, grinning.

Kendra mumbled a vague response before hurrying back to her car. She slumped down in the seat and looked out to see that Amelia and Becky were in the thick of more action.

“Fuck,” she let out under her breath, but she knew she’d be back.

One taste of the dogging lifestyle had left her wanting more, and that would get her playing kinky in the middle of the circle of light again.

The End
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“Girl, you look like a million dollars!” Gus said, excitedly clapping his hands.

Carol checked herself in the mirror. Her long wavy auburn hair framed her pretty face well. Gus had just finished cutting her hair, and she did look good – although part of her doubted if she was really pretty.

“You have done a good job, as usual, Gus,” she said.

“Well, that goes without saying,” he huffed.

“I do look beautiful thanks to you,” Carol said with a smile. She had been coming to him for over a year now. He was not only a great hairdresser, he invariably cheered her up.

“No, you are beautiful,” corrected Gus. “I just made you look even nicer.”

“Right,” agreed Carol, unconvinced.

Gus put his hands on his hips. “What’s wrong?”

Carol was surprised. “What?”

“You don’t like my haircut, do you? I can tell.” Gus glared at her.

“No, that’s not it,” Carol assured him. “It’s just that... sometimes I worry I’m not pretty enough,” she confessed.

“You need to stop with that shit,” Gus told her sternly. “Look at what a gorgeous face you have! And you got those big ole titties to wow all the men. Let me tell you, I sneak a look at them myself.”

Carol giggled. As a rather flamboyantly gay man, Gus got away with a lot of things that other men wouldn’t.

She was still smiling as she left the salon. Perhaps she was just being silly and insecure, after all. She saw a few passing men checking her out. She was pleased with the attention, but what she really wanted more than anything was admired by her boyfriend.

Carol was madly in love with Jason. He was everything she had ever wanted – handsome, charming, successful. He had also been very attentive, but she couldn’t help feeling that, of late, his attention had been slipping away. He had become more distant and taciturn. Even in bed, he seemed almost bored.

Carol had begun to feel that she was not attractive enough for him. As she walked along the busy sidewalk, she convinced herself that her fears were unfounded. She looked good, and the hours she had put in the gym had tightened the slight sag in her midriff. Perhaps she could organize a romantic weekend with Jason.

She seldom ventured to this part of the city. It was an exclusive area, with high-end boutiques and restaurants. Carol was doing some window shopping when something caught her eye. It can’t be, she thought.

She looked more closely through the window of the restaurant that she was passing. His back was turned, but Carol was sure that it was Jason. What on earth was he doing there? His office was across town. She noticed that he was talking to another woman, an attractive blonde that she recognized from office functions.

He’s probably having a business lunch, Carol told herself. Then she noticed that his hand was resting on hers. Without thinking, she marched into the restaurant. The greeter tried to speak to her, but she brushed past her.

“Hello, Jason,” she said tightly as she approached the table.

Jason’s face fell when he saw her. “Carol, what are you doing here?”

She ignored the question. “Who is your friend?”

Jason coughed. “This is Phyllis. I am sure you remember her from work.”

Phyllis gave her a smile that seemed to mingle contempt with pity.

“I don’t actually,” said Carol icily.

Jason sighed. He didn’t look ashamed or contrite, just annoyed. “I think you should go,” he said matter-of-factly.

He just doesn’t care, Carol thought with shock. The realization took the wind out of her sails.

“Go,” repeated Jason. “We’ll talk when I get home.”

Carol suddenly found that she was out of words. Phyllis looked out of the window, a bored look on her face.

“OK,” mumbled Carol. She stumbled out of the restaurant. The afternoon sun shone on her face as she stepped outside. She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She had tried to summon some self-righteous anger but had been unable to do so. Jason had always been the one in control, and she realized that she had simply turned a blind eye to his obvious infidelities.

She tried to compose herself as she walked down the street. Deep down, she had always known, but it had been a shock to see it with her own eyes.

She finally made it to her car and headed home. The house seemed curiously empty when she entered. She sat on the couch and fought back tears. She had allowed Jason to control her throughout their relationship, but she refused to break down now.

After a shower, she had a quick lunch and tried to distract herself by watching some soaps on TV, although she was still seething. When Jason came home, she was ready to give him a piece of her mind.

He looked at her with a curious lack of emotion. “I am leaving you,” he said.

Carol had been planning to attack him and was blindsided. “What?”

Jason shrugged. “Our relationship is over.”

Carol tried to maintain her composure. “It’s Phylis, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” Jason said bluntly.

She watched stunned as he packed his clothes. “Don’t fucking come back!” she yelled as he carried a suitcase to his car. He didn’t bother looking back.

She watched as he drove off. She had repeatedly ignored the warning signs because she loved him. Now she realized that he had just used her and discarded her when it was convenient.

She felt curiously deflated as she sat alone in front of the TV, but she told herself she was not going to be defeated. She would pick up the pieces and forge a new life for herself. She would be far more than Jason’s doormat.

The next day, she took some time off to do some shopping. Jason had always kept a tight rein on her expenditure, so she took full advantage of her newfound freedom to buy to her heart’s content.

That evening, she felt a new confidence as she tried out her new clothes in front of the mirror. She had deliberately chosen some rather revealing and daring clothing that showed off her toned body. Her efforts at the gym were paying off, and she looked better than ever. Jason had hated her attracting the attention of other men, and she took special pleasure in reflecting on all the looks that she would get with her new clothes.

But something still felt amiss. She wanted to change her hairstyle to something that would reflect the new, sexy Carol. She decided that she would have her hair restyled.

She went to her usual salon and looked around for Gus. “He is on leave,” one of the girls told her.

Carol felt deflated. Not only did Gus have great style, he always cheered her up.

“His sister is standing in for him,” the girl said.

Carol decided that she would wait for Gus and was about to say so when a stunning black girl walked up to them. “This is Simone,” said the girl.

“Hi, nice to meet you,” said Simone, extending a confident hand and giving Carol a brilliant smile.

“Carol,” she mumbled as she shook Simone’s hand.

“I’m afraid my brother is taking some time off, but I’d be happy to do your hair,” said Simone.

“Sure,” said Carol. She had no idea how good Simone was, but she was definitely not going to miss the opportunity to spend some time with this amazing woman. Carol was quite tall, but Simone was taller still, with a curvaceous body and killer legs. She had dazzling eyes and the sculptured cheekbones of a supermodel.

Carol wasn’t really into women, but there was something very alluring and irresistible about Simone. Who would have thought that Gus had a sister like that? thought Carol as she slid into a chair.

“So, what are we feeling like?” Simone asked cheerfully.

“Well, this is the hairstyle that your brother gave me,” explained Carol. “It’s lovely, but a little ... safe.”

“I was going to say boring,” Simone said with a giggle.

Carol laughed. “I was hoping I could get something, well, sexier.”

“I got you,” said Simone. “I love my brother, but he is the opposite of daring. You are gorgeous, let’s flaunt those looks a little.”

It had been a long time since anyone had said that to Carol, and she found that it immediately cheered her up. Simone turned out to be a skilled hairdresser, and also a good conversationalist. Besides her stunning looks, she carried herself in a positive, confident way that made Carol feel better.

“I see you are engaged,” said Simone, her eyes falling on the diamond ring that Carol was wearing.

Carol grimaced. “Oh, yeah. It’s not really an engagement ring. My boyfriend gave it to me when we started dating, but we broke up recently. Well, he broke up with me, to be more accurate.”

Simone looked outraged. “Are you serious? Who would break up with such a beautiful girl?”

Carol smiled. Simone clearly had her brother’s gift of making people feel good. Simone became even more outraged when she heard what had happened. “That bastard! And that girl treating you like that. I would have straight-up smacked her goddamn face.”

Carol could picture that happening and wished that she had Simone’s confidence. At any rate, her days of being Jason’s doormat were over.

Simone cupped Carol’s chin. “Honey, I’m gonna give you an amazing hairstyle. Everyone’s gonna see how sexy you are, and that fool is going to realize that he made the biggest mistake.”

An hour later, Carol looked in the mirror and smiled. She had always had nice hair, but now it was shorter and gave her a much bolder look.

“What do you think?” Simone asked.

“It looks amazing,” said Carol. It was amazing what a difference a change in hairstyle made.

“No, you look amazing,” corrected Simone.

Carol smiled. “Thank you.” For the first time since her breakup, she felt good about herself.

She gave Simone a hug as she was leaving, both to thank her and also because she was crushing on her hard. Simone’s body felt amazing, soft yet toned.

“Here’s my number,” said Simone, handing her a card. “Call me if you need another styling or just to talk.”

“Thanks,” said Carol. She gave Simone a final smile as she walked out.

She wondered if she was a lesbian as she drove back home. She’d had a few flings with women, but nothing serious. She had always considered herself straight, but she found herself questioning that assumption given how attracted she was to Stephanie.

She came to the conclusion that she was probably just attracted to people, regardless of gender. After all, she had been madly in love with Jason at one point. Besides, Simone was a stunner and would probably attract the attention of the straightest woman.

In any event, she felt more positive about things. She was determined not to let Jason’s cheating get her down. That Friday, she decided that it was time to hit the nightclubs.

She got into a slinky outfit that showed off her sexy body and headed to a local club that her friends went to every weekend. Jason had put a stop to a lot of her socializing, and she was looking forward to being able to catch up.

As she had expected, she had a great time with her friends, many of whom were there. They didn’t seem surprised when she told them what had happened with Jason, and she realized that they must have known. She recalled the hints they had given her. What a fool she had been.

She was determined not to let it get her down and to have a good time. Several hot guys checked her out, and some even spoke to her. She was flattered by the attention and flirted with them, but she didn’t take things any further. She had someone else on her mind

She was having a quiet drink while her friends partied on the dance floor when she heard a cough. She turned and was stunned to see Jason looking at her.

“Carol, you look good,” he said appraisingly.

“Uh, thanks,” said Carol, not sure what he was getting at. She hadn’t heard from him since he’d left.

He took a deep breath and seemed to consider something. “You know, perhaps I was a bit hasty breaking things off.”

Carol nodded. She was seeing everything clearly now. “You want to get back?”

“Yeah,” said Jason.

Carol leaned forward. “I have a better idea. Why don’t you fuck off and never speak to me again?”

Jason looked as stunned as if she had struck him in the face. Satisfied, she watched him stumble away.

It felt as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She felt like a new woman as she drowned her drink.

She decided to call Simone on an impulse.

“Hi,” said Simone. “How are you?”

“Good,” said Carol. “Listen, I’m out partying with some girlfriends and was wondering if you’d like to join.”

“No,” said Simone regretfully. “I’m still at the salon. I’ve got to finish some accounts.”

“That’s a shame,” said Carol. “I was hoping we could catch up.”

“Where are you?” asked Simone.

Carol gave her the name of the club.

“That’s close to the salon,” said Simone. “Why don’t you pop by for a visit?”

Carol had had a few drinks and really wanted to see Simone. “Sure,” she agreed.

When she arrived at the salon, Simone let her in. There was no one else there. “Wow, you look good,” said Simone.

Carol smiled. From the way Simone’s eyes traveled over her body, she knew that she liked what she saw.

Carol told her about what happened with Jason. “That’s wonderful,” said Simone, excitedly. “Serves him right for leaving you. You are perfect.”

“Yeah?” Carol leaned in. “You like what you see.”

Simone grinned. They were obviously thinking the same thing. They kissed, and Carol felt as if an electric shock was going through her body. Simone’s lips were soft and inviting as they caressed hers.

Carol slipped her tongue into Simone’s mouth. Before long, they were making out passionately while exploring each other’s bodies with their hands. Simone had a wonderful toned yet yielding body, and Carol loved the feeling of her round butt. Simone was clearly having as much pleasure massaging Carol’s large soft breasts.

Simone got Carol to sit on one of the chairs. She kissed her neck as she removed the straps of her dress. Carol closed her eyes, savoring the feeling of Simone’s lips on her neck. Her dress fell to the waist, revealing her voluptuous, round breasts.

“Wow, look at those,” Simone said admiringly. She bent down and began to kiss Carol’s tits.

Carol groaned and stroked Simone’s curly hair as she sucked on her nipples. Carol had sensitive nipples, and Simone seemed to know exactly how to please her. Before long, they were standing erect and hard.

Simone knelt down and spread Carol’s legs. Reaching into her short dress, she removed her panties, making Carol glad that she had decided to wear some nice panties. Simone went between her legs.

Carol moaned softly as she felt Simone’s tongue tracing the contours of her cunt. Simone did it slowly, sending flashes of pleasure through her. From time to time, her tongue flicked Carol’s clit, causing jolts of delight to flood her body.

“Come on, stick your tongue inside me,” Carol urged.

Simone grinned and slowly inserted her long tongue into Carol’s box. With her fingers, she stroked her hard bud, causing Carol’s pelvis to spasm.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” Carol moaned. Her legs began to shake as Simone’s tongue caressed the wall of her pussy.

Carol threw her head back and uttered a guttural cry as she felt her pleasure rising to a crescendo.

“You like that?” teased Simone.

“Babe, you are gonna make me cum,” Carol panted.

Simone grinned, then transferred her attention to Carol’s clit and began to suckle on it. Having Simone’s delectable lips and tongue on her bud brought Carol to the brink, and she climaxed with a loud wail.

She ground her pelvis against Simone’s beautiful face as her body shook with the force of her orgasm. Even the chair seemed in danger of collapsing.

Finally, the spasms of pleasure receded and she took a deep breath. “Shit, that was amazing,” she breathed.

Simone grinned. “I’m not just good at styling hair.”

“Well, why don’t you have a seat and I’ll show you what I can do,” said Carol, getting up and patting the seat.

“Sure,” Simone said enthusiastically. She sat down.

Carol kissed Simone before running her tongue over her gorgeous ebony neck. She unbuttoned the hairdresser’s blouse to reveal her luscious, beautifully shaped breasts. Carol slowly massaged them, luxuriating in their exquisite firmness. Simone really was the most incredible creature.

She took her time suckling on her stunning tits. Simone closed her eyes and moaned as Carol made each nipple hard.

“Let’s get these off,” Carol said. She pulled down Simone’s pants and removed her shirt. Despite her voluptuous figure, Simone’s stomach was taut and flat.

She should have been a model, thought Carol, running a hand over her flat abs down to her trimmed pubic hair.

She continued to suck on Simone’s chocolate-colored nipples while playing with her labia. She inserted her fingers into her box and slowly began to fuck her. Simone was already wet and Carol could feel her pussy begin to pulsate.

She hoisted Simone’s legs onto the arms of the chair. “There, nice and open,” she said with a smile. Bending between her legs, she parted the lips of her pussy and began to eat her out. She tasted delectable and Carol took her time, savoring her juices.

Simone’s moans were getting progressively louder. Carol shifted to her clit, which was already hard.

“Oh, God!” Simone cried. Her beautiful face became contorted with pleasure and her legs began to shake. Carol could tell that she was close to climaxing and began to fuck her faster with her fingers while sucking her clit.

With a loud scream, Simone came, ejaculating her juices onto Carol’s fingers. Carol continued to fuck her until, finally, she became still.

“Do you do this to all your clients?” Carol asked.

“Only the hot ones,” Simone replied.

The End
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Daphne entered the tavern with some trepidation. It was a rather seedy-looking establishment. A mangy dog outside barked at her furiously, and the patrons looked at her with only slightly less hostility. Ignoring them, she walked over to the bar, where a short, hairy man looked at her with disdain.

“Do you have any food, please?” she said. She was already regretting her decision to come to this place, but businesses were few and far between in the countryside of Romania, so she didn’t really have much choice.

The bartender scowled at her but said nothing.

“Food,” Daphne repeated, making a motion toward her mouth.

The man glared at her angrily, then shouted something toward the kitchen. After some time, a fat woman waddled out.

“I would like some food, please,” said Daphne, enunciating the words as clearly as she could.

The woman nodded slowly. “Steak?” she asked.

Daphne felt a flood of relief, realizing that she was being understood. “Yes, that’s fine,” she said, even though it wasn’t what she wanted.

The woman went back to the kitchen. Ten minutes later, she returned and deposited a plate in front of Daphne. Daphne took a look at the food and quailed. Some horribly charred meat lay on the plate, along with some milky, gooey substance.

Taking a deep breath, she cut a piece and put it in her mouth. The meat was surprisingly palatable and bordered on delicious. She scooped some of the milky substance and realized that it was mashed potato.

The woman watched her gloweringly as she ate. “You English?” she suddenly demanded.

Daphne adjusted her glasses and blinked. “Yes, I am,” she replied.

“What you doing here?” the woman asked brusquely.

“Well, um, I am actually looking for a friend of mine.”

The woman nodded thoughtfully. “Ah, that girl who disappeared, yes?”

“That’s right.” Daphne was surprised that she had heard of that, but Lydia had disappeared not far from here.

“I know what happened to her,” said the woman in a conspiratorial whisper.

“You do?” This conversation was taking an interesting turn.

“Vampires,” said the woman.

“What?” Daphne was nonplussed.

“The forest is cursed.” The woman spoke with conviction. “It is full of vampires that prey on the living.”

Daphne was disappointed. She had hoped that she would learn something about Lydia’s whereabouts. She quickly finished her meal, paid the woman, and walked out.

As she left the tavern, she heard a man wolf-whistling. She was a tall, beautiful redhead and attracted attention wherever she went. She was used to it by now and ignored the man. In any case, she had more important things on her mind. She had to cross a large forest to get to the next town, and she didn’t fancy driving at night, especially in the beat-up Fiat that she had rented.

The sun was already low in the sky as she made her way to her car. It looked as if it would be getting dark soon. Daphne reckoned that she had no more than an hour of sunlight left and her trip through the forest would take at least two hours. She was a brave woman, but she didn’t relish the prospect of crossing the forest in the dark in a highly unreliable vehicle.

Still, she could hardly delay her journey. She was already behind schedule, so she started the car and headed north. The small town soon gave way to the countryside, where farmers were herding sheep back into their pens. In front of her rose the forest. It certainly looked ominous and foreboding. Lydia could understand why the local villagers thought that it contained vampires.

As she entered the forest, she realized that her estimation had been well off the mark. The sun was setting faster than she had expected and it was already quite dark. She considered turning back but decided against it. She had fortitude, a large spanner, and a black belt in tae kwon do. She was sure that she’d be fine.

She reflected on the events that had led her to this unlikely trip to Romania. It had been a tough month. First, her fiancé had left her for another woman. Then, she had received news that her good friend had gone missing in Romania. Afraid that the local police would not take a great deal of interest in finding her friend, she decided that it was a good time to do some snooping herself.

She was a very enterprising woman and wasn’t afraid of accepting the challenge. All the same, she couldn’t help wondering if this had been a good idea as she was enveloped by darkness. The trees towered over her on either side, and only the rather weak lights of her car enabled her to make out anything.

She was tempted to start praying even though she had been an atheist since she was a young girl. Better get out of here as soon as possible, she thought, pressing the accelerator. The engine wheezed, but there didn’t seem to be much in the way of forward motion.

Suddenly, Daphne saw a figure in the distance. She blinked. Was it her imagination or was that a human being? It can’t be, she thought. What would a person be doing alone in this dark forest?

As she approached, she realized that she was not mistaken. A rather petite young woman was staring at her. Perhaps she is lost, thought Daphne. She slowed the car down and stopped next to the woman.

“Are you OK?” she asked after rolling the window down.

She saw that the woman was unusually pale. Her white skin contrasted with her jet black hair and gleaming dark eyes. She had sharp features and was quite beautiful. She said nothing, so Daphne repeated the question.
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