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A Lesbian’s Story 2 – Clair’s Tale

My name is Clair and before I tell you this story, I think I should mention that I’m not a lesbian. I’m a straight, horny 19-year-old female, who just happens to have witnessed and experienced something so erotic that I can’t get it out of my head. It all started when my mother asked me if I’d care to see the new house before we moved in and I was excited to see it. However, she didn’t have the time to take me that day, but because it was only a few blocks away from where we currently lived, she suggested that I take a walk to check it out on my own.

I thought about it for a while and then decided that I would do just that. Mom was right, it wasn’t far and I was there within ten minutes. Now, this is where the mistake happened. I’d committed the street and house number to memory, or so I thought. There in front of a house down the correct street was a moving truck. The doors at the back were open and the truck was half-loaded but there wasn’t anyone around. Naturally, I figured they were inside either having a break or getting the next item of furniture ready. There are two things at this point that I should point out. First, I was at the wrong house, but I didn’t learn that until much later. Second, the reason I made this mistake was because the house was being cleared and the sign on the front lawn read, “sold.”

Naturally, I put two and two together without looking at the number of the house. The actual house I should have been going to was next door. Anyway, the front door was wide open and I popped my head through to call out if anyone was there but got no reply. I could see that most of the downstairs was clear of furniture so I figured that they must be upstairs. I called out one more time as I stepped into the house proper and still received no reply.
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