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My name is Lexley, but my friends call me a lot more derogatory things!! I know that I am hopelessly addicted to seducing ladies, both young and old.  Not that I'm a raving beauty or anything. But one thing is certain, I try harder and will do anything necessary to seduce another woman. That’s how I received my various nicknames...revolting, offensive and nasty, to name just a few.   

If I have to describe myself I have to say that I'm the motherly type of dyke.  I'm middle aged, and my hair is already starting to turn gray.  I keep it cropped short in the style typical of the fifties for convenience. My figure is decidedly plump.  I clean up well enough when I put on a dress, but I prefer tennis shoes, slacks and sport shirts.  During the winter I prefer wool Pendleton shirts.  

I accepted the fact that I was attracted to girls when I was young.  When other girls were mooning over boys, I was checking out the girls.  By the time I was eighteen and entering college, I started feeling up the girls in my dorm.  Before long I was kissing them, and that led me going down on them.  I loved the smell of their flesh, and licking their pussies.  I got a reputation around the University.  

There was a woman that lived on campus that must have heard about my reputation.  She was married to one of the professors, but she was a stay at home wife, so she was always around.  I knew that her name was Mrs. Charlotte Pittcock.  Inevitably we became acquainted more personally.  

I had admired plenty of mature women and even thought about what it would have been like to be with them.  I knew what naked women looked like and wondered if they would taste like the college girls I had tasted.  But I had never had the nerve to approach a mature woman. That changed one afternoon when I took fall while jogging in front of Mrs. Pittcock's house.  

I had been running down the street, when my feet tripped as I was navigating a curb while crossing a street.  When I fell I slid across the sidewalk on my hands and knees.  As a result, they were bleeding and gravel was embedded in my skin. 

Charlotte was in her front yard looking after her flowers when I took a spill.  She rushed to my side and helped me to my feet.  She insisted that she had to look after my scraps.  She had to pick up my bike, because the rear wheel was locked, and she placed it on her porch, as she ushered me into her house.  

The house was cool, because she had the air- conditioner on.  She led me directly to the bathroom and had me sit on the toilet seat while she took some medical supplies out of the medicine cabinet. She told me that she had to wash my hands and knees to see how bad my scraps were.  She washed the palms on my hands and knees.  They continued to bleed but she saw some gravel still embedded in the skin.  She told me that she was going to have to get the gravel out of my skin, and it was going to hurt.  She used a scrub brush to clean my flesh.  It was all I could do to keep from complaining, but I was crying profusely.  

She had to clear away the blood again before applying hydrogen peroxide.  She bandaged my hands and knees.  There really were no additional injuries, but she insisted on checking my body out.  She ran her hand all over my torso, before starting to feel my legs from my feet up.  When her hand reached my silky running shorts I moaned as her hand went under the material. Her soft hand found the moist crotch of my thong. She stroked my crotch until the crotch on my panties was wet.  

When she started to withdraw her hand, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand hard against my pussy, and I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.  There was no further attempt to pretend that she was inspected my body for additional injuries. She stood up and led me to her bedroom without saying anything.  

I was only wearing a simple T-shirt and silky shorts and running shoes, so it didn't take long to remove my clothes.  She had been working in the yard, so her clothes smelled of sweat, grass and dirt.  She was wearing trousers and a cotton blouse rolled up to the elbow, she had been wearing a straw hat until she came into the house.  When she removed her blouse I was fascinated by fact that she hadn't bothered to wear a brassiere.  Her breasts were a comfortable 38-C size.  Her areolas and nipples were a delicate pink.  I instantly wanted to suck on her breasts but was reluctant to act on my desires.  

Charlotte unfastened her slacks and they fell down her legs in a pile around her feet.  She stepped out of them and pulled her panties down as well.  I had seen my mother's and some aunts naked before, so I knew adult women had hair growing between their legs, so it came as no surprise that Charlotte had a bush of dark brown hair.  I watched her step out of her clothes and approach me.  She placed me on her bed and spread my legs before placing her face between my legs and gently blowing air on my pussy.  She started licking my pussy very much like I did to the girls in the dormitory. 

When she joined me on the bed she covered my body with her own.  My head was filled with the aroma of her flesh.  It was all so over whelming.  She was twice my size and her body covered mine as she turned her body around so that her crotch was hovering over my head.  There was a heady aroma of womanly flesh with a slight hint of urine clinging to her pubic hair, as she lowered her crotch down to my face.  She rubbed her pussy against my face while she ate my pussy.  That day was when I knew my true calling.  I couldn't get enough of her pussy.  

I became a regular visitor to her house.  Many an afternoon was spent between her legs.  I learned how to make her cum with my mouth.  She taught me the pleasures of tribbing by rubbing our pussies against each other's cunt. I still remember that first time she demonstrated that sensuous way of fucking while we were nude sunbathing in her back yard. Her yard was surrounded by high wooden fencing giving the yard total privacy from prying neighbor’s eyes.

Charlotte sat back and draped a leg over the bottom of my hip, sliding herself closer til our sexes almost touched. Not wasting a second on anticipation, she slathered coconut oil tanning lotion directly onto my pussy, making me throw my head back and scream a silent "Fuck!" towards the ceiling.

I bucked my hips to help Charlotte spread the lube, letting slip a whimper when she stopped to lick her fingers.

I had the musk of sweat blossoming out of me and the taste made Charlotte want more. Hooking her leg over my spare, she held onto my knee and the apex of our legs touched. Gingerly at first, the threat of pleasure made us both a little coy, until the burning, teasing tingles became too much to bear - And we grabbed onto each other, pushed against the bed, to relieve the delirium-inducing pressure.

A firm wet grind made both of our hips twitch as we shuddered against this new sensation: Our first kiss, at least in this sense.

Twisting into more suited positions for each of our clits, we found a steady rhythm to rock against as we got drunk on the lewdness of our act. The sound of slimy wet folds slapping against each other only fueled our lust as we both gripped onto all the sounds our throats wanted to make. After some sensitivity was gently pounded out of us both, I pulled back to rub some back into her clit. 

Following suit, Charlotte  did the same, biting her lip at the sight of it all. Gentle panting filled the air again as I continued to rub faster. Knowing what was coming, Charlotte sank back down and raised a knee as she continued to follow my lead. Watching me rapidly pat the underside of her clit as her eyes began to roll, Charlotte inched closer and pressed harder on her own love button.

Feeling the nerves in the soles of my feet twinkle with pleasure, the end came for me gently, then all at once - Clenching my toes, and drawing my knees back. The sight of me in the early throws of it prompted Charlotte to force her own orgasm, so we could finish together and kiss once more at the peak.

Legs twitching uncontrollably, Charlotte had to grip onto my hip and stomach to be able to keep their convulsing cunts together,

"Ohhh fuck meeeeee!" I hissed out as Charlotte looked on in amazement.

She had never seen me cum that hard. She hoped it wouldn't be the last. Not getting the same release, Charlotte would've quite liked to load more coconut oil up on her fingers and try to evoke the same pleasure out of her hole but...

Seeing me bask in the afterglow, twitching every now and then to purge the last dregs of pleasure out, she knew better than to ask me to spend more. Lapsing in the break, taking the opportunity to calm down together, Charlotte stayed upright, giving me gentle strokes to bring me back to earth as she got her own breath returned,

"Wow..." I muttered as I closed my eyes and gave a tired smile,

"... Wow," Charlotte chimed back.

Over the course of our time together she added so many things to my sexual education.  Having oral sex with each other's asshole became a part of our sex life.  She introduced me to a variety of dildos and even some beads on strings that we stuffed up each other asshole and only pulled them out when we were about to cum from oral sex.  I never knew if my mother ever suspected why I spent so much time at the Pittcock household, but I eventually graduated and move away.  

As fascinated as I was with women's bodies I still had a strong attraction to young girls my age.  It didn't take me long to find a couple of women happy to enjoy the benefits of my hands and mouth and continued to seduce girls my age.  As I grew into full womanhood I still had a taste for younger pussy.  

Now that I am middle aged I look like the grandmotherly type, except when I deliberately wear men's clothing.  I discovered that young girls are drawn to me.  I had almost forgotten what young pussy tasted like until one day I was riding the bus home from work, and I saw a young girl of about twenty one or twenty two,  that I knew rode the bus from the same stop, so I worked my way through the standing room crowd only to stand almost behind the girl.  

She turned her head and smiled at me in recognition.  I smiled back and pressed my body again hers.  She only smiled at me all the more.  I placed my right hand on her hip and squeezed it gently.  She continued smiling at me, so I grew bolder.  I slipped my hand around in front of her body and placed my hand on the bulge of her vulva. 
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Chapter Two 
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At that point she stopped smiling and leaned against my body.  I stroked her pussy through her dress, and I heard and felt her breathing becoming deeper and more rapid.  I whispered in her ear, "Follow me when we get to our stop.  I continued rubbing her pussy until the bus reached our stop. When the back doors opened we exited the bus along with a couple of other passengers.  I started walking down the street without looking back until I turned the corner to my block.  As I rounded the corner I looked over my shoulder to check if the girl was following.  

The sweet looking girl in her work uniform was just three paces behind me.  I allowed her to catch up with me and simply introduced myself to her by saying that my name was Lexley, and she fell in step with me and told me that her name with Luna.  I asked her if she would like to join me for a cool drink. She beamed as she said yes.  I also asked why she is always on the late commuter bus.  She told me that she had at one of the finer hotels and was always asked to stay over at check in time.  I also asked, "Won't you get in trouble staying out even later?"  Luna told me that she was in a relationship with and older woman, and a couple of times a week her thirty something year old partner works late, so tonight she was going to have to make her own dinner.  I offered to make dinner for the two of us.  

As soon as we entered my house I turned on the air-conditioner and told her to have a seat while I got us something to drink.  With that she seated herself on my couch.  She deposited her purse on the floor beside the couch.  I headed for the kitchen and opened a chilled bottle of Chardonnay and poured us a couple of glasses.  I returned to the living room and sat down on the couch next to her, as I handed her a glass.  
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