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Andrea And Monique
by N. Vasco



‘Rene and I broke up,’ Monique told me as she stirred her coffee. I was checking my make-up and nearly smeared the lipstick all over my face when she said this.


I never did like Rene for her: Beautiful and handsome yes, but too involved with his own good looks. I can’t bear that type but, then again, Monique and I are different in so many ways. She rarely wears make-up while I prefer a bolder look. Her high cheekbones, lovely slanted eyes, whiskey lips and sandy hair come from a Chinese mother and Dutch father. I got my black hair and alabaster complexion from a Latin and Greek background. Her slender figure is the result of a successful dance career. My body is more hour-glass, the type people call voluptuous. She maintains a year-round tan, wears loose dresses without a slip and enough jewellery for a gypsy. My office job calls for skirts and high heels.


I tend to keep to myself while Monique expresses every idea that comes into her mind. One afternoon we visited an antiquities museum that featured statues from ancient Mycenae. Women back then wore dresses that displayed their ample breasts and adorned their faces with very provocative make-up.


‘That’s you!’ Monique exclaimed, drawing looks from the other patrons as she pointed to a statue of a voluptuous, bare-breasted priestess wearing lots of make-up. Even her nipples were painted a lovely shade of carmine that contrasted nicely with her alabaster skin.


‘Why!’ Monique said. ‘Your breasts are bigger than hers!’


I wanted to hush her but after one of the stuffy old matrons who volunteered in the museum give us a dirty look, we broke out in giggles and quickly stepped into another room filled with statues from India. We were alone in that room, the only sound the taps of my high heels and Monique’s sandals echoing off the walls.


‘Oh, look,’ Monique said as she admired a statue of a Hindu dancer, the curves of her generous hips and rounded breasts exaggerated by her provocative, dancer’s pose.


‘There you are again,’ Monique cooed as her eyes ran over every detail of the statue until she was looking at the rather large nipples that sat on top of each breast. Then, she looked at me before grabbing my hand, standing me next to the statue and saying; ‘Do the same pose, please, just for me!’ while taking out her camera.


I could never say no to Monique. I guess by now you must realise I was always very attracted to her, even back in the days when we met at the University of Paris. So, I looked at the statue for a minute, kicked off my shoes and struck the same pose.


‘Now take off your top!’


I responded with a loud ‘No!’ followed by more loud giggles, drawing the attention of the dour-faced matron who entered the room and told us to leave.


‘Maybe you should try to get laid once in a while. Then you wouldn’t be so uptight,’ Monique said as I pulled my shoes back on. I could see the matron’s face turn a beetroot red as the words sputtered in her mouth; before she could say another word I took Monique’s hand and got out of the museum as fast as possible.


That’s my lovely Monique, always making heads turn wherever she goes; and today was no exception.


We always meet in the same café for lunch and when I looked up to watch her enter I was treated to wonderfully teasing glimpses of her provocative figure through the light cotton dress she wore, as she passed the window. We had always exchanged light, friendly kisses but this time she paused, stroked my arm and complimented me on my outfit.


‘You always look so professional, yet so sexy,’ she said, gazing at me. ‘That skirt really shows off your figure.’ I didn’t know what to say. Like I said, I had always harboured feelings for Monique, sometimes masturbating long into the night and fantasising about kissing her lovely, heart-shaped lips. But I valued our friendship even more and kept them a secret, even forcing a casual attitude when I heard about the break-up.


I took a deep breath and asked ‘Weren’t you two planning on getting married?’


‘I had suggested it once,’ she responded, buttering a croissant. ‘But, really, could you see that happening? Remember last summer?’


I nodded. I was dating one of my co-workers back then, a handsome American named Bob. The four of us made plans to spend a weekend at a seaside cottage. At the last moment Bob was called back to America and I wound up by myself at the train depot. Monique consoled me by offering to go shopping for a swimsuit. The thought of seeing her lovely figure in a skimpy bikini made me feel a little better.


The sales girl at the shop was a lovely Polynesian girl called Claire who wore an alluring one-piece that barely hid her round breasts and firm buttocks. She selected a yellow thong bikini that showed off Monique’s wonderful tan.


Both of them convinced me to try on the same style, but in black. ‘It’ll look wonderful against your skin,’ Monique said as I changed in the fitting room.


I stepped out to their approving comments, and couldn’t help the rush of excitement coursing through my body. The mirror next to the dressing room reflected my almost naked body, standing close to those two beautiful women in skimpy bikinis.


The admiring looks Claire gave me, and Monique’s playful slapping of my exposed buttocks almost sent me into an orgasm. I wanted to run my mouth all over their luscious bodies, kiss their lips and taste their juices.


Thinking back, I believe Monique could sense my arousal. She kept on stroking my hair while Claire rang up our purchases at the counter.


‘Well, well,’ was Rene’s comment when I stepped onto the deck with Monique, both of us all but naked in our tiny swimsuits. The three of us were on a yacht lent by one of his wealthy clients. He looked so handsome at the wheel with his tanned sculpted chest. I guess he was unused to seeing me so exposed and kept eyeing me as he steered the boat. Monique had to constantly warn him to watch out for the nearby jetties, all the while enduring his almost ridiculous attention to my body.


This lasted for only a few minutes. We passed by a jetty where two blonde, English girls were sunning themselves. Rene slowed the boat down when he saw they were topless and began chatting with them in a very flirtatious manner. The sight of their nubile bodies glistening with suntan oil made my gaze linger for a while until I noticed the hurt expression on Monique’s face. I knew she tolerated Rene’s attitude, but this was too much.


After a while he got discouraged and set off, not even wondering why Monique was so quiet. We turned down his invitation to go snorkelling, opting to sunbathe instead.


After he left Monique asked me to put lotion on her. I rubbed her lithe, hard body for a while, my hands massaging her firm shoulders, taut back and tiny waist until I heard her murmur ‘Please do my buttocks.’


Those words made my pulse surge in my ears. I paused for a moment, forgetting the hot afternoon sun on my back, the sound of the waves against the hull and the smell of the ocean in my nostrils. Monique shifted a little, causing the delicious swell of her buttocks to arch up ever so invitingly. I tipped the bottle of lotion over the twin hills of her backside and let the oil slowly pour over her naked skin, even allowing some of it to seep into the cleft where her thong disappeared.


I heard Monique murmur and coo and, when I began to rub and kneed the firm, hard muscles of her glorious buttocks, she began to moan between short gasps. I was in my glory, my hands drinking in her buttocks, thighs and hips until she suddenly turned around and asked me to do her front.


It was wonderful rubbing her backside but the sight of her upright breasts, defined stomach and naked hips sent my heart racing again. I wanted to take my top off and let my generous bosoms ooze all over her taut breasts and hard nipples. To part her thighs, bury my face in her pussy and drink the juices of her body.


Just then, she looked at me. I could see the hurt in her eyes and knew it was caused by Rene’s boorish attitude. I wanted to hold her, to kiss those lovely lips and make her feel totally appreciated.


Suddenly, we heard Rene clamber back on board. Monique quickly sat up, a confused look on her face. I was afraid she didn’t know how to deal with my attention. Rene was oblivious to everything. The sight of his gymnast physique glistening in the bright sunshine made him look like a Greek god. He gave us each a big smile before reaching into a pocket and showing Monique a gold, heart-shaped charm on a chain.


‘I wanted to give you this later but decided maybe now would be a good time’ he said, putting the chain around her neck. Monique responded with a slight smile. ‘I’m sorry for my behaviour back there.’ She even gave him a brief hug and endured a friendly pat on her lovely, bare behind. It was a scene played out over and over again. I know she even sensed his eyes travelling all over my body as he held her.


We had a light, quiet dinner at the cottage. Rene was still talking about his underwater adventure as he openly fondled and caressed Monique’s body. She seemed in a better mood. I decided to give them some time alone and went to my room.


I looked at my reflection in my mirror and liked what I saw. The tiny white lines on my hips and the contrast between my dark breasts and the pale triangles that surrounded my nipples made a wonderfully sexy look. I held my breasts and licked my nipples. Bob had introduced me to this technique but all I could think of was Monique’s delicate tongue stimulating my breasts.


Just to be daring, I tried on one of the wispy cotton dresses she had in the closet. The white, almost see-through material contrasted nicely with my cinnamon dark skin, giving a provocative view of the white thong I wore underneath. I looked out the window, saw it was a beautiful, moonlit night. I knew I would probably spend a good part of the night masturbating but decided I needed a walk first. Maybe it would cool me down.


I went downstairs and sure enough, Monique and Rene were kissing on the living room couch, the fireplace casting a sensual glow on the entire room. Rene for once was the gentleman but Monique whistled and teased me as I went to the door. I blew them each a kiss, put on my sandals and stepped out.


It was pleasant walking along the water’s edge. I tried to distract myself from the day’s disturbing events by staring out at the dark ocean, illuminated by early moonlight. It was no use. Remembering how beautiful Monique’s dainty feet looked in her sandals, the kind Hindu women wear, open-toed, with a slight heel, or her almost naked body glistening with suntan lotion made my heart race. I never noticed until that day but Rene had such handsome thighs. Thinking of his strong buttocks and manly calves brought a moist sensation between my legs. I passed by a series of dunes and remembered Claire’s lovely cinnamon skin and her upright breasts. Polynesian women have such lovely figures. And then there were those two English girls, sunning their young, pale bodies on the jetties.
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