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TEACHER’S PET


Alex, Wales


I thought your readers might like to hear the whole story – how I planned it, how it worked so well for me – it was six months ago now but I relish every single detail of that night and how perfectly it went.


Immoral? Possibly. Devious? Probably. Unprofessional? Definitely.


But I enjoyed every second of it and I want to do it again – and I know I can and will.


I think I enjoyed the strategy of it almost as much as the execution – no, actually, nothing could beat the sheer physical pleasure, the pulsating, throbbing release of pure sexual desires when I took her for myself.


I have been in adult education for years now. Overall it works so much better than trying to hammer lessons into kids who just want to get out of the classroom and into a world of real life exploration, both physical and emotional. With adults that have enrolled in the class, at least you know they want to learn from you; they have a need, a thirst, a hunger, even, for the knowledge you can give them.


For myself, I was certainly thirsty and hungry for Eva.


She must have been early twenties, I guess – a cute, dark-eyed brunette. One of those women who looked fantastic without even trying. In class she usually wore jeans and a casual top, like everybody else, really. I mean, you aren’t going to dress up to the nines, three layers of make-up and your sexiest dress to sit there and listen to me banging on about literary giants of the twentieth century are you?


But I loved to watch how her bum swayed against the fabric of her tight jeans – the way her blouse (that night it had been crimson coloured) was stretched over those firm-looking breasts. I tried to get close to her as much as I could so I could check out her bra – was it lacy and soft? Maybe she had chosen something less stylish and more “sensible”; regardless, I got a kick out of following the path of her nipples trapped against it, imagining my mouth was on them. Licking sucking, biting those nubs of sensitivity.


What exercised my mind as well was wondering if she knew, if any of them in the room knew that I was gay.


I was far from the cliché “dyke” after all.


My hair was soft and long, I tended to wear skirts to show off my legs and my own cleavage was, if not quite “on display”, not tucked away inside restrictive, functional jumpers. I knew at least a couple of the young men in the group fancied me and to keep myself amused on the more tedious evenings, I had been known to lean across one of them a little too closely so that the swell of my breasts came into contact with their arms – having to suppress a smile as I saw the start of one young man’s erection wasn’t easy but can we put that down to a little harmless fun do you think? Perhaps a forty-five year old woman should behave better!


But Eva was what I wanted and I knew I was going to get her.


She lived about two miles from me and in the chatty little coffee breaks we had, I had learned she was with living her boyfriend. It was easy enough to tease out from her that the relationship had become a little routine, a bit “so–so”. I think she had started to think of me as a bit of an agony aunt; a bond of trust was being formed between us. Using that trust to get what I most wanted ought to have made me feel guilty, but I can’t even pretend it did. Instead it just turned me on more.


I had worked things out pretty well, really.


I had taken home her number – that gave me the chance to ring and explain that if she wanted me to give her the marks I knew she was capable of, she really needed to come over to my house and we could work through her last essay together. I had rehearsed my lines so well, it must have been so flattering for her that her tutor thought she was so talented, so ahead of her peers that she was even prepared to give up her own time to fine-tune her work, give it that polish and discuss her wider options in this field. The icing on the cake for me was hearing in the background her bloke moaning that she shouldn’t be going out to see “that fucking woman”!


What would his reaction have been if he had known my plans? Maybe it would be a real turn on for him – it was common enough for straight men to get off on girl/girl action – but how would he feel about seeing “his” Eva with a woman old enough to be his mother?


What mattered was, she was coming over.


As I answered the door I was thrilled to see she had chosen a skirt and a blouse. Her hair was tied back, making her look even younger, and she hadn’t bothered with any make-up. Well, she was just visiting her boring middle-aged female tutor, wasn’t she?


My “script” had been well-written and, I think, very carefully thought out. Did I think I had ever sensed she had any sexual interest in women? Not really, if I’m honest. We all know the statistics, the surveys that tell us X per cent of women have had lesbian fantasies or wonder what it would be like with another woman – you can fill in your own percentages.


I just knew I wanted her, even if it was to be just once – to taste her, explore her body, satisfy my needs – and if it fuelled or even fulfilled her fantasies, fine.


Getting her to sit close to me on the sofa was easy, of course. We could pore over her coursework together, which gave me the chance to touch her arm and brush against her in a non-threatening, neutral kind of way.


And steering the conversation around to how tough it was to work hard enough at home when you have a man who is disinterested, even scornful of your attempts to learn and gain more qualifications to further your career was simple enough.


God, it was easy to find the right phrases: yes, aren’t women more supportive, love – isn’t there a bond between “sisters”? Another glass of wine? Why not forget the clock, let him watch the football, stay with me, I’m happy to listen to you if it helps to talk about it. So even the sex has become a chore then? Lie back and let him take his own gratification, a story we’ve all heard before. . . .


The timing had to be right, of course. How much wine she’d had, how late was she prepared to be – but then I got so lucky.


Her mobile went off, him of course, and my heart sank. This would break the spell; she would gather up her things and run back to him.


But, no, quite the reverse. Only hearing her side of the conversation, it seemed as if he was being ultra-possessive, demanding she returned, how dare she have her own life, etc. Thank you, whatever your name is, you gave me the best weapon I could have.


Tears first then: there, there, dear, he doesn’t deserve you, let him stew a bit longer – it takes a woman to understand, doesn’t it?


A kiss on the cheek, an arm around the shoulders – big sister time.


She was soft and yielding for me. I kissed her hands so gently and then her fingers. That was the moment, I had to seize it then and then I would know if my dreams were going to come true. Whispering so softly I was barely audible, I told her I could help her any way she wanted and I kissed those full, delicious lips once, twice, the second time longer and deeper. If I was pushed away in horror then it would be over.


But I wasn’t – Eva softened at the taste of my lips. All or nothing now, I pressed her to me, kissing again but now with full passion, my tongue exploring her properly. A surge of pure lust and desire swept through me as she responded to me – more than I dared hope, her tongue dancing with mine. I let us both draw breath for a second and then pulled her at an angle to me, kissing again but now letting my right hand explore her breasts, deftly undoing her blouse buttons – there was no resistance and quickly my fingers had unclasped her bra to allow me full access to her hardening nipples. I wanted to duck my head down and lick them, but feared that would break the spell of our kiss and give her time to think she didn’t want any more from me. So I kissed even more urgently and carried on fondling and twisting those beautiful diamond-hard nubs.


Risking interrupting the depth of the feelings, I moved my mouth to her ear and told her how beautiful she was, how much she deserved to have her own needs satisfied, nibbled at her ear lobe and was rewarded by a deep almost primal moan.


Any fear of rejection evaporated and this time I did swoop down and fasten my mouth onto her nipples, almost biting at them in turn and feeling her excitement.


My head still fixed onto her breasts, I moved my hand under her skirt and traced fingers around her knickers. She adjusted her position to let me explore more and so I eased two fingers down the waistband of the garment and felt for her pleasure dome.


God, she was so wet for me, my fingers easily slid into her gaping hole, wet and slick with her honey juices. Managing to reach her hard clit with two fingers and to work in her soft opening with another, my confidence in how compliant she was had grown enough by now for me to raise my head and tell her how gloriously wet she was, how I was going to finger fuck her. Her only reaction was to gasp at me so I decided she wanted more. I pushed her backwards firmly so she was now lying on the sofa and I ripped off her skirt and her knickers, burying my head between her eager legs, easing her backwards so she was splayed out like a rag doll for me. I devoured her saturated, hot pussy, teasing her lips, her clit, sucking, even biting, feeling a river of desire pouring out. My face was covered in her come as she writhed and screamed out, bucking and twisting, but I wasn’t going to stop yet. I turned her over deftly, lifted her legs up a little and, still lapping at her pussy, I began to finger the opening to her anus, widening it, telling her maybe I would enter her with a lovely big toy I had to play with.


But it was time she pleased me, and I told her so.


Teacher says, you know.


I stripped and made her kneel on the floor for me. She would do anything I said now and we both knew it.


I had her at my mercy and she had a pretty little tongue, too. Oh, I had to help manoeuvre my own pussy, tell her to be faster, then slower – n w lower, now higher – but she was a willing pupil and learned quickly.


I eased her body backwards onto the carpet then and stood over her, letting her wallow in how much she was mine to play with, my little doll. But I wanted more from her; my pussy was soaking wet and I knew hers was too so I needed us to join our bodies together.


I placed each of my feet in turn onto her ankles and spread her legs as wide as she could manage, then, lowering myself down, I ground my body into hers, our saturated holes squeezing and pressing together. She seemed in a trance as I began a rhythm of thrusting and pressing, teasing her by pressing first quickly then slowly, changing my exact angle so our gaping pussies locked. I loved how she responded, winding her legs around me and moaning with sheer desire for more of me. I couldn’t break the spell and I kissed her full on her lips, our tongues exploring hungrily. I loved the taste of my own juices in her mouth but I felt how hard her nipples were so I broke away from her mouth to suckle, nibble and ultimately bite those hard jewels, relishing her squeals and gasps as I did so. I knew my orgasm was very close but needed to make sure she came with me – it was important she would always remember her first time with me was ecstasy – she was going to be mine and she needed to know it.


When the waves of pleasure swept over me, through me, I eased my bum back and violently crashed into her again, soaking up her flooding juices. I heard her beg for more and I whispered to her that begging was something she was going to spend so much time doing from now on. Even as I dismounted her and we began to move out of each other’s space, I had a sudden impulse to reinforce my dominance and as we both struggled to our feet I found the strength to grab her hair, force her to double up and gave her a few savage slaps on her cute little bum. She didn’t resist but looked at me questioningly. I gave her a cold stare and told her she was my whore and anything I gave her she would take – ordering her to agree. She did without hesitation.


I didn’t need to tell her I was taking her from him, of course. I just told her she could choose whether to still live with him or find her own place. I like my own space and she would not be moving in. The deal was that whenever I wanted her, she would come running – well, both of us would come of course! But she did leave him very quickly after that; she told me she didn’t want him touching her any more. She wanted to keep herself for her mistress.


But that was when I had to tell her that her slavery demanded complete obedience – and I had already considered “loaning” her out to a few friends of mine.


She is mine now, after all – my own pretty little whore, naturally gifted at pleasing a woman.


A real teacher’s pet.




PARTY GIRLS


Frank, Australia


For my fiancée Sheila’s hen’s party she decided to have a lingerie party. I didn’t care what she did; the guys and I were going out on the town, hitting the piss and hopefully not getting home till sunrise.


By two in the morning, though, most of us were so blind we got kicked out of two nightclubs and the group had dwindled down considerably.


Brad, Sheila’s cousin, who was the designated driver, said he was taking me home.


“It’s too early,” I moaned.


“You’ve had enough, now get in the car,” he said, and with that we made our way home to my house.


I was surprised to see cars still in my driveway and most of the lights on. I would have thought the girls would have been gone by now but once we got out of the car we could hear music still blaring from the house.


“Let’s creep up and see what they’re doing?” I said.


“That’s childish,” Brad said, but he followed me anyway.


I was shocked to see Sheila clad in an almost see through negligee. I thought they were only going to buy things, not wear them. Two girls were dancing around provocatively and one who I didn’t know and could only assume was the woman selling the stuff was dressed like a madam, in a leather-clad teddy and thigh-high boots, with dark hair with red painted lips, a cap perched on her head and a fucking whip in her hand!


“What the fuck’s going on?” I said.


“Sh,” Brad whispered.


The woman flicked the whip, causing me to nearly jump backwards, and the two girls stopped dancing.


“Now,” she said pointing to Brad’s girlfriend, “Sue, it’s your turn.”


“Hey, what the . . .” Brad said.


“Sh, let’s see where this is going.”


Sue and Brad had only been dating a while and to be honest I’d never been that keen on her. They didn’t seem suited. She always seemed aloof, not interested in what the rest of us were doing and Brad had told me in confidence that she didn’t really enjoy sex. He’d been thinking about calling it quits.


She stood, swaying slightly. She’d obviously had too much to drink, like most of the other women. I was shocked to see the teddy she was wearing had cut outs where the cups were supposed to be and was so high on the thigh you could see where the g-sting disappeared straight up her arse.


This was nothing like the Sue we knew, who always dressed demurely. Her hair was wild and her face painted whorishly. What had these girls been up to while we were away drinking?


My eyes bulged at the sight of her. She was fucking gorgeous, her tits hung like melons over the cut outs, swaying as she tried to stand provocatively, giggling as the other girls egged her on.


The woman in black took the whip and ran it down her cleavage, over each nipple and down over her mound. “Part your legs,” she demanded.


Sue did.


She took the whip and rubbed it over her slit. Sue’s head fell back a bit as I held my breath. I didn’t dare look at Brad; I didn’t want him to make me look away. I was dying to see what was going to happen next.


“Pleasure yourself,” she said.


Sue ran her hands over her gorgeous tits, pulling at the nipples and squeezing them together.


“I meant,” the woman said assertively, “with that.” She indicated a big black vibrator on the table near her.


Turning it on, Sue ran it over her nipples, which hardened instantly. The girls hooted, egging her on further so she strutted around, lips pouting as she flung her hair about and swayed her gorgeous rump.


“Very good,” the woman said, “now your pussy.”


She giggled as she ran it over her mound and over her slit, acting like a chick in some porno flick. Then she bent over and ran it down the crack of her arse.


“Not like that,” the woman said, snatching it from her.


I must admit I was cracking a fat watching her. I was seeing a different Sue. It made me look at her in a completely different light. I wondered if she’d be into a threesome, if Brad could swing it, but then he’d said she didn’t really enjoy sex. Maybe just not with him.


I glanced over at him, wondering what he was thinking.


Suddenly everyone went quiet and I quickly looked back as the woman kneeled before Sue.


“Open your legs up wide,” she demanded.


Sue hesitated and the woman slapped at her thigh.


Sue parted her legs.


“Now play with your tits,” she said. “You can’t expect a man to know how to please you if you can’t please yourself.”


“Oh, I already know that. No man can please a woman like another woman.”


She blushed as she blurted it out. The others were entranced, watching her every move.


“Well it’s true. Tell me if any of you really get it off with your guys. Making love to a woman is so much better. Just ask me, I know.”


“What the fuck is she talking about?” Brad said, clearly angry now. She’d insulted his manhood and the other girls were probably already thinking he was a dud in bed.


As Sue played with her tits and the others took in what she said, my cock jumped up even further as the woman pulled aside the material and without another word licked at Sue’s flaps. Sue jumped and tried to pull back but the woman held her fast. Suddenly Sue’s eyes seemed to roll upwards and she dropped her head back as the vibrator came into view, slipping over her slit.


I was amazed that the girls just allowed it all to happen and part of me wondered what they’d been doing earlier, what I might have missed while getting pissed.


I didn’t dare look at Brad now and wondered what he thought about seeing another woman with his girlfriend. Then the dildo must have been inserted completely because Sue began to moan and I could see the woman thrusting with one hand while she played with Sue’s clit with the other.


I wanted to see what Sheila was doing but I didn’t want to miss a thing. I watched as Sue became more and more agitated, thrusting back into the dildo, holding the woman’s head closer to her while she began to moan, ‘Oh, my God, oh God,’ and then suddenly she was screaming louder as her body shuddered and shuddered.


The woman kept going until Sue pushed her away. On shaky legs she looked about the room as if seeing everyone for the first time.


“Excellent,” the woman said and with that Sue ran from the room and locked herself in the bathroom.


The party finished then, with all the girls making a quick exit, except Sue, Sheila and the madam. Brad and I stayed hidden, waiting to see what else would happen, and man were we glad we did. Sue came out of the bathroom.


“I can’t believe I allowed you to do that,” she said to the woman.


“What? You only did what felt good and only another woman can really know. You said so yourself.”


“Do you really think that’s true?” Sheila asked, now coming closer to them both.


“Of course,” the woman said. “If I touch you here on the inside of your thigh, that feels good, doesn’t it?”


“Yeah,” Sheila said.


“And if I touch you here,” she said, her hand sliding up and down Sheila’s pussy.


“Hmm, yeah,” Sheila said.


“You’re really into chicks,” the woman said to Sue.


“Yeah.”


“And you’ve been trying to hide it from everyone?”


“Yeah.”


“Why?”


“Because I’m sick of being judged. My parents were horrified when my best friend Veronica came out. The plan had been for her to break it first and then I was going to come out too but they went ballistic, even banned me from seeing her.”


“You poor thing.”


“After that I kept trying to fight it. I even got myself a boyfriend so people now think I’m straight but I hate it, hate having to live the lie. When I don’t see Brad I’m with Veronica.”


“You shouldn’t have to do that,” Sheila said.


I noticed the woman’s hand was still lingering on Sheila’s pussy. Sheila was not pushing her hand away, much to my surprise.


“I know, but that’s how it is.”


“Well not anymore. I certainly would never judge you and I’m sure Brad will understand if you explain it to him.”


“I want to but I’m still worried about my parents. They’ve met Brad and really like him and I don’t want to hurt him.”


“So, is making love to a woman really all that much different?” Sheila asked.


“Oh, it’s magical. There’s nothing like it in the world,” the woman replied.


All three were quiet then. Sheila and Sue stared at each other and the woman looked from one to the other as though debating something.


“Both of you take off your clothes and lay on the couch there and I’ll show you how to really have an orgasm you’ll never forget. Sheila, you open up wide and Sue, lay between her legs, open up those flaps and begin to lick her like you would an ice-cream, long and slow. You know how.”


The two girls did as she asked and Brad and I stayed in our positions, watching in amazement. I wasn’t sure if I should be angry, after all Sheila was just about to cheat on me with another woman.


“Now,” the woman said, running her hand over Sue’s bare back, down her rump and cupping her snatch. “Nuzzle in and get the clit nice and hard, a little finger fucking would be good, too.”


Fuck, I couldn’t believe I was watching Sheila and Sue getting it on together. The woman produced a small vibrator and switched it on. She pushed it over Sheila’s clit while Sue’s mouth was still on her.


Sheila started gyrating all over the place, attacking her tits and groaning about how great it was and for Sue to keep going and going. I watched jealously as she came, her thighs wrapping hard against Sue’s head like she does with me. When she was spent the woman suggested they change places so Sheila could do the same to Sue.


Sheila was hesitant. “I’ve never done this sort of thing before.”


“And didn’t you just love what I did to you?” Sue asked.


“Sure, it was fantastic. Best orgasm I’ve had in ages.”


“Then do it to me.”


What did she mean the best orgasm she’d had in ages? She’d said the same thing to me last night. I bristled with anger.


“Not funny when the shoe is on the other foot,” Brad said to me.


“What do you mean?”


“Not very nice hearing your woman fancies another chick now, is it?”


“Yeah, but yours is a lesbian. She said so herself.”


“So what’s the difference between what Sheila’s going to do to her now? Does that make Sheila have lesbian tendencies?”


“Fuck, I don’t know. We’re getting married in three weeks. What if she enjoys Sue more than me?”


I was nervous now. Nervous that perhaps my wedding would be cancelled. We stared at the two girls getting it on and for a while my jealously subsided and fear took over. I loved Sheila.


The woman watched them for a while before quietly packing up and leaving. Sue and Sheila were now in the 69 position and I heard Sheila say, “I wish Frank was here. I know he’d love to watch.”


“They all love to watch, but I’m going to take your advice and tell Brad. Maybe we can work something out. Maybe he’ll still pretend to be my boyfriend if he can watch Veronica and I making out.”


As Sheila licked delicately at Sue’s pussy I heard her say, “Do you think you could, you know, do it with me and let Frank watch.”


“Sure, as long as he knows I’m not interested in having sex with him.”


Brad had had enough.


“I’m going. As much as I enjoy watching, I’m sure you’d like to get things sorted out with Sheila so I’ll leave you to it.”


I watched him walk dejectedly to his car and take off. The girls were still at it. Could I sneak in and pretend I hadn’t been watching for ages, that I hadn’t heard the conversations they’d had?


My lips were dry with fear. Rejection was a scary thing but I did hear Sue say she’d do it with Sheila in front of me so I snuck in and stood at the door watching them. Sheila was on top of Sue. Sue’s legs were stretched out wide, her back was arched and she was pulling at her tits while Sheila continued to munch on her pussy. I tiptoed over.


I grabbed Sheila’s hips and pulled her up. She stopped stock still, glancing fearfully over her shoulder, probably wondering if she was about to be attacked by some intruder.


“I can explain,” she whispered, unable to move.


Sue’s eyes were wide and she tried to disengage herself from beneath Sheila.


“Stay where you are,” I said to her.


“Hey,” she whispered, “where did you come from?”


“I’ve been watching from the window, so I know what’s going on. I heard about how you felt and about Veronica.”


Sue flushed scarlet.


“It’s okay,” I said, “I won’t tell anyone. That’s your call.”


“So . . . so are you OK with this?” Sheila said.


“Only if you let me join in.”


“Go right ahead,” she laughed as she attacked Sue with renewed vigour.


I rubbed Sheila’s hips, then her cheeks before I pried them open. I wanted to fuck her up the arse but that would be pushing things. I didn’t want to spoil the moment, didn’t want too much too quickly, so I eased my cock into her saturated pussy.


The heat coming from her was awesome. Watching her head bobbing back and forth over Sue while I was fucking her had me coming in minutes.


“Sorry,” I said to Sheila.


“Don’t be. I’m so wrapped things worked out like this,” she said. “We’ve always talked about having a threesome and now we can.”


“What? You want to do this again?”


“Sure, don’t you? Only next time we can do it at our leisure.”


“Who the fuck are you and what have you done with my fiancée?” I laughed.


“Sit back and watch.”


Now the two of them really put on a show. There was body lotion on the table and Sheila took some and rubbed it into Sue’s skin. Then they lay together slipping and sliding over each other. Their bodies were slick with oil and it wasn’t long before I was horny again.


There’s nothing like seeing two women together and when they come there is a look about them, a look I’ve never seen before.


Sheila enjoys sex with Sue but still wants me. She says there’s nothing better than a cock, but Sue’s now come clean and told Brad and he’s cool with it all. He liked Sue’s idea about watching her and Veronica together and still pretending to her parents that they’re an item.


After Sue left and we lay together in each other’s arms, Sheila had a confession to make.


“I knew you and Brad were there,” she whispered.


“What?”


“I saw you peeking in. I thought it was the perfect opportunity for things to pan out the way they did. Sue had been coming on to me as soon as she got tipsy and I knew with you watching it would be the perfect time to act out our fantasy.”


“You shifty little thing,” I said, slapping her thigh playfully.


“I loved putting on a show for you. I knew Brad was there too so I was hoping you wouldn’t get too mad. I had to take the risk. It was so exciting knowing the two of you were there.”


“Did Sue know?”


“No and I’m glad she didn’t otherwise we may never have known about her being a lesbian. Now we’re all getting what we want.”


“So, are there any other surprises you’ve got for me?”


“Well, I did notice the woman left that vibrator behind. I thought maybe we could use it on you.”


“You’re a deviant.”


“No, I’m the woman you’re going to marry and you know now that there will never be any reason for you to stray. I’ll make sure you’re more than happy sexually and you just promise to love me forever.”


“That’s easy,” I said, cuddling her, but at the same time I was wondering what that vibrator would feel like buzzing inside my butt.




ALICIA’S TOUCH


Debbie, Bournemouth


My name is Debbie. I started uni vowing I’d steer clear of men and relationships and concentrate on studying. I was doing fine until the start of year two when Alicia moved in as my new flatmate.


She was elegant and dainty with a froth of bouncy black hair and a perfect tiny figure which, in all innocence, I’d envied. My figure is neither little nor perfect.


Early on in that second year I had to go into hospital for a minor operation and the letter suggested I might like to shave between my legs beforehand or else a nurse would be available on arrival to “assist me”.


From the start, our friendship sparked and thrived. When I got that letter I confided in her that I was worried that if I did it myself I’d make a mess of it, and the thought of a nurse doing it horrified me.


The night before, Alicia asked, “Shaved and ready for tomorrow?”


I shook my head.


“Thought not. Never mind, I can do it for you, if you like. All over in ten minutes. I’ll get my stuff.”


It was a way out of the nurse doing it tomorrow but I offered token resistance “What if Jen comes . . .”


Again, in innocence, I’d thought the brooding Jen was her best friend. She came and went as she pleased, and sleepovers were quite routine.


“She’s away.” Alicia’s charismatic smile made everything seem possible. She went to her room and I sat in shock, unable to believe what was about to happen.


She returned carrying a bowl of water, a towel over her shoulder and a mischievous smile. “I can’t do the job through your jeans, can I? It’s a shave not keyhole surgery!” She put the bowl down.


I smiled shyly, stood up and, with that surreal doctor’s surgery feeling, took off my jeans and panties, blushing.


She laid a towel on the centre seat of the sofa. “Now, sit near the edge and then lean all the way back.”


She looked down at me and, scissors in hand, said softly, “Now if you would please open your legs . . .”


I obeyed.


She knelt between my legs. “Debbie, don’t be embarrassed, your body is lovely. I’ll cut the hair close and then shave you. This experience will be so much better for you now than it would have been tomorrow.”


I was beginning to relax but her first gentle, discreet touch brought such a tingle of pleasure, I flinched.


With an intuitive glint in her eyes, she said, “This is unfair, I agree.” In a blink she’d taken her top off and tossed it away. “Now we’re equal.” Alicia rarely wore a bra and never around the flat. She had perfect breasts, small with extraordinarily erect nipples – then I realized they were so hard because they were fully aroused. A shock of excitement mixed me up.


Her careful use of the scissors fascinated me. The gentleness of her touch was irresistible and watching her full lips move in concentration made me want to kiss them. She placed the cut hair on a waiting tissue with respectful care. I tried not to let her catch me looking at her nipples or her lips but she did and smiled that Alicia smile.


Putting the scissors down, she said, “Now I will wash you and shave you.”


The thought of her washing me was exciting.


The sound the water made as she soaped her hands allowed a sense of tranquillity to ripple through me.


Her fingers spread over my lower belly with gentle pressure and her thumbs started to wash me. A sound of pleasure escaped me. She caught my eye and teased with her touch, saying, “I want you to keep still now.”


The sight of the razor in her hand kept me still.


I concentrated on her lips, distracted only from time to time by her nipples and the light glinting in the dark tumble of her hair. A secret, unique, peppery feeling between my legs held me in a fizz of expectation. Her conquering gentleness had won me over, replacing uncertainty with yearning. I tried, out of habit, to keep my yearning secret but my breathing gave me away as she used the towel to dry me. Tossing the towel aside and seeking and finding approval in my eyes, her fingers parted me enough to slip inside and play. “You are so wet,” she said, “and I am so flattered.”


Then her tongue was playing over my clitoris. Every tingle translated into a brand new feeling. I’d always known this was how it was meant to be.


A quiver of pleasure came and went all too abruptly as I gasped appreciation.


Getting up, she said briskly, “All done.”


We were supposed to be back in normal time and so, in what was supposed to be a normal voice, I said, “Thank you.”


She started to clear everything away, almost as if nothing had happened, and in a normal voice asked, “Debbie, was that your first orgasm?”


“Of course not!” I protested, adding, “but it was the best.”


She smiled. “In that case, if the idea isn’t too disgusting, may I kiss you properly now?”


Disgusting? It was a beautiful idea. The salt and pepper flavour of the kiss was as much me as it was her. Disgusting? Her salt made me thirsty for more.


After that day, trying to live in the “normal” became even harder. The hospital procedure came and went and all was well.


It was probably my imagination, but from then on Jen seemed to be round much more.


Jen – short-haired blonde, taller than anyone I’d ever known and with a smouldering threat of violence in her eyes.


On the rare occasions I found myself alone with Alicia, usually in the kitchen, we exchanged glances. I knew enough to know they referred to that day but had no idea how to respond.


One day random chance brought all three of us together in the kitchen. I was eating a sandwich I’d just made when Alicia joined me at the table. I was determined something would happen when the door opened and Jen joined us.


She wore tight jeans with high-heeled boots - as if she wasn’t tall enough already - and a combat vest which managed to reveal her aggressive bra from front, sides and back. Of course, she couldn’t just pull up a chair and sit down; she had to turn it round and straddle it.


As I small-talked about uni, I could sense Jen’s growing boredom until she butted in, “Are we watching that film, or what?”


Alicia nodded. Jen glared at me in triumph and, beyond the contempt she clearly felt for me, I caught a flash of pure love for Alicia.


The blare of the telly brought Alicia closer. “Take no notice. She’s just in a mood.” With mischief in her eyes, she asked, “Any more hospital appointments coming up?”


“No, thank goodness,” I replied, realising late that she’d offered me a way in. I quickly added, “Pity, in a way. It was nice not having any hair there – bit prickly when it was growing back, though.”


“You should have told me. I love the way you blush, by the way . . . and kiss. Next time, I’ll try something a little different – so be warned. Perhaps your orgasm needs a little work?” She got up and went off into the blare.


My mouth was too dry for the sandwich.


Days came and went. I found myself thinking about Alicia at night before sleep, pondering on what the “something a little different” might be and remembering the wonderful orgasm present she’d given me. In the following days, childlike, I waited as if for Christmas.


Good or bad, nothing can stop “Christmas” arriving. When “it” came, I had my laptop and notes spread over the kitchen table. Alicia came in with a routine, “Hi”, but headed for me instead of the fridge, tilted my chin up and kissed my lips with longed-for Alicia tenderness. The jasmine scent of shower gel teased me.


“Just back from the gym. I’ll grab some food now but was wondering if, later . . . ?”


“Yes, great . . .” My reply was a too-eager blurt, I knew.


“Thing is, Debbie, if you like, tonight it might be good if I’m not just your hairdresser . . . I could be your sex doctor too – and I’ve found a great outfit for the role, too.” She kissed me again with firm control.


“Yes, great . . .” My blurt, stuck on repeat, was breathless now.


She took a slice of melon from the fridge and after an appreciative suck on its cool curve, she rolled her eyes beautifully and went off to her room.


I cleared everything away and, unsure where my sex doctor “consultation” was going to happen, automatically started to tidy my room, then went and had a shower to calm myself down


In the shower, the jet stream relaxed me. I imagined being swept along by a warm, sensual river heading inevitably for the roar of the sea. In my room, though still relaxed, I stood in front of my mirror and was about to mentally criticize every aspect of my body when Alicia’s smile appeared in the reflection.


I turned. Her “sex doctor” outfit consisted of two items – a nurse’s cap and tight white knickers pinching her at waist and crotch. She had a coil of black cord in her hand. “This innocent cord, my dear, has the power to absolve you from any feeling of guilt.” She took hold of my wrists and began to bind them together.


My heart thundered “yes!” even as my mind and a memory from my past screamed “no!”


But Alicia’s touch was gentle and the pull of the cord was firm, not brutally tight as Ricky’s had been when he tied me to the bed “for fun” and looted our entire future together in one afternoon.


The “yes!” won.


Concentrating on the knot, she murmured, “You will be able to say, ‘It was all Alicia’s fault. I was tied up’. This simple cord symbolizes trust.”


She took the cord and led me to the bedside where we kissed.


My hands, trapped in front of me, touched her knickers, shyly.


She sketched my body with her fingertips, roaming free, caressing my breasts, defining them, cruelly avoiding my nipples.


Her wonderful touch made them feel sensationally beautiful for the first time in my life. My knees weakened as pleasure raked through me. It was almost a relief when her hands moved down my back and over my bottom. With sudden violence she pressed my hands hard against her and kept them there. I will always, always remember the urgency of her kiss and the quiet moan of pleasure she made.


To me, this was an impossible equation. How could her lips plus my captive fingers equal/produce that wonderful pleasure sound!? Impossible! I’d managed to get all the way through school without ever solving an equation in algebra. This was my first success.


She broke the kiss and stepped away. The pant of her breathing and the swirl of sensuality in her eyes made me shiver. “I think we’d better get you tied up,” she said, the words jagging with the rhythm of her breath. “Get on the bed . . .” And then she noticed the bed was all neat and tidy – a rarity achieved in her honour – and she stripped it, the flying duvet dragging the tyrannical bedside alarm clock away with it. “Best” pillows and cushions took flight like startled birds. “Now!”


Made even more awkward than usual by the cord, but unashamedly eager, I clambered naked onto my own bed and lay on my back with my head on the last remaining pillow.


Alicia in her urgency went to the foot of the bed, gripped my ankles and pulled me all the way down. I’m heavy and her strength surprised me, but more than anything else, I so wanted this urgency. She encouraged my bound hands above my head and secured them to the bed rail. Now I really felt tied up and vulnerable yet still I wanted her lips and her eyes and her fingertips and her strong hands . . . wanted her love.


She checked the tightness of the wrist cord, saying, “Still quite comfortable. It will only tighten if you struggle.” Alicia sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me. She said quietly, “I can’t trust my hands to shave you now . . .” Her fingers stroked over my belly, causing my back to arch involuntarily and releasing pleasure all through me.


“In the meantime, my little prisoner, I’m going to torture you.”


The thrill of being called “little” slid me past the word torture.


Even in my own fantasies, when the hero saw me as shapely and voluptuous, but I still thought of myself as hefty, never little.


Alicia went to the foot of the bed and took off her knickers with all the grace of a water nymph about to bathe in private. Then she took hold of my ankles again, but this time began to massage the soles of my feet with her thumbs, gently at first but growing harder.


The stronger her touch, the more I collapsed into my feelings, a completely new sensation – and it made me want to kiss her as much as I wanted to be kissed by her.


My lips were sensitized. I had the strangest feeling across the roof of my mouth and it was as if every sensual button had been slammed open on full power all at once. I remember thinking over and over – I’m going to explode, I’m going to explode.


But then the strength in her thumbs relented and as her touch softened I realized she had parted my legs – enough for her to get on the bed and kneel between them. She sat back on her haunches and contemplated me.


My vulnerability sharpened in one blink and my yearning in the next.


And then she said something which changed my life, though I’d no idea of it at the time. She said, “Now it’s your turn. Please kiss me – I want your kiss to be the same as the massage I’ve just given you. I want you to re-interpret it, understand?”


I nodded and watched, fascinated, as she placed her hands either side of me for support and positioned herself very carefully. Just the very touch of her against me created a firework display in my mind. She kissed me. The gentle weight of her body against mine in just the right place caused my legs to close. Holding her between them, with her lips on mine, invoked savoury memories.


I kissed her, repeating the incredible foot massage all over again but now with my lips, recalling the hard, the soft, the long and the short motions. Being tied was a frustration and a pleasure. It made me concentrate solely on her lips and mine. I wanted to hold her in my arms . . . yet didn’t want the perfect pressure of her intimate weight on me ever to end. She responded with teasing relish until she broke the kiss and sat up.


I was blushing unashamedly, panting, when she said, “What next?”


I was tempted to blurt, “’Let me come.” But I didn’t, saying instead, quiet and shakily, “I want to kiss your nipples . . .”


She rolled her eyes in approval and offered her breasts to my lips. I closed my eyes, waiting for the first touch, which sent me off on a lovely, slow, drifting river of need. I felt ripe, wanting her to take me but also wanting to take her to the top. This conflict was short-lived, as she responded so delightfully to the touch of my tongue. I have no idea why I started to suck on her but once I started I knew it was right from her responding shiver. It wasn’t a suck-suck-suck but a long, slow, continuous suck, drawing her nipple deep into my mouth, and it wasn’t going to stop until . . .


When the pleasure groan came I held her there a moment longer before releasing her. She pulled away, sitting up on her haunches again, her nipple bright red – her turn to be searching for breath and for her eyes to be unguarded.


I had almost more pepper between my legs than I could handle but needed just a twist more salt. I asked quietly, “What next?”


“Please do the other one, harder, stronger, longer . . .” And she offered the other breast with a look on her face I’ll never forget . . . not least because one moment later it changed to a look of shock as my bedroom door burst open.


Suddenly Jen was shouting, “What’s going on?”


I tried to free my hands but passion had tightened the cord. I whispered, “Untie me,” as Alicia got off the bed to face her. She might not have heard me so I said it louder, “Untie me!”


I discovered I wasn’t afraid of Jen, quite the reverse: I wanted to confront her first and slap her. I did have reasons for this - that constantly challenging look in her eyes and a chain of territorial irritations regarding the sofa, the TV, the remote control, the fridge, the loo. . . She didn’t even live with us! “Alicia, untie me, now!”


“I thought you went to see your dad.”


“I did. I’m back.”


Jen tore the nurse’s cap from Alicia’s head and threw it on the floor, brushing past her. I roared, “Get the hell out of my bedroom,” but she ignored me and eyed me from clenched toes to bound hands. “Get out of my bedroom!”


She stomped off into the lounge. Alicia made to follow but I said, “Alicia, untie me now!”


She saw sense, hurriedly released the knots without catching my eye and then stormed after Jen. I was left to get free, but heard the words “thieving fat bitch” as I got off the bed, scrambling for clothes. I pulled on a pair of jeans and a vest and went into the lounge.


“I keep telling you, we’re finished,” Alicia was shouting. “I’ve been telling you that for weeks. Why won’t you listen? Why d’you keep turning up here?”


I’d reached the doorway and saw those words whip pain across Jen’s eyes. I stopped.


Jen was on the couch, Alicia standing to one side, hands on naked hips and looking down at her. Jen saw me and her eyes hardened. She stood up.


I took a step forwards, afraid she was going to hit Alicia, but she just brushed her to one side with such force Alicia tumbled onto the sofa. She turned on me. I made a move to shove her aside, trying to get myself between her and Alicia, but she caught hold of my vest, yanked me to her and said, “Enjoy her while you’ve got her.”


She threw me onto the sofa – a tearing sound leaving most of the vest in her hands. I landed half on top of Alicia. “You deserve each other.”


The door slammed and then the street door banged shut and we were left cuddling desperately on the sofa in the quiet.


For several moments it felt as if we’d won and Jen had lost, but I sensed I could easily mess it all up. The words, “What next?” hung unspoken in the air.


Instinct told me cuddling and falling asleep together on the sofa wasn’t an option but that was my first choice.


Waiting for Alicia to take the lead wasn’t an option and nor was talking.


All of the above would fail.


Her words drifted back: “now it’s your turn”.


Taking the lead was an option.


Not being me was an option.


So I let my yearning hand find her breast. With a tender gasp, she tilted her face up, out of the cuddle, and offered her lips for kissing. I kissed with a fierceness I barely recognized as my own but which poured out of me and found tidal responses from her lips. And then she broke away and said, “We have unfinished business in your bedroom.”


She took my hand and led me to my room. But when we got there she got on the bed and held out her hands to be tied, a cold glint of urgency in her eyes. This was make or break. I retrieved the cord and tried to copy the firmness she had granted me.


“Tighter,” she said.


I tugged hard and secured the cord to the bed rail, but she repeated, “tighter,” and it was clear she meant it.


I wondered about the role of the cord and it taking away responsibility or blame or guilt. I was also unsure that, with Alicia helpless, I would actually be able to take the lead. But I needn’t have worried.


She said, “Now tie my legs apart. Go to my room, you’ll find lots of cord in the bottom drawer of the dresser. Bring back two reds. Do it!”


I rushed off, entering her room for the first time. My first impression was of ethereal, sensual, pale colours and textures blending together, all achieved via lighting and scarves carefully draped and art nouveau prints and mirrors on the walls.


I opened the drawer and an array of colours greeted me, sleeping snakes of rope in neat coils. But I grabbed two “reds” without hesitation and hurried back, but stopped in the doorway.


She was free, sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting. The delicious smile on her lips and in her eyes coursed through my veins faster than a sugar rush. The cold urgency had gone from her now. “You’re going to need a few tying-up lessons - but not now. Come here.”


I stood in front of her. She took the cords from me and dropped them on the floor.


“Don’t look so scared, my dear.” With a delicious slowness she unhooked my jeans and eased down the zip. The look of anticipation and appreciation on her face made me feel beautiful. It was the difference between being stripped and undressed.


“Turn around,” she said quietly.


She coaxed the jeans over my hips, down over my bottom and on to the floor.


I stepped out and had no idea what she was going to do next – tie my hands behind me, spank me because she’d gotten free, reach between my legs and touch me? I was so swollen and ready I felt I’d collapse if she did. This uncertainty thrilled me. I was shaking secretly.


She kissed each cheek of my bottom, turned me round to face her and then kissed between my legs with gentle eagerness, finding “me” without any difficulty.


The whimper I let out in no way represented the blare of sensations dancing through me. Her tongue teased, pressing and holding and never quite releasing me. I thought I would pass out, the pleasure was so fierce yet so subtle, until it all accelerated off into the beyond.


When I thought I could take no more and tried to withdraw, I realized she had her hands on my bum and was holding me tighter and tighter onto her mouth. The acceleration didn’t brake until I screamed with pleasure, a firework rocket of sound soaring free of the earth.


One last, lingering lick shuddered and glided me back to earth in a purple, silken parachute. She let go, delivering a stinging slap on my bum, and tilted her head, wet lips offered up for kissing and her eyes so deep and delving.


I took her face in my hands and returned her kiss with cruel leisure.


Alicia got on to the bed, scrambling into the centre and stretching her hands above, feeling for the bedrail. “Tie me up, p-l-e-a-s-e!”


I found that cord and in the delirious fog of passion found the clarity of urgency. I tied her wrists and secured them to the bedrail with a tug.


She smiled a faint smile. “Tighter.”


I gave another tug and this time took greater care with the knot. But she wasn’t struggling, she was wriggling. I nestled against her gently, letting her find the right spot against me. She bit my lip in the moment of discovery. I kissed her hard, teasing her tender nipple. Her responding shiver travelled all the way up through the kiss and into the salt-and-pepper taste of the moment.


As I kissed the other nipple she rubbed herself against me fiercely as if to say “harder!” but trembled as my tongue played, groaning as I sucked on her until she squealed for me to stop.


I got off and lay alongside, a finger sliding inside her as I moved.


Her mouth formed a perfect, silent O. Her eyes pleaded as the palm of my hand cupped her and she thrust against it, whispering breathless instructions. “Harder, harder, faster . . . stop! Now you can torture me – please don’t let me come, not even if I beg.”


Now I knew how to love her, and this pitched me tumbling into irrevocable love with her.


I set her breast free and teased her lips as my finger slid up over the glory of her clitoris. Leaving her wanting more, I got off the bed, picked up the red cords and used them to tie her legs apart. With one ankle secured to the corner, I took hold of the other and opened her legs further until she dipped her chin as if to say “yes”. She gazed at me, panting, both nipples now lipstick red, her lips full and wanting and the glisten of her pubic hair in the darkness making me crave salt.


That first climax of hers will live with me forever. It was the longest of all moments, with almost the least contact imaginable – just the tip of my finger skating on the silk-topped tip of her clitoris and she with her back arched as far as it would go, unable to thrust further and find relief because of the cords holding her.


I revelled in her ecstasy and when the moment was right the gentlest pressure was enough to make her collapse back onto the bed, crying out. I pursued her and rubbed her until she said “no”, the word stuck on repeat long after I’d stopped touching. My fingers still were wet as I stroked her livid nipples and kissed all the “no’s” away, waiting for her breathing to settle before untying her.


I hauled the duvet over us and we cuddled and kissed in slow waves after the stormy high tide.


In the months that followed, I had so much to learn. I learnt what all the different coloured ropes in the drawer meant; what it felt like to be fucked by a dildo driven by a sensitive, sensual woman – fantastic!


But I never mastered the strap-on, not to her satisfaction. Maybe I tried too hard, I don’t know.


But, even in the heaven, I’d learnt the lesson in Jen’s wise words – “enjoy her while you’ve got her.”


I knew one day Alicia would go.


And one day she did.


One day, coming home, the uncanny silence of the flat told me the day had come.


The barbs of the moment darted into me – heart, brain and vein.


You’ll think me a heartless bitch when I tell you I got top marks in that year’s exams. In my defence, I lived alone. I had nothing. I wanted nothing except Alicia. So I studied. And I also had the luxury of not having to look for another room-mate until the next term.


My exam successes came with a price. Every day I lived in hope of hearing the sound of her key in my lock.


But instead, eventually, it was a knock on the door. I skipped to answer it, already seeing Alicia there, but opened the door on Jen, her eyes fierce for battle but her head slightly to one side as if in anticipation of defeat.


In silent turmoil I opened the door much wider than I needed to.


We sat on the sofa, staring down at a muted TV.


At last, I took a deep breath and said aloud, “You’re welcome to stay.” Four words, cards on the table, face up.


After a long pause, yet with typical Jen abruptness, she looked at me, full face. “So, do I get to have her room?”


“My dear, I moved in there months ago. You get to have my old room.”


She gave an endearingly vulnerable shrug.


We knew what we’d both lost and it was nice not to have to hide it.


She said, “Alicia’s a teacher. It takes her about a year but then she moves on. I knew she wouldn’t be here. I’d heard she went off to Australia with an older woman. I came hoping you’d be here. That’s what it is.” She gave another “careless” shrug.


The vulnerability of her shrug touched me but I had to say, “I’m not such a thieving fat bitch then?”


A Jen smile is something worth waiting for. “You were never fat and, that night, you looked kind of cute – tied to the bed.”


We held hands and eventually kissed a long, exploratory, slightly competitive kiss.


And that was the beginning of year three.


I will never feel guilty about Alicia. I know she isn’t coming back but if she did, I’d drop Jen in an instant, just as she would me.


I want to be with Jen because by being with her I am also with Alicia – and Jen is a challenge!


I’d only feel guilty if I shrank back down into the old Debbie as if what Alicia had taught me meant nothing. Until she said, “Now it’s your turn,” I’d never realized that I even had a turn.


Alicia made me realize what I want and taught me how much I have to give.




SHAMED – AND SHAMELESS!


Lydia, Connemara


I grew up in a rural community in Eire so remote that, at the age of thirteen, I was sent off to boarding school where I stayed until I was nearly nineteen. I got on well with the other girls (single sex, no boys) and maybe I was very innocent, but sex never entered my mind much, even during puberty.


Just after I turned eighteen, our French teacher, Angela, a pretty and petite young lady invited me to her house for tea one Sunday afternoon. I was flattered and made sure I looked nice and smart in honour of the occasion. I was the only guest and we sat in the garden in the warm sun chatting of school and my background and interests. After we’d had tea, it became rather chilly so we went indoors and settled down on her couch together. She gave me some wine, which I wasn’t used to but Angela said it would be alright. As the level in the glass went down, I felt more and more relaxed. I was aware of Angela snuggling up closer to me and her arm around my shoulders. She asked if I had any boyfriends and I could honestly say no, it had never been an issue with me. Her mouth came very close to my cheek and her warm breath felt ticklish as she whispered, did I like girls better?


The next thing, Angela was holding my hand and taking me into her bedroom. She began to kiss me and I swear I was going to resist but I just couldn’t, her mouth felt wonderful, like honey or cream. She unbuttoned my blouse and slipped it off. My skirt was next, unzipped and taken down. Her fingers teased my nipples through my bra. Then I felt her fingers in my knickers. I was ashamed of being so wet there! I felt it must be wrong to be aroused so easily. Of course, I was getting quite carried away, too, kissing her and fumbling with her breasts, while she encouraged my fingers lower. I ran my fingertips over her smooth mound; I remember I found this startling and very erotic – I had never thought that area could be shaved! I began to rub her between her legs and she became very wet. The wetter she was, the better I could rub and caress her there and then slip my fingers inside her. I was totally carried away by now; I remember I had no thoughts as to who she was or who I was. We were just two lovers.


Meanwhile, Angela had her fingers between my thighs and she gently inserted them inside me. I could distinctly feel her thrusting in there and then she stopped pushing. She asked if I was still a virgin. I blushed. Angela asked if I wanted to lose it. I said yes and there was this sudden pain which made me cry out. Then she lay back and said, “Sorry, did it hurt too much?” And I just shook my head and hugged her. That sort of broke the spell and after I tidied myself up Angela kissed me goodbye and I returned to school. I think she realized she had gone too far. We didn’t repeat our love making; within a week or two Angela abruptly left the school. I never knew why but could maybe guess.


I left school, too, not long after having taken my final exams. I didn’t want to return home to a tiny village and no prospects so got an office job in town and saved hard for a couple of years. I still didn’t feel attracted to boys and only girls gave me a buzz but, apart from one or two half-hearted flings on trips to Dublin, I had no relationships. At the end of two years I had enough cash for a holiday in the United States, somewhere I had always wanted to go, following in the footsteps of my Irish forebears.


I travelled on a tourist visa and that gave me three months to sightsee and enjoy myself. In fact, I went straight to the west coast, to Los Angeles, a real pilgrimage as I adored the movies. I had a great time and visited all the sights like Hollywood and Sunset Boulevard, Universal Studios, Disney and some of the great surfing beaches, plus up-market San Diego and across the border to Tijuana. In fact, I had such a good time that my carefully hoarded cash was running out fast; it wasn’t going to last for a whole three months. One evening I was walking back to my room from the diner conveniently situated in the motel grounds when I passed some newspaper vending machines and out of interest picked up one of the free sheets. It was called LA Xpress, or some such thing, and frankly it was quite shocking, being full of adverts for sex shops and raunchy phone calls and so on. But one thing caught my eye, an ad by a studio looking for women to star in films. Now, I wasn’t so naive that I didn’t guess this was for the sex industry but I was so concerned about my lack of cash that I wasn’t too fussed. And I knew I shouldn’t work on a tourist visa but guessed that that sort of employer was unlikely to care about formalities!


There was no request for a CV or photographs in advance, just come along and be checked out. I had a hire car, a “rent-a-wreck”, literally, as I was still too young for any major rental firm to consider me a suitable client. So with a road map and some luck, I found my way out to Van Nuys and this particular studio. Now, this wasn’t Hollywood and there were no fancy gates with ornate ironwork and a uniformed guard and offices in bungalows and scenery being moved by and a back lot glimpsed in the far distance or anything like that. Just an anonymous white warehouse in an industrial zone, baking in the midsummer city heat.


I thumbed the call button on an intercom and a voice asked what I wanted. When I said I had come in response to the ad in the Xpress, the door buzzed open and I found myself at a reception desk. The woman behind the desk was eyeing me up and down, not too friendly, as though she had seen so many girls come in and as swiftly go out again that it wasn’t worth wasting a smile. She gave me a form that asked for some basic stuff like name and address, acting experience and vital measurements (luckily I knew mine!). The form ended up by stating that the work involved acting in sexual situations and that if I was unhappy with this I should leave. Otherwise, just sign – and I did.


Having waited a bit, I was taken back to an office with a middle-aged man behind a desk. He looked at me and at my form and asked why I wanted to act in his films. I was honest about needing the cash. At that he pressed a buzzer and the woman from the front desk came in. She looked me up and down, too, then asked me to strip. I must have looked startled because she said something like, “What did you expect here, honey, an Oscar award maybe?” I kind of giggled at that and thought, well, why not? So I got undressed. I had worn my best underwear that day and stood there, shivering in the cold air con blowing right on me from a ceiling vent.
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