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introduction

Missionary No More; I have been anxious to use this book title for quite some time. Glad I did it before someone else decided to bite my shit again; not that it worked the first time. I am so pleased to present this second volume of lesbian erotica. Once again, the stories are creative, the writers are vibrant, and it will leave readers hot, bothered, or at least wondering about the possibilities.

Purple Panties, the first volume, caused a ton of controversy. I was embarrassed that we live in a world where people continue to have so many sexual hang-ups instead of simply letting people be. Some bookstores said the book was “too racy.” As compared to what? My book The Sisters of APF: The Indoctrination of Soror Ride Dick? Let’s be serious. An online magazine claimed they would not feature any more erotica since some of their readers were offended by the book. To that I say, no wonder they only have a minimal amount of people on their email list in the first place.

Same gender loving relationships are not going to vanish. It is as simple as that. People will continue to live their way, and no one has the right to judge them; unless we are talking something so incomprehensible that it defies morality. How could love or passion ever do that?

Let me get down off the podium and return to celebrating the stories within this book. From “Ladies Night” where a young woman engages in a sexual adventure that will have people seeking out the secret parties to “The Namma’s Nectar” where women decide to gain power by dining on one another, this book is off the chain.

It is time—it has long since been time—for women to embrace their sexuality and demand that their needs be met. The time of being missionaries for the pleasure of men is over. That is why the title fits this book so perfectly. This book is about female empowerment and not bowing down to what society—or men—deem acceptable.

I sincerely hope that you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed editing it. This is my last anthology for many years to come. I have enjoyed the ride, but now I must get off and go back to my true love: novel writing. While I enjoy helping to bring the words of others to light—and will continue to do so through publishing—my greatest joy is being able to create characters and stories that express my views, my opinions, and my desires. Not to mention my sick-ass imagination. Thus, this is both a moment of greatness and a moment of sadness as I type this. But trust that we will all still be together for a very long time as I revive the characters that have meant so much to my many readers and give birth to new ones that I hope will continue to touch lives and, more importantly, spark thought and discussion.

Blessings,

Zane



ladies night
LOTUS FALCON

I look forward to Ladies Night every month. At one time I would shy away from the local club scene because it was hard to find a reputable venue that would be anything but a funky little bar filled with women covered with piercings, tattoos and clothes that looked like Saran Wrap. The clubs in San Francisco and New York were off the chain. The booty was abundant and everyone came to get their party on. I met some of the finest black women on this side of the hemisphere in some of those clubs, but upon returning to my hometown of Washington, D.C., or rather the Chocolate City, I felt a little disconnected to the party scene.

It wasn’t until a friend of a friend turned me on to a group of women who were throwing private parties that I was able to feel connected to my party roots again. These sisters would rent a suite of rooms at numerous hotels downtown. We would register on the internet and pay a cover charge via PayPal. This particular party was being given at a Four Seasons Hotel. It was well-organized and the only way you could gain entrance was by referral. All the rules and guidelines were spelled out on their website and we even had to submit references and respond to an online questionnaire. This was one of the safest parties in town; one where a sister didn’t always have to be watching her back.

The first time I went to Ladies Night, we were greeted by topless hostesses that were there to check us in. I don’t know where they found those sisters, but they had the firmest, most succulent breasts I had ever seen, with nipples the size of cupcakes. I was hypnotized and immediately knew that I wanted to sample some of those breasts before the night was over.

Before even getting through the door of the hotel room, we had to go through all the preliminary check-in stuff, like showing a picture ID and displaying a confirmation or verification of payment. I even had to sign an agreement to verify that I understood the house rules and that I was participating on my own free will. These sisters ran this operation like a true business and had all the bases covered. There were also bracelets provided that gave us an opportunity to identify the level of participation we wanted to be involved in.

There were three colored bracelets that could be selected. The red bracelet was for voyeurs, women who wanted to watch and not participate. The yellow bracelet was for those who only wanted to participate partially, by either being a receiver or giver of pleasure. You had to be specific on which you preferred. The green bracelet meant you wanted to fully participate and that you were ready for whatever was going down for the evening.

Since this was my first night, I decided to get a red bracelet, at which time I could upgrade at any time during the evening. I heard that this party had the best pussy in town and I decided that I would take my time and cruise the joint before settling into any one spot. It had taken me months to get on “the waiting list” and I had masturbated for days in anticipation of this night. Now that I was in, I wasn’t about to take anything for granted.

There was wall-to-wall pussy from Diesel Dykes to Femmes. Huddled in the corners, eyeballing everyone from the back of the room, were the Baby Dykes. It was easy to figure out that they had only recently come out of the closet, so to speak, by the way they were holding up the walls with their hands between their legs. Every now and then, I stumbled across a sister that had only had sex with one other woman in her life and, for some reason, was holding out for “Ms. Right.” We called those sisters Lone Star Lesbians and would steer clear of them; we pretty much knew that they were just there to sightsee.

Then there’s the Stone Butches that like to suck, lick, fuck and everything else, but don’t want to be touched sexually. That’s alright by me as long as I know what the deal is beforehand. I don’t usually have to sweat them since they usually pair up with the Pillow Queens, who only like to receive sex. So the Stone Butches and Pillow Queens are enough for each other and make a hell of a sight to watch.

Then there are the women that are married to “beards,” which is what we call those brothers married to sisters who are living the illusion that they are straight, just so that they can cover up the fact that they are lesbians. These are the true freaks-of-the-week. They usually come out to swallow up as much pussy as they can get, so that it will last them until they are able to get out again. They eat pussy all night long and I have even seen a couple of them tear up two and three at one time.

My favorite freaks of all are the Gold Star Lesbians that have never slept with a man in their whole life and have no intentions of ever sleeping with one. Unlike myself, I have dabbled with a few dicks in my day and don’t have anything against them, except I just like pussy better. If I had to choose between a pussy and a dick, then undoubtedly I would have to go with the pussy. I love the way it looks. I love the way it feels. I love the way it smells. I love the way it tastes. I love the way it pops when air gets caught up in it. I love the way it fills up and bubbles over at the right time. I love the way the lips swell and protrude when they get hot. I love the way pussies come in so many different shapes and sizes. What can I say? I just love me some pussy!

The music was jumping and the sound of “Do Me Baby” by Prince was blasting out of the speakers. The smell of Nag Champa incense was going straight to my head and the diffused lighting made shadows dance in time to the music. I had the option of walking around fully clothed, partially clothed or butterball naked. There was a changing room that we were encouraged to use and there wasn’t any pressure one way or the other about wearing or not wearing clothes. The temperature was a little on the cool side, but when I noticed all the erect nipples, I figured that was probably by design. Bowls of lube, mints and condoms were plentiful. The condoms made using the dildos and vibrators easier, because it made the clean up a lot less messy.

Sex toys were always an arm’s length away and were inconspicuously available in bookcases throughout the suite. There were vibrators of every description from G-Spot Vibes to Vibrating Rings, from Jack Rabbits to strap-ons. Safe sex was of the utmost importance and proper hygiene was indeed a must. Washing up and cleaning “the coochie” throughout the night was highly recommended and there were baby wipes and towelettes available in every room. DVDs and homemade movies were playing all around the joint, so that we were surrounded by pussy in every direction. The party was off the chain and by the end of the night, I wanted to be up to my neck in pussy.

When I checked in, I thought I was at some organized conference or something. The “hostess” escorted me around, showing me the layout of the rooms, and alerted me to the different “playrooms” that I could choose from. There were four major rooms that consisted of a room for masturbation, a room for erotic massage, a hot tub room for water play and the master bedroom or the “Fucking Room.” There was also a room off to the back that was designated for “Performance Porn,” which I was told I would learn more about later in the evening.

Since I had to warm up to the whole public nudity thing, I decided to keep my bra and panties on and with my “red bracelet” in place, I was ready to get my “party on.” There were wall-to-wall sisters by the time I had finished my little tour and even though the incense was thick in the air, I smelled pussy and it smelled sweet. I followed some big-breasted women to the masturbation room and it took a few minutes before my eyes could get adjusted to the darkness. There were so many sisters, there wasn’t even enough space for me to hardly inch my way inside the room. The smell of pussy was potent and from moans and growls I heard coming out of the room, I decided that I would double back to this spot before I left for the evening.

The erotic massage room was slowly filling up by that time and one of the hostesses suggested that she was free to give me a massage before it got too crowded. Even though I showed her my bracelet, she said she was having a “newcomer’s special” and it would help to loosen me up for the rest of the evening. I eagerly agreed and was led by the hand into a dimly lit room that had soft music playing, candles burning and pillows everywhere. I was helped onto a table and the next thing I knew my panties were coming off and my bra was being removed. Since I was still wearing my “red bracelet” I figured I would be watching an erotic massage rather than participating in one, but here I was lying on my back, with my pussy in the air.

The hostess was a fine, coffee-colored sister with the softest locks I had ever seen. Her nipples were the size of silver dollars and the hair on her pussy was shaved into a neat triangle; the way you see them in those porn videos. After looking at her little patch of hair, I wished that I had trimmed mine back a little closer, so a sister could at least see what she was working with. However, in most of my experiences, I had met a lot of sisters that liked hairy pussies and didn’t find it a problem, but I still tripped over it when meeting someone for the first time.

The hostess warmed some oil between the palms of her hands and began running her hands all over my body, beginning from my head and working her way down to my toes. As she carefully rubbed the oil into my skin, she alternated with rubbing hard and with rubbing soft. Each time she rubbed me, she would get closer to my inner thighs and breasts, barely touching them. As she got closer and closer, I would anticipate each stroke of her hands. Even though I tried to play it cool, the desire was building between my legs and I wanted her to stop all that damn teasing and make a move.

As my hostess noticed how my body was starting to twitch, she started to kiss my neck and then planted light kisses down toward my stomach, then back up to my lips. Her lips were soft and as she kissed me behind my ears, she told me how much she liked the hair on my pussy and how hard my nipples were. On cue, my nipples doubled in size as she touched them and began stroking them from my left nipple to the right one.

She took her thumb and index finger and encircled my nipples with a soft, pulling motion and continued to rotate them counterclockwise until I found my hand between my legs. She wouldn’t let me finger myself and when I protested, she handcuffed both of my wrists to each side of the table. I could feel the blood in my pussy kick in, causing it to tighten up as she began stroking my nipples with her index finger while she started rubbing on hers.

As she applied more oil to both of our nipples, she leaned over me and pulled her nipples across mine until they both were hard and swollen and standing at full attention. She squeezed her breasts together as she ran them across mine, making her nipples look like small torpedoes. It felt so good, the way her nipples rubbed up against mine, that I begged her to let me taste them, but she kept on rubbing mine and rubbing hers and then suddenly stopped when I was about to cum.

After my intensive “tittie massage” she turned her attention to my pussy which was hot, heavy and swollen and in need of some immediate attention. She opened my legs to expose my clit and told me how big it had gotten. She used her forefinger to work the head of my clit out of its tight hiding place and lifted my head onto a pillow, so I could watch her work my nubby clit into a convulsion. She licked her fingers several times as she tried to get my clit to swell beyond the size it had already gotten. Homegirl then oiled up a silver bullet and turned it up full speed and worked it on, in and across my clit and down my pussy until I was shaking like a junkie.

By that time, my inner pussy lips looked like the petals of a flower. They were plump and thick. The more she stroked them, the plumper they would get until they had changed to a deep shade of red and then to purple. She worked my outer lips as well and fondled and stroked them until they were completely hanging out of my pussy. She kept complimenting me on how pretty my pussy was and how wet I had gotten.

At that point she asked me what I wanted her to do next, as if I was ordering from a menu. Since I was given a choice, I told her that I wanted her to “fuck me.” So, without further ado, she put on a strap-on dick and not one of those baby dicks either, but one of those long, wide, thick ones that can drill a hole straight through your pussy. She climbed on top of me and parted my knees. Before entering me, she opened me up with two lubricated fingers and parted the lips of my pussy so she could insert the strap-on in just the right angle. She entered me slowly and kept asking me, “Does this feel good?” and all I could do was grunt and moan, because sister-girl was working that strap-on like she was born to fuck.

The head of the strap-on was curved in such a way that it was able to go deep into my pussy, finding its way into every nook and cranny inside of me. She was fucking the shit out of me like she was looking for buried treasure. When she came to the edge of my pussy, she pulled toward me and pumped two more times deep inside me. That got me off to the point that my pussy was bubbling over, like a volcanic reaction. As I was trying to push the orgasm through my body, she took the silver bullet and lit me up again for a second orgasm.

My hostess didn’t even give my pussy time to cool off before she asked me if I had ever experienced fisting. When I said that I had tried it a few times and didn’t like it, she convinced me that it wouldn’t hurt and would even walk me through it step by step. She took the handcuffs off of me and placed a pillow under the small of my back. She then put on a latex glove and soaked it with plenty of water-based lube.

I had never used lube and figured that’s why it probably had hurt the way that it had before; not to mention the other sisters actually trying to jam their entire arm up in me, making the experience quite numbing. My hostess started with a couple of fingers at first, one at a time, and massaged my clit as she was doing it.

She kept asking me, “Does that feel good?” Checking in with me every now and then, I heard her but couldn’t answer. It was feeling too good to talk, but she got the message just the same.

After working my pussy for awhile, she formed her fingers in the shape of a teardrop and slowly worked her hand into my slippery hole by slowly rotating her wrist in and out of my pussy. On contact, my pussy swallowed up her hand. She kept rotating her wrist until her whole hand was buried deep in my pussy. She then slowly moved her hand in and out and carefully twisted her wrist from left to right. I can’t say that fisting was ever something that I usually volunteered to do, but this shit was feeling incredibly right tonight and it didn’t even feel like the end of a baseball bat like usual. Her hand actually filled my pussy up with the exact amount of pressure that soon had me humping her fist on every down stroke.

Even though she slowly eased her fist out of me, it stung a little when she finally removed it. It wasn’t a bad thing; it was just a throbbing feeling that made me want to rub my pussy to cool it off. Homegirl must have sensed that my pussy was on fire, because she started rubbing her thigh on my pussy in such a soft way that immediately cooled it down and then heated it back up. The more she rubbed her thigh across my pussy, the more I rubbed my pussy against her thigh. We went from thigh to pussy rubbing, to knee to pussy rubbing, to ass to pussy rubbing, and finally to pussy to pussy rubbing.

She positioned herself over me as if we were a pair of scissors. She pulled back slightly to show me how to pull my pussy lips back far enough, so the inside of our pussies were wet enough for us to feel the soft sticky flesh rubbing up against each other. The more we pushed into each other, the stickier we became until both of us busted the biggest nut that is humanly possible. I don’t know who nutted the most, whether it was me or her, but after getting into a “69,” we then started a race to see who could eat “the pussy” the fastest.

As I ate her pussy from the top, she tore mine up from the bottom. She smelled musty and tasted salty and I couldn’t get enough of her sticky juices. The lips of her pussy were hanging out of her like “balls” and the more I sucked on them, the more she drove her pussy into my mouth. As she nibbled on my clit, she fingered me at the same time until both of us were twitching and moaning.

When she was finished with me, she turned me over and gave me a full body massage, fucked me one more time from the back with a glass dildo, and left me alone to recuperate until my jelly legs became firm. When she left the room, all I could do was get in a fetal position and suck my thumb like a baby. I could hardly move and my pussy was numb, but I was feeling better than I had felt in a long time. As the feeling began to come back in my pussy and in my legs, I slowly rubbed my nipples and clit, because I was experiencing those aftershocks that usually happen after good fucking.

I suddenly heard something that sounded very familiar and as I looked up on the big screen in front of me, there I was with homegirl with a mouth full of pussy. Beside me was a release form giving permission to feature my video during the “Performance Porn” portion of the evening. I immediately signed it, because I didn’t want to deny anyone the opportunity to see two divas at work and I certainly didn’t want any of that good pussy action to go to waste. Once I was able to regain total consciousness, steady my breathing and stand on my own, I was immediately going to turn in my “red bracelet” for an upgrade.

Lotus Falcon is a native of Washington, D.C. who holds a bachelor of science degree in education and a masters of public administration. She is an educator in a public school system who also leads women empowerment/sexuality workshops and sells adult toys and products in her spare time. She is currently working on several writing projects for children and adults and is married with seven children.





she loved a girl
COLE SULLIVAN

Danielle “Danni” Goode was twelve years old the first time she experienced that tingle between her legs. At every opportunity, she had been sneaking and reading her mother’s hot erotica novels. She always found them to be hot and steamy, but her heart would especially race each time she read the stories involving two women making love. Even at such an early age, Danni recognized right away that the thought of being with a girl made her vagina contract with excitement. It didn’t take her long to realize that she was different from her female counterparts; the ones constantly giggling about the cutest boy band member of the week.

Growing up, Danni soon came to realize that her sexual preference was not a likely conclusion for a woman of her stature. Females who looked like Danni were typically assumed to be attracted to the red-blooded, chiseled male species, those who were hung like horses. She stood five feet nine, and her curves were often compared to a Coca-Cola bottle. With a short, sassy haircut, mocha-brown skin, thick full lips and a beautiful smile, she was on every man’s agenda. Little did they realize that her agenda was nothing of the sort. Despite innocent flirting, Danni had never actually been with intimate with either sex. She had experienced plenty of orgasms; all by her own effort. Imagining what it would be like to touch and feel the soft skin of a woman always ended in late night one-on-one finger matches with her vagina. It wouldn’t be until freshman year in college that Danni would share her first sexual experience; with a woman no doubt.

It was love at first sight when Carmen Evans walked into the initial session of her biology class. Danni’s pussy thumped hard, a feeling she was all too familiar with. THUMP! THUMP!

“Down, girl,” Danni whispered to her pussy. Thank goodness I don’t have a dick, she thought. Otherwise she would’ve long been exposed. Carmen Evans was gorgeous. She had honey-colored skin, big gray eyes and light-brown, shoulder-length hair. The short denim miniskirt she sported modeled her long, beautiful legs. She was curvaceous and had a smile that could light up any room. Residing in the state where everything is bigger, Carmen’s rack definitely helped to sanction that expression. Right then Danni knew that she would do whatever was necessary to make Carmen Evans a part of her first taste-testing.

Danni and Carmen became instant BFF’s—best friends forever. Danni soon discovered that disguising her true feelings for Carmen would prove a tough challenge. She repeatedly watched Carmen go through a series of different men. After each one disappointed Carmen, Danni was there to offer a shoulder to lean on and an ear to listen. Each time, she hoped for an opportunity to give Carmen the orgasms the men had failed to deliver. She wanted so badly to be the one who pampered and stimulated Carmen’s vagina until she shook from uncontrollable bliss. Fortunately, for Danni, she wouldn’t have to wait much longer. The first time she and Carmen were together was a long time coming, but well worth the wait. It was a moment Danni would never forget. The experience turned out to be everything she had hoped it would be, and much more.

Danni had invited Carmen to spend Thanksgiving break with her family. The night they arrived, they were both exhausted and decided to retire early to bed. Since the other guest bedrooms were occupied by visiting family members, she and Carmen shared her old bedroom. Danni showered first and hopped into her usual sleepwear; a tee and panties. When Carmen came to bed, Danni nearly climaxed at the sight of her beautiful image. She wore a tiny, light-pink tank top with adorable matching boy shorts. Her skin was still damp from the shower and her nipples were protruding through her shirt, once the cool air hit them. Danni drooled at the sight and fantasized about how badly she wanted to suck and caress her breasts. Carmen’s pussy lips formed a well-defined camel’s toe through her tight-fitting shorts. Danni couldn’t help but steal a few glances at the vision of beauty.

A swift knock on the door quickly zapped Danni from her lustful gaze. Her parents were peeking in to say good night. Danni giggled to herself when she saw the embarrassment on her father’s face, after he caught a glimpse of how good Carmen looked in her pajamas. It was obvious that even he couldn’t deny that the girl was fine!

THUMP! THUMP! Damn! “She” was calling again! But there was no calming her down tonight. No way could Danni forfeit this opportunity. She had to take the chance to make love to Carmen.

Danni’s heart was beating a trillion milliseconds per minute as she lay there, strategizing the best move to make toward fucking Carmen. As Danni watched Carmen sleep, she became moist when she noticed how the sateen sheets conformed to the shape of her body, exposing her curvaceous silhouette. Danni began to inch closer and closer to Carmen. At that moment she was unsure if Carmen was completely asleep or not, but she didn’t care. Her urges had taken over. She slowly eased her arm around Carmen’s waist and began caressing her silky, smooth thighs. Carmen did not protest.

Danni moved her hand a little higher and began to gently caress Carmen’s juicy ass. Still, she gave no reaction. Feeling a bit more confident, Danni began to massage Carmen’s breasts. Her nipples became hardened and erect, encouraging Danni to slip her hand underneath her top for complete access to Carmen’s perky 36DDs.

By this time, Carmen could no longer pretend to ignore Danni’s advances. Danni’s touch was so soft and gentle; much more stimulating than from any man she’d ever experienced. She had always been curious about making love to a woman. She decided, right at that moment, that she would allow Danni to taste her.

Carmen turned on her back and spread her legs. Danni slowly glided her hand over Carmen’s boy shorts, teasing the moist crevice Carmen made available. She eased off her shorts and guided her tongue down toward Carmen’s navel, depositing wet kisses on her stomach and thighs along the way. Once she reached the dampened jewel, Danni didn’t waste any time penetrating her tongue inside Carmen’s warm pussy. Danni gently teased the opening of her wet lips and dipped her tongue as deep as she could. Hungrily, Danni spread her lover’s vagina, searching for her feast. She began to gently suck her clit, applying a soft pressure that made Carmen squeal and moan with excitement. Elated that she was the guilty culprit responsible for serving up Carmen with this dish of pleasure, Danni relentlessly continued tongue-fucking Carmen’s pussy. Now ready for a new position, she instructed Carmen to turn and lay on her stomach. Danni began kissing and licking the back of her neck, all the way down to her curvaceous buttocks. Eagerly, Danni started sucking Carmen’s pussy slowly from the back access. With a long wet upward stroke, Danni guided her tongue and naughtily started to tease the crack of Carmen’s ass. The intensity of Danni’s skillful tongue proved to be too much for Carmen and, through muffled screams captured by the pillows, she released hard and long. Danni scurried her tongue down to her vagina, to ensure she captured every drop of Carmen’s release. As soon as Carmen regained her composure, she turned over and gave Danni one of the softest, most intimate kisses that she had ever shared with anyone.

Eager to return the favor, Carmen climbed on top of Danni and began softly grinding her moist pussy lips into hers. She playfully ran her fingers through Danni’s hair and teasingly sucked her bottom lip as she slipped her tongue in for another intimate kiss. Carmen’s hands felt like silk gliding her fingertips up and down Danni’s body, causing her to shiver in sheer pleasure. As she continued her finger play, she gradually slid two inside Danni’s vagina. Lost inside her slip-n-slide, she offered finger number three and Danni lost control. Soon, Carmen exchanged her tongue for her fingers. Danni’s body suddenly tensed with an unexpected displeasure. Much to Danni’s surprise, Carmen was far from the natural she had assumed she would be. Danni was quickly reminded that this was Carmen’s first taste test—as it was hers. It was clear that her lover would need some assistance to complete the mission.

To avoid the night ending in disappointment, Danni regained some control and suggested the sixty-nine position. She decided she would initiate a little game of sexual Simon Says; this was her way of disguising the “Oral Sex 101” course that she would secretly begin instructing. It was now “game on” and Danni, of course, was Simon.

Assuming the position, Carmen straddled her pussy over Danni’s face and Danni began to softly suck her pussy lips one at a time. “Simon says, one at a time, softly suck each of my pussy lips.”

Danni, now Simon, instructed Carmen to repeat the same action she had just performed on her. Carmen followed “Simon’s” directive and effortlessly delivered the same pleasure. Danni initiated the next command and demonstrated with long, intense strokes as she maneuvered her tongue in and out of Carmen’s melting pot. Danni gripped Carmen’s hips to allow her tongue a deeper dive into the split between her legs. Carmen started bucking and fucking Danni’s mouth, from the pleasure she was delivering. She obediently followed “Simon’s” demonstration and performed the act verbatim.

Danni completely immersed herself in the enjoyment of Carmen’s amateur-turned-pro skills…and selfishly lost focus on maintaining her end of the sixty-nine deal. Danni had long retired Simon and it was now a one-woman show. Carmen had stolen back control and, with her newly learned talents, she handled Danni’s clitoris like an expert as she softly sucked her to a hard orgasm; followed by a deep sleep.

Throughout college, and even after graduation, Carmen and Danni continued to enjoy each other sexually and romantically. They worked overtime to guard their sexual relationship and attraction for one another from their family and peers; Carmen more so than Danni.

[image: image]

“Why, Carmen, why?!” Through clenched teeth, Danni demanded an immediate explanation. She grabbed Carmen and pulled her in so close that their breasts made contact.

Carmen pulled away and stood firm. “For the last time, Danni, I am not in love with you.”

Danni shut her eyes and shook her head, attempting to erase Carmen’s words. Unable to control the tears streaming down her cheeks, Danni was convinced that she had lost her lover forever.

[image: image]

“Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

Carmen nervously looked out at the sea of her close friends and family, all anxiously awaiting her response. Her body tensed as she wavered at the pastor’s question. She directed her attention toward Danni, who was also a part of the congregation; after she had refused Carmen’s offer to be her maid of honor. She stared at Danni for what seemed like an eternity before finally whispering a faint, “I do.”

Hearing this, Danni felt, at any moment, she would flee the church in disgust.

“What was that, dear? Will you repeat your response a little louder, please?”

The pastor asked Carmen to reiterate her answer three times before she finally stuttered, “I…I do…yes, I mean, I will, I do.”

The pastor paused and raised a questioning eyebrow at Carmen before continuing. She nodded her approval to proceed and the pastor moved on with the ceremony.

Although Carmen secretly still loved Danni and had enjoyed making love to her more than anything over the years, she realized that she would never be at ease with exposing their relationship. She was heterosexual, and planned to stay that way—on the surface anyway.

So when Cort Jameson—the biology professor who had instructed the class where the two women had first encountered each other—asked her to marry him, she agreed without hesitation. One day, Carmen had stayed after class to discuss a failing exam grade. When they hit it off, she continued to secretly see Cort behind Danni’s back.

“If there’s anyone here who sees just cause why this man and woman should not be married, speak now or forever hold your peace.”

Danni wished she had the nerve to stop the wedding. As she sat there watching Carmen commit to a lie, she couldn’t help but remember what had taken place in Carmen’s dressing room, less than an hour earlier. She toyed with the idea of letting the guests in on their little secret, of how she had finger-fucked Carmen while helping her get into her dress. Danni wanted to inform them all of how she had cupped her breasts and tongued her nipples before zipping her up. She wanted to tell them all how Carmen had allowed her to camp underneath her wedding dress and suck her delicious clit one last time. Instead, Danni’s tears created a steady flow as the pastor finalized her worst nightmare.

“I now pronounce you man and wife.”

[image: image]

It had been several months since the wedding and Danni hadn’t heard a single word from Carmen. Sadly, she wondered if she would ever get to enjoy her lover again.

“Don’t ‘cha wish your girlfriend was hot like me?”

Danni jumped as her cell phone’s ring tone blasted her current favorite song of the month. The caller ID read “private”, so Danni allowed the Pussycat Dolls to sing until they were finally interrupted by her voicemail picking up the call. One short beep meant the caller had left a message. Danni dialed in to listen to the voicemail. Immediately, she recognized Carmen’s soft sultry voice.

Danni listened and her heart sank. She replayed the message and slid her hand inside her velour sweats, teasing her moist slit. Carmen’s voice always had that effect on her. Penetrating two fingers even deeper, she replayed her lover’s message for a second time.

“Hello, Danni. It’s Carmen…I miss you…and…and I’m hungry.”

As Danni listened, she withdrew her fingers from her vagina. As she sucked remnants of the sweet chocolate flavor that remained on her fingers, she whispered aloud to herself, “So am I, Carmen. So am I.”

part 2: she loved a girl…and a boy

Danni knew she wanted nothing more than to make love once more to Carmen. Even though she yearned to taste her lover, she was still bitter by her abrupt marriage to Cort. She wondered if Carmen’s call was a result of the happy couple’s short-lived marriage. Had Carmen really meant it when the message she left implied that she wanted to taste her? Did she plan to cheat on Cort with her? So many unanswered questions. Danni’s curiosity guided her fingers to begin dialing Carmen’s cell phone number. She was curious to find out what her former lover had in store.
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