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INTRODUCTION

Lust: it’s the engine that drives us wild on the way to getting us off, and lesbian lust is the heart, soul and red-hot core of this anthology. Within this shared journey each of these eighteen writers takes us for a vividly different ride on the way to intense, fulfilling lesbian sex. In some of the stories, we claim our right to lightning-strike, no-strings, purely physical sex; in some, the emotional complexity and depth stir us as profoundly as the physicality; in some, erotic fantasies are played out in ways that tease the mind as well as the body and a few defy any description or classification except that of superheated originality.

For me, the pleasure of reading and selecting these stories has been close to lust itself. Familiar, well-known voices whose very names bring on a tingle have outdone themselves, and newer writers with unexpected styles and perspectives have given me an erotic jolt of lust at first sight. There are stories here that push a wide range of buttons in just the way I like them pushed, along with innovative work that comes close to nudging even my own  boundaries to the limit. Variety is also the spice of lust.

Within all that variety, there are some groups of stories with similar themes but different presentations: sex and cars, for example. Fran Walker’s “A Midwinter Night’s Dream” is both surreal and gritty; Crystal Barela’s “Camshaft Cutie” is desert hot and humorous and C. B. Potts’s “The Angel Connection” takes age and power differentials and turns them upside down in an all-girl repair shop. Taking the car motif in another direction, Ren Peters involves two longtime lovers in a threesome with a classic Porsche Boxster under a “Lovers’ Moon.

Established couples are also at the center of DeJay’s “Never Too Old,” blending humor with true intimacy in a Province-town sex toy store setting and Cheyenne Blue’s “A Story about Sarah,” an atmospheric, poetic account of interracial lovers in the Australian Outback. In a very different vein, the partner of Catherine Lundoff’s protagonist in “Reunion at St. Mary’s” arranges to fulfill her schoolgirl fantasy with the former members of the girls’ hockey team. Other couples who know each other well but are still working out the nature of their relationships—with the help of plenty of sex—appear in Delilah Devlin’s “The Weekend” and Jade Melisande’s “Are You Gonna Be My Girl.” In my own contribution, “Danger,” another couple’s chance encounter at a turning point in history brings back traumatic memories of their first meeting in the chaos of war.

Youth and maturity strike sparks in Sommer Marsden’s smooth and sassy “The Girl with the Bettie Page Bangs” and Jove Belle’s “Love and Devotion,” with its Southern-noir atmosphere. The lush tropical settings of Rachel Kramer Bussel’s “Swollen” and Andrea Dale’s “Lost and Found” enhance the sensuality of their encounters, while Teresa Noelle Roberts’s “Not Afraid to Get Her hands Dirty” is no less sexy for being literally down-to-earth, and R. G. Emanuelle’s “The Office Grind” shows more  action going on under the desk than above it.

Two of the most gripping stories push the edge in very different ways. In “August Crazies,” Miel Rose shows the BDSM world of power exchange with scorching detail, while illuminating the underlying complexities and vulnerabilities with tenderness and no less heat. Kenzie Mayer’s “Canvas” paints a darker picture, where sexual drive blends with artistic obsession until they become indistinguishable.

I’m asked sometimes to name favorite stories from the books I edit, but isn’t that like choosing between chocolate and champagne or apples and pomegranates? Lust comes in many flavors, all of them intense. In these eighteen stories you’ll find sweet sex, bittersweet sex, salty and sweaty sex, creamy-smooth sex and sex with crunch to it. Go ahead, take a bite and then another and another; I hope you’ll savor them all as much as I do.

 

Sacchi Green 
Amherst, Massachusetts






THE GIRL WITH THE BETTIE PAGE BANGS

Sommer Marsden

 

 

I’m not really a dirty old broad. Truly. If it hadn’t been for my brand-spanking-new, thousand-dollar rock, I never would have met Callie. Ever. But I had bought a very expensive new computer that kept fucking everything up. And by everything, I mean everything: PDFs, spreadsheets, hell, even the Internet. And every time it did so, I had to grab my flash drive and run to the library. When you work for yourself you have to make do.

So here I am, sweating my ass off in my car because the air is broken. I pull up to the library (I had been there the day before) and there she sits, outside on her break, smoking a cigarette and picking lazily at a string on her skinny black jeans.

I am not a dirty old broad, I swear.

But damn: she’s long and lean, hair as dark as a crow’s wings, with a painted doll face and red, red lips. She sports a small black cardigan and what gets me—Bettie Page bangs.

I avert my eyes and grab my bag and go right by her. She’s maybe nineteen or twenty to my thirty-seven. No way, José. It’s a momentary flash of attraction and extreme insanity. It will  pass. But I can’t keep my eyes from darting for a fast peripheral check: small, teacup-sized breasts; tiny waist; long, coltish legs; big blue eyes and lashes that make me want to beg or swear, maybe both.

“Hiya,” she says and smiles. I fear my knees may buckle.

I nod. “Nice day.” I push my feet forward toward the side entrance and then she stuns me.

“You’re back.”

Fuck.

“Yes. Yes, I am. I bought a very expensive paperweight, it seems.” My face colors and my hand touches the door handle, but I don’t want to go in. The girl with the Bettie Page bangs is talking to me. Me!

“I’m sorry. The regulars usually have a reason. Research paper, book; mental disability, so they come to watch Superman videos over and over and over again. ’Cause you know he’s going to save the world, Supe is.” She winks when she says it, but there is no cruelty in her voice, only good humor and a touch of sadness. Oddly enough, I know exactly which person she is referring to.

“Mine is, I work from home and I bought a brand-new computer that won’t let me do certain things.”

Somehow, the girl with the Bettie Page bangs and I are now climbing the stairs to the computer center together. How did that happen? I usually do not go gaga and soft headed over women, no matter how pretty.

“Like what?” She twirls a poker-straight length of hair around her finger and pops her gum, something that would be a major offense coming from anyone else in the world but somehow when she does it, it’s sexy.

“Cut and paste.”

She blinks at me, shocked. “No shit?” Her eyes dart around.  She’s at work, probably the wrong word choice. But I laugh out loud and nod.

“No shit.”

“I’ll put you on number thirteen,” she says and smiles. “I’m Callie, B-T-W.”

“B-T-W?”

“By the way.”

I feel the blush rise. “Right. Sorry. I’m Janie. D-A-B.”

“D-A-B?”

“Dumb-ass blonde.”

Her smile is wider than ever and perfect. “Thirteen for you, D-A-B.”

“Oh, great. More bad luck,” I tease.

“Actually, thirteen is my lucky number.”

“Because that’s how old you are?” I laugh and so does she. I’m fishing and we both know it.

“Actually, I’m twenty-two, thank you very much.” She bats those long black lashes at me and my insides turn hot and liquid. I want her. Bad.

“I just meant—”

“Oh, don’t worry. I know I look young. I figure it’s a perk. When I’m fifty, I’ll look like a smoking forty-year-old cougar, yeah?” She touches my hand when she says that, and my pussy responds as if she’s licked me. I’m in deep, deep shit, my friend.

“Yeah, I’m sure you’re gonna look smoking hot whatever the age.” But I feel pretty good. My thirty-seven isn’t so bad compared to twenty-two. I was thinking maybe nineteen and then I’d have to kill myself for being a dirty, dirty perv.

“Number thirteen, then. I’ll make sure you get a few extra minutes. You know. To cut and paste.”

I sit and realize my hands are shaking, hard. I try to focus  on the report I had been doing at home. No go. All I can think of is the way her fingers felt running up my arm, her fingers still warm from the sun, my arm suddenly cooler from the air-conditioning. It’s easy to picture her on her knees, pushing those perfect crisp bangs from her forehead; that pale pink tongue darting out to taste me. It would be so easy to cup the back of her head and guide her, show her exactly how I like it, how fast, how wet, how hard. I’d make her see just how I like to come and…

“Okay?” she says. Shit. She’s right at my shoulder. When did she move? How quietly she must have moved. Have I really just made that squealy yelp I am so famous for in front of the other six people at the bank of computers?

Someone laughs.

I have.

“Fine. Fine, it’s going just fine,” I stammer.

She stares at my blank screen and flashing cursor and grins a knowing grin that makes my stomach flutter like soft wings on a hard breeze. “I can see that.”

When she leaves, I suck in a deep rush of cool filtered air and let my heart stop flopping around like a fish. A small box pops up on the computer.

LIBRARY CONTENT: WANNA GO TO LUNCH?

For just a second, I have no fucking clue what that is. I think I have been hacked or there’s a virus or possibly, I have started to hallucinate from all the stress. I shove my hands into my honey-dark hair that is desperately in need of a good cut from chin length to cheek length and then my eyes find her. She’s at the desk, twirling that hair again, popping her gum, watching me, smiling at me. Her lips are candy-apple red and my cunt grips up around nothing at all.

God, yes, I want to go to lunch, if lunch is her in my bed  naked and fucking me. I shake my head and realize I have just said no. I look up and smile, nod. She grins back.

My small house is five minutes away. Five minutes that somehow, today, with Callie in the front seat next to me, feel like five or six hours, roughly. I push my foot to the floor and my ancient Jeep lurches forward. She puts her hand on my thigh. “Don’t get us arrested. I get an hour break.”

“Right. Sorry. What do you want to eat?”

She grins and my heart lurches along with the Jeep. “You, of course. I thought you understood that. I’m not seducing you, am I?”

“Yes.”

She blinks those impossibly blue eyes, and I can smell the mint from her gum. Will it make my pussy tingle and cool me or will it burn? I am dying to know. “But I like it. Please don’t stop.”

She keeps her hand on my thigh and pushes it higher. “Don’t worry. I never stop once I want something.”

“Good to know.” I practically take out my garbage can when I park out front. My nerves are high but the urge to get her naked and see her bare is worse. I grab her hand and pull her to my front door. My door is red. Whenever I see it I think of magic and happy endings. I hope this is one.

“I’m not going to run away. You don’t have to drag me,” she says, and her little finger does a soft sweep of my palm. My nipples go taut and my belly, too. My ears start to ring. I turn my key, push the door open, get her inside. I push her to the wall and kiss her because I think I might actually die if I don’t get my lips on her somewhere.

I push her to the cream-colored wall and her little black sweater whispers. The pearl buttons put up a fight but I win, getting them undone one by slippery one. Her bra is black—big shock. Her breasts are pink, her nipples mauve. Her skin smells  like gardenias and sunshine. She dips her head and a curtain of shiny dark hair falls over her nipple. She kisses me before I can kiss her breast.

Her fingers lace into my hair and she tugs hard enough for me to make a sound in my throat, hard enough for me to feel the tightening of my insides and the sharp beat of arousal in my pelvis. She tugs again and bites my lip. “I’d love to do it in the living room, but I want to see your bed. Where is your bed?”

I tug her some more and she’s up the steps with me, but her sweater’s still down on my hardwood floor.

We make a sharp left turn and tumble. We’re going down and not that way yet, but it’s fine because my bedroom is so small that three medium steps will connect you with the mattress and faded blue satin bedding. We hit, we bounce, we laugh. Her lips on me are like soft little petals. She sucks my nipples through my Oyster Bay T-shirt, leaving wet spots on the pale green fabric. My hands can’t decide whether to tug at my jeans or her much darker, much skinnier jeans. Callie solves that. She yanks my buttons and pulls at hers and somehow in this tangle of clothes and her long hair, we’re bare from the waist down. “I hope you don’t think I’m a slut,” she says and I freeze.

Then she tosses her head back and laughs so long and so loud that I can only laugh too. “No, I never thought—”

“I’m kidding. Mostly. And it’s not like it would stop me anyhow,” she says, kissing a wet trail over my shoulder. My whole body shivers even though my bedroom is a bit too warm and stagnant.

“I think you’re stunning,” I say a little too baldly for my taste. I don’t like to tell the unadulterated truth too much when it comes to these things. It’s usually sort of like baring my throat to a blade. But for some reason I tell her exactly how I feel.

“And I think you are the sexiest woman I have seen in…” She shuts her eyes like she’s thinking. “Well, ever.”

That makes me snort because it can’t possibly be true. My brain forgets to tell her this because she’s pushing long, slim pale fingers into my pussy and they’re sinking in one at a time, effortlessly, like she’s playing an instrument. Me.

I roll to top her, pushing her silken hair out of her face so I can see her beautiful eyes. She’s so pretty she almost appears not real but some flesh-and-blood doll come to life to torture me with dirty thoughts.

“Kiss me. Don’t just stare.”

I kiss her and taste the strong mint and soda and cigarettes on her tongue. My hands wander the smooth, buttery valleys of her skin, find the small perfect swells of her tits, and my hips rise and fall with the tide of my want. I want her, more than I can ever recall wanting anyone in my life. I keep waiting to take a breath and find her gone.

Her fingers are in me to the top knuckle, kneading and exploring all the softest, warmest parts of me. I start to crest—closer and closer to my orgasm, and I might object except it will free me up to focus on her, and that is the best premise of all. She wiggles out of my embrace, bends like some rubber plaything, and in a heartbeat her mouth is on me and my pelvis is surging up to meet her tongue, my clit bathed in the perfect hot moisture of her mouth.

“Jesus. You should have—” I gasp. “I want to—”

“You’ll get what you want. But first me. What I want.” Her mouth works in tandem with her fingers. She’s a sorceress, a magician. She makes me come in four swift licks and a thrust. I let it go; the warm purple wave of orgasm takes me under, and I let it. Because now I can have my way and she can’t say boo.

She’s long and lean but I work out a few hours a day most  days and flipping her over and around and up is as easy as making the bed. So I do. I push her back and slide my hands under her soft, small ass, and I pinch just enough that her eyes slam shut and her mouth forms a red little O. She sighs, and I know she likes the tiny sparkly bites of pain with her fucking. So there you go; I learned something new.

I put my mouth on her, push the ridge of my teeth to the pale skin of her mound and test. She arches up into the sharpness and I lick, pushing my teeth harder into her skin. She’ll have a soldier line of purple marks there tomorrow on her waxed mound, above her pussy, above her clit, above the entrance to her body, where I’ve been. I like the thought of that mark on her.

Her little fists clutch at my faded bedsheets; her knees climb up and down to nowhere under my belly as I fuck her with my tongue. I keep her right on edge, the pretty girl with the Bettie Page bangs, Callie. I keep her right on edge until she is quite literally crying. I slip my fingers into her and she is so goddamn wet. I’d give a million dollars to make a visit to my closet for some toys, but the clock is a traitor and says we have twenty minutes. I make do, fucking her with my fingers and licking her right up to the sharp paper-cut edge of coming and then backing off.

When she starts sobbing, shuddering under me, her lips moving but making no sound, I let her go. I thrust hard, arch my fingers against the warm spongy parts of her. I suck her clit like a hard candy and my mouth fills with her sweetness and light.

We lie there, her heartbeat visible inside her thigh, mine thundering in my ears.

“Gosh. That was…”

“Amazing.”

“Awesome.”

“Perfect,” I say, laughing.

“Just one thing.” She’s toeing my pussy and her knee is right in my face. I bite her lightly and she jumps, her big toe brushing my clit.

God, I want her, all over again. “Yeah?”

“Don’t think I’m pushy or anything, but…”

“What?”

“Will you have dinner with me?”

I grin, nibble her knee again, the inside of one pale white thigh. I run my fingers over a dark brown mole on her flank. “What’s on the menu?”

“Me.”

“Count me in.”






REUNION AT ST. MARY’S

Catherine Lundoff

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bridget Marie Riordan O’Halloran was depressed. It wasn’t so much that work was insanely stressful, though that was part of it, or that Vic and all her friends seemed to have forgotten her birthday, though that didn’t help. It was the clipping from the parish newspaper, courtesy of her mother, that put her over the edge. Sister Agnes Mercy Byrnes had been taken up to heaven, or so it said. But from what Bridget remembered of her, she was more likely to be torturing the Devil below than hovering on a cloud above.

Where she was didn’t matter so much as the fact that she was gone. It was the passing of an era. Sister Agnes had been the terror, among other things, of Bridget’s high school years. She’d spent many hours over the years masturbating over her memories of the spanking the nun had once given her in the principal’s office. Imagining those firm hands on her young flesh gave her a thrill even now. She pictured Sister Agnes going even further and pulling down her white virginal panties and… Vic walked in a  moment later to find her with her hand between her legs.

“Hi, sweetie. Ooh, that looks like fun. What triggered this?” Vic grabbed the little clipping as Bridget jerked her hand out of her pants. Vic gave her a look of pure disbelief. “You’re jilling off to Sister Agnes’s obituary?”

Bridget turned bright red and tried to come up with a good explanation. Then she gave up and went on the attack instead. “You forgot my birthday! Some girlfriend you are.” She crossed her arms over her chest to hide the nipples poking through her shirt. Sister Agnes’s hands had been pretty amazing in that last fantasy.

“I knew you were going to say that.” Vic grinned triumphantly as she dropped onto the couch. She ran one hand down Bridget’s thigh with a possessive pressure that never failed to make her pay attention. “I’ve got a little surprise for you, babe. Kind of appropriate too, given your new ghoulish hobby. We’re going to your tenth high school reunion. My treat.”

Bridget’s jaw dropped. No way. Sister Julia and Father Williams would run them out of Sacred Heart Parish at the head of a torch-wielding mob. Vic just didn’t understand how things worked at parochial school. But before she could say a word, Vic had her in a lip-lock that soon turned to other things. Once Vic was holding Bridget down and pounding her fist into her wet and desperate pussy, going home for the reunion sounded just fine. Besides, it was two months away; she had plenty of time to change Vic’s mind.

But somehow, they never got around to talking about it. Every time she tried, Vic was too busy or was all over her so she gave up, resigning herself to the trip from hell. It would be even worse if they ended up staying with her parents. She just hoped her mother wouldn’t say the rosary over them again when she thought they were sleeping.

Despite all her worries, she started to wonder if some of her old friends would be there. Monica had come out after graduation. That was inevitable. If James Dean had ever been reincarnated as a Catholic high school girl, Monica was it. Then there was Mary Eileen. She’d never forget that one slumber party where they all decided to practice kissing. From what she could remember, Mary Eileen wanted to practice a few other things too, but they’d all been too scared to try them. As for the rest of the girls who ran around with them, well, if Bridget knew her budding Dykes on Bikes, they were the local chapter by now.

By the time they got ready to leave town, Bridget was pretty much resigned to the trip. It made it easier that Vic was so very obviously up to something. That was usually good. Bridget even resisted taking a peek in the toy bag when she loaded it in the car. No point in spoiling the surprise, whatever it was. At least they were staying at a hotel, so no matter what, there was a bright side.

Vic wasn’t letting anything slip, though. She was too tired for sex in the hotel they stopped at halfway there, which was weird, and she wasn’t talking much during the drive, which was weirder. Bridget was getting antsy and it brought out the pushy bottom in her. She wheedled, she whined, she sulked, anything to get Vic to do something with or to her—anything at all. She squirmed against the fabric of the car seat imagining a few of those things. But for the first time in years, Vic wasn’t going for it. She smiled when Bridget pouted and stonewalled when she whined until her girlfriend thought she’d go nuts before they got there.

Finally, just when she thought she couldn’t take another minute, they pulled into the hotel parking lot a few blocks from St. Mary’s. Vic slammed her door shut and headed over to check them in without a backward glance.

Bridget took this as a good sign. It meant she was well and truly annoyed and in full top mode. Maybe Vic would spank her. She loved that, especially if she had to confess her sins beforehand. Good Catholic girls never forget their early training, as Sister Agnes used to say.

Bridget grinned, her spirits lifting as she unpacked the car.

She hauled the bags into the lobby just in time for Vic to get the key, then trailed after her up the stairs to the third floor. Evidently she hadn’t earned using the elevator. She grinned in anticipation as she gasped for breath. This would be good.

But when they finally got upstairs and she got the bags lined up the way Vic liked them, her girlfriend disappeared into the bathroom to take a shower, leaving her to squirm on the bed. When she couldn’t stand it anymore, she got up and checked the bathroom door. Vic had locked it. Bridget stared at it in complete disbelief and tried to think of what she’d done that was so awful.

By the time Vic came out, she was feeling contrite and just aching to atone for her sins. Especially since Vic was wearing her favorite suit, the black one that made her look hotter than… well, any other butch Bridget could think of. Vic grinned at her and grabbed one of the bags, then she gestured at the bathroom. “Go hop in the shower, then put these on when you get out. Don’t put on anything else. The dance is tonight and I’ve got a surprise or two for you.”

Bridget took the bag reluctantly, wondering whether things would be better if she groveled enough. But Vic didn’t seem interested so she gave up and sulked her way into the bathroom. Even a half-hearted attempt at masturbating didn’t help. Finally, she gave up and decided that she’d get seriously dolled up for the dance. That would make it up to Vic.

She was a little more optimistic when she stepped out of the  shower and dried off. A few moments work with a hair dryer and she was feeling even better about the whole thing. That was when she opened the bag that Vic had given her. A puddle of plaid in green and black stared back at her and she almost shut the bag. No way. Vic couldn’t have done what she thought she’d done. She reached into the bag and pulled out a Catholic school uniform. An old St. Mary’s uniform, to be exact.

Under the jumper and white blouse that looked way too small for her, she found a bra with lace cups and a thong—and a pair of saddle shoes. These made her giggle. This was going to be some surprise after all. She pulled on the underwear, then the blouse. It barely buttoned across her adult breasts and the cloth gaped every time she took a deep breath, exposing the white lace bra. She pulled on the skirt and realized that it would just about cover her ass. Bridget grinned at her reflection in the mirror and grabbed her makeup.

A few moments later, a vision that would have made Sister Agnes turn over in her grave sauntered out of the bathroom to Vic’s appreciative whistle. Bridget had made up her lips in a crimson that clashed violently with her red hair, then applied glowing blue eye shadow from her lashes to her eyebrows. Her hair was even done up in multiple little ponytails, just the sort of thing she might have tried in high school if she’d had the nerve.

Vic came over for an appreciative, giggly kiss. She ran one hand under the skirt and groped Bridget’s ass in the thong just enough to get her attention before she pulled away. Then she grabbed a small bag from the bed, “C’mon, let’s go. Some folks are waiting for us. Oh, wait, wear this.” She handed Bridget a St. Mary’s blazer.

Bridget gaped at it. “Where did you find all this stuff? Some kind of Sacred Heart Parish garage sale or something?”

“I had help. Now c’mon, babe. We want to get there early. I hear they’re doing dinner first.”

“Oh, yum, church suppers. I can’t wait.” Bridget rolled her eyes and tugged on the blazer. Vic was already holding the door open and ushering her out. Well, maybe the surprise would come afterward. Bridget got just a bit wetter thinking about all the possibilities.

By the time they pulled up in front of St. Mary’s, the seat was getting damp under her. Not that Vic seemed to notice. She just looked as cool as could be as she pulled into the lot and came around to open Bridget’s door. Bridget got out carefully, trying to hold the minuscule plaid skirt down so it sort of covered her butt. Vic watched her with a dangerous smile and leaned in close to whisper, “I’m planning on seeing a lot more of your ass and pussy tonight than that. But it’s a start.”

Bridget met her eyes and shivered. She’d been aching to be touched ever since her shower and that only made it worse. She wondered what it would take to get Vic to take her in the bathroom or maybe the girl’s locker room. She’d always had a fantasy about that, one that involved the entire girls’ field hockey team. But who knew? Maybe Vic’s surprise involved her dressing up in the old team uniform. Now there was a thought.

They passed under a big banner and some streamers welcoming them to the reunion. Bridget forced herself not to groan. Crepe paper. Did it get any cheesier than that? There was Betty Crane waving at her from a registration table crowded with name tags. Bridget didn’t recognize the woman next to her or the guy hovering nearby, but she suspected she’d hear all about it when they got a bit closer. And she was willing to bet that no one would ask a thing about Vic.

Sure enough, Father William and Sister Julia were fussing with more crepe paper and balloons behind the table and  carefully ignoring them. Bridget tugged the jacket closed over her gaping white blouse and grabbed Vic’s hand. It was time to get the evening’s ostracizing underway. “Hi, Betty!” she chirped when they stopped in front of the table. “You look great.” She grinned down at her least favorite former classmate and nearly collapsed laughing when she saw the look on her face.

“Hi, Bridget. You look…umm…healthy. Let me introduce you to my husband.” Betty grabbed for the bored looking man who was lurking by the bulletin boards. He looked Bridget over and leered but only a little, which was better than she expected of any guy who’d marry Betty.

Vic stepped between the two of them, making it clear that she wasn’t going to put up with much crap. Bridget watched Betty’s uptight mouth tense as Vic reached out to shake her hand. She wondered if the reunion chair would be wiping her hand off on her skirt under the table. At least the husband was polite about it.

But a few other classmates came up behind them, and they were able to move on before Bridget could give Betty a piece of her mind. Maybe, she thought as Vic towed her away, tonight would be a good night to tell Father William who had tried to out a third of the class with anonymous notes her senior year. She’d always suspected it was Betty, partially because a lot of the accusations had been wrong.

But once they walked inside, she forgot all about her former foe. There was Monica waving at them from a side table, black hair cut short and spiky, black leather jacket draped on the back of her chair. There was another woman with her who looked familiar, too. It took Bridget a full minute to recognize Mary Eileen. Who else would wear an outfit that looked suspiciously like an updated version of a field hockey uniform? Bridget was giggling when they sat down next to them. A few more friends  from the old days and their girlfriends straggled in after that so it made for a full table.

In the end, there were eight of them, including almost every girl Bridget had ever wondered about when they were in school together: Monica, Mary Eileen, Sharon, Elena, Kate, plus Vic and Kate’s girlfriend Pam. She wondered what Sister Agnes would make of them now, but she thought she knew the answer to that one. At least dinner was better than she expected and everyone at the table was being very nice to Vic. Especially since it turned out that Vic seemed to know Monica and Elena from some email list, which was news to Bridget.

But apart from that, Bridget was still waiting to be surprised. Sure, Vic’s hand was resting on her thigh under the table, but it wasn’t working its way up like she expected. She wondered if anyone would notice if she ducked under the table and went down on her girlfriend. Probably, with this crowd. She wriggled impatiently.

Vic leaned over to whisper, “Meet me in the girl’s locker room in ten minutes.” Then she got up and took off with Monica.

Bridget looked after them like a lost puppy as they walked away. A wet, empty puppy whose thong was working its way up into places that wanted to be full of other things. Ten minutes had never taken so long, but she wanted to stay on Vic’s good side so she didn’t get up until nine and one half minutes after Vic and Monica had left.

She caught Mary Eileen’s knowing smile from the corner of her eye and pulled her friend’s hair lightly as she walked past, for old time’s sake. Then she made herself walk across the gym at a slow ladylike pace toward the locker rooms, occasionally waving to an old schoolmate not too appalled to acknowledge her.

Eventually, she made it to the locker room door. It was shut and she stopped in front of it, letting her fantasies run wild. She  slipped the blazer off her shoulders and unbuttoned her blouse an extra button or two. Then she walked in, pussy muscles clenched tight with anticipation.

The second she walked in, someone dropped a bag of some kind over her head. Her arms were held behind her back, and she was marched over to what felt like a post. She could feel her hands being securely fastened behind her around the post while someone gave her nipple a wicked pinch.

Bridget whimpered happily and spread her legs, the cheerful grin on her face hidden by the black bag. A sharp slap with something—a ruler?—on her bare thigh made the grin go away a second after it appeared. Rough hands tugged off the bag leaving her face to face with Monica, who kissed her hard.

Uh-oh. Hope Vic doesn’t see this. Monica’s hand was squeezing her tit now, too, with enough pressure to make her yelp around Monica’s tongue in her mouth. Then Monica let go of her boob and stuck her hand between Bridget’s legs, driving her fingers up around the thong until Bridget was gasping for air. “You were always such a little slut, Bridge. Now lick my fingers off.” Monica added that last command right after she pulled her fingers out of Bridget’s soaking pussy.

“I remember,” Monica purred as she watched Bridget carefully suck off each finger on her right hand, “how you were always hanging out here after field hockey practice. What were you hoping for back then, Bridge?”

Bridget responded with an incoherent gurgle. How had Monica known? Monica wasn’t telling, but she was pulling a largish knife out of her back pocket. She ran the blade down Bridget’s ample cleavage and smiled as she squirmed. Bridget was wild eyed; where was Vic? Surely she hadn’t left her alone with this crazy woman?

“Well, don’t carve her up before I’ve had any.” Mary Eileen  swept into the locker room, giving Bridget an evil grin. She leaned over and bit Bridget’s nipple through the lace of her bra. Bridget yelped. Mary Eileen glanced at Monica. “You bring the ruler? Excellent. I’ve got my old field hockey stick, too.”

Bridget’s eyes bulged. There was no way Mary Eileen was going to follow through on that unspoken threat. But Mary Eileen pulled a condom out of a bag and opened the package. Then she stretched it over the handle of the stick. She looked up and met Bridget’s wide-eyed stare. “Oh, don’t tell us you didn’t dream about this back in the day, sweetie. I remember you practically humping Monica in her uniform when you’d had a few beers.”

So could Bridget. Who could help it? Monica had been so hot. Come to think of it, so had Mary Eileen. And now she was going to get some of her favorite fantasies fulfilled. At least she hoped they were still favorites. She hadn’t thought about the field hockey team in quite a few years, not since Vic came along. She closed her eyes and pictured Vic as the team goalie and a thin line of wetness ran down her thigh.

“I’d put that on her now,” Mary Eileen murmured to Monica as she ran a hand up Bridget’s thigh and stuck two of her fingers inside her, then pulled them out. “I’m guessing our little Bridget’s a shrieker, aren’t you, sweetie?”

Bridget nodded like her head was on strings. Monica reached into a bag and came back with a thick, silky scarf in her hands. She covered Bridget’s mouth and tied the scarf behind her head with deft precision. Then she pulled up Bridget’s skirt and cut the thong off her. Bridget moaned, hoping that might be enough to get one of them to take her. She had never felt so empty.

Instead, Monica chuckled in her ear before running her tongue all the way down to her cleavage. She unfastened the bra and pulled it down so Bridget’s breasts were exposed. Bridget  started breathing faster. This was just like her field hockey fantasy. Vic had to be somewhere nearby, planning this whole thing. She was the only one Bridget had ever told about this. She squirmed happily. This was going to be the best belated birthday present ever.

The door swung open just as Mary Eileen braced the hockey stick on the floor and started working the edge of the handle up into Bridget’s pussy. The smooth hardness of it stretched her out enough that she was making a whole series of protesting noises as the rest of their friends walked in. Elena gave Bridget a nasty grin as she sauntered up. “Our little hockey club slut is finally getting her wish, huh?” She reached around Bridget and slipped a finger up Bridget’s ass just as Mary Eileen finally got the stick at a good angle. Elena leaned in and bit down on the tender skin over Bridget’s collarbone.

Bridget writhed, every motion driving the stick a little farther inside her. Elena was giving her one hell of a hickey from the feel of things. She had also dropped her free hand to Bridget’s clit. The others were either watching or starting to entertain themselves; Kate’s girlfriend already had her shirt off and Kate stretched out on one of the locker room benches. Bridget found herself imagining Sister Agnes watching and surprised herself by coming with a muffled yell.

Elena grinned and pushed her legs farther apart. Then she twisted the hockey stick a little into her. It was too big to fit much more than the end, but that wasn’t stopping her from trying. Bridget opened her eyes at the sound of a camera click. Monica was taking pictures of them. Elena leaned in close to Bridget’s face and grinned at the camera while she pinched Bridget’s nipples completely erect. Monica zoomed in on a close-up of the stick as Bridget wailed through the gag.

The door swung open behind Monica, and Bridget gasped  as a nun entered. Elena stepped away, an evil grin on her face. Bridget braced herself for outraged cries, threats to call the police, something that would bring this scene to a crashing halt. Instead the nun looked her straight in the eye and walked over, pulling a ruler out of her sleeve as she approached. Bridget gurgled behind the gag, gasping in shock at the sight of Vic in full Catholic drag, heavy rosary and all.

She was in full character, too. She looked at Bridget sternly and asked in a voice slightly deeper than her normal one, “Have you been tempting these innocents into sin? Have you? Have you exposed yourself in order to make your schoolmates think lustful thoughts?” Vic frowned fiercely as Bridget tried to look innocent.

Whack! The ruler landed on her bare thigh. Bridget yelled through the gag. Vic pulled the hockey stick away from her pussy. “I still can’t hear you, Miss O’Halloran. Perhaps this will help loosen your tongue.” Vic yanked off her rosary and began stuffing it up into Bridget’s soaking wet slit. When she had gotten as many beads inside her as she could fit, Vic found a stray length to stuff up her ass. Bridget could feel the crucifix dangling between her thighs, and it made her feel incredibly sacrilegious.

It also made her come again, this time so hard she would have dropped to the floor if her bound hands hadn’t been holding her up. “Did I give you permission to indulge in that disgusting behavior?” Vic hissed the words as the ruler met the exposed flesh of Bridget’s ass. Her eyelids flew open in time to see Sharon going down on Mary Eileen while Monica slid a dildo into a harness. Vic twisted the rosary inside her and rubbed one of the dangling beads against her clit while she watched them. Whenever she felt Bridget wasn’t paying enough attention, she brought the ruler down on her ass or thighs.

Bridget was gulping the air like it was water now, her knees  trembling. The pressure on her clit was unrelenting as she watched Sharon come, face still pressed into Mary Eileen’s pussy. Bridget joined her a second later, shaking so hard that Vic had to catch her. Vic untied her then and pulled the gag off. Then she yanked the rosary out. “I believe that you need to do some penance, young lady.” She pressed down on Bridget’s shoulders, and Bridget dropped to her knees on the locker room floor.

For a wild minute, she pretended she was going down on Sister Agnes. She closed her eyes, imagining the spanking she’d have gotten for this. A sharp slap just like the one she’d been thinking about cracked across her naked ass. Eyes wide, she tried to glance around to see who the hand belonged to, only to have Vic hold her head in place and order her to lick harder.

Whoever was spanking her was a pro. A firm hand came down over and over until Bridget’s ass was hot and her thighs were soaked. Then she felt the pressure of a dildo against her asshole. Monica. It had to be Monica. She was going to get Vic and Monica at the same time? This was the best birthday present ever.

She licked Vic fiercely as Monica stretched her out and shoved her way inside. Vic came then, hands buried in Bridget’s hair, legs shaking around her ears. Monica worked the dildo all the way inside and began riding her, driving Bridget’s face into Vic with each thrust. Bridget tried to make her tongue rigid, using it to fuck Vic until her girlfriend came again.

Monica was groaning now and Bridget could feel her playing with herself. Monica came before she did, collapsing on Bridget’s back with a shuddering yell as Bridget’s legs trembled from her own orgasm. She shook under Monica’s body for another minute or two then started laughing. She grinned up at Vic from the floor and said, “Should I say ten Hail Marys as penance, Sister?”

Vic gave her a stern frown. “Make it twenty and I want to hear every one of them, young lady.” Bridget dropped back onto her knees and clasped her hands, beginning the litany and making sure to work in a new section thanking the Virgin for the field hockey team.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/sacc_9781573445542_msr_cvt_r1.jpg





OEBPS/sacc_9781573445542_msr_cvi_r1.jpg





OEBPS/sacc_9781573445542_oeb_001_r1.jpg
LESBIAN LUST

EROTIC STORIES





OEBPS/sacc_9781573445542_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





