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INTRODUCTION

Girl Crazy! You know that feeling, whether you’ve come out to yourself, to your community or to the world. You know the surge of excitement flooding body and soul, the rush of pleasure and pain too intense to be denied, the certainty, at last, of who you are and who you want. From self-discovery to the first thrill of girl-on-girl erotic play, from the tender growth of lasting love to explorations of the fiercer shores of sex, these nineteen writers know the feeling, too, and share their no-holds-barred tales of the highs and lows and kinky twists of first times and coming out.

College kids acting out for Girls Gone Wild get even wilder once the cameraman has gone. A lonely businesswoman discovers how far her young chauffeur can drive her. Butch buddies find secret desires racing out of control. A summer job constructing wilderness trails sparks trailblazing into very different territory. Girls who thought they knew it all discover ways of getting down and dirty beyond their wildest dreams. These and a wide  range of other intimate stories, some drawn from real-life experience, take you where you know you want to be—among girls who love girls who are girl crazy.

 

Sacchi Green 
Amherst, Massachusetts






SPITTING SEEDS

Sommer Marsden

 

 

 

 

 

Erin had dark hair the color of chocolate, wide green eyes, and pale freckled cheeks. The summer of our first year of college, she wore a yellow bikini. Her body was more boyish than mine; where my hips flared, hers were tucked and muscular like a swimmer’s. Where my breasts swelled, hers were small and compact. She barely filled out the sunshine-colored triangle cups of her bathing suit, a fact she moaned about constantly.

“Oh, to have tits like you, Rita.”

“Don’t say tits, it’s rude.” I couldn’t help laughing, though. Erin was the only person who had ever made me laugh so hard I peed my pants. The fact that I peed my pants made her laugh harder. Which made me laugh harder. By the end of it all, my face ached, my stomach hurt, and my pants were wet.

“Tits, tits, tits,” she chanted. She dragged her toes through the dark lake water as the float bounced on its tether.

“You are a heathen,” I snorted. The sun was at its hottest,  but instead of being in the water, we sat on the float baking in the heat.

“I am hungry, is what I am. Did Jill and Lisa leave us any food?”

Jill and Lisa were working their summer jobs at the chicken stand. They did the day shift, Erin and I worked the evening shift. Low pay but free food, flexible schedules, tips, and time to hang at the lake, drive to the beach, and party: all you could ask of a summer job. It paid for the cabin and food and beer. Perfect.

“Sure. There’s…”

“Don’t say it!”

“Chicken!”

“And let me guess,” Erin giggled. “Corn on the cob, slaw, hush puppies, and chocolate cake.”

“You are psychic.”

“Blech. Do we have anything besides food from work?”

“I think we have some Ramen noodles, old eggs, old milk, and a watermelon.” I flicked my foot through the water, and a rain of drops came down on us. I shivered and Erin squawked.

“Ooh, I like watermelon. Come on,” she said, and stood. The wooden float sloshed in the water, and I closed my eyes with the swaying motion. “I’m hungry. Bring those tits and let’s eat.”

“Your tits are fine,” I grumbled, but I followed her. She skipped up the float toward the shore, her yellow bathing suit riding up to show a crescent of snow-white skin rimmed by tan. My stomach grumbled. I really was hungry.

“Where is it?” Erin called, running ahead.

“In the cooler on the sunporch!”

“Where’d we get it?” She had completely disappeared from view. I rolled my eyes. Why did she care?

“My mother! When she came to visit Tuesday she brought it.  She bought it from a roadside stand on the way up.” I lowered my voice as I came into the cabin.

Erin plunked the huge melon on the counter and found our one cutting knife. She wielded it as if it were a machete and turned, grinning. “Careful, I’m starved. Don’t piss me off.”

“You’re so scary,” I said. Then, out of the blue, I added, “Let’s call in sick tonight. Let’s pop some popcorn, and the four of us can watch scary movies and eat popcorn and drink beer and just be stupid.”

“We are always stupid,” Erin said, and stabbed the melon dead center. It made a dull thunk, and she yanked the blade up and stabbed again. “But that sounds good. Let’s do Halloween. Jamie Lee Curtis is so cool. Maybe follow with some Friday the 13th. You know, the classics.”

“My god. Give me that, you butcher.” I took the knife from her and inserted it into the dark green marbled skin. I put some pressure on the handle, and the melon split with a liquidy crack. It opened like a big green egg along the jagged line of her attack. “Not the prettiest job, but we still have all our fingers,” I teased.

I cut a few slices as Erin pulled out the plates. “You ever kissed a girl before?” she asked.

I stopped for a moment, a little surprised by the question. “You mean kissed kissed or like I kiss my aunt Diana?”

“Of course I don’t mean that. We have all done that. Our mothers, our sisters, grandmas, aunts. That’s a given, Rits.” She was the only one allowed to call me “Rits.”

“Oh, so you mean like…”

“Sucking face. Frenching. Have you ever kissed a girl? Like you were going to end up fucking her.”

I remember it so clearly. I opened my mouth, closed it, opened it again. I had been temporarily struck mute.

“Hmm. I will take that as a no, then.” Erin laughed, and her green eyes flashed in the sunny cabin kitchen. She put raggedy slices of watermelon on her plate and slapped a few on mine. “Let’s eat on the sunporch.”

I followed silently and we sat on the picnic table bench. The picnic table was painted a faded, peeling red, and if you weren’t careful it left splinters in your ass. The sunporch itself was nothing more than a poured concrete floor and three walls of screens. It looked out onto a thick, lush bit of woods. Jill’s cat, Camel, loved to lie in the random patches of sun that dappled the floor.

I bit into the watermelon: crisp, cool flesh; slick, wet rind. How was it that a watermelon stayed chilled no matter what the weather? “Good.”

“Thank your mom for me,” she mumbled, gobbling up her first slice. “Ahh, I was starved.”

“I see that.”

Erin licked her lips—lips that were just a shade darker than the watermelon flesh. “Good stuff. You ever spit the seeds when you were a kid?”

I laughed. “You are fully aware of my athletic abilities.”

Erin giggled. “You mean lack thereof.”

“Exactly. But yeah. When we were kids, we spit them. We used to make bets and then spit them. Needless to say, I always lost. I was never close.”

“Oh come on, that bad?”

“Okay,” I said, nibbling the cool fruit and spitting the seed softly onto my paper plate, “to be fair I think I may have won once or twice. But it was purely by accident. The law of averages.”

She nodded as if making a decision. Her face looked a bit too serious for our silly conversation. Somewhere a seagull let out a  victorious cry. It had most likely liberated a tasty morsel from a tourist. I had once seen a gull take off with an entire paper cup of French fries from the chicken shack.

“Let’s play,” Erin said.

“Oh, come on, I just told you I suck!” I started to laugh, but something in her expression stifled the laugh in my throat. “For what?”

“A kiss. If I get it in that round rust stain, I get to kiss you. Anywhere I want. If you win, you get the same. Or you don’t have to kiss me at all. You can get a pass.”

My throat seemed to have closed on its own, and my mouth had dried up. Not because I was upset by the rules she had laid out, but because I wasn’t. I had grown damp against the sun-dried cotton of my bathing suit bottom, and I shifted with the new, warm wetness there. I stared at the round rust stain on the concrete patio. It was the size of a gallon of paint, a perfect reddish circle to aim for. “Okay,” I managed, but my voice was so weak, I was sure she couldn’t hear me.

But she nodded and smiled. “Are you sure? Because I’m dead serious. I’ve been…”

She tapered off and I waited, the bugs in the woods singing a restless summer song. Finally, I broke. “You’ve been what?”

“I’ve been attracted to girls for a while now, and I’ve wanted to kiss you for even longer than that. But our friendship…”

I nodded. “Is the most important thing.”

“But if I’m going to kiss a girl for the first time—or anything… else—I want it to be you, Rits.”

I nodded again. I could live with that. I could more than live with that. My nipples pressed against my bathing suit and I knew there was no hiding my arousal. “Okay. First one to hit the circle gets to kiss. Anywhere she wants.”

Erin was more athletic than me. And patient. She would wait  to line up a shot, be it basketball or tennis or spitting seeds. Her first try and the shiny black seed bounced into the circle. It landed almost dead center.

“Just on the lips the first time,” she said. Her lips were warm and soft and tasted of the fruit we had devoured. Erin stroked her tongue over mine softly until a needy little sound slid from my throat. A starburst of excitement and desire warmed my belly. She broke the kiss and touched my bottom lip with her sticky finger. “That was nice.”

I missed on my first try, and felt a surprising disappointment. I clenched my fists when it was her turn, silently rooting for a hit. She did. The second shiny black seed bounced in next to the first.

Without a word, she untied the strings at the nape of my neck and my bikini top dropped, the ties tickling my upper thighs. The sun-bleached blonde hairs there rose with excitement. I noticed them and thought vaguely how lazy I was to only shave my legs up to the knee because my hair was blonde. When her lips touched my nipple, I sucked in a great breath of air and my skin broke out in a rash of goose bumps. “Oh, god,” I said—clichéd, but completely honest.

Erin sucked my nipple into her hot little mouth, and an invisible line tugged from my breast to my pussy, pleasure so intense it almost hurt. Another hot flood of moisture escaped my body, and I felt a tickle in the back of my throat. I touched her dark hair and held her to my breast. She broke free, licking a path to my other nipple as my body’s signals went haywire and I felt a deep chill despite the hot day. She traced one finger over the slit of my sex through my bikini bottom before pulling away.

“No cheating,” she said, clearing her throat. Her voice had grown husky, and her eyes were shiny and slightly dazed.

It was my turn. I missed again, and frustration welled up in  me. I bit my lip to keep from cussing. I would get my seed into the circle. Eventually.

“Don’t worry, Rits. You’ll do it,” Erin said, reading my mind. She patted my leg, and I forgot all about my inept athletic skills. All I wanted was her mouth on me. There. She took another bite of melon and I watched the slick pink flesh disappear behind her full lips. I had to close my eyes to keep myself under control.

She screwed up her mouth like she was about to blow up a balloon and then let loose with a great whoop of air. The seed flew through the air as if in slow motion. It hit the dirty concrete two inches shy, bounced and landed on the very rim of the rusty red circle. I stopped breathing. Was it in? Was it out?

“You rule. You be the judge,” Erin said. Her green eyes had turned a bit blue. Something they did when she was feeling intense.

“It’s in,” I said without hesitation. I watched her hands, a bit smaller than mine, tug at my pink bikini bottom; saw the contrast of her nut-brown fingers against the screaming hot-pink fabric.

“Lift up,” she muttered, and I hiked my hips up off the scratchy picnic table bench. She kissed up my thighs and I watched, fascinated. I watched her lips on my leg, watched the tip of her ripe pink tongue dart out and leave a shiny wet trail on my skin; watched as her lips brushed the very tops of my thighs and watched as her tongue found me and worked me wide open. The sight of her tongue on my clit registered before the sensation. But when the sensation hit, it was sweet like sugar.

“Baby,” I said. I had never called a woman that, and it felt perfectly natural. “Right—”

“Shhh,” she said, and the vibration of her soft sound soaked into me so swiftly it stole my breath. Already I hovered right on the edge of coming, right on that velvet razor’s edge. Her fingers  splayed across my thighs, warming my skin. I silently prayed—prayed for her fingers inside of me. But I pressed my lips tight together and bit my tongue a little because her soft “shh” had been her way of asking that I let her be the guide. So I would.

Erin slid her rigid tongue past my clit and worked lower. I missed the intense pleasure of her wet pressure on my clit, but when she worked her tongue deep inside of me and my body pulsed around it, I sighed. She touched my waist, my belly, my nipples, and my whole body responded to the alternating touches: gentle then harsh, back and forth, so I never felt stable. I arched my hips up, not thinking, just moving against her—and then she pinned me down. Her forearm, looking so thin, but so strong, held me fast. And then her fingers did find me, and my eyelids slammed closed, and I was lost in the feel of her.

There was just the feel of her slippery tongue on my clit, her long fingers in my cunt, her soft hair on my thigh. The sunroom was lit up with afternoon yellow, and I felt the warm rays on my skin. I could hear the gulls and her wet ministrations as I came, and she laughed softly against my skin and then made me come again. The second time, my orgasm was less intense but beautifully lazy. I felt heavy and slow even as the heat of the day started to break a bit.

When it was finally my turn, when I finally landed a seed in the circle, her skin tasted like watermelon juice. Her pussy smelled like suntan oil and sweat and excitement. She was slightly sweet and musky on my tongue, the taste of her unique and unforgettable. When she came around my fingers, I had never been more pleased to evoke an orgasm.

We had several more seed-spitting contests that summer. We remained lovers for over two years before she left for college on the West Coast. Our friendship never wavered, was never even in  danger of weakening. And to this day, when I taste watermelon, I smell warm girl skin and hear seagulls. I think of sunshine yellow bikinis, and orgasms.






BECOMING WILD

Kyle Sontz

 

 

 

 

 

Okay, so it was Spring Break, right? My boyfriend, Jake, had to stay at the University of Michigan ’cause he had to practice. He was the pitcher for the baseball team. So it was just me and my three best girlfriends, partying in Cancun with MTV. This one night we were way drunk off of margaritas, and these guys with cameras came up to us and asked if we wanted to be on Girls Gone Wild.

Like I said, it was Spring Break, and we were all totally drunk and feeling really hot dressed in little bikini tops and sarongs, and we had been dieting all winter to make sure we looked perfect. Beth and Lindsey both flashed the camera, whooping and playing with themselves. I felt like doing something totally crazy, totally unexpected, and Lynne had just gotten her nipples pierced so she couldn’t show off her tits. When the cameraman winked and trained the lens on me, I grabbed Lynne and started kissing her. Somewhere in the back of my mind I knew the camera guys were cheering us on and my friends were screaming  along with the general roar of the crowd, but in that moment all I was aware of were her lips on mine, my hand twined in her long red hair.

The next morning—okay, afternoon—we woke up nursing awful hangovers. Lynne stayed in bed with the covers pulled over her head, so it was just three of us who staggered down to the hotel restaurant.

None of us felt like talking much as we sipped our Bloody Marys, but by the time the waiter came with our plates of eggs and toast, Lindsey and Beth had recovered enough to start rehashing the previous night.

“Omigod,” moaned Beth. “I can’t believe my boobs are gonna be on, like, Girls Gone Wild Volume 37. I’ll be soooo embarrassed if anyone at school sees it. Now I’ll never have a boyfriend again!”

“Don’t be stupid, you ho!” said Lindsey. “Guys are gonna be, like, all over you now! But like, what if they put us on those commercials? My dad totally watches those, what if he sees me?”

“Oh come on, like your dad’s gonna be looking at your face.”

“Ew, you’re so fucking gross!” Lindsay threw a breadstick at Beth, who ducked and started giggling madly.

I had stayed quiet, chewing on my omelet, hoping they would be too distracted by their own problems to remember mine. No such luck.

“Omigod, Amy, what was that last night?”

“What was what?” I mumbled through a mouthful of egg. “I was, like, so drunk I don’t even remember.” My eyes stayed trained on my plate.

“You, like, totally made out with Lynne! It was crazy! Everyone at school’s gonna start saying you’re a lesbian!”

“Don’t be stupid, I’ve been dating Jake for, like, a year. I’m  so not a lezzie. I mean, girls always make out with each other on those videos, you’ve seen it! Boys totally love it when we do that. It was all just for fun.”

“Yeah, but, like, when other girls do it? It looks, like, fake. Like they don’t really want to. You and Lynne, though, were totally going at it! I mean, you kept going even after the camera guys were done. What was up with that?”

I shrugged and filled my mouth with toast. “Still don’t remember,” I maintained, spraying crumbs everywhere. “Like I said, I was way trashed.”

Finally they dropped the subject, and when we went back up to the room, Lynne didn’t bring it up either. I didn’t know if she actually had been too drunk to remember, or if she was really embarrassed and didn’t want to talk about it, but she didn’t act like anything had happened.

I couldn’t forget, though. The rest of the week was a blur. I probably looked normal on the outside, drinking and partying and flirting with boys like always, but on the inside I was still in that one bar, my arms around Lynne and my mouth pressed against hers. Once or twice I caught myself staring at her, remembering what she smelled like.

I didn’t know what to make of it. I couldn’t be gay, I had a boyfriend! Lynne and I had been friends since the first day of freshman year. And yeah, I always thought she was really hot, and fun to be around. I was closer with her than I was with Beth and Lindsey, but it wasn’t like I had a crush on her or anything. And besides, I liked skirts and makeup and stuff. Didn’t lesbians have to play with trucks when they were little, and wear boy’s clothes and have short hair? I didn’t do anything like that. And, I mean, I was so fucking drunk. I knew once I got home and saw my boyfriend I’d be back to normal.

Jake was really sweet, too. He met me at the airport with a dozen red roses! He took me straight to the fanciest restaurant in town, with tablecloths and candles and everything. He had made reservations, and got champagne, and just treated me like a princess. I told him all about my trip, except for that one part, of course. I knew he’d probably think it was really hot—he’d actually asked me if I’d be willing to do a threesome sometime. But I just didn’t want to tell him about it, it seemed too private. Still, dinner was really nice.

After dessert he drove me back to his apartment. We went into his bedroom and started to make love. Usually he wasn’t that big into foreplay, but I guess he figured that tonight I should get a little extra. He started playing with my nipples until I was moaning. Then he slid his fingers under my thong and started finger-banging me. After a few minutes I started pushing against them, trying to show him where my clit was, but he thought that meant I was about to come so he took them away and got out of his pants. He asked me to go down on him. I didn’t mind, so I went to work, licking and sucking and not really thinking about anything at all except how much unpacking I had to do the next day. Luckily it was a Saturday, and classes didn’t start till Monday.

Once his dick was hard, he laid me down on the bed and got between my knees. When he started humping away, I made the expected sounds, gasping and saying “Oh yeah, just like that.” Then, out of nowhere, I started thinking about Lynne: the way her lips tasted, how soft the skin of her back was under my hands, how she shivered when I just barely grazed her breast. I tried to wrench my mind away, but suddenly everything Jake was doing to me felt a little better. In my mind his broad back and narrow hips became her soft curves. I imagined that each thrust of his dick was a penetration by her warm hand, and  I moaned louder. The sound must have excited him, because he started pumping even harder into me, jarring me out of my reverie. Before I could get the sensation back, he shuddered and came into the condom I made him wear.

He lay heavily on me for a minute, then kissed me and heaved himself off. He rested one hand on my tit.

“How was it, babe?” He always asked, and my answer was always the same.

“Really good, baby.” This time it was almost true. Usually after sex I’d spend the night at his place, but once he started yawning I rolled off the bed and started getting my clothes.

“Hey, where you going?”

“I’ve just had a really long flight, spent the whole week sleeping in the same room as three other girls. I need a night alone, is all. Tonight was great though, sweetie, really.”

“Aw, okay. You want me to drive you home?”

I shook my head. “It’s fine, the bus is right outside. You go to sleep.”

“See you soon, babe. Love ya.”

“Sweet dreams.”

I went back to my dorm and pulled out my vibrator. That little battery-powered lifesaver was why it didn’t bother me that Jake could never give me an orgasm. I got plenty on my own. I switched it on and held it between my legs, and unbidden, Lynne came floating into my mind again. I turned it off quickly, suddenly scared. First I couldn’t get her out of my head during break, then she popped up while I was fucking Jake, and then again while I was trying to get myself off? What did it mean? Was I actually gay? I dropped the vibrator back in my sock drawer, grabbed my teddy bear, and tried to fall asleep. When I woke up to my alarm the next morning, I couldn’t remember what I had dreamed about, except that whatever it was had made me feel warm and safe.

The four of us had all picked the same major, so it was no surprise to walk into my first-period communications class and see Lynne sitting there. Still, I felt my breath catch in my throat, and my heart pounded rapidly as I dropped my book bag onto the chair next to hers.

“Hey,” she said, tucking a fiery curl behind her ear.

“How’s it going?” I asked, praying that the heat I felt rising in my face wasn’t a visible blush.

“Ugh, I can’t believe the year’s almost over! We’re going to be seniors!”

“I know, crazy, right? Seems like just yesterday you and me and Beth and Lindsay met at freshman orientation. Where’d all that time go?”

Lynne smiled. “It’s been great, though. I had a lot of fun in Cancun with you girls. I really feel like we all got even closer.”

“Me too.” I wondered if she remembered, if she had been thinking about it. Before I could work up the nerve to ask, we heard Beth and Lindsey from all the way down the hall, arguing about the ethics of not telling your fuckbuddy about your boyfriend and vice versa. They distracted us until the start of class.

“Finals are coming up,” the professor reminded us at the end of class. “In order to make sure you are all adequately prepared, I want you to form small study groups and turn in weekly reports on the readings. The first assignment is due Thursday.”

The whole class groaned. It wouldn’t be so bad for the four of us, though, since we’d work together. It was always more fun that way. We set the next night as our first study date, and decided to meet in Lynne’s room since it was closest to the center of campus.

I spent the next day on pins and needles. It took an hour to find just the right outfit, but I finally decided on my Seven jeans and a light pink tank top. I put on just a little makeup, some lip  gloss, and mascara, and as I was combing my hair I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. It looked like I was getting ready for a first date with some cute boy.

I dropped the hairbrush and looked at my reflection. “Stop it,” I told myself firmly. “Lynne is just your friend. This is not a date. She doesn’t even like girls, and neither do you. Okay? Okay.”

I looked sternly into my eyes, trying to make myself believe it, and then grabbed my purse and book bag and headed to Lynne’s room.

Surprise, surprise, Beth and Lindsay hadn’t shown up yet. I perched on Lynne’s desk and tried to make small talk while she straightened up her room. I told her about my date with Jake.

“And then after dessert he took me back to his room. It was really sweet.”

“Yeah? Did he make you come this time?”

I blushed. When Jake and I started dating, I mentioned to the girls that he sometimes didn’t let me finish, so now every time I mentioned us making love they asked me if I got to come. I usually giggled and lied and talked about how great he was now, how many little tricks he knew, but tonight I didn’t feel like keeping up the charade.

“Of course not. He never does, why would he change now?”

“Wait, he’s never made you come before?”

I blushed and just shook my head.

“But he’s not the first guy you’ve hooked up with, right?”

“Nah. Freshman and sophomore year I went home with a few frat guys. Had a boyfriend in high school, we had sex in the backseat of his car.”

“Okay, but were any of them any good?”

I started to get annoyed. What was she, a sex therapist or  something? “I mean, sure, I guess. Sex is always nice, it’s not a big deal if they make me come or not.”

“Sweetie, sex isn’t supposed to be ‘nice.’ You mean to say none of those boys has ever made your toes curl?” She walked over so she was standing in front of me. I started to tremble slightly.

“No, but, I mean, so what? I’ve got my vibrator. And it’s not like it matters that much. I don’t really mind. So long as they’re happy, you know?”

Lynne put one hand on each of my knees and spread them apart. She stepped closer to me, so that my knees were pressing against either side of her waist. “But Amy, what makes you  happy?” She leaned in and just barely grazed her lips against mine.

I responded without thinking, gently at first, but when her tongue snuck into my mouth, I pulled back.

“Wait, but…what is…are you…?”

“I’ve known who I am since I was fourteen. Fell for you the first day of freshman year, but figured it’d wreck our friendship if I said anything. But over break…well, you don’t kiss like a straight girl, that’s all I have to say. And I saw how you looked at me after. Knew there was something inside you that you just couldn’t admit to yet.”

“But I’m not a—”

She cut me off. “It doesn’t matter what you call yourself, straight, bisexual, femme, whatever. All that matters is that you want this, and so do I.” She started kissing me again, one hand on my waist, the other playing gently with my nipple. I couldn’t resist and started kissing her harder, pulling her close to me. A sudden concern pierced my excitement.

“But wait, Lindsay and Beth are coming over to study! What if they…?”

“Don’t worry about them. I told them I was sick and had to reschedule for tomorrow. We’ve got all night to ourselves.” With that she took me by the hand and pulled me off the desk, our mouths meeting again in earnest.

We somehow made it to her bed without separating our lips. She peeled off my tank top, and I slowly unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her pale breasts. She tugged off my jeans, and I slid my hands down her hips, removing her skirt. As she knelt there, almost naked, I couldn’t keep myself from grinning. My face must have mirrored hers.

She reached around to unhook my bra. I giggled. “You’re much faster at that than any of my boyfriends have been.”

Lynne smiled. “Well, you know, I wear them too.”

“You’re not wearing one tonight,” I retorted.

She shrugged. “Figured I’d make it that much easier for you.”

“This is the easiest decision I’ve ever made,” I whispered. I pushed her down and pulled her panties down her thighs. I wanted to go down on her, taste her, make her feel as good as I always wished I could feel. I gently nosed apart her pink lips and inhaled her scent, rich and tangy. It was my first time going down on a girl, but I knew exactly how to do it—all I had to do was exactly what I’d always wanted.

I started licking her gently, just barely pressing against her inner lips, up and around her clit hood. My hands crept gently up her belly, stroking her, and I grew light-headed from the sensation of her soft skin responding to my touch. She started to shiver as my tongue played around her clit, never touching the sensitive tip directly. She started to give me a little more guidance, pressing her flesh against my lips, showing me exactly how to touch her.

I couldn’t believe that I had to beg my boyfriends for five  minutes of oral sex. I never wanted to stop. Lynne was getting wetter and wetter, and her clit had swollen so much that every lick seemed to be bringing her closer to orgasm. I experimented with everything I thought would feel good: circling, figure eights, licking straight up and down and side to side. I put my mouth around her clit, breathed hot air on it, sucked it gently like it was a tiny cock. She loved having my whole mouth cover her, so I started eating her in earnest, lapping like she was a girl-flavored ice-cream cone.

“Oh, yes, please, more!” she started to cry. “I’m so close…I’m going to come!” I kept my face down there while she bucked and writhed, letting her guide the action so that her orgasm was long and hard. When it was over she flopped back down, breathing heavily, and as I looked up I saw that her breasts and stomach were coated with a delicate sheen of sweat.

“Pretty good for a straight girl,” she said when she had caught her breath.

“I thought you said it didn’t matter if I was straight or not.”

“Mmm. Sure doesn’t.” With that she pulled me up close to her and kissed me deeply, my whole face still sticky with her juices. As we were kissing she lay back down, positioning me so I was on my hands and knees over her. Her mouth made its way to my breast, and I shuddered and moaned as she sucked on it hard, nibbling gently. One of her hands snuck up in between my legs, and I cried out.

“Feel good?” she murmured.

“Is this how sex is supposed to be?” I asked.

She didn’t answer, just looked into my eyes. Whatever this was, it sure didn’t feel “nice.” I moaned and rocked my hips against her hand. This felt even better than my vibrator. It was like she knew just how my body worked, just how to make everything feel perfect. I almost started to cry from pleasure. I spread  my knees even wider apart, moved closer down, closer to her body. Her hand was strong and sure, she just kept stroking and caressing and circling me, and I knew she wouldn’t stop until I came. Her whole attention was focused on my body and its responses, and I let myself go, tossing my hair, crying out, letting her see on my face just how good she was making me feel.

I wanted the feeling to last forever, but finally I just couldn’t take it. “Oh, god, Lynne, I’m about to come…please don’t stop, please, please, please!”

“I’d never stop,” she whispered, and at that I exploded, bucking so hard the bed shook, and I came into her hand. I ground down until I trapped her wrist in between our bodies, making her laugh. When I couldn’t come anymore, I flopped at her side, one leg stretched across her lean flanks, and kissed her cheek.

“So that’s what it’s like when girls really go wild, isn’t it?”

She laughed. “Those poor boys have no idea what really happens when the cameras leave.”
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We decided to shave our armpits for our Saturday afternoon outing to the bar. Don’t ask me why. It’s not like we cared about impressing any coworkers who might show up, or any of the locals either—a bunch of aging, nicotine-stained biker dudes and babes. The Long Spur was the only bar within fifty miles, and it wasn’t much, but it wasn’t nothing, either, and cleaning up seemed like the prudent thing to do.

We’d been busting our asses for three weeks straight building trails across Idaho, our post-college graduation gig. We earned two days off to scrub off the dirt and down some beer. Come Monday morning, we’d be back on the line. That morning we arrived back at the bunkhouse all strung out, mosquito bit, and so ready for beer and loud music that we could have screamed.

So Millie and I shaved ourselves up, washed off the grit, and hit the road, radio blaring, armpits tingling, ready for anything.

We’d been smoking some weed scored from a local guy on the crew who had this stash in his trailer that looked like a bale  of hay, all rough and stems, but so sweet and fresh that just smelling it made you feel like you were floating on a cloud.

We flew out of the bunkhouse with a six-pack for good measure, playfully racing each other to my beat-up Pinto. It was good to be alive. We were feeling fine, maybe too fine, and about halfway to the Long Spur, we got lost. The funniest part was, to get to the Long Spur from the Forest Service bunkhouse you didn’t have to take any turns at all. Turn left out of the driveway, head down the road for fifteen miles, and you’re there, big old neon Budweiser sign bringing you right in for an easy landing. How we got lost, I couldn’t tell you, but there we were, all cleaned up with our slick, sweet-smelling pits, and going in circles. I kept turning around in driveways, laughing my ass off, as if getting lost was the funniest thing ever.

Millie wasn’t much help. She made me pull over so she could look at the bark of a big oak tree. “Oh my god, Bryn,” she yelled, feigning panic. “Pull over! I don’t think that tree is real. I have to touch it.” She walked around and around that damn tree, fondling its bark.

“Jesus, of course it’s a real tree,” I yelled at her. “If it isn’t real, it wouldn’t be breathing and I can see it breathing.” That put us on the ground in a spasm of laughter. It took Millie forever to let go of that tree. She knelt to the ground and gazed lovingly at the “oak nuts” that had fallen around it. After an eternity of discussing the botanical wonders of the oak nut, we finally remembered they’re called acorns, and that was even funnier than going in circles.

We finally got back in the car and had ourselves pretty well straightened out when a huge eight-point buck leaped out of the woods, all legs and hooves and horns, nearly hitting us head-on and causing me to brake hard, sending the car skidding sideways.

By some miracle, we missed the lucky bastard. He shook his  rack and took one long look back at us before bounding off into the woods. We pulled slowly to the side of the road and just sat there.

“Damn, that was close,” I said, my hands shaking. Millie sat for a long time with her head in her hands, bouncing her knees up and down. “Fuck the bar—let’s just stay here and get a grip. The beer is behind the seat.”

We gathered up the toppled but unbroken bottles and stumbled through the thick, cool woods. We found a small, sunny clearing in the middle of a cedar grove. I twisted open a couple of beers and sank into the dampish meadow grass, propping my head up on one of Millie’s crossed thighs.

“How did we miss that fucking deer?” Millie asked. She sucked down several gulps of beer before exclaiming, “Dammit, I’m horny.”

She was too much.

“I’m serious. I’m horny, Bryn. I need to get laid. Right now. Fuck! It could always be the last time. Think about that!”

I giggled, still a little high and a little scared from the near miss. “That would suck indeed, but I don’t think we’ll be getting a whole lot of action out here in the middle of nowhere.”

She took me by my shoulders, flipped me over like I was a naughty kid, and slapped me on the ass. “You’re it.”

“Yeah right, you stoned crazy bitch! You’re whacked. What are you going to do, fuck me up the butt with a pinecone?”

“Don’t be such a prude. Come on, strip. It’ll be fun. What’s not to love about fucking in wide open spaces with the wind whistling Dixie between your legs? Dare ya. Double-dog dare ya. Pussy. You’re not really so tough, are you? Scaredy cat.”

She wouldn’t quit. She plucked a purple cornflower and twirled it in her fingers. She ran it along my cheek, across my chest, and down one leg.

“We’re young. We’re alive. We’re single. There’s absolutely no fucking reason why we shouldn’t.” Millie smiled at me and raised her hands and shoulders into a question. “Give me one reason why not.”

I could hear the sound of a woodpecker pounding holes in a nearby snag.

I realized at that moment that Millie, in all of her free-spirited hilarity, was serious about the fucking. Why did she have to dare me? She shook out her ponytail, long wavy blonde hair falling across her shoulders. She slipped out of her tank top and stood up braless in her faded jeans, spinning around, following her young, firm breasts in circles, the filtered sunlight giving her muscular body an unearthly glow.

She took my hand and pulled me up off the ground, grabbing my ass as I stood up. She pressed her face to my neck and nibbled at my ear, and then reached into my shirt and pinched a nipple hard.

“Ouch, Millie! That hurt.”

I felt myself getting wet.

She giggled and put her hands on her hips. “You need to lighten up, Bryn. Slam another beer. Let’s have some fun.”

“You’re serious, aren’t you? I might. Maybe.”

Millie raised her arms in the air and howled like a wolf.

“Shhhh! Who knows who might come driving along here? You’re so out of control.”

She pulled off my T-shirt and signaled me to follow her to a cedar tree with low, thick branches. She grinned like a little girl and scaled up a few levels, settling herself on a thick branch that made her look like she was straddling a giant bark-covered cock.

“Damn, Millie, you are like a fucking forest nympho,” I said. I followed her up to the dick branch and situated myself behind  her, cedar boughs grazing my back. The sweet smell of that oxygen-exhaling tree’s breath swirled around us as we parted our legs across its bark. My breasts pressed against Millie’s long hair and her smooth, strong shoulder blades as I steadied myself against her.

“Touch me Bryn, come on. This living, breathing tree loves me. You know you want to love me too.”

I pulled her hair to one side, wrapped my arms around her waist, and tentatively kissed her shoulder. Her skin radiated lust. She reached back and ran her hands down my thighs, tilted her head back, and inhaled deeply.

“Good girl. Now touch me here.”

Millie unzipped her jeans and took my hand, guiding it down to her cunt, already swollen and wet. I could feel the heat rippling across her skin.

“And here.”

She pulled my fingers to her clit. I imagined pleasuring myself while I fingered her, letting her moans guide my strokes. Maybe it was the pot, but her clit felt huge beneath my fingertips. It was, I admit, intoxicating. Okay, it was more than intoxicating. It was fucking amazing and incredibly freeing. I began to lose myself in sensation and pleasure. I continued rubbing her dripping pussy and leaned against her back, my free hand stroking her hardened nipples.

Millie literally squealed with pleasure, a high girlish sound I’d never heard her make. There was nothing high-pitched about Millie, but there she was, perched in a tree, me fucking her with my fingertips, and her squealing silver bells of joy like a wood-land fairy.

“Bryn,” Millie said, placing her hand atop mine. “Let’s go back to the meadow.”

We climbed down like a couple of jungle Janes. Millie skipped  back to the meadow, breasts bouncing, arms outstretched, singing some old folk song while I trotted after her, only half-believing what was happening, the craziness of it, the beauty of it, the thrill of it—and only half-believing that I would be brave enough to let go completely.

I let Millie pull me down on top of her in the grass. She was all smiles and giggles, obviously thrilled to have lived to fuck again. I straddled her and took one of her hard nipples in my mouth. I sucked at it awkwardly and bit down, tugging on it and letting it pop out of my mouth with drama, masking my nervousness with bravado.

God she smelled good, like soap and ferns and weed. She turned me over and slid down my body, my stomach slick with sweat and dew. She spread my legs and licked my thighs. Her tongue traced an arc across my buttocks and into my cunt with gentle urgency. She buried her face deep in my understory and licked me hard and fast, her hands under my ass, pushing my crotch skyward.

She thrust her tongue in deep, and then singed a trail of fire around my swollen clit, her fingers butterfly wings of pleasure that stripped me of all inhibition. She moved her hands, wet with my juices, up my sides and onto my tits, rubbing my aching nipples. My hips twisted uncontrollably beneath her. She slid up my wet stomach, squeezing my breasts together and putting both throbbing nipples into her mouth at once, making little circles with her tongue and biting just enough to make me go crazy. Pleasure and pain shot through my body, and I wrapped my legs around her waist, the universe expanding in a ball of red-hot flame. She took a fistful of my hair and pulled my neck sideways, licking my throat and breasts. I shuddered and moaned with pleasure.

Then she reversed position and went down on me again, her  dewy blossom a wildflower hovering above my face. I licked at it lightly at first, then pulled her hips down, wanting to explore deeper, her juices wetting my lips while I enjoyed her animal taste.

I explored the inner edges of her petals with my tongue, sliding my fingers carefully into her labyrinth. Millie’s clit pulsed in my mouth, quivering like forbidden fruit. Mesmerized, I wrapped my tongue around it again and again, a moth to a flame. She moaned with pleasure, her hips grinding, her breasts against my hips, her long hair draped across my thighs, her tongue dancing around inside of me.

Millie lightly sucked my clit into her lips and held me there, aching, as she pushed her fingers in deep.

“Fuck me, Millie,” I moaned, my voice deep and breathless, released, freed by the wings of lust. “You feel so good, Millie, God, your tongue. Mmmm, you are sunshine and earth and clouds and trees. Oh my god, Millie!” Millie’s fingertips flickered across my G-spot, her lips pulsing against me as I arched my back and gave in to desire. She came moments later, a flood of hot come, ocean and sky, filling my mouth.

We lay there entwined in the grass, panting and giggling, and somehow it all seemed as natural as if we were Greek dryads come to life.

The sound of footsteps at the edge of the forest startled us to our feet.

We stood there in the meadow, sweaty and wet, pine needles and bits of moss and grass clinging to our skin. A light breeze stirred the trees. From behind a tall cedar emerged the buck, looking across the meadow at us with those big animal eyes, just watching, waiting to see what we’d do next.
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