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Dedication

Dedicated
to sisters everywhere and to the sister I never had. Sisters do not
need to have the same mother. All are sisters especially
friends.

 


'My sis is mad. We fed her rocks...'
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Story


Early
On

You're an
ordinary girl. How many times had she heard that? Too many. Maybe
it was clichéd in a killer wave. The term born, killed and re-born
a zillion times. In her head she knew who she was, what she was and
what she stood for. Those facts made her happy; more than people
realised.

Her name was Liza. She was thirty four but said thirty two
when asked. Why? She didn't know. Am I vain?
Maybe, she laughed to
herself. Men often thought she was in her mid twenties and she
attracted young studs of that age. When she was in the mood, she
enjoyed their attention and made them sweat for their effort. More
notches on her imaginary bedpost.

Family
wise Liza's was quite normal. There was one sister and both parents
were still together. Not because of love but due to commonality. It
was easier to live as a couple than apart and two brains helped
solve any problems twice as fast as one.

Liza was
a bright girl, educated to college level. Work wise, she'd tried
varied jobs like ammo work, making snooker tables and driving a
mini cab, until she found one she was happy with, being a sports
physio. This brought many 'opportunities' for fun.

One of
her main interests was making love. The reason? Because it felt
good. It was a simple and vain answer but she was fine with it. Her
marriage had lasted a few years and one time was enough. Now she
was content to enjoy erotic intimacy rather than find another 'Mr
Right' and risk her heart again.

Her life
experiences included: being able to drive, the ability to turn on a
computer and surf the internet, a green belt in karate from her
teen years, a mid-twenties gap year travelling Europe for the
culture and lastly, an interest in indie music that was still with
her.

To look
at Liza, she was just another girl. Her straw coloured hair was
fine, it was always blowing in the wind, getting tangled. Most
women would have tied it back but not Liza. She liked the 'wild'
look it gave her and often used it to get guys. They seemed to like
it, not being bothered if it wasn't picture perfect. Dress wise,
she was the opposite, only wearing stylish outfits. They made her
slim figure more appealing and desirable.

All in
all, she had what it took. Her brown eyes could be flirty or deep,
innocent or sad. With her communication skills and intent, Liza got
what she wanted in life, especially with stoked up men, and at rare
times, with open minded women. There was a friendly rivalry with
her friend who was like a sister; this was an issue when it had
clashed with her marriage.

Holiday
Times

When Liza
was twenty three, she went away to Spain. She had a wicked time. On
the second day she picked a sexy tanned eighteen year old up at the
beach. They made love in the waves. His inexperience was tempered
by her patience and love. Liza took his virginity and he gave her a
wonderful memory.

She often
thought back to that time when playing with herself. Like now when
she was in the bath. There was something innocent and pure about
having a virgin. Not many of her other lovers or lovemaking had
equalled that day. Hot water lulled her and she was back on the
Spanish beach with her gorgeous teen lover.

My dear Jean, I miss you. I wonder how you are at this moment?
I wish you were here with me, right now. All I have is our precious
memory of that time. I won't ever forget you or what we
did.

Her
fingers gently played with her pussy and Liza floated in a surreal
orgasm that was both real and imagined. It went on for decades and
would infinitely endure. Till the stars stopped shining and the
universe was reborn. It was like that. Liza was no longer in her
thirties, she was twenty three. It was so real.

"I
promise to be gentle my dear Jean. Your first time with me will be
wonderful," Liza whispered.

She took
off her bikini and was naked. She saw Jean's erection as he slid
his trunks down. His cock was lovely. And it was soon inside Liza
when they made love in the gentle waves. Here was a perfect person.
As was his entire body, his entire soul, his entire being. He was
beyond comparison. The memory was so real... as were his words:
'I'll always love you Liza, no matter where you are..."


***

A more
down to earth encounter was when Liza went on holiday in Blackpool
a few years ago. She met a man, Kev, who was a tattooist. She ended
up with a free tattoo and half decent sex session. The tattoo was
of a seagull.

Love was
a tug of war and about control. Liza was with Kev a little over one
year. She controlled him like a puppet on a string and always said
that she would stop. Those were empty words. Liza wanted to be
nicer to Kev but it never happened. It wasn't her fault, what
followed; he was hit by a truck and killed outright. Now looking
back on the aftermath, she carried the guilt for her controlling
actions and a respect of their love. If only she'd behaved
differently, her karma with Kev would be perfect.

On warm summer evening's, Liza thought about her lost love. It
came and hit her like the same truck that took him. Though she'd
known many men, either through sex or romance, Kev stood out. His
air of innocence got to her, even now. No narratives, erotic
descriptions or memorial pieces would ever appease how our lady
felt. It was the end of innocence. How many times had that been
said? I know in my mind what happened, if
not the reasons why. And at least I have my tattoo...

Pure Damn
Joy

Claire
put her toe up her friendly lover's pussy. Liza liked it. It was
the time before the husband steal and fallout. That was bad but it
was soon overcome. Friendly rivalry was more to worry about than
simply seducing a husband! She had a lot to answer for!

Right
now, it was time to get it on and enjoy a rock n roller. Liza
kissed Claire on the lips. Then massaged her shoulders and groped
her tits in a 21st Century show of girl power. Two female bodies
fell into each other; a round shape in the same hole. No one could
deny the enjoyment factor.

It took
thirty minutes for the toe wiggling to bring dear pal to climax.
When it did, she screamed and almost brought the house down. Who
cared what the neighbours thought? Girl power was the way to go. A
cum covered foot was evidence.

Liza was
naked. Both had showered. Claire kissed her lover from top to
bottom. There was nothing 'dirty' about toe sucking; it was part of
the fun. Pussy juice added to the mix. Did many close pals do
this?


***

In
England they were called prick teasers. You had one here, a lady,
who acted like a man. She was all above board in mind, body,
actions and more. She fell apart in her intent. Leading on an
Englishman, holding his hand, kissing him and whispering sweet
nothings. No wonder Liza had to step in and calm things down, lady
wise. Some things just weren't cricket, were they?

Liza was
fed up of this cock rider. The young man who was the centre of
attention was Ned. Liza planned to make a move on him. But the
prick teaser beat her to it; flirting, caressing Ned's hand,
standing a bit too close.

"I'll
have a cup of tea, please. Two sugars," Liza said, ordering a
coffee and sending him a big grin. She made sure the other woman
saw it. The young man, Ned, took her order. They were at his place
of work, a small cafe in town.

"Ok then.
Coffee with two sugars coming right up. I'll bring it to your
table," Ned replied. He looked warily between the two women who
glared at one another.


"Excellent. Bring me two sausage rolls too. See you in a
minute." Liza looked her rival up and down, shrugged, turned tail
and returned to her table. Ned went to make the coffee.

The ugly love rival is annoyed and all flustered now. Wait
till she sees what I'll do next, Liza
thought, smiling. The other woman waited at the counter, pretending
to make up her mind on her order.

Ned came
out of the kitchen with a coffee pot. He placed it down carefully
and saw the grin and wink that Liza flashed him. "Bring a second
cup," Liza whispered. He quickly went back for the sausage rolls.
Would he bring the extra cup?

"What
the..." retorted the other woman, seeing what Liza was up to. Liza
shrugged her shoulders again and held up her hands.

The lad
hurried back with the rolls and other cup. "Join me? It's lonely
drinking and eating alone."

"Well, I
don't know miss..." Ned stammered. He looked at Liza and then the
other woman, then back again. Liza nodded and stroked his hand. It
was her lovely honest smile that did it. "Ok then."


"Excellent! Sit here beside me." Liza poured the coffee into
his cup and then her own, finally adding sugar. Then she offered
him a roll and a peck on the cheek followed by one on his lips. He
accepted and took a bite. On seeing this, the love rival glared and
stamped out of the shop.

"Looks
like I get the boy..." Liza grinned, kissing Ned on his cheek again
and then lips.


Girlfriend Titillation

Keep your
enemies close and your wife/girlfriend/lover closer. That was a
saying that Liza came up with. Her enemies were evil and wished
only bad things upon her. So she kept them close but her new
girlfriend even closer; this attitude bred both trust and
dependency in battle. For it was a war of words and actions,
carried out face to face, behind one's back and online. Back
stabbing bastards were the worst, followed by online trolls. In
face to face encounters, an enemy could be hit hard in the face.
One example was occurred a few years ago in town.

Liza was
with Gem, her girlfriend, buying some girly stuff. An ex school
pupil named Kaz, a rough spoken overweight woman, made a beeline
for the couple. She verbally laid into Gem right in front of Liza,
showing no respect. Why she ignored Liza at first was a mystery.
But the fat chav noticed Liza when she got a slap on her podgy red
face and screamed leave my girlfriend alone! A scuffle and war of
words followed.

The fat
woman pushed Liza, who in turn punched her on the nose. Blood
jetted everywhere. Liza grabbed Gem's hand and led her away from
the squirming wounded mouthy trouble causer. Oddly, the police
weren't called. Did the instigator feel guilty at starting it? From
that day on, no one caused the ladies any problems.


***

"Thank
you so much for defending me," Gem said, stroking Liza's long
hair.

"Oh it's
nothing. You'd do the same for me," Liza replied, kissing Gem's
lips.

"I love
you Liza. You're so brave."

"That's a
nice thing to say. I love you too." The two lovers kissed some more
and fell into one another's arms. They were naked and on the sofa
in the back room at Liza's place. The curtains were drawn for
privacy. It was the middle of a week day. Liza took a day off work
and spent quality time with her lady.

Gem moved
so she was above Liza. She placed delicate kisses on her partner's
forehead, nose and lips then worked her way down, pausing at the
lovely breasts. They stood out like twin unconquered mountains.
Each nipple got a kiss and suck, as did the area around them.
Little nibbles that moved south to Liza's flat stomach. Then down
to her thighs and lower legs, stopping at her toes.

Liza
shook her head when Gem was about to start toe sucking. Gem did a
mock grimace and worked her way up again, kissing the lower legs
before reaching the thighs. She slowly parted them and stroked each
one, adding further kisses. On reaching the jewel, Liza's pussy,
Gem stopped and looked at it.

"Your
pussy is lovely."

"Thank
you my love."

"I'm
going to kiss you there."

"Please
do..."

Gem kissed away, eating, licking, nibbling, probing,
fingering. Liza ascended to heaven. Oh my
pagan goddess! This feels do bloody good. Gem is so gentle. I can
feel every touch and kiss. I can't wait to cum all over her
face...

Used And
Abused Ex Boyfriends

Like
every other girl, Liza had her fair share of ex boyfriend. She was
friends with some but most were in the dustbin. There two she saw
separately once a month, using and abusing them. The first was
Mark. He was a thirty year old shop fitter. The second was Roy, a
rough and ready character. He was forty two and an ex soldier. Both
romances had been casual things, little more than dating with lots
of sex. Though both men were of different age, career and
personality, they were the same in one regard: they loved sex. Lots
of it.

Liza saw
Mark every 15th and Roy on the 1st. It spaced out her love life in
case she didn't shag anyone else from a club or through work. Mark
was with Liza now. He gave her what she wanted; the use of his
cock.

Mark was
cuffed to the bed frame. There was no way he could escape. Liza
nibbled his
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