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TO YOU,
FOR YOU,
 
THE READER!

ONE
 
 
Sara is a childhood friend of mine. She is the kind of girl my mom always said I would end up marrying one day.
Even when we were far apart during our college years, we always kept in touch. It was strange the way how things were between us.
We could spend hours on the phone talking about anything and everything, it seemed we had no boundaries on the things we discussed. The subjects were endless, and sometimes it could get quite spicy. 
As much as we talked about sex, we actually never ended up doing anything of it together. I guess none of us wanted to ruin the kind of special friendship that we had by a momentary slip off our sexual organs.
She’s a … how shall I put it? A very attractive woman. I have to say, woman, she turned 25 last Saturday. That was when all this took place. One evening of perverse fun took us over the edge. Not only did we break our boundaries, but we also we ended up doing something weird. Something that might have ended our friendship.
Her body is one of a kind. It’s just stunning. There’s no other way to describe it. She works out daily to keep herself in shape. A head taller than me, long slender, but, oh my, incredibly shaped legs. You should see her in high heels and thigh-highs. That is a sight worth a wet dream on more than one night.
Yes, I admit it. I adore her and since I think she is the most gorgeous woman that I know, I have no problem telling you about her. If I could find someone else like her, I wouldn’t be single. 
Her breasts are a little more than a handful with almost skin toned nipples that points slightly upwards. I have seen her naked so many times that I know every inch of her body, but I have never touched it before. Not before her birthday, that is.
The flat stomach shows the muscles clearly, almost as if someone had drawn the lines on her skin. Below, she has a very protruding pubic mound that’s so clean. The slit is short and narrow. I get hard just describing her.
After last weekend, I even know how she smells. And what she tastes like. Not to mention that she has a really kinky side I had no idea existed.

TWO
 
 
We had been apart for four long years while we both were in college. We had left our home of Chicago behind us; she had chosen to attend UCLA while I got into MIT. 
The time difference was a problem at first, with her being 3 hours behind me. By the time I got out of my class, she walked into hers. That made the weekends our solution, skipping parties and other fun things for our conversations that we didn’t want to miss out on.
Thinking back on all the years, it must seem that she and I were a couple without being together. How weird that even sounds, it does make sense that some thought so. 
During our senior year, we were talking about moving back to Chicago, but something inside us wanted to move someplace else. Not too far away, and definitively not too far south. The climate was not our cup of tea, which made me wonder why she had chosen LA to begin with.
A friend of one of my professors had an opening at his company, which I got recommended for. When I found out it was in Nashville, I called Sara right away and asked her what she thought about that place. Before we had finished our call that night, she had made up her mind as well. She was moving there too if I was.
I went for an interview after an initial video call, walking around down Nashville I was blown away. However, it was when I tasted the wings at a hole in the wall place that I was a hundred percent convinced. A weird factor to be the deciding one, but that’s how I am.
They offered me a job on standing foot when we were done with the interview, the pay they offered was much more than I had hoped for. The company even arranged a living for me. A three-bedroom apartment downtown within walking distance to the job. The only thing I needed to do was graduate and move there.
So, I did, with honors. Sara joined me a week later when she was done with her school.

THREE
 
 
Time flew faster than any of us had thought it would. She got a job as a hostess at a bar, it wasn’t what she had gone to college for, but weirdly as it seemed, she loved it and made good money. 
My job was great, it actually got better with time. I, for one, could actually say I had excellent bosses. 
We drove home to Chicago to see our families as often as we could. But, we kind of grew tired of it rather quickly, none of them ever visited us in Nashville. We thought that was really tacky, especially since we were the only kids in the respective family. 
When Sara was closing in on her 25th birthday, we decided not to visit anyone and celebrate it there. If they wanted to come and congratulate her, they were more than welcome, but we weren’t begging them to come. 
She was really bummed out when not a single soul even called and asked if she was coming home. I could tell she was hurt, but she played it cool. 
After two tequila shots downed with a beer, she told me that the two of us would celebrate it our own way. 
An hour later she said something else that I could not repeat in my lifetime, I am not using that kind of language about my folks. 

FOUR
 
 
'What do you want to do?' I asked her for the umpteenth time, not even considering she would actually answer this time.
'Well, let's have breakfast first, and I want you to serve me. Clothing optional. Just kidding, but it would be kind of cool if you dressed up a little or differently.'
'I see, kinky thing you are.' I laughed at her, not even knowing half of it yet.
'Yeah, I can be quite … imaginative.' She blushed, the way her cheeks turned red was so cute I felt butterflies in my stomach.
'I haven't even gotten you a present yet. Anything specific you want?'
'Not really. I am more than happy with you letting me live with you. Not really understanding why you want me around as much as you do, since you are not chasing me down like the other girls.'
'What other girls?'
'Let's see. Liza from last Saturday, Jessica two nights ago. Oh, let's not forget that older woman you went out to the parking lot with.'
Laughing at her, it was my time to blush. I remembered her. Her name was Fiona Morrison, she and a bunch of her friends had shown up at the bar Sara, and I, was at. One thing had led to another, and suddenly she was pole dancing me in the backseat of her car. She had been a wild one. I actually have her number, might call her soon. 
'Okay, so what about after breakfast then?' Changing the subject before I got myself into too much trouble explaining myself. 
Sara hadn't been as active in her dating since she had arrived as I had expected. She was constantly being asked out at work, friends to me asked me about her. But she kept turning everyone down. I was confused. Something had happened to her. Or something was going on with her.
'There is a stream half an hour from here, I'd like to go there and have a picnic for lunch. And there is one thing I actually would like.'
'And … what is that?'
'To be able to ask you any questions I want, and you have to answer them all truthfully without hesitation. To be able to tell you to do anything and everything I ask of you, and you'll do it without questioning me.'
'That sounds more like an interrogation than a birthday.' Squinting one eye at her, trying to figure out what she was up to. Her face was more motionless than dry paint.
'Yes, or no? Is that something you can do for me?'
'Sara, I'll do anything for you. I hope you know that. There is no other person that I know of, that I am willing to … ' My voice died when I saw the look in her eyes. 'Yes Sara. Ask away, tell me what to do. I'll grant your wishes and your commands on your birthday.'
'Thank you! You are the best.' Her arms circled themselves around me faster than an octopus, squeezing me tight as an airlock.
She was so warm, smelled so good, I couldn't help it, I began growing hard against her. All I got back was a humming sound against my chest as it was escaping her mouth. 
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