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‘I got the job!’ I yelled, jumping up and down excitedly as I ran into my flatmates room.  ‘Liz, I got the job!’

‘You did!’ she exclaimed, standing up to hug me warmly.  ‘That’s brilliant news, Abbie.  Well, done! Which one?’

‘The PA role-it’s a three-month contract so I can pay rent!’ I exclaimed, happily.

‘Well, that’s the best news! When do you start?’ she asked.

‘On Monday!’ I squealed, laughing with pleasure.  ‘We have to go out and celebrate!’ 

‘Ooh yeah! Will you come to that new club in town?’ she questioned.  ‘Do you mind if I ask Kayla?’

‘The more the merrier,’ I smiled.  ‘Invite her! We’ll go and drink and celebrate! It’ll be amazing!’ I gushed.

‘Let’s do it,’ she smiled.  ‘And dress up, okay? I hear this club is really fancy.  Much better than ‘Diva.’

‘It’s become a bit of a dive, hasn’t it?’ I mused.  ‘Well, I might go out and get a new outfit, do some shopping before later.’

‘Great plan! I’ve got some work to finish up here and then I’ll call Kayla and get it all arranged.’

‘Fantastic!’ I enthused. ‘Okay; I’ll see you later, Liz.’

‘Yeah.  Congratulations, Abbie. I’m really pleased for you.’

I grinned at her.  ‘Thanks Liz.  I’m over the moon.’

I left her to it, grabbed my bag and headed out.  The drive took me out and along the sea front road and towards the town.  I looked out to the beach as I drove, smiling to myself and feeling happier that I had in ages.  A new job was just what I needed right now.  A new start and a fresh experience.  

After parking up, I wandered around the shops and picked out some clothes, mainly for when summer came and the weather would require less.  Picking out some pretty underwear too, I added it to my basket and wondered if I’d ever have the chance to wear it for someone nice.

I’d been single for over a year now, having separated from a partner who’d turned out to be a cheat who had lied about everything, especially about what she wanted in the future.  Her dreams had not aligned with mine, and it still made me sad to think how close I’d come to settling with someone like her.  Sighing to myself, I made a few more impulse purchases before heading to the checkouts to pay.  A little treat for myself, I mused, seeing as I was going to be in work again as of Monday.

After heading home, I spent a quiet afternoon in my room before pampering myself in the bath for hours on end, reading and relaxing while I got ready for the night ahead.  I hadn’t been out in such a long time, especially to a nightclub, so I was excited about socialising and seeing this much talked about club for the first time.  The town of Bournemouth had a busy social scene, and there were many pubs, bars and clubs to frequent.  Be that as it may, if you were looking for LGBTQ places to go to, they were few and far between.  The arrival of the new club, Moonlight, was a welcome addition to the community.  I couldn’t wait to go out and see what was on offer and finally get back out in the social scene.

My breakup had affected me badly and I’d suffered a decline in my mental health and with the loss of a job shortly after, it had left me feeling like a shell of myself.  Despite that, I’d taken some time to heal, built myself up again and had since gotten stronger both mentally and physically.  With a new job on the horizon, I was determined to make it work.

Arriving home, I found Liz already getting ready.

‘Hey you! Did you shop?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, I did,’ I grinned.  ‘I got some lovely stuff ready for summer-and a few work clothes too,’ I told her, happily.

‘What about for tonight?’ 

‘Oh well, I’d thought I’d just wear black trousers and a strappy top...something from my closet,’ I informed her.

‘Yeah?’ she said, leafing through my bags.  ‘Ooh, what about this?’ she cried, pulling out a short black skirt and a flashy black top with gold embellishments. 

‘I’ll freeze!’ I exclaimed.  ‘This is for the summer, Liz!’

‘Oh, come on! How often do we get to go out like this? And to a new club? Freeze for one night-inside it’ll be hot and steamy anyway,’ she grinned.  ‘I’ve heard great things about this place.’

‘But it only just opened,’ I frowned.

‘Yeah, last week. Loads of friends have told me they went to opening night and it was amazing! You have to make an effort and dress up. Wear this...trust me, it’ll be perfect.’

I looked at the clothing dubiously.  ‘It’s winter,’ I said, screwing my face up a little.

‘Abbie, do you want to get a girlfriend or what?’ she demanded.  ‘Because just the other day you were banging on about the fact that you’re lonely and that you miss being in a relationship!’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘I did say that.’

‘So, dress up, honey!’ she exclaimed.  ‘And let them see what’s on offer!’

‘Liz!’ I exclaimed, laughing.

‘Oh, come on...you’ve got a great figure under there, you just hide it away under baggy, comfortable clothes too much.’

‘Fine, fine,’ I muttered.  ‘I’ll wear it-but you wear something similar so I’m not the only one going out looking like a total slut in the middle of winter!’

‘Deal,’ she agreed.  ‘And Kayla will love it,’ she giggled.

I laughed at her.  ‘Okay; I’m going to go and get ready.’

‘Meet you at seven ready to go, yeah?’ she requested.

‘I’ll be ready,’ I promised her, smiling.  Somehow, I knew this was going to be a good night.

At seven, I left my room and headed down to meet Liz.  Kayla had arrived and they were waiting near the door, their voices full of excitement.

‘Wow, look at you!’ Liz cried, as I approached.

‘Oh my God, Abbie! You look hot!’ Kayla agreed.

‘You don’t think it’s a bit much?’ I asked, dubiously.  The skirt was short, and the top was figure hugging to the point that nothing was left to the imagination.

‘No, it’s perfect!’ Liz said, tugging her jacket open.  ‘Look! I’ve got similar on! We’re hot,’ she told me. ‘Grab your jacket and let’s go.’

I decided to go with it, because like she’d said earlier, when we got to the club, it would be busy and warm inside.  ‘Fine, let’s get going.’

We headed out, got a taxi and were driven the short distance to the club.  In ten minutes, we were queueing up to go in, and the place looked incredible.  It was packed already, with people literally lining up to go inside which was encouraging as it meant more potential women to meet.

‘Abbie?’ Liz spoke, as we waited to go in.

‘Yeah?’

‘Kayla’s invited me back to hers after this tonight,’ she told me.  ‘Will you be okay to get your own taxi back later?’

‘Yes, of course,’ I said, as this happened often.  With Liz attached, we often went out and then made separate ways home so that she could go back to her partner’s house.  

‘But message me to let me know you’re home safe, okay?’ she told me.

‘I will do,’ I smiled, appreciating my friend.  She always looked out for me, even when I didn’t need her too.

‘Okay then! Let’s do this!’

After heading inside, I was pleasantly surprised by the atmosphere in the new club.  It was busy with activity, and we had to make our way through the crowd to get to the bar.  I stood with my friends, looking out at the busy dance floor.  It was literally heaving, and there were women everywhere, clearly out for a good time.  Excitement swept through me.  It had been way too long, and I really needed to break the funk I was in and get myself some action. 

Scouring the dance floor for women who appealed, I couldn’t see anyone yet who I would personally approach.  I had a type, and none of them fulfilled what I was looking for.

I relaxed in the company of Liz and Kayla for a while, sharing drinks and shots with them while we chatted and laughed together.  When the couple headed to the dance floor, I headed to the bar instead, waiting behind a queue of people who lined the bar.  It was heaving, so each time we bought drinks it took a while to be served.

While I was waiting, I turned to look to the dance floor, watching my friends enjoy themselves and dance to a popular song.  As I turned, a woman from the bar was turning too and unexpectedly bumped into me, spilling her drink all the way down my top, soaking it through.

‘Oh God, I’m sorry!’ the woman exclaimed, steadying me with a hand on my arm as we stumbled into one another.

‘Oh!’ I gasped, wetness seeping through my clothing.  ‘Crap, my top...’ I muttered.

‘I’m so sorry,’ the woman repeated.

‘It’s o...’ I began, as I looked up.  I stopped in my tracks as my eyes met the woman in front of me.  Now, she was more like it, I mused.  Completely my type.  Tall, athletic, short blonde hair and with a masculine edge to her clothing, look and attitude, she was exactly what I was looking for.  ‘It’s okay,’ I told her, smiling up at her. ‘Just an accident...’ I said, feeling the stickiness seeping into my skin.  

‘I really didn’t mean to spill that all down you.’

‘It’s fine,’ I told her. ‘I’ll go to the bathroom and clean myself up,’ I continued, pulling at the material.

‘Let me help you,’ she said, eagerly.

‘Oh no, it’s fine,’ I said, feeling the intensity of her eyes on mine.  

‘No; come on...let’s go and get you sorted out,’ she smiled.

In all honesty, I didn’t want to lose her to the crowd, so I grinned back and agreed.  ‘Fine,’ I nodded, turning to walk towards the bathrooms.

We headed to the bathrooms and found long queues in the main ones.  

‘Come over to this disabled bathroom,’ she encouraged, grabbing my hand.  ‘We’ll be quick,’ she promised, not wanting to take over the bathroom.

‘Okay,’ I agreed, following her in.

The lights flashed on as we went inside and then she turned, the door slamming shut behind us.  Looking up into her eyes, I found that she was almost a whole head taller than me.  In the light, I saw that she was absolutely gorgeous, and desire ripped through my system in a flash of heat, making me blush scarlet as she looked at me intently.

‘Take it off,’ she said, huskily.

My eyebrows rose in surprise.  ‘I...what?’ I exclaimed, surprised.

She smiled, almost seductively, the heat in her eyes intense. ‘Take your top off...it’ll be easier to clean it off.’

‘Oh...’ I said, looking down.  ‘Yeah,’ I murmured, before reaching for the hem of the top and tugging it over my head.  Beneath I wore a skimpy, black lace bra which didn’t do much to hide my well-shaped breasts.  I could see her eyes take this in before reaching for the top to start washing it clean.

While she worked on that, I reached for paper towels to wipe away the sticky alcohol from my stomach.  

‘I’m so sorry about this,’ she told me, glancing up at me from the sink.

‘It’s fine,’ I told her, smiling.  ‘Just an accident,’ I added.

‘It’s crowded in here, huh? I didn’t expect it to be this busy!’

‘It seems like a good club,’ I replied.

‘Popular,’ she mused, trying now to dry my top under the air dryer.

I watched her for a few moments as she dried it, her body half turned away from mine.  Everything about her was appealing to me, from the tight black jeans to her fitted shirt which accentuated her curves. She was tall and athletic looking, her body gorgeous to my sex-starved eyes. 

As she turned, I lifted my eyes to her face, and found her to be absolutely breathtakingly captivating, from her bright blue eyes down to her full, kissable lips.  She was gorgeous.  Completely, drop-dead gorgeous.

‘It’s still damp,’ she told me, ‘But it’s not sticky anymore...I’m so sorry,’ she said, handing it back to me.

‘Don’t worry,’ I said, accepting the top and pulling back on quickly.  ‘These things happen...’

‘At least let me buy you a drink to make up for it,’ she offered, taking a step towards me.

I tilted my head upwards to take her stunning face in, loving how tall she was and the way her eyes seemed to study me intently as we spoke.  ‘That would be nice.’

‘Yeah?’ she smiled.

I nodded, reaching my hand out to hers.  ‘I’m Abbie,’ I told her.

She took my hand gently.  ‘Blue,’ she replied.

‘Blue?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah...don’t ask,’ she chuckled.  

‘Enough said,’ I smiled, loving the way her eyes took me.  She seemed interested in me, and that pleased me immensely.  It was about time I had some fun again, and this woman seemed like someone who would be incredible to get to know.  

‘Come on. I’ll buy you a drink,’ she told me.  ‘And this time I won’t spill it all over you.’

‘Deal,’ I said, following her out.

As she headed for the busy main area of the club, she reached back and offered her hand to keep me with her while we walked through the side of the dance floor and back towards the bar.  Her hand felt warm and strong, and I loved the way she took the lead with me. She already felt like someone I was interested in getting to know. 

When we reached the bar, she turned to me, edging me closer to her in the crowded bar.  

‘What can I get you?’ she asked.

‘Bacardi and coke, please,’ I told her, smiling up at her.

‘Sounds good,’ she grinned.  ‘I’ll get us both that.’

I waited beside her as she ordered, managing to get the attention of the bar tender far quicker that I would ever have managed.  She alluded confidence and charisma to the point that it was clear people noticed her.  I could see other women checking her out all around me, but I was intent on keeping her for myself, so I kept my hand in hers and my body pressed up to her side in the crowd.

‘Here you go,’ she said, releasing my hand and reaching for the drinks to hand me one.

‘Thanks,’ I smiled.  ‘Are you here on your own?’ I asked, leaning forwards to talk to her as the music was blaring, the noise so loud that it was difficult to talk.

‘Yeah,’ she nodded. ‘You?’

‘With friends,’ I told her.  ‘My flatmate and her partner are dancing,’ I said, pointing them out, to which they saw me and gave a wave back happily beaming at me.

Turning back to the incredible looking woman before me, I sipped at my drink.  I sensed her eyes on me so I looked up to find her staring down at me with an intensity which would have been unnerving if I hadn’t been feeling completely into the experience as well. Her smile was sultry, and my thoughts travelled south instantly as my heart picked up its pace as well.

‘Dance?’ she asked, indicating the floor.

I nodded, lifting my drink to finish before we discarded the glasses and headed to the crowded are where people were dancing happily.

When we reached the dance floor, the woman turned to me and reached for me.  I hadn’t been expecting her to take me in her arms quite so quickly, but she did, pulling me close and starting to move with me to the music.

Her body shifted closer to mine, easing me into the long lines of her body and moving with sensual ease to the music which played.  I lifted my arms to her shoulders while hers gripped my waist, pulling me closer to her as we moved.  My body heated instantly, the feeling of her body rocking against mine making me yearn for the contact I’d been so sorely missing during this past year.  I didn’t go out or date much, but I resolved in that moment, that if she tried to come on to me, I wouldn’t be saying no.  I rarely met women as perfect as she was in my eyes.  She was exactly my type, and the chance to experience being in her arms too good to miss.  

As the music slowed, she tugged me closer, making our embrace more intimate.  As my body pressed up against hers, I felt her hands running up and down my back, moving lower and lower, temptingly close to cupping my butt.  I leaned against her chest, my face close to her neck.  She smelt incredible and I breathed in the scent of her with appreciation, feeling butterflies course through my stomach merrily.  My breasts were crushed to her lithe stomach and our hips moved together with the music.  One of her legs shifted slightly between mine and then I was riding her thigh to the music, feeling delicious friction building as her rough jeans rubbed against my sensitive areas.

She murmured something against my hair, while we continued to dance, but I was unable to hear her in the loud atmosphere.  

I lifted my head to look up at her and found my face very close to hers.  ‘I can’t hear you,’ I told her.

She spoke again, but I couldn’t tell what she was saying.

‘Too loud!’ I yelled, moving to her ear to speak.

She released me, taking my hand and leading me to the side of the dance floor, where there were shadowy corners and couples making out everywhere I looked.  

‘Too loud in there,’ she told me, leaning down to speak in my ear, as the music boomed all around us.

‘I couldn’t hear you,’ I told her, looking up.

‘All I said was that you’re absolutely beautiful,’ she said, leaning close to my ear to speak.

When she lifted her head to smile down at me, I beamed back, in adoration.  ‘You’re gorgeous too,’ I told her, feeling myself blush a little.

She smiled at me widely and then stepped closer again.  ‘Dance with me again?’

I lifted my arms and willingly pressed up against her once more, our breasts, stomachs and thighs coming into contact and sending electrical signals rushing through me as I began to dance with her once more.

She reached for my hips and moved against them erotically, moving me to her thigh once more so that our bodies met in a more intimate way.  My tiny skirt was small enough anyway, but it rode up as she moved me, making nothing but the tiny thong I wore cover me as I rubbed against her jeans.

Her hands slid down to my butt this time, cupping me before pulling me up against her thigh, up and down, over and over as the music played.  I felt my clitoris pulsating and throbbing against her leg as she stimulated me with her movements, and my nipples grew hard against the black, lacy bra.  

I kept my eyes on hers, and it was like a seduction for me.  Her eyes were the most gorgeous blue, iridescent in colour.  She held my gaze as hers became darker, full of desire.  As her hands roamed and her body undulated against mine, I felt myself become breathless, and I knew I’d never felt such heady attraction ever in my life.

When she bent her head towards me, I lifted my mouth eagerly to hers.  Whatever I’d been expecting, it was not what I got.  I’d anticipated a tender first kiss or a tentative meeting of lips but in actuality, her mouth took mine with a passion which was unrivalled by any other kiss I’d ever experienced.  

The moment our mouths met; fireworks literally exploded all around me.  My body lit on fire and every erogenous zone tightened and tensed with arousal.  Her mouth covered mine and then moved against my lips.  Her tongue quickly found mine and danced erotically, making me moan into her mouth and press ever closer to her gorgeous body.  As we kissed, her hands moved down my back, slid up into my hair and then went back down again to my butt, cupping me there and tugging me up against her thigh to rub me against her languidly.  

My moaning became pretty much constant, her eager mouth driving me wild with how well she kissed and how perfect her lips felt against mine.  Her clever mouth made me yearn for more, and I knew I’d grown wet in my thong, could feel the damp arousal that her mouth had inspired.

Moving me backwards, she pushed me up against the wall of the club, hidden in the shadows of a dark corner.  There was no-one else around us, so we could make out in peace, away from prying eyes.  Because of this, she seemed to be keen to push things further, as I felt a growing need in the intensity of her kisses.  She used her tongue to drive me higher and higher, while her hands cupped my butt, moving beneath my short skirt to touch skin.  I gasped at her touch, and strained up against her, rubbing myself along her thigh, which she’d wedged between my legs.  The friction created was delicious, and I found myself moving slowly against her thigh, feeling my clitoris responding and aching for more.  Her hands moved to my waist and then slid up to cup my breasts, teasing my nipples through my brief, lacy bra.  They tightened to hard, erect buds under her searching fingers, and I moaned into her mouth once more, to let her know how good it felt.

As her fingers toyed with my nipples, I felt my sex tighten with anticipation.  I knew if she reached down, she’d find me wet and ready for her touch and part of me hoped she would do just that.  The trouble was, despite being in a shadowy corner, we were still in public, so it wasn’t really something we should have been doing, despite wanting to. I groaned as her fingers continued to play and wished we were somewhere else, so she could rip my clothes away and use her mouth on my over sensitised nipples and bury her head between my legs as well.

My movements had become more eager, my hips rolling against hers as she moved me on her leg. Her hands moved then, sliding back down to my waist and then one pushed between us, reaching down under my skirt.

I gasped as her fingers found me, wet and dripping for her touch.  Easing in beside the thong, she found my clitoris and circled, her mouth not leaving mine the whole time she was touching me.  She began rubbing me eagerly, her fingers knowing just how to push me to the brink. I was so turned on anyway that I knew it wouldn’t take much to make me come.  

As her fingers played, I let my tongue mate with hers.  She was so incredibly passionate, I wanted nothing more than to lose it in her arms, right here, right now, in the middle of this packed-out club where anyone could happen upon us in this intimate situation.

She increased the pressure of her fingers and then the speed, circling hard and fast on my sensitive nub while I arched in her arms, pressing my tight nipples against her.  I knew I was close to losing it and when I felt the swift rise to climax, I ripped my mouth from hers, breathing raggedly and then tightened in her arms as she held me securely against her, while I rode through the pleasure of orgasm against her fingers. 

Her mouth quickly found mine again and she slowed her movements while I twitched through the delicious aftershocks of climax.  When her fingers slowed, my hips undulated lazily.  My body was pulsating with delicious sensations and her head lifted from my mouth to look down at me, her gaze glittering with desire.

‘You’re so gorgeous,’ she told me, fingers still playing gently.

‘Felt so good,’ I told her, as my eyes rolled back slightly, lost in the pleasure of the moment.

She pulled her fingers from my panties and lifted them to her mouth, licking at one finger seductively.  I watched in fascination as she then pushed it to my mouth, easing it inside and making me taste myself and her on her finger.  

I found the whole thing heady and erotic, and let her ease it in and out, against my tongue, while her gaze watched me intensely.

‘Want to get out of here?’ she asked, eyes not leaving mine.

‘Yes,’ I answered, before having any opportunity to wonder whether this was a good idea.  She made me feel incredible, so I wanted more of this-and if she was offering, I was going to accept.

‘Let’s go then.’

She led me the front of the club where we collected our jackets and then from then left, heading out to the car park behind.

She walked with me silently, the music still ringing in my ears due to how loud it had been.  Walking to the far end of the car park where only several cars were parked, she led me to a large jeep, where she immediately backed me up against the side of it and lowered her head.

I responded instinctively, kissing her back and opening my mouth to her invading tongue.  She tasted so good, and I couldn’t get enough of her incredible touch.  Our mouths mated eagerly, her tongue sliding against mine in an erotic dance of desire.  She gasped against my lips.  ‘You taste so good,’ she groaned.

‘Kiss me more,’ I moaned, loving every minute of this.

‘Yes, baby,’ she said huskily, before dipping her head to kiss me again.

Her mouth explored mine languidly, never pausing or stopping and it seemed she could kiss endlessly without ever tiring of it, which I absolutely loved.  Kissing was one of my favourite things, so to find someone who enjoyed it as much I did was amazing.

Her mouth played with mine while her hands explored me everywhere.  Out here, in the pitch-dark car park, she was more daring, her fingers openly touching my tight nipples and sliding her hands under my top to cup my breasts freely.  I moved my hips to hers and undulated against her thigh again, loving the feeling of my already sensitised clitoris growing eager for more once again. 

Tugging me with her, she pulled me down and around the back of the jeep, where the car was backed into a parking space with large bushes behind.  Sheltered by the jeep and the bushes, she attacked my mouth once more while her hands began to touch me intimately.  One went to my breast while the other moved between my legs, to touch my wet folds once more.

‘Baby; so wet,’ she groaned, pushing her fingers inside me.

‘You make me feel so good,’ I replied on a moan, gasping as fingers pushed up inside me.

‘I want to taste you...lick you all over and make you come against my mouth,’ she told me, huskily.

‘Yes,’ I moaned, desperate suddenly for her to do exactly that.

She bent immediately before me, pushing my skirt up and then pulling down my miniscule thong.  She slipped it off completely and then shoved it into her jacket pocket before bending closer towards me.  

Spreading my legs a little, she touched me with her fingers first, rubbing me gently with her thumb as I moaned in desperation to be touched properly.  

‘Yes...please,’ I begged, leaning back against the jeep.

‘You want my tongue?’ she asked, looking up at me with bright blue eyes, which glittered with desire.

‘Yes!’ I groaned.  ‘Please lick me...make me come with your tongue,’ I groaned.

She leaned in and licked me experimentally, her tongue gliding along my slick flesh.  I moaned and opened up to her, reaching for her head to hang onto as my knees felt like they would buckle beneath me.  Her mouth then began licking, lapping and most significantly suckling on my tender clitoris, making me gasp and arch wantonly.  She felt so incredibly good down there, intent on my pleasure and making me lose it beneath her.  

Her mouth was as talented on my pussy than it was when kissing.  She knew exactly what to do to stimulate me and her clever tongue seemed intent on doing just that.  It had been so long too...so long that I could have groaned incessantly over how good it was to feel another woman’s mouth on me once more.  I’d missed this, I realised.  Missed how good it felt to me pleasured with someone’s mouth, especially someone like her, who knew exactly what she was doing and seemed intent on making my pleasure the most intense it could be.

I undulated and writhed above her, watching her as she lapped and licked at my most sensitive of areas.  When her eyes lifted to mine, I literally felt my stomach lurch with desire, such was the look in her eyes.  When she even lifted her head momentarily to tell me how good this was, I could have died on the spot, lost in delirium and ecstasy. 

My gasping increased as she kept working me eagerly towards orgasm.  I reached for my breasts and held my nipples tightly, squeezing them hard as I felt myself straining against her.  My orgasm was close, and I knew I’d be climaxing all over her face in seconds.

Raggedly panting my pleasure, I arched and came hard, undulating frantically over her working tongue.  She kept going until every last aftershock was over and then finally released me, standing before me and leaning down to kiss me eagerly, sharing my taste with her tongue inside my mouth once more.

As we kissed, I ran my hands down her back, cupping her small butt and tugging her closer.  I knew that by now she must have been wet and throbbing with her own desire, but she’d not even suggested I do anything to her, which was something I was keen to put right.

Turning her bodily, I backed her up to the jeep to that our positions were reversed.  Then, I reached for her jeans and started unbuttoning them slowly.  As we kissed, I undid them, sliding my fingers inside to slip into her wet folds.  I found her more than ready, her body slick with desire, which only heightened my need to touch her more. Rubbing my fingers against her clitoris, she moaned into my mouth, making me want to taste her and make her come with my mouth-like she had done for me.

Pulling back from her, I bent down before her, looking up at her surprised expression as I moved to my knees.

‘You don’t have to...’ she began, as I started tugging her jeans down eagerly.

‘I want to,’ I said, easing one leg off so I could get her.

‘Seriously, you can just touch me,’ she continued, unsure of this, it seemed.  ‘You don’t have to go down on me...’ she said, reaching to tug me to my feet.

I resisted, shaking my head.  ‘I want to,’ I repeated, leaning towards her.  ‘So, stop resisting and open your legs for me,’ I smiled, grinning up at her.

She stared at me, like I was something incredible from another planet.  ‘Yeah?’ she smiled.

‘Open up...I want to taste you and see what you look like when you come for me,’ I murmured, silkily, wondering what one earth had gotten into me.  I was never this talkative during sex, never this free sexually...it was like I’d been possessed by some kind of
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