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​ Lesbian Sex Club Amsterdam


“And you are
sure it is legal?” asked Ava eying her three friends suspiciously,
trying to determine if she was being set up.

“Absolutely!
Look around, everyone is doing it!” replied Taylor gesturing to the
dozen or so other customers that were gathered in the
bohemian-style café, “There is even a sign!”

Ava took a
moment to study the sign with the distinctive marijuana leaf as
well as the other people. Most were like them, tourists looking for
a bit of mischief and fun that Amsterdam was oh so famous for. Even
back at college she had always been a model student and had never,
even once, taken a puff of anything, but she still recognized the
familiar heady, sweet smell in the air, “Okay… but all together. If
I’m going down then we are all going down together.”

The four girls
lifted the brownies, each making sure that the rest were committed
and weren’t about to back out and together, they took a bite.

“Mmm…this is
good,” mumbled Quinn with her mouth full, “Remember – don’t
swallow.”

“What?!” gasped
Ava, also with a full mouth.

“It’s legal to
chew but not to swallow,” Quinn continued to mumble and nodded
knowingly.

Ava stopped
chewing, the chocolate chip in her mouth melting, the strange
herbal taste coating her tongue. She looked at Quinn blankly trying
to figure out what they were meant to do if not to swallow then
glanced around hoping no authority figure was watching her.

Vee swallowed
it all and sighed, “She’s joking, Ava.”

Ava resumed
chewing, “I knew that!” To hide the fact she hadn’t known that at
all, she took another bite, larger this time, and swallowed that
too. Then she waited expecting to feel something… light… happy… but
nothing. She didn’t see any pink fairies flittering through the sky
leaving a trail of glitter in their wake. Nothing. She considered
asking what the effects should be but didn’t want to be teased for
showing her inexperience. So she kept an eye on her friends to see
how they reacted.

“So I am
thinking a canal cruise, then, maybe the Van Gogh Museum, then
perhaps if we have time, we could check out the Rijkmuseum… or
perhaps we do that tomorrow? Guess it depends on how long the Van
Gogh Museum takes… what do you guys think?” asked Vee, looking up
from her new, if already well-thumbed, guidebook.

Ava said
nothing and took another bite of the brownie. She really didn’t
have an opinion on the matter. Taylor and Quinn shared a look and
together shook their heads.

“That wasn’t
really what I was wanting to do,” said Taylor, “I was thinking
something more… exciting!”

“Hmm… there is
a windmill tour?” Vee showed them the page of a wooden windmill
standing in a field of tulips.

“Windmills!”
grinned Quinn, “That sounds fun doesn’t it, Taylor?”

Taylor glared
at Quinn before responding, “Vee, when you think of Amsterdam, what
is the first image that comes to mind?”

Vee considered
this for a moment, “Clogs? There is a clog museum too… I think,”
she started to flick through the book again.

“The Redlight
district! Sex shows! Bananas in places where bananas have no right
to be!”

Ava swallowed
her third mouthful of brownie with a gulp, “Taylor?!”

“Come on! We
came all this way to have some fun! Not look at some painting by
some long dead guy with one ear! We all agreed this trip had to be
special, something to remember when we are old and gray, with
twelve grandkids and a fat husband who sits in front of the tv all
day watching IndyCar racing, complaining that they don’t make
exhaust pipes like they used to!”

“A strangely
specific vision of hell,” said Quinn.

“We need to do
things that we will remember and most importantly… regret! That’s
what vacations are for. And who knows when, or even if, we will all
be able to do this again,” Taylor looked for a response to her call
to arms.

The situation
reminded Ava of their days in college, Vee being mature and
sensible, the sexy rebel Taylor urging them on to get into trouble.
Ava knew Taylor generally got their own way – when you are as
beautiful as her things just kinda happen for you. She had that
long brown hair that seemed to just bounce with life, even when she
wasn’t moving, rich hazel eyes that sparkled and that body… oh that
body which single handily raised insurance premiums for whiplash
wherever she went. Not the rest of them weren’t pretty in her own
way, mused Ava. She had more than once been compared to a petite
delicate doll. The word ‘adorable’ often being applied to her. She
would have rather had Taylor’s accolades which included ‘The
ridiculously fucking hot one,’ and ‘Most bangable babe on
campus.’

“I would
certainly regret spending six hours looking at a wooden spinny
thing in a field of flowers,” said Quinn.

“I mean regret
in a good way.”

“I don’t know…
I’m not sure if Paul…” started Ava and was immediately cut off.

“Paul? He’s no
longer your boyfriend. You’re single, sweetie,” said Taylor.

“We are on a
break... actually,” replied Ava indignantly. She then tried to
calculate how long that break had been… seven months? No eight!
Does eight months still count as a break rather than a breakup? She
took another bite of the brownie while she contemplated that.

“Then while you
are on a break have some fun! Besides watching some naughty shows
isn’t the same as cheating. Otherwise, I would have to dump Blake
every time I checked his internet history!”

The girls sat
in silence for a moment considering Taylor’s idea of what
constituted a memorable holiday.

“There is a
tour of the Redlight District,” said Vee at last, once again
pointing to a page in the guidebook.

“That’s the
spirit! Although, I don’t think we need a tour guide.”

Ava had somehow
finished the brownie, she didn’t remember doing so and now she was
sure that her fingers felt… weird, “So we’re just going to look at
hookers in windows?” she then wiggled her fingers… and then her
toes.

“It will be a
good vibe, I’m sure,” pressed Taylor, seeing her friends were
relenting, “A chance to see things we have never seen before… or
probably ever will again.”

“Things to tell
our grandkids about?” laughed Quinn.

“Sure…”


*****


It was going to
be a little disappointing not seeing the Van Gogh museum, thought
Vee, but she was sure that they would be able to go tomorrow. If
Taylor wanted to look at some girls flaunting themselves at
tourists then it was probably best to let her. Taylor always got
grumpy when she didn’t get her own way – which, in truth, was
annoyingly rare. Also, she didn’t have much of an attention span.
Taylor would be bored within an hour and there was a very good
chance she could then convince them to all go on a nice evening
cruise and enjoy a wine and cheeseboard.

Even if the
prospect of seeing girls standing in shop windows, like raunchy
mannequins, didn’t appeal to her, Vee was happy to be spending time
with her college friends. It had been five years since college and
they had seen each other less and less since then. It seemed like
forever since their escapades to Cancun during Spring Break… she
had loved that holiday, even if she hadn’t admitted it at the time.
They were young professionals now, well she was anyway. She wasn’t
actually sure what Taylor did. Maybe a nostalgic few days of
turning back the clock one last time before they all settled down
wasn’t the worst thing. She could already picture herself holding
back Taylor’s hair while she threw up over the side of the cruise
boat that evening, after having too much wine and not enough
cheese. Vee had had to do similar acts many times, all while
listening to her friend moan about Blake for not giving her enough
attention… between hurling chunks. Yes, this trip was a good way to
celebrate their youthful exploits before true adult life started, a
life full of children, love…mortgages… insurance… tax returns. Vee
shook herself from her thoughts before they scared her and looked
around.

Amsterdam was
glorious! Old, quirky, bustling and dripping with a laissez-faire
vibe that seemed to flow down the canals. The streets were full of
tourists taking in the scene, milling around, following their tour
guides, soaking up the warm afternoon sun while sitting outside a
series of eclectic cafés. She assumed that would change when they
reached the infamous Redlight District, that the atmosphere would
become seedy as they stepped into the sordid underbelly of the
city. But it didn’t.

The classic
four and five-story town brick houses continued to line the canal,
there were still cafés and restaurants, there were still the same
tourists looking around. And not just men, but also women, couples
too. There were sex shops… a lot of sex shops. Proudly displayed in
windowfronts were all kinds of bondage costumes, strap-ons, and
vibrators with more ribs and protuberances than Vee thought
necessary.

“Is this it?”
asked Taylor looking around in disappointment.

“This is
Oudezijds Voorburgwal street,” said Vee reading from her guidebook.
She felt like she had completely mispronounced that but said it
with enough confidence that her friends wouldn’t know, “In the
thirteen hundreds the Amstel River divided the city into two parts,
the north part…”

“Shut up
Vee!”

“If you didn’t
want me to just read from the book then we should have taken a
guided tour as I suggested,” snorted Vee indignantly, “As I was
saying, in 1385 ramparts were built to protect…”

Taylor tugged
the book from Vee’s hands and tossed it into the canal, receiving
some tuts and scathing looks from other passersby, not that she
cared.

“Hey!”

“There must be
more to it!”

“What were you
expecting? Sodom and Gomorrah?” asked Quinn.

“I don’t know…
but more than just sex shops! There is a fucking supermarket, a
Chinese restaurant, a fucking church!”

“A Chinese
restaurant?” Ava, who had been standing with her arms outstretched
and wiggling her fingers, started to pay attention, “I am kinda
hungry.”

Vee considered
using this as an opportunity to steer them away from this area and
toward a museum, but even after having her book so rudely taken
from her, she still wanted to support her friend. She saw the
disappointment in Taylor’s eyes, and, as always, she wanted to
help. Vee had always known she was never the coolest person in any
room, that the others found her a bit stiff, unable to let her hair
down. But she also knew they loved her, because she was the calming
sensible one who looked out for them and comforted them when they
were down. Even at college, she was their maternal figure, the
voice of reason and all these years later, that didn’t seem to have
changed. If it hadn’t been for her: Taylor would have gotten on the
wrong plane and ended up God knows where, Ava would have missed the
flight after getting lost in the airport’s service corridors (how
she ended up there, Vee had no idea) and Quinn would have been
arrested for squirting her juice box over a handsome security
guard, ‘by mistake.’

“I think the
more… naughty stuff is down the side streets, and the erm… special
clubs only open in the evening. I would have been able to tell you
more but…” she pointed to her guidebook that was currently floating
down the canal.

“Side streets!
Right!” Taylor immediately started to look around with renewed
excitement.

“What about the
Chinese Restaurant? And are my fingers looking longer than usual?”
asked Ava, offering her hands for examination.

At some point,
Vee would tell Ava that the brownie she had eaten had just been a
plain chocolate brownie. She was hardly going to let her friends
get high on drugs and run amok in a foreign country! But Quinn
liked her pranks so she had humored her and played along.

“Your fingers
are fine and we will eat later, on the boat.”

“Boat?” queried
Ava.

“Yes, we are
going to have our dinner on a river cruise boat. Come on, let’s
make Taylor happy and look down some of these side streets for
these hookers in their windows.”


*****


The side
streets were much narrower than the main road along the canal, even
still, there were plenty of other tourists following guides who
were explaining dull and dry facts. Taylor pressed her nose against
a window and tried to peer through a crack in the drawn curtains
hoping to spy a punter and prostitute in the throes of commercial
passion. But she couldn’t see anything. Whether that was because
the occupant was closed for business or it was just too dark to see
she wasn’t sure.

She shoved her
hands back into her jeans pocket and felt the cold metal band and
the hard edges of a diamond. She played with it for a while,
rolling it around and around between her fingers. Blake’s proposal
had surprised her, the fact she had said yes surprised her even
more. She didn’t feel she had made a mistake by accepting, it was
just she needed more time to acclimatize to her new situation. It
didn’t feel real yet. She was twenty-six and the idea of settling
down excited her and terrified her in equal measure. Marriage had
always been on the cards for her, but in ten years' time – in her
thirties – her late thirties. She knew Blake was the one. He always
had been… but the proposal… making it official. That had unsettled
her. She still hadn’t told her friends. How could she? She was
meant to the wild untamed one, the last one to ever get married!
Yet here she was on the cusp of accepting her youth was over – of
becoming a responsible adult. ‘Well to hell with that!’ she thought
and picked up the pace. There had to be adventure to be had
somewhere around here!

They rounded a
corner and saw a row of windows, the light of the day masking most
of the red glow emanating from them. But behind some there were
girls! As usual, Taylor hadn’t had much of a plan. She was just
like the dog chasing cars with no concept of what to do were it to
actually catch one.

“Is this what
you are looking for?” asked Vee.

There were
still plenty of tourists, some gawking at the beauties that stood
behind the glass, others suddenly bashful, unsure of where to look.
Especially those men who had brought their girlfriends along on
this tour. The girls didn’t seem bothered by the attention, it was
just part of the job, Taylor guessed. She noted they were a lot
prettier than she had imagined. Younger too.

“I wonder how
much they charge to suck dick,” she asked out loud, rather than in
her head as intended.

“You don’t have
a dick… or do you?” asked Quinn, her eyes darting down at Taylor’s
crotch.

“I mean out of
curiosity.”

“Asking for a
friend?” grinned Quinn, “You going to treat Blake to hooker for his
birthday?”

“I hadn’t
thought of that… but that idea does have possibilities!”

“Great
suggestion. So now we have seen the window women can we go?” asked
Vee, “We should still be able to…”

“What’s that?”
Taylor pointed towards a sign saying, ‘Club Sin: sex shows
daily.’

“Is that where
you can watch people fuck?” asked Ava her eyes freakishly wide.

“I don’t think
we are going in here!” said Vee, the idea of it making her cheeks
hot.

“Let’s check it
out!” Taylor was already peering through the thick red curtain that
screened the doorway.

“Wh…Why?” asked
Vee.

“Because when
else will we get the chance to see a hot couple bone?”

“You could just
invite us over to watch you and Blake go at it,” shrugged
Quinn.

“Or the
internet!” said Vee, “Wasn’t that exactly what it was invented
for?”

Taylor knew if
this turned into a debate there was a good chance Vee would talk
down the others and instead of having the experience of a lifetime
for the next hour or so, that time would be spent sitting on a boat
sniffing cheese. She pushed through the curtain.

After the
bright light outside, it took a moment for her eyes to adjust. When
they did she found herself in a dark corridor lit by a few wall
lamps with red shades. She could hear noise from up ahead and
headed towards it, her heart starting to beat a little faster at
the prospect of what she was about to see.


*****


“Taylor!” Vee
called after her friend.

“She’s gone
down the rabbit hole,” said Ava staring at the curtain as if it
were magic.

Quinn smiled as
Ava started making circles with her hands trying to reopen some
mystical portal. At some point, she would tell Vee that the
chocolate brownie she had given Ava was the real deal. Not now
though, later. When Ava had come down and they could all laugh
about it. If she told Vee now she would turn into the strict matron
version of herself and drag Ava back to the hotel until she sobered
up, “So we going to follow her or what?”

“Follow her? In
there?” Vee visibly swallowed, “What if there is one of those sex
shows taking place?”

“Then we watch.
The sooner Taylor gets what she wants the sooner you can have what
you want.”

Quinn could see
the trepidation in the eyes of her straight-laced friend.

“Is Taylor
having sex in there?” asked Ava, having given up with the hand
signals, “I would watch that! Taylor is so beautiful! I would love
to see her tits!”

Vee frowned as
the penny began to drop about the exact state of Ava and she cast
an accusing stare at Quinn.

Quinn had to
stifle a laugh, “I’ll be sure to let Taylor know. I am sure she
will be flattered and who knows, maybe she would show you.” She did
have to admit Ava was right, Taylor was exceptionally pretty and
she was also curious to see her breasts. Through her top they
looked gorgeous, so full and round, and Quinn kinda hoped that
underneath they were lopsided, maybe one bigger than the other…
perhaps one would be missing a nipple altogether! It would be nice
to find out Taylor was actually perfect. Images of seeing Taylor
nude in her full glory flashed into her mind. It was just the same
girl crush she had had at college, Quinn told herself. Somehow
Taylor was even hotter now than she had been then.

“Fine!” sighed
Vee, “We go in, watch one…show and then we come straight back out.
Okay?”

“Sure…I’m sure
that is exactly what will happen,” Quinn muttered under her breath
and hide her grin.

By the time
they stepped through the curtain, Taylor was nowhere to be seen. As
they followed the only route she could have taken, Quinn inspected
the rows of black and white photos along the walls. Moody,
atmospheric photographs of scantily clad women, some wore lace
masks, some were wielding leather whips while others were bound in
rope, full lips open as they looked submissively up at an unknown
figure outside the picture.

“See, it’s not
so bad, maybe it’s just some kind of erotic art gallery,” she
suggested, partly to ease a growing ball of nerves and excitement
building inside her. She had seen as much sex on the internet as
the next red-blooded girl, but the idea of seeing the act in real
life… she had to admit that fired her body up. As she walked toward
to opening at the end of the corridor, she could feel a tingling
spreading warmth between her legs at the thought of what she might
see. Possibilities started to pop into her mind, half a dozen men
dressed in sexualized versions of Cowboys pounding away at an equal
amount of cowgirls. The girls all in a row, on their hands and
knees, big breasts swinging, asses up high while the men did them
doggie style. Maybe the Cowboys would be whirling lassos around as
they did so, all in perfect synchronized timing? And there would be
country music!

Quinn let this
image ferment in her mind for a while. If this wasn’t the show then
it should be! Perhaps she could open her own sex club. She liked
sex. A lot. She just wished she had more of it. Actually, any at
all! While her quirky sense of humor might endear her to her
friends, she found it didn’t have the same effect on the boys. She
could be witty and funny all night long with a cute boy at the bar,
only for him to lean forward and whisper at the end of the evening,
‘So is your friend Taylor single?’

The club was
much bigger and more lavish than she had expected. The owners had
fully embraced the boudoir style and dark red velvet was
everywhere. The cushions, the sofas, the thick curtains that
appeared to be strategically hanging to provide privacy. The
lighting was low the music soft and it was much classier than she
had imagined. Although she did suspect that were the lights turned
up high and the place exposed the bright, judgemental light, it may
appear very diminished. But they weren’t on and it did look kinda
cool in the gloom.

A stage was set
up along one wall, but there were neither cowboys nor cowgirls
fucking upon it. In fact, it was dark and quiet. A few girls in
black lace lingerie were strutting around between tables where
other customers were sitting, mostly men but a few couples too. It
wasn’t busy, but nor was it empty. She observed the brass stripper
poles, catching the dull glow cast by in the lamps with red
lampshades and was surprised to find herself slightly disappointed
that no nude beauty was swirling around it, legs akimbo.

She saw Taylor,
who despite her usual bravado was now standing near the bar,
looking around unsure of what to do.

“So where’s the
sex? I thought there would be sex?” Taylor asked as Quinn
approached.

“I guess you
can ask to fuck one of the girls?” joked Quinn. Then she realized
that considering where they were, that might not actually be
considered a joke. She even saw Taylor’s eyes moving rapidly over
the selection of ‘waitresses’ as they flirted with the guests.

“Let’s go,”
sighed Taylor, “Maybe if we hurry we can make it to one of Vee’s
museums.”


*****


Everything was
so strange. Everything. Ava looked around the place. It was
magical. Being from a small town and not having that much
experience in, well anything, other than college and then an office
job for the last few years, she thought she would feel overwhelmed
by it all. But she didn’t instead she felt a wonderful
calmness.

She waved at an
extremely beautiful woman who walked past. The woman was only in
her underwear. It was very nice underwear, black lace. She looked
good… so good! Then to her surprise, the woman approached her. She
waited for the usual sense of nerves and shyness to explode from
within her chest to engulf her and make her a mumbling fool. But
they didn’t. She still felt calm as the woman smiled. Fuck she was
hot! Curling blonde hair cascaded down like a golden river past her
shoulders. Then there were her breasts, lifted up by the bra, full
and round with just the hint of perspiration making them glisten.
Ava wondered what it would be like to just bury her face in them.
Even this thought didn’t shock her like she would have expected it
to.

“You like what
you see?” asked the girl in a light Dutch accent.

Ava heard the
words even as she continued to study the woman’s breasts, imagining
their softness against her face. She managed a nod.

The woman
laughed, “I see you have been enjoying some other Amsterdam’s other
joys.”

Ava guessed
that she wasn’t the first tourist to wander in here, high on a
magical brownie.

“What’s your
name, sexy girl?” asked the woman.

Ava looked back
over her shoulder thinking the woman must have been addressing
someone else, probably Taylor. Never in her life had she ever been
called sexy, “Me?” she asked pointing at her chest.

“Yes, you!” the
girl smiled again. It was a glorious smile, wide, flashing
impossibly perfect teeth, “My name is Mila. What is your name?”

“Ava!” she
replied, strangely proud of getting the answer right.

“Nice to meet
you, Ava. Would you like a table? A drink?... Some company?”

Ava felt the
woman take her elbow, guiding her. The hand was so warm, so
comforting. She counted Mila’s fingers. Four. And a thumb! That
sounded correct! Ava nodded her head. She had already forgotten
what the question was but felt an affirmative was expected. As Mila
led her over toward a table in a dark corner, Ava counted her own
fingers. She was sure there might have been too many on her left
hand. Then her eyes dropped to Mila’s ass. Over half the peach was
on view beneath the tight back lace panties. She wanted to bite it.
‘Fuck, I must be hungry,’ she thought.

“You make
yourself comfy, what would you like to drink? Wine? Beer?
Whisky?”

Ava sunk into
the red velvet sofa. She felt like it was swallowing her, it was so
deep, so inviting. Her legs were weary from all the walking so
perhaps she could stay here for the rest of her life.

“Drink?”
repeated Mila.

“Milkshake?”
Ava wasn’t sure why she asked for that. She hadn’t had a milkshake
in years, but the thought of the thick creamy goodness had just
popped into her mind.

“Ava! There you
are! Why do you keep wandering off?” asked Vee, hurrying over with
Quinn and a gloomy-looking Taylor.


*****


“Hi girls, I’m
Mila. Would you maybe like the drinks menu, or do you know what you
want?”

“We’re just
going actually, but thank you,” replied Vee, unable to stop her
eyes from wandering all over the woman’s body which was far too
perfect. She told herself it was just because the woman was in her
undies, in the afternoon... in public that caught her off guard and
made her look.

“Where’s the
sex?” asked Quinn sitting down next to Ava.

“Hm?” Mila
looked confused for a moment, “Oh, you mean the sex shows. They are
on in the evening. You girls looking for a naughty time? I can help
with that,” the girl traced a finger down her chest and down
between her breasts.

“No, actually…”
started Vee before Taylor slumped down on the sofa too.

“Maybe,”
grinned Taylor her enthusiasm suddenly returning.

“But we should
be going,” pressed Vee, once again seeing her window of opportunity
closing before her eyes. She saw her three friends now sitting in a
row looking to Mila to do something, what she wasn’t sure. She had
the sinking feeling that there was no way they were going to move
until something happened.

“Why don’t I
order you a bottle of champagne, and while you drink it myself and
one of my friends can… entertain you?” Mila smiled.

Vee could see
where this was going. A ridiculous expensive bottle of cheap wine
while Mila and her ‘friend’ maybe did some kind of jig for their
benefit, “No really, thank you but…”

“Sure!” said
Taylor.

“Taylor!”
gasped Vee, but she already knew this was going to happen and she
might as well accept it.

“You girls make
yourself comfortable and I’ll be right back,” Mila turned on her
impossibly high heel and was click-clacking across the floor toward
the bar, her hips swaying gracefully with every step.

“You know this
is a scam, right?” said Vee as she sat on a chair next to the sofa,
arms folded, legs crossed.

“Just chill
out. We’re on vacation. Part of the experience is being scammed,”
said Quinn.

“Besides, it’s
not a scam if we know it’s a scam,” Taylor followed up.

Vee didn’t
bother trying to argue the logic of this argument. She then noticed
Ava was staring blankly into space, her head slowly tilting from
one side to the other, “We should also get Ava back to the hotel to
sleep off whatever…” she gestured to Ava’s glazed look, “This
is.”

“Leave her
alone, she’s fine. Aren’t you, Ava?” asked Quinn.

“The lady
called me sexy and now she’s getting me a milkshake,” said Ava with
a nod.

“See! She’s
living her best life!”

Vee shook her
head. It was just going to be one of those times she had to endure.
Twenty minutes and they’ll be on their way, their wallets a little
lighter but with Taylor sated. The sound of click-clacking grew
louder again, this time it was made by two pairs of stiletto shoes
as a Mila and another woman approached. The second woman was
equally beautiful, her hair dark and straight while her skin was
milk white. She was more slender than Mila, her bust less
pronounced yet still ample beneath her push-up bra.

“Hey, this is
my friend, Lieve,” smiled Mila, placing the champagne, in a bucket
of ice, on the table.

“You’re right,
they are sexy girls indeed,” said Lieve, her accent thicker than
Mila’s. She placed a tray with four Champagne flutes, and a can of
what appeared to be whipped cream, on the table. She bent over to
the point where her breasts threatened to spill out, “You girls
like… girls?” she asked as she started to pour.

“Oh no, no…”
started Vee with a splutter.

“Depends on the
girls,” said Taylor with a wink.

“We’re just
college friends… on vacation together… just trying to experience
your beautiful city,” Vee kept going.

“And what do
you find most beautiful about our city?” asked Mila, and without
warning sat down on Vee’s knee, straddling her.

Vee didn’t know
where to look, the girl’s cleavage was now right in front of her
face, she could see how the soft light caught the curves, the
contrasting shadows hinting at what lay below. She could smell the
girl’s fragrance, subtle and delicate. Vee did her best to look up
and realized for the first time in her life how boys felt when
presented with such visual stimuli, the sensual allure of them.

“We… we haven’t
actually had a chance to see much yet…” she managed to
splutter.

“Then we have
to change that,” said Mila and before Vee could react, the girl
reached behind, undid her bra and let it fall away.

Vee couldn’t
help it, her eyes locked on the full round breasts, their glorious
curves. She swallowed as she saw the dark little circles topped off
by plump little buds.

“I…er…you…
know… I’m actually…. Straight… but thank you so much for…”

“It’s alright,
we get lots of straight girls in here… curious straight girls. Do
you want to touch them?” asked Mila, her voice suddenly deeper.

“Go on, Vee!”
encouraged Quinn, “Give them a grope!”

Vee was sure
Mila was grinding down, using her knee as something to rub against.
This realization sent a spark of excitement through, another woman
was using her sexually. Perhaps she was imagining it. No, she heard
Mila take a sharp intake of breath as the woman ran her crotch
along her leg. In her panties, she felt a warmth, that subtle
prickling teasing her.

“No… no thank
you,” Vee managed to reply.

“Don’t be so
dull! We agreed we would all do something to remember this vacation
by,” said Taylor.

It was a goad
that Vee had heard before, many, many times. She hated it! She
hated being called dull or boring… even though she often knew she
was. It still hurt. She wanted to be more like Quinn and Taylor… it
just wasn’t her.

Lieve picked up
the bottle of whipped cream, “I know a way to make this more fun,”
she then squirted two dollops of the cream over Mila’s nipples.

“Mmm…. So
cold,” giggled Mila, “It’s making my nipples hard… so hard… go on,
lick the cream off and find out just how hard they are,” she leaned
forward even further, her breasts now only inches away from Vee’s
mouth.

“Lick! Lick!
Lick!” chanted Taylor and soon Quinn joined in.

Vee found
herself picturing the act. Opening her mouth wide, taking the
woman’s bud into her mouth, tasting the cream, licking it from her
breast… her tongue feathering the hard nipple that lay underneath.
The tingling in her panties suddenly intensified and she knew her
arousal was building. She hadn’t had many boyfriends, just a
couple… and one of those was when she was at high school and that
had only lasted a week. But she had never considered herself… gay.
She would notice pretty girls walking by, sometimes enviously, but
she had never considered them sexually. Yet here she was, a woman,
who wouldn’t have looked out of place on a catwalk, sitting on her
knee and offering her nipples to be suckled. It was the sort of
thing she could do once… just for fun… just to show her friends she
was up for a laugh. She licked her suddenly dry lips and was just
about to open her mouth when…


*****


“If you’re not
going to do it, I will!” said Taylor. She could see her friend
floundering, how uncomfortable Vee looked. Yeah, she was uptight
and needed to let go, but maybe this was a step too far – Taylor
liked to tease but would never intentionally upset her friend –
even if she was being a bit dull.

Mila shrugged
and stood up, edged her way between the table and the couch and
then sat down on Taylor, straddling her in the same way as she had
done Vee.

“You like
sucking titties?” Mila asked with a twinkle in her eye.

“Sure! Love
to!”

“Really?”
gasped Quinn, “Since when? Taylor, have you been holding out on
us?”

Taylor had
never sucked a titty in her life. Last year, Blake had wanted to
have a threesome. She had agreed. Things had started well. Cindy, a
girl they both knew was undressing, Blake’s cock was rock hard,
bobbing up and down with excitement, as he asked them to kiss. And
they almost had, Taylor and Cindy were inches apart… eyes locked on
each other’s lips… her pussy moist with anticipation and then… she
pulled the plug. She couldn’t do it. She wasn’t even sure why not.
She told herself that she was just uncomfortable with the whole
girl-on-girl thing, but that wasn’t it. She had just been
uncomfortable with how much Blake was into Cindy. The thought of
his dick sliding in and out of another woman’s wet pussy triggered
her jealousy switch and ended it all before it had even
started.

“I’m a lady of
the world… I have had some experiences,” she replied.

“We’re best
friends! You are meant to tell us everything!”

“Sssh,” Mila
put her finger on Taylor’s lips, “less talking and more
sucking.”

Taylor fidgeted
in her seat, the cushion rubbing through her pants and panties and
against her pussy. Her petals were already sensitive and the
friction made them feel good. She stiffened her resolve, it had
been her plan, after all, to seek out some adventure so she had to
carry through. She had a reputation as that wild child rebel and
she wasn’t going to lose that now. She closed her eyes and leaned
in, the milky smell of the cream filled her nostrils and then her
mouth instinctively opened, her tongue extended, timidly at first.
She licked with the tip of her tongue, not deep enough to reach the
bud that lay beneath.

“I’m sorry, I
didn’t realize I was dealing with timid, virgin girls,” teased
Mila.

Taylor had
never been timid in her life and that goad made her lick again,
harder. This time the flat of her tongue ran through the thick
cream and she felt it run against Mila’s nipple.

“Mmm… that’s
better,” purred Mila, “But I want you to clean it all up.”

Taylor kept
licking, her tongue now swirling around the plump little bud. Then
she sucked, drawing it into her mouth, slurping off the cream as
she did so. She wiggled, pushing her sex into the cushion, feeling
that delightful sensation of her swelling pussy lips being
rubbed.

“That’s it…Mmm…
good girl… suck my nipples… Mmm…. That feels so good.”

With a last
slurp, Taylor leaned back and grinned. She had enjoyed that. A new
experience. Maybe she would regret it tomorrow… maybe not.

“You haven’t
finished yet,” tutted Mila and pointed to her other nipple.
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Quinn watched
Mila’s nipple pop back out of Taylor’s mouth. Without the cream,
she could see the buddle was swollen, erect… and glistening with
her friend’s saliva. It was an erotic sight made all the more so by
sharing it with the other girls.

“I don’t want
to be greedy,” said Taylor, “Quinn, I left one for you.”

Quinn’s heart
flipped. It was one thing playing around and joking with her
friends about this kinda stuff, another actually doing this
herself. While she hadn’t realized Taylor had been with women
before, it hadn’t really shocked her either. Taylor was just so
sexual, so open about sex… and being gorgeous probably gave her
that extra confidence too. But Quinn had never even come close to
being with a woman… even though she had thought about it… even
masturbated to images of Taylor while her friend slept on the other
side of their dorm room. Her love life with men had been a barren
wasteland for the last few years and she was sure she was the most
sexually inexperienced in the group. She was the prankster, not the
lover.

“Me?”

“Go on! I’ve
done it!”

Mila leaned
over, offering the breast that was still covered in the cream, “Go
on, you look like a naughty girl, give me a good lick.”

Quinn threw a
glance at her friends. Ava still appeared to be away with the
fairies while the usually calm Vee looked shell-shocked, staring
back, wide-eyed but silent. Quinn’s own breasts, while modest in
size compared to Mila’s, were starting to feel very full indeed,
they were straining at her bra, her own nipples were starting to
tighten up.

“Fine, sure…
whatever,” she shrugged trying to appear nonchalant. While her lips
were suddenly dry she was sure there was a dampness building in her
panties. She took a deep breath and then kissed the breast, cream
coated her lips and smudged against the tip of her nose.

“Looks like we
have a kisser not a licker,” teased Mila.

For some reason
Quinn kept her eyes open as she started to lick, her field of view
was just breast, smooth, flawless skin. She tensed when her tongue
connected with nipple. Her clit gave a throb at performing the
first sexual act in ages – and the first ever with a woman. She
licked again and then felt Mila's hand come to rest on her thigh.
The woman was still straddling Taylor and the angle Mila was
leaning at for Quinn to reach her breast, made her position
precarious. No wonder she needed to support herself by holding
herself up using her leg. That was what Quinn was telling herself…
even as the hand started to move up her jeans and toward her
crotch.

The cream was
getting everywhere, on her nose, her chin, some had even made it
onto her brow – she didn’t know how that had happened. She kept
going determined not to appear dull in front of her friends – she
had a reputation to maintain after all. The hand kept moving,
fingers tracing along the inside of her thighs, long nails grazing
the denim. Then it reached her crotch, cupping it. Her body
instantly reacted, the warmth from her sex intensifying, her pussy
lips starting to swell – to moisten. She knew no one else could see
this wandering hand. It was too dark and in her position at the end
of the couch meant Mila blocked their view. That and she was sure
they were all watching her tongue lap at the creamy nipple.

The hand began
to rub through her pants. It felt nice. After having to attend to
her own pleasure for so long the excitement of someone else doing
it was electric. But this was a woman… should it feel as exciting?
She considered this as she drew the nipple into her mouth, swirling
her tongue around it to wipe away all traces of the cream. She
could tell Mila was aroused, the hardness of the bud, the way to
stood so pronounced from her breast. Quinn knew her own were
equally erect. Were they visible through her t-shirt? She only had
a thin bra on… Then she inhaled sharply as the hand reached her
waistband and began to slip inside her pants.

Quinn’s legs
tensed unsure if they should snap close to prevent the intruder or
remain open – in invitation. Her moment of indecision allowed the
hand to ease into her panties and down. Fingernails traced a line
down, down through her neat bush and then… Quinn’s mind was
spinning. She had licked Mila’s breast clean of cream yet her mouth
was still clamped over the nipple, her tongue curiously exploring
the hard little nub. She knew if the hand moved just an inch
further exactly what it would discover – her pussy lips slick with
arousal. She also imagined the sensation, the fingers moving
through her sensitive pussy… that delightful touch. But from a
woman? Did that make a difference? Her indecision allowed Mila's
hand to continue its journey. Fingers slide over the rapidly
dampening lips, over the delicate hood that covered her now hard
clit. Quinn’s body reacted on its own, her legs tensed and her hips
rotated up slightly on the sofa pushing herself against the
fingers. Mila rubbed her, slowly, so slowly. Quinn was getting
wetter – more sensitive and the touch felt so good, she had to suck
on the nipple to stifle her moan of pleasure.

“I think you
have got it all, good girl!” said Mila pulling her breast away from
the still parted lips. She gave one more stroke with her hand,
curling her middle finger upward, teasing Quinn’s entrance, before
standing and moving away entirely.

Her pussy
missed the touch instantly and Quinn had to resist the temptation
to slip her own hand into her panties to keep the pleasure going.
But she snapped back into reality. Her friends were looking at her,
Taylor with a smile, Vee in amazement and Ava with huge unblinking
eyes.

“Guess that was
dinner sorted then,” Quinn quipped awkwardly wondering just how
flustered she looked – whether her achingly hard nipples were
indeed visible through her t-shirts. She told herself they weren’t,
besides it was too dark to see.
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Vee couldn’t
believe what she had been watching. Two of her closest friends in
the world, people she had known for years, had just licked cream
off a woman’s - a hooker’s - nipple! Wasn’t Taylor still with
Blake? Wasn’t this cheating? If Vee had had a boyfriend, she would
have certainly considered him licking cream off a hooker’s breast
as infidelity. But Taylor’s and Blake’s relationship had always
appeared… unconventional. And was it cheating if it was with
another woman? Taylor is straight after all… isn’t she? Yes, she
was! Vee was certain of this. She had never heard Taylor say
anything to the contrary. Taylor was always an extravert and this
was just her having fun. Not Vee’s idea of fun, but for Taylor,
sure. As for Quinn… well… she was too easily influenced by Taylor.
It wasn’t a surprise she had copied their glamorous friend.

“So you are all
four lesbian friends?” asked Lieve mischievously, in her rich
accent.

“What? Oh, no,
no, no!” replied Vee in a torrent of spluttered words, “We are just
friends. Straight friends.”

“Really, so you
have never kissed a girl before?”

“No… no… I told
you I’m straight… we’re all straight,” Vee glanced to her friends
for confirmation, two of whom had just been sucking on a woman’s
nipple moments ago.

“Actually, I
always had my suspicions about you,” teased Quinn, “I think you
might be a little… curious.”

“What?! Quinn,
what are you talking about?”

“I’ve seen you
checking out Taylor’s ass… just saying.”

“You have?”
gasped Taylor in feigned surprise.

“We all check
out Taylor’s ass, because it is incredible! Doesn’t mean I’m a
lesbian,” snapped Vee defensively, feeling her cheeks flush, the
heat starting to flow down to her chest.

“I do have a
nice ass,” nodded Taylor.

“Sounds like
you are not sure,” said Lieve, “I can help you find out.”

“Thank you, but
that is not necessary,” Vee was feeling increasingly uncomfortable
with all the attention. The spotlight should be on Taylor, like
always. Vee preferred it like that and so did Taylor.

“One kiss,”
Lieve pulled a chair up next to Vee’s and sat down next to her.

“No. Thank
you.”

“You can’t come
to Amsterdam, see our beautiful city and not have a kiss from a
beautiful girl.”

Vee could see
Lieve’s, deep, dark eyes twinkling with mischief.

“She’s right!”
chipped in Taylor, “I’m sure it said that in your guidebook.”

“I wouldn’t
know! You chucked it into the canal!”

“If you kiss
Lieve, I’ll buy you a new one.”

“Come on Vee!”
encouraged Quinn, “Both Taylor and I have broadened our horizons,
it’s your turn.”

“What about
Ava?” asked Vee and the group looked over to where Ava was sitting,
head on the arm of the sofa, fast asleep.

“I think Ava’s
horizons have been broadened enough today.”

“I don’t think
anyone has been so hesitant to kiss me before,” said Lieve, “Do you
think I am ugly?”

“No… no… you
are very pretty,” Vee swallowed as the pretty girl leaned in
close.

“Good, then
let’s kiss,” Lieve’s eyes dropped to Vee’s lips and she found
herself instinctively doing the same.

“Think of it as
a once-in-a-lifetime moment,” said Taylor, “When was the last time
you did something new?”

Apart from
coming to Amsterdam yesterday, thought Vee but decided not to make
a logical argument of this situation. She was used to peer
pressure. Used to Taylor and Quinn pressing her to go out more,
drink more, dance more… but this was the first time that pressure
had been used to make her kiss someone. She knew how this would
play out if she didn’t do it - endless teasing for the rest of the
trip, the stale old dull and boring taunts. Maybe just intended as
playful jibes, but those jibes would still sting.

“One kiss… no
tongue,” Vee said at last.

“A virgin
kiss?” teased Lieve, “Are you a virgin?”

“N…No…” Vee
flushed and hoped that it didn’t show in the already ruddy light of
the club.

Vee could feel
the eyes on her, watching, waiting. Why was she doing this? Just
appease Taylor and Quinn? And to kiss another girl… what did that
mean? She tried to brush away that thought. It was just going to be
a peck. A quick lips to lips and over. That didn’t mean anything.
Even still, her heart started to speed up as Lieve leaned in closer
and closer. The woman’s hand reached behind her head, tangling
fingers through her hair, gripping her tightly. Not in a painful
way but in a nice way…tugging the nape of her neck, locking her in
place… controlling her movement. Vee quickly licked her lips even
as Lieve's face closed in. She closed her eyes. The first touch was
soft, just the graze of lips feathering lips. Lieve’s mouth started
open and close ever so slightly as she kissed Vee’s still pursed
lips. She felt she had to respond, she couldn’t just stay like
that, lips locked. Lieve might mock her as being a terrible kisser
and the jibes that would come from Taylor and Quinn would be worse
than if she hadn’t kissed at all. So she copied Lieve’s motion, her
lips parting and closing ever so slowly against Lieve’s. When the
first shock had passed she took a moment to think about the kiss
itself. It was so much more tender than a man’s, not that she had
much experience of that either. Gentle, sensual. Then she felt the
tip of Lieve’s tongue. It feathered the inside of her lips for just
a fraction of a second and then it was gone. Even still, that brief
touch sent a tingle through her mouth and a tremble down her spine.
She wondered if Lieve would do it again… and then she wondered if
she wanted her to. She pushed her own tongue forward, not too far,
just to the front of her mouth and waited. She realized that this
kiss was now going on much longer than she had intended… that it
felt much nicer than she had expected. Then Lieve’s tongue repeated
the motion, but this time her tongue was there to meet it. The two
wet tips bumped together. Lieve must have read this as an
invitation to take things further, and maybe it was… The woman’s
tongue snaked out and between Vee’s lips and into her mouth. Just
for a moment but in that moment Vee felt her clit prickle, her
nipples tighten.

“Mmm…” Lieve
broke the kiss, “Your friend is a good kisser!” she then gave Vee a
warm smile.

Vee silently
thanked the woman for her kind words, whether they were true or not
she wasn’t sure, but it would help her reputation with Taylor and
Quinn.


*****


Taylor had
watched the kiss intently and found herself feeling a tinge of
jealousy. It normally was the other way around. Her making out with
some random boy in the dark corner while Vee watched on, sighing,
tutting… looking at her watch. Taylor tried to think if she had
ever seen Vee kiss anyone before… nothing sprung to mind. It was a
new and exciting sight, her friend’s pretty face suddenly not
serious anymore… but sensual instead, locked against a gorgeous
woman. The soft sound of lips kissing. And just before they broke
up, Taylor was sure she saw just the hint of tongue come into play.
It wasn’t the same as watching a sex show between strangers, well
she assumed that anyway, it was more intimate… more erotic
somehow.

“So you girls
coming back tonight for the show?” asked Mila once the kiss had
ended and the girls were sipping at their champagnes.

“Show?” asked
Taylor.

“The sex show,”
smiled Lieve, “That is why you came, right? To see some, hot,
sweaty sex?”

“I’m not sure…
we had other plans,” Vee said quickly.

“Will you girls
be… erm… involved?” asked Quinn, her tone unusually nervous.

The two women
looked at each other and grinned, “Would you want us to be
involved?” asked Lieve.

“No… I mean… I
was just curious…”

“You will have
to come to find out,” said Mila, “The evenings are a lot hotter
than the afternoons… a lot hotter.”

“As I said,”
interrupted Vee, “We have other plans, but thank you for…” she
waved her hand around to indicate the events that had just
happened, “It was very… interesting learning about… Dutch…
culture…” she finished unsurely.

The two women
laughed.

“What time is
the show?” asked Taylor, the idea of seeing these two beauties,
women that she had been kinda intimate with, being fucked suddenly
very enticing.

“Taylor!”
snapped Vee.

“Show starts
about ten,” replied Lieve.

“See, Vee, we
can have your dinner on a boat thing and then come here.”

Vee looked at
Quinn for support already knowing she would side with Taylor.

“It kind of
feels we only got half the experience,” said Quinn, “We could pop
in?”

“Only if Ava is
up for it. It is your fault she’s in this state,” snorted Vee.

“I’m sure she
will be fine,” Taylor shook Ava by the shoulder.

“Sleepy…” came
the mumbled response.

“I hope to see
you tonight,” said Mila.

Taylor was sure
Mila threw a
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