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This is the first in a series of 5 books about two Thirty Something women whom find love and romance together. Suzy whom is married; and the owner of her own business, an Antique Store and Art Gallery, and Katie a Marketing Manager, who is a transplanted Tennessean. 

This series was written as it flowed out of my heart and mind. There was never an outline or plan generated for this series.  It simply flowed out of me over a number of years.  

Any places and locations used or mentioned were chosen merely by coincidence, or from my own travels and experiences.  All of the characters throughout this series are fictional, and while they may remind the reader of real people, they all came out of from the writer’s imagination. 
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My name is Susan Wilson-Jamison, Suzy to my friends. I am a 34-year-old woman who has owned her own business for the last four years. I’m blessed with long full head of chestnut hair, green eyes and long lean legs that support my just under five seven frame, and a metabolism rate that lets me eat normal food and not have to work out like mad to keep my weight at a steady 128 to 130 and fit very nicely into size 5’s I guess the only thing that I got shorted on was boobs. They’re not bad, but I guess as a young girl I had hoped for a little more than 34b. They do have one benefit. It seems that most women’s clothes are designed for that breast size.

I have been married for a little over ten years to a man whom I met in college during my junior year. He is 10 years my senior, and was beginning his PHD in nuclear physics when we met. He already had an MD and was a clinical researcher at the university that I was going to for my BS in Management along with a BA in Art History. 

My plan was to have both degrees and then try to get into what I thought was the glamorous world of the major auction houses. I had done an Internship at an auction house and had fallen in love with the Glamour and excitement of both collecting and being at auctions. 

My roommate introduced me to my husband; he had actually asked her out on a date. She turned him down, but told him that she had a cute roommate that he might like. She didn’t tell him 

That she was a lesbian, until we got to know him better. We were at university in a pretty conservative location, and at that time it was not highly accepted in the area. 

Once he knew, and we realized that it didn’t bother him, we used to tease him about Sharon stealing me away, and at times I used to play along with the game, although it never went beyond a kiss or squeeze of a boob. 

I learned a lot of about the trials of being a lesbian from Sharon, and I also learned how to give myself pleasure. I was always there for her whenever she needed to talk, as she was for me. 

Before I met my husband, I had only gone all the way with one boy, and that was when I was sixteen and it was an altogether non-enlightening experience. It must have left me cold about sex, for I found that I spent more time with my girlfriends than I ever did with boyfriends. 

One night towards the end of our freshman year, I came back from the library early, and walked in on Sharon, while she was masturbating, which was when I found out that she was a lesbian. We sat up half the night talking, and we ended up talking about my sex life, or rather the lack of it. 

Thinking back on it, I know it must have been rough on Sharon. I know that she wanted me, and to be truthful I felt more than just friendship towards her. 

The three of us spent a lot of time together during my junior year. I actually made love to Richard and enjoyed it. At the end of the spring semester I actually took him home to meet my mother. She liked him a lot and he stayed for a weekend before we both headed back to school to continue our studies during the summer semester. 

Richard had kind of changed my plans when he proposed to me, and then told me that he had been appointed as the senior researcher at a very prodigious University and Teaching Hospital in upstate New York. 

We were married a week after we graduated, and moved to a small house in the city, not too far away from the university. I ended up working for a local art dealer, and instead of finding and 

Running auctions I began to go to them, as it seemed that Richard was always at his lab. It was the beginning of the collection that would lead to the opening of my own business five years later. 

We didn’t stay in the house in the city for long. I wanted to have a place in the country, and I need more room for my growing collection of antiques and artwork. So my very nice husband, gave me a dollar amount, and let me loose to find the place where I wanted us to live. 

I couldn’t find the house that I wanted so I began to look for land, and designs that I liked. I found a builder that I both liked and who would work with me, on the design of our new house. I found a five-acre parcel in a gated community and six months later we moved into the rambling Mediterranean style house I had had built for us. 

It had lots of open space and walls with nooks and shelves for my antiques and artwork, inside and a big patio area and in ground pool outside. Most of the land was wooded with hardwood in one area and pines in rest of it. I had trails cut through the woods for walking on, and for cross-country skiing in the winter. 

Richard’s only requests had been with regards to the Kitchen, as I had soon discovered after we wed, that he was a better cook than I was and that it was also a way for him to relax. 

While the house was being built, I had curtailed my purchases, but as soon as it was done, I kept finding new spaces to put new items. It finally got to a point where my husband challenged me to start my own business and see if I could make a living doing what I seemed to be consumed by. 

We found a store that was located on a very trendy avenue in the city and took a lease on it with the option to buy. We set up the business with a line of credit, and I was on my way. 

I worked my tail off, that first year. I didn’t have anyone working for me, so I not only ran the shop, but I also, went to auctions whenever I could, worked the internet, and refinished and cleaned items, and studied the business.

I managed to make a true profit the first year, for I owed nothing to the line of credit we had set up, and I had taken a salary during the year. But what really made me happy was that I also was able to upgrade the quality of the items I was purchasing and selling.

Richard was thrilled, and for my thirtieth birthday he bought me a 30-year-old Corvette Convertible, and made me hire some help. The Corvette was the first of the three that I have now owned; I got hooked after the first one. 

I found the greatest person when I found Samantha, who I call Sam, as do her friends, and talked her into coming to work for me. Sam has a degree in retail management, and lives in the same area, as the shop was located. She is wonderful on the front-end part of the shop, and the customers love her. Sam has also put a lot of time into learning the business, and I don’t think that I could operate the shop without her now. 

I found out that Sam was a lesbian, about a month after she came to work for me. One of her friends stopped into the store, and I happen to overhear them talking about spending the night together. 

After she left, Sam came over to me, and apologized in case she embarrassed me. I told her that she hadn’t at all, and that I was perfectly fine with her being a lesbian. That was the start of a wonderful friendship that continues to this day. 

In fact, that friendship played a large part in my meeting Katie. About three years ago, my sex relations with my husband started becoming less frequent. I mean it had never been an everyday or even a every week thing for a while. I chalked it up to the fact that we were both busy with our careers, and often physically exhausted. 

Our feelings for each other seemed to be no different, it was just that Richard seemed to shy away from making love, and on one occasion, was unable to achieve an erection. We sat and talked that night, and he told me that he was having problems in that area and he agreed to see is doctor. 

He tried the little blue pills without much success, and our sexual encounters became fewer and fewer. Somewhere along the line, I must have become very much in need of sexual release for I allowed myself to be seduced, while on a business trip in Chicago. It was a first for me, but as it turned out not the last. 

And by first, I mean, I allowed myself to be seduced by a woman, not a man. Her name was Brenda, and she was the owner of an upscale lingerie shop along the miracle mile in Chicago. I had decided to treat myself to some sexy lingerie, with the sole intention of so very serious self gratification in my hotel room later that night. 

While it was the first, it was not the last by any means. I have been faithful the Richard with regards to other men, but other women, well that is another story, and it starts on the next page. 
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The gallery was packed; I had had to stand in line for ten minutes just to get in. I saw every indication that this could be a fun evening. Lucky for me my husband was out of town on business, and I had the whole night to myself, and I intended to live it to the fullest if all went well.

I had been looking forward to this particular party for a long time. The preview parties, that the gallery has for new exhibit openings always draws an eclectic crowd. There were people dressed in anything form formal attire to jeans, and anywhere in-between. 

As for me, I was wearing teal blue silk blouse, skintight black leather slacks, and 4-inch black heels. I had originally considered going braless, but I knew that my very sensitive nipples would give me away at the sight of the first attractive woman, so instead I opted for a very sheer seamless bra that matched the color of my blouse, Under my leather pants was a very tiny satin thong that matched the color of my bra. There are certain things in life that I love and the feeling of leather, satin, and silk against my skin are right up there near the top. 

My long chestnut hair cascaded loosely over my shoulders and down my back. I knew that I looked good to myself, and hoped that I would look good to the right person out there tonight. 

I really did want to see the show on American Impressionism, so instead of mixing with the gathering in the lounge area I headed for the exhibition entrance as soon as I got into the gallery proper. 

The room was crowded, but I managed to slide into the slowly moving queue to view the wonderful array of art before me. I must admit that my eyes were wandering as I looked at the art. They were alternating between the fabulous art and the crowd. As normal I looked for the familiar faces of my customers, along with checking the crowd for someone who perked my interest. 

And as luck would have it, about thirty people behind me, and just entering the room, was a very stunning woman who looked to be my age. I knew at first glance that she was someone I had never seen at the gallery before. Through furtive glances, I watched her, and realized that she was at the function alone, just as I was. 

I realized that she was quite similar in both height and built as I am, which is slender, but not overly skinny, and if she was wearing heels like me she would be also around five feet eight. She had long full hair, and like mine hers had a beautiful chestnut sheen to it. 

I liked her outfit, which consisted of a black leather mini skirt, and a black velvet suit jacket, under which was what looked like an emerald green teddy. She was just what I was looking for, the questions were. Was she looking at more than just the art, or better yet was she looking for the same thing that I was; Or just truly there for the art.?

I decided to find out, and I slipped out of the slowly moving line, and made like I was concentrating on the piece of art in front of me. I waited until she was even with me, before I rejoined the line. 

We were in front of stunning piece of art; so I had the perfect opening, I commented on the pieces beauty, and my quest, turned looked at me, smiled at me and agreed that it was a stunning piece, with the most wonderful southern voice I had ever heard. She immediately went from a ten to an eleven on my scale. There was something about her voice that just made me melt. 

We continued to move along and I was actually forced against her two or three times, not of my making. Each time I said that I was sorry, and each time she smiled and, in that peaches, and cream voice said that it was perfectly all right. It was all right with me too, as twice my breasts had brushed against her arm, each time accompanied by and wonderful sensation.

We were about half way through the exhibit, and as we moved from one section to another, I decided to introduce myself. “Forgive my bad manners, my name is Susan Wilson, and based on your wonderful accent, let me guess you are not originally from here!” 

She laughed and said, “Guilty, I’m Kathleen Anders, and my friends call me Katie. I just moved here a couple of weeks ago, and my boss gave me his tickets to the opening, as he wasn’t going to be able to use them. He told me that I would most likely meet some people my own age and with similar likes and views.” 

She paused for a moment and then with a smile added, “Oh and the accent you like so much is East Tennessee, with a little Carolina cream added in since that is where I was working before, I accepted the position here.” 

I found my hand holding hers as I said, “My friends call me Suzy, and I love your accent, and I may not be the first to do so, but welcome to our fair city, I for one am glad you decided to move here.” 

When my hand had first touched hers, I had felt an immediate connection flow between us, and I really didn’t want to end the contact, but since I am married and known in the city, I reluctantly let the contact come to an end. 

Before we could say any more, three or four of my clients came up to me to say high and talk about how wonderful the exhibit was. I introduced Katie to them, explaining that we had just met and this was her first trip to the gallery as she had just moved here.

At the moment we were free of anyone near us that I knew personally, and while we were still in a very crowded room, I felt like we were the only two in the room. I looked over at Katie and smiled and said, “Lets gi see the rest of the exhibit, and then have a drink. Then if you would like I will take you on a personally guided tour of the rest of the gallery.” 

Katie let her hand touch mine briefly and said, “And I would like that very much Suzy” 

We once again joined the queue, and enjoyed the rest of the show, at what seemed to be a little quicker pace than before. One of the nice things about being tall and in heels is that we were both able to see over most of the people. 

We must have made quite a pair, because a number of members paused to say hi to me, and more than a couple of men in the crowd seemed to join the group that we were with as we viewed the art. 

I cringed inwardly when two of the docents asked where Richard was tonight. I smiled and replied that he was out of town at a medical conference, and then quickly introduced Katie to them, adding that I had just met her, and since she was new in town, I had offered to show her around the gallery later. 

One of the docents, smiled with a twinkle in her eyes, and looked at Katie and said, “Ms Anders, you couldn’t be in better hands, Miss Susan has some wonderful pieces at her gallery and knows her art as well as anyone here does.” She paused and said, “You two had better be careful though. As attractive as you both are, you might pick up some followers during your tour!” 

I laughed and said, “Martha, what would David say if he heard you talking like that!” 

Cherise, the other docent laughed and said, “Who do you think she is worried about following you two ladies.” 

Katie laughed and with her wonderful accent said, “Why thank you both for the compliments ladies, we’ll be careful, and not allow any of the gentlemen to get to close to us” 

“Martha laughed when she heard Katie’s voice and said; “Oh dear, don’t let him hear you talk, I’m not sure his heart could take the stress of both your beauty and your voice.” 

She then smiled and added, “It is a pleasure to meet you Kathleen, and I hope we see you here again.” 

Katie laughed and said, “Thank you both, and I’m sure y’all will.” 

I laughed and fanned myself with my program and gently put my hand on Katie’s back and said; “I need a glass of wine, and maybe some ‘death by chocolate’ after all of this talk, how about you Kathleen.” 

“That sounds wonderful to me.”

Cherise laughed and said, “You had better split the death by chocolate, if you want to keep those figures.”

I looked back over my shoulder and said, “We might just have to do that Cherise!” as I led Katie out of the exhibition hall and through the gallery to the reception area. Once we each had a glass of wine, and a single plate of ‘death by chocolate’ between us.

Katie looked at me and said, “Martha and Cherise are quite a pair.” 

I laughed and said, “That they are, and also very observant.”

Katie looked at me and with a smile on her face asked, “What do you think that they observed?” 

I decided to take the plunge in a subtle way. I took a sip of my wine and with my glass still held in the air said; “I think that they saw two women who had just met and who had found an instant chemistry between them that would forge a wonderful friendship.” 

I kept my glass up as I waited for Katie’s reply. “Suzy, I think you’re very good at observing and reading others too. I hope you are right, because I felt those same feelings.” 

Katie then picked up her glass of wine and let her glass touch mine as she smiled across the rim at me and said, “Here’s to a new and hopefully wonderful friendship.”

“I’ll drink to that, I’m glad your boss was too busy to come himself and gave you the tickets for tonight.” 

Katie smiled across the table at me and said, “Me too, and I guess, based on what I have heard that your husband had to go out of town on business!” 

I don’t know what made me do it, but I reached out and picked up one of the forks and scooped off a small bite of the desert, and the offered it to Katie and said: “So am I, but I would have been here anyway, and I would have seen you, and I know that I would have found a way to meet you. But I like this way much better.”

Katie laughed and said, “Me too! You don’t have to answer, but do you do this often?” 

I looked to make sure no one was close that I knew, or knew Richard and softly said, “If you mean pick up another woman, the answer is not when I’m in my home city. I have done so while away on business but never here where I live.” 

Katie’s smile, which had already captivated me, seemed to take on an extra quality, which spoke volumes to me. “I don’t know why you chose tonight, but I have always believed very much in fate, and right now, I would say that fate has brought us together this night for some reason, other than what our original intent might have been.” 

I paused before I replied to what Katie had said. “I believe that fate plays a big role in our lives to.” I paused again and with a big smile on my face added; “but I wouldn’t want to lose the opportunity to fulfill my original intent that I came here with tonight.”

Katie began to laugh, and a few of the people near us looked over at us and smiled. She put her hand over her mouth and softly said, “I wouldn’t want you to not fulfill your intent either. Why don’t you take me on that private tour now, and then we can go back to my new home. I just moved in last week and I haven’t had a chance to show it off to anyone yet.”

I split the balance of the ‘death by chocolate’ into two pieces and handed Katie a fork with her portion and picked up the other fork and with a smile that I knew belied my pleasure at Katie’s offer. I would be more than happy to be your first houseguest. Where do you live?”

Katie wiped her mouth clean with a napkin and told me where her house was. I knew the neighborhood well, since it was only just a little over a block from the gallery and only a few more blocks away from my gallery and antique store. 

We finished off our wine, and pushed back our chairs from the table we had been sitting at, and I directed Katie back into the gallery proper. I lead us over to the sculpture garden, located in the center of the garden is the most beautiful sculpture of a Greek goddess, her tangled tresses, and her robe are done exquisitely but for me the highlight is her perfectly shaped naked left breast with its erect nipple. I could feel my nipples growing and knew that they were plainly visible under my thin silk blouse. 

I have often fanaticized about rubbing against this sculpture, knowing how the cold firm marble would feel against my naked body. I leaned close to Katie and whispered that I have often fantasized about making love to this statue. 

Katie, turned her head and looked at me and said, “So I can see.” And then she softly said, “You’re not the only one with fantasies like that. She looked to make sure we were still alone and then said, “You never know when a fantasy just might come true!” 

I felt her hand briefly touch mine; “She is wonderful, what other joys do you have to show me?” 

Somehow, I resisted the urge that I had to take her in my arms and kiss her. Instead I looked at her and said, “Oh I have some wonderful things to show you, both now and later!” 

Katie smiled and said, “That sounds wonderful, let’s look at the art first and then we can see what wonders we can discover later.” 

We continued our tour of the gallery. I took Katie to see our most famous works, as well as some of my own personal favorites, paintings of nude women picnicking, and a wonderful roman orgy scene in which women were making love to women as well as men.

As Katie looked at the painting of the orgy scene, I could see her nipple perk up under her teddy. I already had discovered that she wore no bra under it as I had been treated to the site of her breast gently swaying under the silk teddy as she moved.

I looked around and saw that we were alone in this section of the gallery at the moment. I took Katie’s hand in mine, confident in myself now; I lifted her hand and gently kissed the back of it. “This scene is putting ideas into my head!” 

Katie kept a hold of my hand and tuned it so that she could kiss mine and with a smile that made me melt said, “Any one in particular Suzy?”

I didn’t even look back at the picture before I answered. “Any one of the scenes between two women looks wonderful to me. I want to try them all!”

Katie kissed my hand again and with that smile that I was quickly falling in love with said, “Let’s go to my house and see if we can’t make your wish come true.” 

I didn’t care if my wish came or not, but I knew that I was going to and that was fine with me. As much as I wanted to tell 

Katie that, I had a hunch that she already knew that, so instead I asked her; “Since you just moved in do we need to stop at the store for some wine?” 

Katie laughed and said, “Now that you mention it, the strongest thing that I have in the house is diet coke. I haven’t had much time to shop, and since I have been concentrating on getting moved in, I have been living on takeout and diet coke.” 

I laughed and said, “In that case, I know of a store in the area that stays open later than most, and we can get some wine there along with some snacks at the grocery store next door. Let’s go get my car, since I bet you walked here from your house!” 

Katie kissed my hand again and let go of it as we heard other people entering the area of the gallery that we were in. “That sounds like a plan to me. Your right I did walk, I place myself in your care.” 

“I like the sound of that Katie!” 

As we left the room in the gallery we had been in, we had to wait for a tour group led by Martha, whom we had talked to earlier as they entered the room. Martha saw us and with a big smile on her face looked at Katie and said, “Let me guess, Susan was showing you some of the racier paintings that we have.” She paused and with a twinkle in her eye said, “You two be careful out there tonight!” and went to join the group she was leading.

Katie laughed as we headed for the stairs: “I think Martha is one very observant lady.”

“I do believe that you are right Katie. I have often wondered about her an Cherise, they always seem to be working the same events together, and a without their husbands at a lot of benefit and or charity functions. I know that they have known each other since they went to Smith together.” 

Katie looked at me and smiled: “In that case I wouldn’t worry. I imagine discretion is something that they are very aware of.” 

When we got to the bottom of the stairs, I looked at Katie and said, “You know what, I’m not worried at all, I’m doing my best right not to not take you into my arms and kiss you right her.” 

Katie laughed and said, “Your crazy girl, let’s get out of here and go get a bottle of wine and I will show you my new house, and then we can talk the night away.” 

I knew exactly what she was doing. Katie was covering for me in case anyone was really paying attention to what we had been saying. I appreciated it, but I had meant what I had said, for some reason I didn’t care who saw me with Katie and what they thought about it. 

We left the gallery and walked through the arbor to the main parking lot. I led the way through the parking lot to where I had parked my one little vise.

Katie paused when I stopped next to my shiny red Corvette. “Nice wheels, your husband’s?” 

“No, it’s mine. It’s the third one I have owned.” I laughed and added. “To use a guy line, there is nothing like fast cars and fast women.” 

Katie laughed at that. I held the door open for Katie and was rewarded with a wonderful view of her long legs, as there is no way for a woman to get into a Corvette in a mini skirt without showing a lot of leg. 

I went around and slipped into my seat and then reached over and unfastened the top in front of Katie and put the top down, as it was a beautiful night. I felt Katie’s lips brush my exposed cheek, and so wanted to turn and kiss her, but I could hear voices come near us, so I started the Corvette and pulled it out of the parking lot, heading for the liquor store and then Katie’s house. 
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As I said, I was familiar with the street that Katie lived on, but I was impressed when Katie directed me to turn in to the driveway of a lovely old Tudor style home. 

She quickly said that it was a double, and that she had the left side of the house, while two other girls shared the other side. I parked the car, and we got our packages out of the corvette’s trunk and Katie led the way into her home. 

We entered through the side entrance and came into her kitchen; I was immediately impressed. The kitchen had been recently updated and was warm and welcoming with its rich cherry cabinets and stainless-steel appliances. 

Katie handed me a corkscrew and I set about opening the wine, while she put away the groceries that we had bought. She set two wine glasses on the counter, which I filled as soon as I had the wine open. 

I handed her a glass, and picked up my own, and Katie reached out and tapped her glass against mine and said, “To a new and wonderful friendship!” 

I accepted her toast and took a sip of my wine. And offered one of my own simply saying; “To our new friendship, may fate guide us and allow for it to grow.” 

We took another sip of our wine and then Katie topped off our glasses and picked up the bottle and carried it with her as she led the way out of the Kitchen. 

The doorway from the kitchen led into a formal dining room, done in a wonderful deep green which, was accented by the deep oak moldings around the doors, floors and ceilings The ceiling, which had to be 10 feet tall, was painted white and a beautiful crystal chandelier hung in the center of the room. From there Katie showed me her reading and music room, which had two deep burgundy leather reading chairs, a very impressive sound system and an upright piano, as well as volumes of books, many still in boxes. 

I looked at the piano and said, “I assume you play!” 

Katie smiled and said, “Yes, I have since I was four. We had a baby grand at home, but they are hard to move around. I bought this after I saw the house, and saw that I would have room for one. I heard that there are a couple of coral groups in the city that are very good.” 

I smiled at her and said, “I would love to hear you play, and there are a number of wonderful coral groups in the area.” 

Katie smiled and said, “I’ll play for you later if you would like, but now let me show you what I have upstairs.” 

“I’ll hold you to that, and I hope you have what I think you have upstairs. Lead on fair lady.” 

Katie led me to the stairway that led upstairs and paused and leaned against the doorframe; “I think you will like what you find upstairs.” 

I leaned forward and kissed Katie ever so lightly; “I already like what I see right here in front of me. I can’t wait to see what you have upstairs.” 

Katie smiled that special smile of hers; “Why thank you, and I must say, I like what I see also. But I think you will really like what you find upstairs.” 

I took Katie’s hand in mine and placed it over one of my breasts: “I trust that this tour includes your bedroom!” 

Katie’s hand began to caress my breast; “I can promise you that my bedroom will be on the tour, but you might want to experience my playroom first Suzy.” 

“Mmm your hand feels so good there, and your playroom sounds very intriguing. Why don’t you lead the way, because if you do that much longer, we might not make it upstairs for a while.”

Katie laughed and said, “I was having the same thoughts as you. Follow me dear Suzy, I think that it is past time for us to delve into the pleasures that we both desire so much.” 

And with that Katie removed her hand from my breast and headed up the stairway. I must admit right here that the view on the way up was wonderful. Katie’s long lean legs extending from beneath her leather mini, and the flashes of tanned skin showing above the lace tops of her thigh hi stocking that covered her legs only added to the fires that were already raging in my body. 

When we got to the top of the stairs Katie pointed to the end of the hall and said there was a second bathroom there, and then she opened a door and stepped inside. I followed her in and found myself standing in her bedroom, which was very large for a house of this age. 

Katie quickly explained that the previous owner had combined the two bedrooms on this side of the house to make a large master suite with an attached bath and shower. She explained that she had had it repainted so that it would match my beddings before she had moved in. 

I loved the color pallet she had chosen. The room was done in a dusty rose color, with a slightly lighter color ceiling. And with natural wood moldings and furnishings it exuded a worm and comfortable feeling especially for a woman. 

Katie took off her suit coat and hung it up, and when she turned back to face me, I saw that her nipples were rock hard and trying their best to push their way through her lace teddy. 

Katie looked down and then at me and smiled; “They don’t lie Suzy; I want to make love to you, just like yours are saying you want to make love to me. I promise you we will spend some time on my big bed, but come with me, let me show you my playroom. I know that you will be happy you did.” 

Katie turned and walked out of her bedroom and opened the door that was directly across the hall. She held it for me in such a way that we had to brush against each other in order for me to enter the room. Our breasts made contact as I passed her, and it was like a fire went through my body and culminated between my legs. I heard a small moan escape from Katie. And then I was in the playroom.

I stopped dead in my tracks. The room was papered in a mauve-colored velvet paper and the walls held numerous paintings, etchings and drawings, and on a quick glance I was sure that every one of them was of either naked women or women making love to other women. 

My gallery mentality took over, and I became aware of the fact that each painting or etching had its own light devoted to it. And since these were the only lights on in the room, the painting seemed come alive on the wall; only the sounds that should accompany the scenes were missing. 

I continued my examination of the room and saw what appeared to be a life size sculpture of a naked woman, which on first glance looked remarkably like Katie. The floor was covered with a very plush white carpet, and a large stack of huge pillows was piled in one corner of the room.

The only pieces of furniture in the room were; an entertainment cabinet, a bar in the corner and bathed in the soft glow of two recessed lights in the ceiling lights was gold velvet settee large enough for two. 

Katie put her arm around me and said; “Let me show you my personal art collection, I know that you will find it as erotic and stimulating as I do.”

I let her lead me around the room, and as we viewed the wonderful paintings and etchings of naked women, women in the act of lesbian love, and women in the act of masturbating. Katie told me where she had found it. 

It was indeed an exquisite collection, but as you might have guessed, I was by now in an extremely aroused state, and more than once during our tour, I had mentioned that what they were doing in the picture looked wonderful and that we should try it. 

We had exchanged brief kisses as we view the art, and we were now standing in front of the sculpture. Katie was slightly behind me with her arms gently around my waist, as I looked closely at the sculpture. 

I looked at Katie, back at the statue, and asked, “This is of you, isn’t it?” 

Katie smiled and said, “Yes, it was done two years ago. Its acrylic, I posed for the mold which they made and then poured the casting.” 

Katie looked at me, smiled and said, “The best thing about this statue is that you can caress it, and not have to worry about it. Go ahead, feel it. Touch it like you wanted to touch the Greek Goddess at the gallery.” 

I reached out and gently stroked the arm of the statue, then moved to her face, and finally let my hands drift downward to her breasts, where my hands lingered. 

I could feel Katie’s hot breath on my neck and her erect nipples touching my back as she moved close to me. She whispered in my ear that she often did the same thing to the statue when she was alone.

I leaned back against her and quickly felt her arms encircle me, as her lips gently caressed my neck. Her hand slowly slid up the length of my arms and across to gently cup each of my breasts. I moaned as I luxuriated in the caress that I had longed for all night, and let myself melt into her arms. 

As Katie continued to let her lips both caress my neck and nibble my ears she slowly began to undo the buttons of my blouse. With my blouse unbuttoned, I felt her hand slip inside, and with practiced ease undo the front clasp of my bra, leaving my breasts hers for the whatever she wanted to do with them.

Katie only used one hand to caress my breasts, with the other she slowly turned me so that I was facing her, lifted my face to hers, and let her lips cover mine, in what was the first of many deep and passion filled kisses that we shared that night. 

I felt like putty in her hands, here it was I whom was planning on being the one to do the seducing, and now I was the seduced. Not that I was complaining at all. 

By the time our kiss had ended. I had slipped her teddy out of her skirt and had a hand caressing her naked breast. We broke the kiss; released each other breasts and Katie lead me over to the settee. I stood there and let her finish undressing me, which didn’t require much. She simply had to remove my unbuttoned blouse and unzip my leather pants.

After they we unzipped, she dropped to her knees and slowly pulled them down as she lavished by tummy and pubic area with hot wet kisses. By the time my pants were at my ankles I was ready for whatever Katie had in mind which I was sure was exactly the same thing that I had had in mind for us from the beginning. 

As I stepped out of the pants my legs opened up for Katie, and she quickly move her face so that it was between my legs, and I soon found out just how ready I was for as soon as her lips touched me I felt my entire body shuddered and I climaxed like a schoolgirl experiencing her first. 

I simply stood there and shook with no control as I felt the warm moistness flow from my body. Katie hungrily accepted my offering of love nectar, and when I finally stopped climaxing, she stood back up, with a smile like a Cheshire cat on her face, and asked if I always came so easily. 

“No its is just that I have wanted your since I first saw you enter the exhibition hall at the gallery, and when you touched me I lost all control.” 

She smiled, kissed me and said “well now your wish will come true, for I am yours tonight, just as you are mine. Join with me and we will have a night full of lust and love” 

My answer was to simply reach out and slip the teddy over her head. As I sucked on a nipple, I unzipped her skirt letting it drop to the floor; leaving her standing there only in her lacy black panties, stockings and spike heels. 

I relinquished the nipple I was enjoying, and after she stepped out of her skirt, I dropped to my knees, and repaid the favor, for as I slowly lowered her panties, I covered her tummy and her soft downy triangle of pubic hair with kisses and licks.

I was more than happy to repay Katie for the pleasure she had just given me, and as she stepped out of her skirt and panties, I took the opportunity to sample my lover’s offerings. 

After a couple of minutes, and at Katie’s gentle urging, I stood back up and quickly found myself embraced in Katie’s arm with our lips pressed together. Our tongues hungrily searching each other’s mouth and lips as we savored each other’s passion and flavor for the first time. 

When the kiss ended, Katie lowered herself to the settee, and motioned for me to join her. I lay next to her, as we lay on our sides face to face and resumed the kiss we had just ended. Our hips began to move against each other as our hands seriously explored each other for the first time, eager to learn how each other’s bodies reacted to our touches.

I’m not a novice by any means, but the things that Katie did to, and taught me to do to her, took me over the top so many times I lost count. We recreated more than one of the scenes that were hanging on the walls, and the sounds that had been missing to being with, now filled the room.

Somewhere along the way we had migrated to the most time-honored position of lesbian lovers. We stayed in this position both giving and receiving pleasure as we both experienced climax after climax until I finally experienced what seemed to me to be an earth-shattering climax that left me drained, and completely spent. 

I collapsed onto Katie, and don’t know how long I lay there. When I came too, I was lying on the settee alone, and Katie was over by the bar. I had been out long enough for her to go downstairs and bring up the wine and some of the snacks that we had stopped and picked up. 

Katie saw me looking at her, smiled and said: “Hi, welcome back to the living. Wow, once you start to climax you just keep going.” 

“Thank you, it was wonderful.” 

I got up off the settee, and joined her at the bar, where she handed me a glass of wine and I picked at the cut-up veggies and cheese on the plate. 

Katie had slipped on a silk kimono, but had left it open. I stood next to her still naked, and she slowly began to stroke my breast. My nipples quickly became erect, and Katie smiled at the sight and said, “I have a surprise for you after you get your nourishment.” 

I slowly sucked in some grapes, knowing that they were full of sugar, and would give me a quick energy boost. I took longer than normal sip of wine and looked down to see that Katie’s nipples were a hard as mine were and were making very nice points under her silk kimono. 

Katie’s gentle caressing of my breast, along with the anticipation of her surprise was having a telling affect on me, and I knew that I was quickly becoming aroused again. I drained my glass of wine, set it
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