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Love’s Perfect Vintage

Lesbian Light Reads 1

by

Elizabeth Andre

“Aisha, let me have a crack at finding a nice girl
for you. I can’t do any worse than you’ve been doing.”

Those were my mother’s exact words after I
told her about the latest woman I met through a lesbian dating app.
The first date—and there wouldn’t be a second—had been a disaster.
The woman showed up wearing sweat pants and a sweatshirt, looking
more like she was ready for a Sunday morning trip to the grocery
store rather than a sexy date on a Friday night. Getting
conversation going was like trying to get honey to flow through a
straw, and she kept looking at her phone during the entire meal. As
we ate dessert, she revealed that she was hoping her ex-girlfriend
would text her.

The woman I had met the previous week on the
same dating app hadn’t been much better. She showed up late, and it
was immediately obvious that her online photo was about ten years
out of date. I don’t have any problems dating older women, but I do
like honesty. By the end of the evening, she revealed that she also
had a husband. That wasn’t in her profile either, but he didn’t
mind her dating me so it was all okay, she said. Apparently, my
opinion as to whether I wanted to be the other woman was
irrelevant.

She didn’t get a second date either.

I was helping my mom, she of the amazingly
green thumb, re-pot and stake some plants when she offered to help
me with my dating life. It was a fine June day, Saturday to be
precise. She and my dad had built a greenhouse in their backyard
years ago when it became clear that my mother was serious about her
plants.

She apparently had also become serious about
finding me a special someone.

“That’s sweet, Mom, but I really don’t—”

“Look. I know a lot of people. The people I
know know a lot of people,” she said.

She wasn’t being full of herself or
anything. She was speaking the truth. She had worked for years at a
local bank as a loan officer and was also involved with local
politics, spending many years getting elected and reelected to the
school board, library board and the city council. But she wasn’t
just a local busybody. She was a trailblazer, the first black woman
elected to each of those positions. Plus, she had been a very
active church member for years. All that combined meant my mom knew
everyone and everyone knew her. I knew she could get just about
anything done, although I wasn’t that sure how she was going to go
about finding me a girlfriend. Would she really hit up her old pals
from the city council and her church and say, “Do you know any nice
girls for my lesbian daughter?”

Yes, actually she would, and she would use
those words.

I glanced at her as she thrust a bamboo
stake into a large pot containing a plant I couldn’t identify. She
hummed the Triumphal March from Aida and looked
thoroughly pleased with herself.

“Give me six months, Aisha. Six months and I
guarantee you I’ll find you the girl of your dreams,” she said.
“Please. I want you to be happy.”

I could have told her that I was happy,
mostly. I could have told her that I was thinking of taking a break
from dating for a while. I could have told her that I was seriously
thinking of making some kind of big life change, like finally
getting some stamps in my passport, like finally getting a
passport. I had traveled some in the U.S., but I had never set foot
in another country, unless you count a cruise to the Bahamas for my
dad’s family reunion, which I don’t. I didn’t get to see much of
the Bahamas, and a cruise ship is just a floating hotel, like a
Hilton on the high seas. I had spent my entire life in Chicago’s
Western suburbs. Maybe it was time to see more?

But maybe most importantly, I could have
told her that I wasn’t sure I wanted to date anyone seriously just
yet. I had been with my now ex-girlfriend for nearly four years
when, a year ago, she left me for a woman she’d been cheating on me
with. My ex, Maggie, said that this other woman, whose name I’ve
made a great effort to forget was her “true soul mate.” She felt
that I was “a” soul mate, not “the” soul mate for her. I’m
generally not a violent person, but if there was ever a person I
wanted to kick down a flight of stairs, it was Maggie that night
when she talked that soul mate bullshit.

I didn’t actually kick her down the stairs,
but I certainly felt like doing so.

On the other hand, it might be nice to let
someone else do the vetting of potential matches, although I
doubted any of them would amount to much. My mom did have a point,
though. How could she do worse?

So I said, “Okay, Mom. Give it a whirl.”

And what a whirl it was. Looking back on it,
those months are a bit of a blur. Honestly, I was shocked at how
many dates I went on. I met and went out with the daughters,
granddaughters, nieces, cousins and sisters of people my mom knew
from her past and present. I have to say, Mom did a good job
curating because I dated all sorts of women during those
months.

They varied in race, ethnicity, body size
and body shape. (“You can’t be too choosy because there just
aren’t that many of y’all,” Mom said at one point.) She set me
up with women who were in professions like law and medicine,
teachers, business owners, as well as women who were plumbers,
electricians and auto mechanics, to name a few. They covered the
spectrum from being completely out of the closet to being still
deeply closeted. On one occasion I went out with a woman with whom
I was acquainted through my job as a budget analyst in the regional
transportation agency’s finance department. Until my mom set me up
with her, I had no idea she was a lesbian. I never went on a second
date with her because I haven’t been closeted for years. Being
closeted is a deal breaker for me. Oh, and another deal breaker was
talking about soul mates. I never wanted to hear that term
again.

Some women I went out with twice, although
most were just one-time meetings. I just couldn’t seem to click
with anyone. Nonetheless, Mom kept trying.

It was at my parents’ annual Labor Day
barbecue that I met Kris Donnelly. We sort of knew each other
already. We had gone to the same high school and even had a few
classes together, but we never became more than acquaintances
because we didn’t move in the same circles. Our high school was big
enough that it was easy not knowing a lot of the people you went to
school with every day. Kris was a very accomplished jock and really
smart. I was a student council, math team and band nerd.
Truthfully, I found girls like Kris a bit intimidating and sexy.
The physical power of some of them, like Kris, was amazing.

According to my mom, she had moved back to
the Chicago area a few months ago after living and working in
France, Italy, Australia and California for the past several years.
Mom said she had run into her mother at the grocery store last
weekend and invited the whole family to the barbecue.

My mom introduced, or reintroduced, us to
each other at the drinks table. She brought Kris over when I had
stopped there to get a beer.

“Aisha. I remember you,” Kris said as we
shook hands. They were strong and firm, and the nails were short.
She still had the kind of fingers that could wrap themselves around
a basketball.

“Do you? What do you remember?” I said.

“Aisha Watson, senior class president. And
you were in band. I remember you at pep rallies. You played the
trumpet?”

“Wow. That was fifteen years ago, and you’re
exactly right. I seem to remember you played volleyball and
basketball. Didn’t the basketball team go to state?”

She beamed and ran her fingers through her
long chestnut hair. “Yeah, we did. We made it all the way to the
semi-finals, but then choked.”

My mom clapped her hands. “So good to see
you two getting along. Excuse me while I go put the bologna on the
grill.” She dashed into the house to get the chunk of bologna that
she had gotten at the butcher’s a couple of days ago.

“Did she say she’s going to put bologna on
the grill?” Kris asked.

I nodded. “Yep. It’s something my mom’s side
of the family really likes. She throws a big chunk of bologna right
onto the grill. You should hear her talk about the result. She
talks about it so lovingly you’d think she was describing a fine
wine or something. Honestly, it is pretty tasty.”

Kris smiled. “Grilled bologna has a toasty
finish, something like that?”

“Something like that. So, what are you doing
these days?”

“I get paid to buy, consult and talk about
fine wines. You know, how toasty they are, the noses, stuff like
that.”

“Really?” I laughed.

“Really.”

“Wait. Are you a…? Wait, don’t tell me. A
sommelier?”

“I am indeed.”

“That is so cool,” I said, sounding like a
viticulture fangirl. I swear she blushed. I asked her if she was a
freelance sommelier or if she worked in a restaurant. She told me
that was the sommelier at one of the finest, fanciest, high-end
restaurants in the city. She said she was also working on a couple
of other projects that she couldn’t really talk about at the
moment.

“That’s not fair. You can’t just drop
something like that and not offer any details,” I said.

She started pouring red wine from a bottle
into a plastic cup. “The vessel isn’t ideal, but try this.”

I took the cup from her. “Is this one of
yours? Did you bring it?” I watched her pour herself some into
another cup.

“Yeah. It’s new, something from Italy. I
don’t know if you like reds, but this one is fruity with some
complexity in the finish.”

“Oooh. I like it when you talk wine.” I was
sloshing the wine around in my cup, perhaps a little too
enthusiastically. Truthfully, I was trying to look cool and delay
actually taking a sip. I do like red wine, but I don’t know
anything about wine. I certainly don’t know how to talk about it.
Heck, I’m better at talking about grilled chunks of bologna after
so many years of hearing my mom rhapsodize about it.

She giggled. “Careful. You’ll end up
watering the grass at that rate.”

“Yes. You’re right. Well. Cheers!” I took a
big sip and swallowed. It tasted like red wine, fruity like she
said, but I didn’t know what sort of complexity she thought I was
supposed to taste.

She was looking at me expectantly.

“It’s … good,” I said.

Her grin got bigger. She stepped a bit
closer to me. I could see the twinkle in her green eyes, and the
texture of her cream-colored skin. “I’m sorry I put you on the
spot. I just think it’s very good, and I wanted to share it with
you.”

“No worries. I guess you did make me a
little nervous. I mean, you’re a sommelier. I still get chardonnay
confused with pinot grigio. Or is it pinot noir?”

“I wish people didn’t get nervous when they
find out what I do. I wish you weren’t nervous.” She smiled at me,
a bit coyly I thought.

“Your profession making someone nervous is
better than boring them.”

“Why? What do you do?”

At this point, we started to drift away from
the drinks table as more people started filling and refilling their
cups. It seemed we moved a little farther away from the crush of
the party, bit by bit, until we were standing under one of the
peach trees in the backyard. The sun was starting to set, but the
shade provided by the tree was still welcome.

“I’m a budget analyst with the regional
transportation agency.”

“A snooze a minute, huh?”

“Yeah, but I’m good with numbers.” I
shrugged. “It’s not always boring, at least I don’t think it is.
You know, boredom really isn’t a problem for me there. Besides, it
does pay the bills.” I watched her but tried not make it obvious
that I was staring at how her fingers held her plastic cup, how she
savored her wine, how her shirt hinted at the shape of the breasts
underneath.

“That’s good to know. What do you feel other
than boredom?”

I stopped watching her drink and just looked
at her. In the twilight and pale glow of the paper lanterns
suspended from tree limbs, she was lovely. Her green eyes were
vivid. Her shoulders were muscular. Her smile was slightly crooked,
and she seemed interested in how I felt about my work. No. Strike
that. I think she was interested in me. What I really hadn’t
expected, though, was that I was interested in her, too. After
months of lukewarm dating, I was ready for something more.

“Frustration,” I said. “That’s what I feel
more than anything else because we don’t have enough money to do
what a lot of good people in the agency want to do to make
taxpayers’ lives easier. And a lot of times we don’t have the money
because we have to pay political appointees who really have no
business working there.”

When I finished talking, she sipped more
wine and regarded me with, well, I don’t know. Admiration?
Respect?

“You feel strongly about that,” she said
finally.

I was a little embarrassed. “Yeah. Maybe I
should stop drinking now. Who knows what I’m liable to say and do
if I keep going? Politics can come back to bite you.”

She cocked an eyebrow and reached for my
cup. “I’ll get that filled right back up. I’d like to see what
you’d be liable to do with a little more in you.”

“Okay, but just a little bit.”

As we made our way back to the drinks table,
she said, “You know that pinot grigio and pinot noir aren’t the
same, right? Grigio is white wine. Noir is red.”

“Yeah, I knew that.” I giggled. “Okay. No, I
didn’t.”

“Oh my god. That is so basic, Watson.”

“Hey. I’m not a sommelier. I know numbers
and spreadsheets,” I protested.

“You know what? I think I’ll have to educate
you,” she said. “We should spend some time together.”

I liked the sound of that. For the rest of
the evening, we chatted and flirted. At one point, my parents’
backyard was packed with people, and it got pretty loud. I knew
plenty of the other party guests, but I wasn’t interested in any of
them. Kris and I retreated to the basement den where it was quiet
and cool. We sat on a sofa. She told me about how she got a
scholarship to play basketball at a Division III school. Her
parents divorced in the spring of her sophomore year of college. It
seemed like basketball saved her.

“It kept me from going completely crazy.
Everyone seemed to think that I would drop out of school and not
come back for my junior year. I thought about doing that for maybe
a millisecond. School and basketball were my lifelines. I practiced
and studied all the damn time. Really, I just cut myself off from
everyone. I mean, in a way I was relieved when my mom and dad got
divorced. They had been so miserable for so long, but it also made
me really sad.”

“I remember that,” I said.

She looked at me quizzically. “You remember
what exactly?”

“It’s because of my mom. She knows so many
people who know a lot of people, and she was acquainted with your
mom back from when they were both on the library board.” I
shrugged. “At some point my mom told me that your parents got
divorced. That’s what I remember.”

She didn’t respond right away. We sipped our
wine in silence for several moments.

“You know what the hardest thing was? It was
during my sophomore year that I accepted the fact that I was a
lesbian. I had decided to come out to my parents when I came home
for the summer between sophomore and junior years. They were in the
thick of the divorce so it didn’t seem like the right time. After
the divorce, my being a lesbian seemed really unimportant. I didn’t
come out to them until five or six years after graduation.”

She turned to look me full in the face then.
“This is getting too heavy. Let’s talk about something else.”

I hadn’t minded her talking about her
parents’ divorce, but if she wanted to change the subject, that was
fine with me. So I told her how I discovered fencing in college and
how that led me to my current interest in longsword fighting.

“There’s a tournament coming up in November.
The longsword fight club I’m in is going. It’s going to be
fantastic. It’s really improved my upper body strength, and it’s
fun. I mean, there’s the technique, and you get to hit people. It’s
such a great release valve, you know.”

“Fight club? You’re in a fight club? You’re
not supposed to talk about fight clubs, right?” She was grinning
again. I was beginning to love her grin.

I rolled my eyes. “It’s not like that Brad
Pitt movie, Donnelly.”

“Show me some of your moves.”

“Okay.” I jumped up from the sofa. I
remembered there were a couple of wiffle ball bats in a box in one
of the basement closets. “Hang on.” I left and came back a minute
later carrying two plastic bats that had seen better days. I gave
Kris one of them.

I spent the next several minutes showing her
how to properly hold the bat as if it were a longsword, some
footwork and some basic fighting techniques. We really got into it.
I just liked any excuse to fight, and I think Kris really liked the
athleticism of it. With every swing of the bat, I could see the
outline of her biceps as they flexed and relaxed. At one point, we
were chasing each other around the basement like we were in a fight
scene in a movie. We laughed and screamed until finally collapsing
on the sofa, sitting next to each other with our shoulders
touching.

“You have some sneaky moves,” she said.

“I have to. I mostly fight guys in the
club.” My breathing slowly became more regular. I didn’t know if it
was the right thing to do, this not really being a date and all. We
were also in my parents’ basement, but I didn’t care. I leaned over
and kissed her.

To my delight and relief, she kissed me
back. We didn’t stop kissing for several minutes. She pulled me
closer to her the deeper our kisses became.

“You know we’re making out in your parents’
basement.” She caressed my cheek and kissed my face and down to my
neck.

I laughed. “This is actually a first for me.
I’ve never made out in my parents’ basement. My brothers did with
their girlfriends.” She was sucking on my neck. I thought I would
end up with a hickey or two before the evening was over.

She slipped her hand under my shirt, started
massaging one of my boobs.

Then I heard a heavy tread on the steps
coming down into the basement.

“Ooops. Oh, I’m sorry. Sorry, girls.”

We broke apart. It was my dad. I felt like I
was in high school, and I was so busted.

“Hello. Hello. I just came down to get more
ice from the freezer,” he said, walking briskly the wrong way.

“The freezer’s back that way, Dad.” I pulled
my shirt down. I noticed Kris running her fingers through her hair.
Between the impromptu longsword fight and making out, her hair had
ended up quite tousled.

“Yes. That’s where I’m going. The freezer.”
He opened the freezer and pulled out a bag of ice. “Thanks for
bringing the wine, Kris. It’s really good. Aisha, your mother wants
to know if you’ll be wanting any of Nadine’s key lime pie. She’ll
set a couple of pieces aside if you do.”

“No, that’s all right, Dad.”

“I’m glad you like the wine, Mr. Watson,”
Kris said.

He stopped at the top of the steps and said
over his shoulder, “Looks like you two need some ice to cool off,
too. Freezer’s over there.”

“Oh, ha-ha, Dad.”

After he left, we giggled. Even though I’m
thirty-two years old, I felt like I was fifteen. Kris held my
hand.

“I hate to say this, but I have to get
going. I have several meetings tomorrow starting early,” she said.
“But I’d like to see you again.”

“Good.” We exchanged phone numbers and email
addresses. I walked her out to her car where we kissed goodbye. The
rest of the night passed in a blur. I mingled and chatted with the
remaining party guests but thought about Kris the whole time. She
texted me goodnight when she got home. I didn’t know if this would
lead to a long-term relationship, but it seemed like Kris and I
would be able to have some fun together. That’s no bad thing. Maybe
Mom was right. Maybe she could find me a nice girl.

*~*~*

Kris actually called me instead of texting
me a couple of days later to talk about getting together. I was
thrilled to hear her voice. She suggested we go to this little
French-style bistro for dinner the following Friday night. She said
that she liked the fancy, high-end restaurant she was the sommelier
at well enough, but its design really didn’t make it conducive to
having a conversation without shouting at your dinner companion.
The bistro was cute and cozy, and the pastry chef was her friend.
You won’t believe the things he can do with chocolate, she
had said when we talked on the phone. That was good enough for me.
Besides, the bistro was only a few blocks from my apartment.

She picked out the wines we drank during the
meal and after. We had chocolate pots de crème for dessert. We
lingered over the creamy dessert and continued talking until
closing time. We didn’t want to say goodbye just yet, so we headed
out into the sultry September night. There was a bar around the
corner from the bistro that looked lively.

“We could go inside and get a drink,” I
said. The bar’s windows were open to let the night air in. Noise
spilled out as we stood on the sidewalk.

“Don’t you live around here?”

“Yeah. It’s just a few blocks away.”

She stepped closer to me, smiled and held my
eyes with hers. “Not far then. We should go there.”

We stared at each other for several moments.
Everything else seemed to drop away—the bar, the bar noises, the
street noises. It seemed it was just us there on the sidewalk.

Finally, I said, “Okay. Let’s go to my
place, but you have to dance.”

“What, Watson?”

I nodded. “Dance. We’re going to have a
little dance party at my place. Do you think you’re up for that,
Donnelly?”

She looked uncertain only momentarily.
“Yeah. I’m up for that.”

“Great! Let’s go.”

Fortunately, I had done some cleaning that
morning, so I had nothing to be embarrassed about. I was less sure
about the wines in my pantry. She was a sommelier after all, but
she clearly wasn’t a snob. She chose a red from my limited
collection mostly gathered from what other people brought to my
parties. We drank and chatted. After a few minutes of that, I put
on some music for us to dance to, some R&B from the sixties,
just the sort of thing I loved. I loved a woman who liked to
dance.

I held my hand out to her. “Shall we
dance?”

She smiled and put down her glass. “That’s
what we’re here for.” She stood up and took my hand.

We took off our shoes, and we danced and
danced. Song after song was up tempo so we twisted, shimmied and
shook. When some 1970s disco snuck in there, we did the bump and a
slightly tipsy hustle. At one point, Kris took the lead and spun
and dipped me. When I came back up from the dip, she didn’t let go.
We were both breathing hard.

“This isn’t a slow dance song,” I said,
still trying to catch my breath. I put my arms around her neck.

“I don’t care,” she said.

I felt her hands on my back. She moved them
up and down. At last, with one hand she began to lift the bottom of
my shirt. Her fingertips grazed the small of my back. Her other
hand found its way to my ass. My lips brushed against hers. I
laughed softly.

“What’s so funny?” Kris said.

“Do you think this is what my mom had in
mind when she invited your mother and you to the barbecue last
weekend?”

Now Kris giggled. “Interesting. I did think
it was weird that my mother was so eager for us to go to your
mother’s barbecue. I mean, she said that it’s always a good party,
but she was really excited this year. They were setting us
up, weren’t they?”

“Definitely,” I said.

Again, my lips grazed her lips. “Just what
do you think we could get up to?”

Suddenly, she picked me up. I involuntarily
squealed. It was a squeal of happiness. I think the last time
anyone carried me was when I was six years old and it was my dad. I
had fallen off my bike and fractured my elbow. She picked me up
with those strong arms of hers.

“I’ll show you what we could get up to,” she
said as she carried me into my bedroom. Once inside, she set me
down on the bed.

I scrambled up to the head of the bed.

“Where are you going?” she asked. I could
hear the smile in her voice.

“I want to see you.” I switched on the lamp
on the nightstand.

She got on the bed and advanced on me,
pushing me down so she was on top of me. We looked into each
other’s eyes for what seemed like several minutes, like we couldn’t
believe that this would have happened in a million years.

“Do you like what you see?” She had
unbuttoned the top buttons of my shirt and moved her hand to my
chest. Her fingertips played with the edge of my bra cup.

I nodded. “I do.” I couldn’t stand it any
longer so I pulled her head down and kissed her. I pulled away a
bit to run my tongue along her lips before she pushed her tongue
into my mouth. I moaned. I couldn’t catch my breath, but I didn’t
want to stop kissing.

I pulled at the bottom of her shirt and
started pulling it up. She let me pull it over her head and off of
her revealing a hot pink underwire bra. Smiling slyly, she reached
behind her back and undid her bra and flung it off onto the floor.
Her nipples pointed upwards, and her breasts were round. She
finished unbuttoning my shirt. My bra clasped at the front, so it
was easy for her to undo the clasp releasing my breasts as well. I
sat up and shimmied out of the bra and shirt, which got tossed
aside on the floor along with other bits of clothing. We kissed
again and, with momentum on Kris’ side, she pushed me back down.
She kissed her way down from my lips, along my neck and shoulders,
and down to my tits. She ran her tongue around each nipple and then
down to my waistband. I knew I was getting wet, and it was all I
could do not to come right then and there. I ran my hands through
her hair as she planted several kisses on my tummy.

She unzipped my fly and gave my pants a tug.
I let her pull them off along with my underwear. I sat up and
started tugging on her pants. She got naked, too.

“You are magnificent!” she said.

I laughed as she took me in her arms, and we
collapsed onto the bed. This time I was on top of her. I moved my
hand down between her legs. She had a “landing strip.” The narrow
strip of light brown pubic hair guided me from her pubic hairline
to the entrance of her labial lips. My fingers fluttered around her
vagina. I loved the wetness she had down there.

“Next time, you should trim your hair down
here so it ends in an arrow shape,” I said, chuckling.

“I’ll keep that in mind. Let me see
yours.”

I sat up so she could get a good look at my
snatch. I had a bikini trim. She touched the pubic hair I did
have.

“Nice. So dark, your hair, and curly. I like
it.” Now her fingers were probing my labial lips, gliding through
the wetness, making me gasp when one of her fingers found my
clit.

We lay down on the bed, facing each other,
our fingers in each other’s snatches. I slipped my index finger
inside of her while she started massaging my clit. We moaned and
kissed. The harder she massaged my clit, the more I indulged in a
sort of whimpering that, under other circumstances, I’d find a bit
undignified. I tried to concentrate on moving at least one of my
fingers to her clit, but she had the upper hand, as it were. I
couldn’t stop whimpering and moaning. Kris seemed to like it. I
removed my fingers from her snatch and started pinching one of her
nipples. This made her massage my clit more vigorously. Sooner than
I would have liked, I started coming. I bucked against her hand as
my orgasm washed over me. She held onto me tightly, as if she were
afraid that my orgasmic convulsions would wrench me from her, off
the bed and onto the floor. I didn’t want it to stop. I didn’t want
her to stop holding me.

Kris held me as my breathing became more
regular. I was dazed, but I wanted to make her feel as good as she
had just made me feel. She sucked on her fingers, the ones that had
been responsible for the fantastic orgasm I had just had.

“I like how you taste,” she said.

I took hold of her hand, kissed the palm and
then sucked on her index finger. She responded just how I hoped she
would, closing her eyes and moaning.

“Now let me get a taste of you.” I gently
pushed her onto her back. I kissed and licked my way down to her
landing strip.

“So, I played trumpet in band, as you know.
And trumpet players, well, all brass instrument players, have to do
a lot with their lips.” I licked and sucked in the area around her
clit. “We change pitch by altering the muscular contractions of our
lips. We also manipulate our tongues to support the sound and to
change sound and pitch. After years of that, my lips and tongue are
incredibly agile and strong. Let me show you.”

I found her clit and used my tongue and lips
to manipulate and massage it. I pushed one of my fingers and then
another and another inside of her.

“Oh my… Don’t stop.” She gasped as I applied
more pressure to her clit and started pushing my fingers in and out
of her. Her vaginal muscles tightened around my fingers.

I really liked slithering my tongue around
the inner and outer lips of her vagina before going back to her
clit. At one point, she became most insistent.

“Stay on my clit, for God sakes!”

What could I do but obey? Even though I’d
never had sex with Kris before, I had a pretty good idea that she
was close to coming. She started doing this cute whistle as her
breathing became heavier. Soon after the whistle started, she came.
Her legs shuddered. Her hips bucked, and she arched her back as she
shouted her pleasure. I kissed the insides of her thighs and kissed
my way back up to her face, licking each of her nipples along the
way. Her nipples were hard as pebbles, and I slid beside her and
cradled her in my arms. She still trembled a little.

“That whistling thing you do—it’s like
you’re a kettle on the boil,” I said.

“Ha-ha,” she said. “It’s so
embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. Well, you can be
embarrassed if you want, but I think it’s cute.”

We lay together for a while, me holding her,
not speaking, just enjoying each other’s company. I thought she had
fallen asleep after a few minutes. I was wrong.

“This was fun. I like you,” Kris said. She
sounded sleepy and sexy. She propped herself up on her elbow.

“Did you think it was weird that my mom was
finding dates for me? I wondered if the women she set me up with
thought I was a loser.”

“I didn’t think that. I was intrigued. Did
you think you’re a loser?”

I propped myself up on my elbow so I faced
her. I traced her lips with my index finger. “Not a loser, no. I
guess I just thought that there was something off about me, that
I’d lost whatever ability I had to judge someone’s character or at
least recognize a red flag when it was waved right in front of
me.”

“How many girls have you been out with since
your mom’s been setting you up?” She kissed the tip of my finger
and lay back down.

I thought about it. “Including you,
eighteen.”

“Eighteen!”

“My mom does not mess around. She wants me
settled down with a nice girl, the right girl, sooner rather than
later.” I lay down in her arms. We entwined our legs.

“Has she lined up any more dates for
you?”

“She hasn’t told me yet, but she probably
has. Like I said, she doesn’t mess around. Would you be
jealous?”

“No. Well, a little, but that’s stupid. I
have no claim on you.”

“And I have no claim on you. You just moved
back a few months ago, so you should be out there meeting new
people, dating.” She suddenly got this sheepish look on her face.
“What?” I sat up, so I was looking down at her.

“You know the gay sports association? It has
a women’s basketball league. I’m on one of the teams. I have a date
tomorrow for lunch with a girl from one of the other teams.”

“That’s great,” I said. And I really meant
it. I think if we had met five years ago, and we had had a roll in
the hay and then she told me she was going on a date with someone
the next day, I probably would have been peeved. Tonight, it just
didn’t seem like something to get worked up about. I liked her, and
if it was meant to be more than one very special night it would
happen without me forcing anything.

“I had a girlfriend in Australia, very
intense. I actually met her when I was in Italy. I went to
Australia to be with her. It ended badly a year ago. I haven’t
dated since. I just thought I’d get my dating sea legs back, you
know?”

“Shhh. You don’t owe me an explanation. Just
have fun. I broke up with my ex a year ago, too.”

She looked up at me with—admiration? I’m not
a mind reader, so I couldn’t tell really. She grinned. “Are you
ready for more?”

“Oh yes,” I said.

In a smooth and expert move, she had me on
my back again. She clambered on top of me, bringing her knee up
into my crotch, pressing on my clit. I gasped.

“Oh yes,” I said again.

*~*~*

Because of our schedules it was tricky to
get together, but we managed to see each other several times over
the next couple of months. I worked a typical 9-5 weekday schedule
while Kris worked weekday evenings and a couple of weekends a
month. We dated other people, too. Kris because she wanted to have
some no-strings fun, she said. Part of the reason why I continued
was because I was fascinated by my mom’s ability to find women for
me to date. For someone who said that the lesbian dating pool
wasn’t very big, and she was right about that, she sure seemed to
be able to successfully mine the Chicago metropolitan area for
eligible women to a degree that I could never match. Kris and I
talked a little about the dates we went on with others. I didn’t
sleep with any of them, like I had with Kris, although I did make
out with a couple of them. I have needs, and it was fun.

The longsword tournament I’d been looking
forward to and preparing for was scheduled for the first Saturday
in November at a suburban hotel. That was the day things seemed to
change. Kris had that evening off, so she volunteered to drive me
out there and back. I told her she’d probably be bored because I
was only competing in one event. She said she wouldn’t mind. The
saving grace was that there were enough women entered that there’d
be round-robin play to start, so more opportunity for Kris to see
me in action. Single elimination would come later. The sixteen
women entered were placed in four groups, four women in each group.
I played three matches that morning. Besides Kris, a few of my
friends, and my parents made up a cheering section for me. It was
fantastic.

I won my group, so I advanced to the single
elimination round, which started in mid-afternoon. I won my first
match and met probably the strongest women’s longsword fighter in
the country in the final. I started out well, but she was just so
good and so strong. She flat out overpowered me. I was a little
disappointed to get second place. I mean, I had fantasized about
being the all-conquering heroine in front of Kris. I thought she’d
find that really sexy but really, I was just so glad she was there.
We went back to her place where she fed me short ribs she had
cooked in a slow cooker. I was exhausted, and I was thinking of how
much I had begun to care about Kris. It scared me a little.

“Will you stay with me tonight?” she asked
as we cleared the table.

“Of course, although I’m not sure how much
I’ll be up for.”

“That’s okay. We’ll take it slow. You know,
I thought you were amazing today. I know you would have liked to
have won first place, but I think you did great.”

“Thanks. She really smacked me a good one. I
got a bruise on my upper arm.” I pulled up my shirt sleeve to show
her the blue mark.

She nodded. “Yeah, I noticed. Don’t forget
to ice it.”

“I won’t. I won’t.” I helped her load dishes
into the dishwasher.

“Listen. I got a text this morning from
work. My boss has approved my trip to Chile.”

“You’re going to Chile? That sounds great,”
I said. “When?”

“After Christmas. It’s a buying trip. It’s
for ten days. It’ll be summer down there. Will you come with me? Do
you think you can get the time off? You won’t have to pay for
accommodations because it’s a work trip for me. What do you
think?”

When I had had dinner with my parents the
other night, my mom had asked me about my dating Kris. She had
asked, “So, is it going anywhere?” I think she was beginning
to feel a little smug, not only about her ability to find dates for
me, but also because she sensed that she had found someone I really
liked. I had told my mom that Kris and I were having fun. Now I
could tell her that “it” was going to Chile.

“Well, I’m already taking two weeks off over
the holidays. It sounds wonderful, but an international vacation
together is also kind of a big step. It’s more than just dinner and
a movie.”

“I know. I’ve just been thinking lately that
I think about you and us a lot. I really don’t want to see anyone
else. I’m— I’m falling in love with you, Watson.”

I sat down at the table. It felt like a lot
to take in, and I was indescribably happy. Love had entered my
life. I had a reason to apply for a passport. I would get stamps in
it. She pulled up a chair and sat down opposite me.

“Of course I’ll go with you,” I said. I
leaned over and kissed her.

Later, after she’d turned out the light, we
lay in bed holding each other.

“I’m in love with you, too, Donnelly.”

“I know,” she said.

And when she said it, just said those two
words with such certainty, desire and tenderness, I felt shivers of
pleasure spread through my body. It occurred to me then that my mom
had done what she said she’d do. She had done no worse than I had
done and a good deal better. She had a right to feel smug. I’d have
to remember to tell her to stop setting me up. As I fell asleep, I
giggled a little. I heard Kris whisper.

“What’s so funny, my love?” she said.

I smiled. I was so drowsy at that point that
all I could think to say was, “I like it when you talk wine.”

So I fell asleep to Kris softly and gently
describing to me the virtues of various wines she had drunk at one
time or another. It was the sexiest, most soothing sound I’d ever
heard.

####
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Chapter One

Throughout my long flight to Italy, my mind
whirled with the usual mixture of anxiety and hopeful fantasies of
what my one-week vacation there might be like. I envisioned myself
striding confidently through picturesque city streets and
awe-inspiring historical sites, my trusty digital camera snapping
breathtaking shots of sleek marble statues and crumbling
architectural wonders.

Within hours of my arrival, though, I
realized my expectations had been woefully unrealistic, to say the
least. Frustrated and travel-weary, I dutifully propelled myself
through the frenzied crowds at the airport and out into the equally
clogged city streets, where I somehow managed to get a taxi to
deliver me through the drizzling rain to my hotel. Things got worse
there, as I found myself embroiled in a misunderstanding about the
room I’d reserved. As I argued with the desk clerk, who stared at
me blankly when I spoke in English and affected total
misunderstanding of my attempts at the Berlitz phrases I’d studied,
I found myself close to the tears I’d suppressed during the
emotional turmoil of the past few weeks.

“Andrea Turner,” I repeated over and over
again, while the clerk merely shrugged. “Reservation! For
today!”

Then, just when things seemed hopeless, a
strikingly attractive tall blonde woman in an expensive raincoat
stepped up beside me. After flashing me a small, encouraging smile,
she turned to the clerk and translated my arguments and pleas into
what sounded to me like flawless Italian. Amazingly, within moments
the surly clerk had apologized and my room key had materialized in
his outstretched hand. He then barked some orders into a house
phone, and a bellhop appeared to deal with my luggage. Speechless
with gratitude, I gaped at the woman.

“He is always abrupt with Americans,” she
whispered without a trace of an accent as she tucked her arm
through mine and steered me back through the magnificent lobby
toward the elevator. “Your Italian was fine, but he pretended not
to understand you. It’s a bit of a game to him. I don’t think he’ll
give you any more trouble, though.”

I found her perfectly charming, especially
when she offered to come upstairs with me and help me find my room.
On the way up, I learned that Celeste Jamison was a fellow American
and was in Rome on business. She was, it turned out, an
internationally renowned expert on art restoration, and she had
come from New York City to lend her expertise to an exhibit being
prepared for a museum in the city. She had learned Italian the hard
way, by studying it in college while she pursued advanced degrees
in art history. I put her age at about 35, just a little older than
I was. Though I felt self-conscious when I confessed I was nothing
more exciting than an insurance adjuster in California, she had the
grace to nod respectfully and ask me a few things about my
comparatively dull life and career.

I was relieved to find that the luggage had
made it there just ahead of us, presumably by some kind of service
lift, and my new friend took charge by telling the bellhop where to
put the cases. She even tipped him in Euros, something I would have
forgotten to do. I was beginning to think I was not cut out to be
an international traveler.

On the other hand, I couldn’t regret meeting
Celeste. With all the drama that had been going on in my life
before I’d left the States, it had been a long time since I’d
stopped to appreciate being around a beautiful, vibrant woman.
Celeste’s beauty was hard to ignore, though. She was statuesque
enough to take the place of any of those pale, seductive goddesses
preserved in timeless Italian marble, and her obvious intelligence
made her even more alluring to me.

Even after the luggage was safely delivered
and the bellhop dispensed with, we continued our conversation. No
sooner had I begun to contemplate the possibility of more
titillating common interests than she invited me to share a drink
with her in the hotel bar. Maybe, just maybe, this vacation would
work out for me after all.

I soon found myself enjoying both a heady
glass of native red wine and a wonderful pasta dish she had ordered
for me, along with an identical one for herself. I hadn’t realized
how hungry I was. Somehow, Celeste seemed to know me better than I
knew myself even in the short span of our acquaintance.

“So, Andrea, what made you decide to visit
Italy?” she asked after I had finished praising the cuisine.

“Actually, it’s kind of a convoluted tale,”
I confessed with a blush. “My ex planned the trip months ago. Toni
was fluent in Italian. I’m not, as you saw. Then we broke up. I had
to either use the ticket or lose the money. So you can see which
alternative I chose.”

“Yes,” she said, nodding. “I don’t blame
you. Just because you’re on your own doesn’t mean you shouldn’t
enjoy life and go on adventures.”

“That’s pretty much what my sister said when
she encouraged me to take this trip.”

“Your sister is a wise woman, then.”

“No doubt she’d agree with you.” Recalling
my self-pitying arguments with my sister Brenda, all of which
ultimately went nowhere, made me smile. At the same time, I felt a
little guilty about the information I had omitted. I knew Celeste
would hear my ex’s name as “Tony” and think I was referring to a
man. Little did she know I meant a woman named Antonia.

Then again, maybe she did suspect. As we
chatted, I couldn’t help fantasizing about the two of us locked in
a sweaty tangle of limbs, and before long a sort of electrical
current began to buzz almost audibly around us. I didn’t need a
phrase book to interpret the look that dawned in Celeste’s intense
blue eyes. When her gaze drifted down to my breasts, I felt my
excited nipples harden into points, and I was more than gratified
to see her smile widen accordingly.

“I hope you’ll find great pleasure in Rome,”
she said, a bit cautiously, but in an unmistakably husky tone. “No
matter what disappointments you’ve experienced in the past.”

“I do, too,” I said truthfully.

“Why don’t you join me tomorrow? I’m free of
the museum in the afternoon, and I had planned to go out into the
country to do some sightseeing. There’s a fresco that’s been in the
news lately—a restoration controversy I won’t bore you with just
now, but I’m curious to see it for myself. Besides, I’m familiar
with the area and can show you some other sights along the
way.”

“That would be lovely, but I certainly don’t
want to intrude on your time.”

“Don’t be silly! Looking at art is much more
meaningful if one can share the experience.”

I had no particular understanding of art
beyond a few basic classes in college, but before long it was
decided. I could spend the morning exploring the area around the
hotel, which Celeste assured me was ripe with interesting shops and
Roman culture, and after lunch she would return to pick me up in
her rental car.

That night, I was so exhausted that I melted
away into the soft hotel bedding, feeling much better about my
prospects for enjoying this foreign environment. I was quite
conscious that just one floor below me, Celeste was also stretched
out in her large, plush bed. In my dreams, I sneaked down to join
her there. In real life, though, I knew I’d better watch my step. I
didn’t want to embarrass myself or her and lose the only friend I
had in the entire country.

Then again, something told me that Celeste
would not be offended to learn that I was attracted to her. Maybe
she was just curious, or open to new experiences while she was away
from home, but I had the strong sense she returned my interest at
some level. All I could do was wait until the next day, enjoy her
company at whatever level of intimacy she offered, and see what
happened next. I was certain that if she did suggest anything
beyond simple friendship, I was prepared to respond
enthusiastically. For the first time in a long while, I felt free
of my heartbreak over losing Toni and open to whatever romantic
escapades fate brought my way.

 



Chapter Two

I spent the morning wandering the streets
around the hotel, and as Celeste had assured me, I found myself
enjoying the sights and sounds immensely. I bought a few souvenirs
and postcards, enjoyed some spicy coffee, and even managed to
communicate with a few of the locals. I was pleased that my
travel-book Italian wasn’t nearly as atrocious as the hotel clerk
had implied.

All the time, though, I’d been counting the
hours until my outing with Celeste. When she showed up to collect
me for our excursion right after lunch, as promised, I almost wept
in relief.

The trip into the countryside was the kind
of spirit-lifting, mind-clearing experience every vacation should
include. Celeste did indeed know her way around, and she treated me
to a whirlwind tour through various vineyards, fields, and small
villages, some of them clearly dating from the Middle Ages. She
even pointed out something that looked like a pile of sun-bleached
rubble to me, but Celeste assured me it had once been an outdoor
theater dedicated to Bacchus, god of wine. With a little
imagination, it wasn’t impossible to believe we’d traveled back in
time as well as across Italy. I could almost imagine the citizens
of Ancient Rome in their togas, rapt at a performance of a play by
Terence or Plautus.

Our destination was a small chapel that lay
about two hours outside of Rome. Inside, she explained, was a
religious-themed fresco that had recently been touched up with
paint by a well-meaning but overzealous church volunteer. The
result was a supposedly restored painting of St. Peter that now
looked like a cross between a werewolf and a tousle-haired troll.
To the chapel’s surprise, Internet coverage of the catastrophe had
brought visitors galore to the village. Donations to the chapel
were pouring in, but not to undo the damage to the painting—on the
contrary, people found it strangely amusing and endearing. When we
arrived at the chapel, in fact, I saw t-shirts, framed
reproductions, and postcards of the mutilated fresco for sale
everywhere.

“This kind of thing must really make your
blood boil,” I remarked as Celeste and I entered the chapel with a
group of other tourists and dropped the requested donations into a
jar by the door. “I mean, you’ve spent years studying the right way
to restore art just so this kind of thing doesn’t happen.”

To my surprise, Celeste laughed. “Well, I
suppose that’s one way to look at it. Actually, I can’t bring
myself to get too angry. There are certainly much worse injustices
taking place in the world of art every day, and this incident has
at least brought visitors here to appreciate the other frescos.”
She gestured toward a group of teenagers staring at the defaced
saint, which really did look like some kind of marauding
supernatural creature. “Who knows? Among these young people there
might be a budding art historian. If it inspires one person to do
good work in the world, who am I to complain? Art is too far
removed from most people’s lives in this modern world as it
is.”

“I guess you have a point,” I admitted.

“Personally, I’ve always hoped that God had
a sense of humor,” Celeste went on. “The fellow who repainted the
wall meant well. He was showing his love for the original work in
the only way he knew how. Sometimes that’s what really matters when
it comes to restoration.”

We moved into place behind the velvet ropes
that had been set up in front of the fresco and spent a few moments
looking at the bizarre rendition. I could see why it had a certain
homespun comic appeal, even if the result had destroyed a priceless
piece of history. The other paintings around it, which remained
untouched, lacked a certain verve and immediacy in contrast with
the touched-up one.

Before we left, we bought a few postcards of
the altered painting, and Celeste bought one of the t-shirts for
someone back in New York. I felt a twinge of jealousy until she
explained that it was for a colleague in the restoration business
who would surely appreciate the joke.

On our way back, we stopped at a
bistro-style restaurant in yet another quaint little village and
enjoyed an early dinner.

“I had a lovely time today,” I said as we
lingered over more of that strong coffee I’d sampled in the city
that morning. I doubted I’d get much sleep tonight, though it
wouldn’t be just because of the caffeine. “Thank you so much for
inviting me.”

“I enjoyed it too,” she said. “I was afraid
you’d be bored by all my chatter about paintings and antiquities.
Some people can’t understand my passion for such things.”

“Oh, I understand it completely,” I said in
all sincerity. It hurt me to think that others had disappointed her
by refusing to share or even respect her obvious love for art.
“Your job sounds wonderfully exciting. It never would have occurred
to me to go into something like that as a career. I was too focused
on practicalities…making money quickly to pay back my student
loans. Maybe I made a mistake, though. There’s got to be more to
life than sitting behind a desk answering phones and punching
computer keys all day long.”

Celeste sighed. “Careers in the arts aren’t
especially lucrative, that’s for sure. At least, they’re not
perceived that way. But I’ve always felt that I couldn’t do
anything else and really be happy.”

“It’s important to be happy,” I agreed. I
had to admire her for knowing herself so well and for using her
college education to secure herself a dream career. I sure hadn’t
been half that self-aware in my student days. Briefly I wondered
where I might have ended up if I’d been less focused on making
money and more interested in doing work I considered meaningful.
Did it really matter, though? It was too late to turn my life
upside down. Dull as my insurance work was, it paid the bills and
kept me from spending my days lamenting Toni’s perfidy…not that I’d
even spared Toni a single thought over the course of my day with
Celeste. It felt good to realize that.

“My career does make me happy,” she agreed,
“or at least content. How could I not be, filling my days and
thoughts with beautiful things?” To my surprise, she suddenly
reached out and touched my hand, which was resting on the edge of
the table. “I don’t just mean the artwork I restore, either. I can
take pleasure in many different kinds of lovely things.”

I felt my body go hot all over as her thumb
idly massaged my knuckle. I swallowed. I certainly didn’t pull
away.

“There’s…uh… something you should know,” I
stammered. “I didn’t mention it before because it didn’t seem
important. But…uh…my ex, Toni…that stands for Antonia, you know.
Not Anthony.”

Celeste didn’t seem at all surprised. Her
soft pink lips curved into a little smile as she nodded. “Yes, I
had more or less figured that out. It was just a sense I had,
though I didn’t want to press for details. I’m glad I wasn’t
wrong.”

“No. You weren’t wrong.” Before I could
blurt out my delight, her other hand also slid around mine. She
continued in a perfectly frank, but hopeful tone. “In fact, I was
hoping I could persuade you to end this lovely day in my room back
at the hotel. I thought we could get to know one another even
better.”

The breathy Italian “si” I’d been
practicing for weeks spilled effortlessly off my tongue.

*~*~*

Her room at the hotel was a bit larger and
grander than mine, and had a more lived-in look. I assumed this was
because she had already been staying here for a while to perform
her work at the museum. It dawned on me that I hadn’t bothered to
ask her how much longer she planned to stay in Italy. Would she
take off before my week here was over? Or worse, was our night
together going to be some kind of last hurrah before she left for
home?

I felt a sudden lump form in my throat, but
before I could express these new concerns, Celeste closed the door,
turned, and enfolded me in a warm embrace. Her supple hands glided
up my back, the plush swell of her breasts pressing against mine.
My heart began to pound so wildly I was certain she could feel the
vibrations all the way inside her own rib cage.

Gently, I began to unbutton her blouse, and
she responded by toying with my bullet-sized tits right through my
own pullover shirt. Moaning, I closed my eyes and bit my lower lip
in pleasure.

A moment later Celeste guided me into a
spacious, marble-tiled bathroom.

“We’ve had a long, dusty trip today,” she
said as she shed her shirt and tossed it into a basket in the
corner. “Perhaps we’ll just freshen up a bit.”

“Uh…okay,” I stammered. I’ve never been good
at seduction, and I was afraid of going too fast or too slow and
looking utterly foolish. So I just stood there and let her take
charge.

Wearing just her slacks and a sexy black
bra, she twisted the gold-plated knob on the shower and stood back
as the bathroom began to fill with steam. I didn’t think all of it
was coming from the water, either.

While I watched, fascinated, she stripped
off the rest of her clothes. I sucked in a breath as I took in the
perfection of her body. Her ivory breasts sloped beneath firm,
broad shoulders, and luxurious gold hair shimmered between her
thighs. My fingers began to tingle at the thought of tracing my way
through those soft curls.

Celeste moved toward me then and began to
relieve me of my clothes. My pussy began to water almost as
copiously as the spigot as she bared inch after inch of my hot skin
to her obviously appreciative gaze.

“You are lovely, Andrea,” she whispered.
“Simply lovely.” When I was naked, Celeste dipped her head and
sucked my hardening left nipple into her mouth. She drew her tongue
in languid circles around the stiffening bud as I writhed with
pleasure. Soon she lifted her head and guided the two of us under
the rush of the streaming hot water.

Inside the cubicle, I swayed as if
intoxicated, while she stepped closer and ran her hands slowly over
me. Taking a deep, shuddering breath, I reached out to brush my own
palm over her honeyed bush. I felt a gush of sticky nectar as her
pussy contracted with arousal.

My excitement had nearly reached fever pitch
when Celeste covered my body with her own. As if to shield me from
the hissing water, she used one hand to grope my breasts and slid
the other into the cleft between my thighs. That dark juncture was
quickly filling with my own fluids as well as hot water, and her
fingers glided in more effortlessly than she seemed to expect.

Expelling a long-held breath, my exquisite
hostess propped one foot on the rim of the bathtub and pressed her
knee firmly between my legs. The bony cap compressed my clit until
it throbbed to the pulse of the spray. I eagerly responded by
cupping her pussy in my right hand and massaging its hot folds as
the soothing spray of the shower thrummed against our trembling
bodies.

“I want you to remember Rome as the place
where real pleasure began in your life,” she whispered, caressing
my nipple. “Never mind anything that happened before.”

“I know I will,” I said, longing to fit my
lips around the sweet morsel between her legs and soothe its
frustrated furrows with my tongue. “I’ve already left all that
other baggage behind.”

“I had a feeling you might.” Celeste’s knee
ground more insistently against me, pinning me against the tiled
wall. At the same time, she began to work the hot water down the
front of my body with the flat of her hand.

“Does that feel good?” she murmured into my
ear, and I could respond only in a hoarse whisper as her index
finger found my pussy-hole and teased the tender flesh around its
rim. As my pulse quickened yet again, I began to feel that I
couldn’t go another moment without an orgasm.

“Now,” I moaned, my legs seeming to melt
beneath me. “I want you, Celeste, now.”

Celeste flashed me a quiet smile and then
took gentle hold of me and kissed her way down my breasts and then
my abs. Soon she was on her knees in the shower’s surging spray,
stroking her fingers through my wet pubic hair. Her tongue
fluttered over the insides of my thighs before settling over my
delicate pearl. She began to polish it gently at first, and then
gradually with more vigor.

Breathing hard with excitement, I parted my
legs as Celeste’s index finger slipped inside my pussy. She twisted
it slightly, causing my entire body to convulse. The two of us got
into a bucking rhythm, so that my body heaved in time with her
expert tongue and finger thrusts.

I gasped as Celeste stopped fingering me,
leaving me just short of an orgasm. While I leaned against the
tiles gasping, she stood up and turned off the water. She opened
the shower door to grab two fluffy green towels from a nearby metal
rack and wrapped one around each of us. While she dried me, she
used the raised texture of the towel to give my pussy a series of
extra little thrills. I was so ready to come that I thought I might
explode into a thousand pieces right there in that fancy Italian
bathroom. I held on, though, figuring better things were about to
happen.

Celeste briskly finished her work with the
towel and escorted me over to her huge silk-sheeted bed. As soon as
my back touched the soft mattress, I knew that what had happened in
the bathroom had been no more than a prelude. Sure enough, Celeste
went right back to work. Her palm ground more insistently against
my pussy as she brought her fingers up to dandle my clit. She
kneaded and stretched it until it felt like it had expanded to
double its usual size. Next, her mouth brought me to a roaring
climax that left me limp and panting.

“Delicious,” I murmured when I recovered,
only half-intending to speak aloud.

Then it was her turn. Celeste straddled my
shoulders, pushing herself against the lower part of my face. I
extended the tip of my tongue, snaking it in and out of her inner
lips with increasing vigor. My first few strokes poked at her clit,
arousing it to a rigid, engorged triangle. My second set of thrusts
moved lower, so that half my tongue slithered straight into her and
then slipped out again. As she twisted and writhed, I licked the
tender flesh around her swollen bud until her pussy tightened up
with a shudder.

I reached up, massaging the length of
Celeste’s body as I went. I fastened the fingers of my left hand
around the stiff bud of one nipple, directing those of my right to
the front of her mons. Without lifting my mouth away for
even a second, I plunged the first two into her slick, swollen
cleft.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. The thrusting of her
hips became more urgent, and finally she came. The muscles of her
pussy squeezed my tongue like a tiny fist as a virtual explosion
rolled through her. A straight line of flame now blazed directly
through both of us, sealing our bodies in shared heat. I think I
even cried out at one point in total abandon.

Then, all too soon, the storm swept over us
and passed. When Celeste finally went limp against the pillows, I
curled up beside her and nestled my face against her soft neck.

“My legs are still shaking,” I confessed
with
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