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Jill's hands paused over the keyboard, the
freckles of her pretty face illuminated by the harsh glow of the
computer screen. Running her hands through her auburn hair, she
sighed in frustration. There was no other lighting in the room and
at some time shortly after 1am, the only interruption in the
blackness outside was provided by the increasingly numerous
snowflakes dancing past her window. She had left the blinds open,
hoping the snowstorm would inspire her, but writer's block had set
in with a vengeance and she decided to go downstairs to make a
drink.

The bright light of the kitchen was a
pleasant change from the gloom of the storm, but as she tightened
her dressing gown around her petite body and climbed the stairs,
drink in hand, she heard a muffled bang outside. As she lived
alone, she was always wary of strangers outside her home, but in
such a rural location on such an unforgiving night she wasn't
worried about burglars. She guessed that there had been an accident
on the road which came within a hundred yards of her isolated
house, and when she returned to the room where she wrote she could
see a set of headlights at crazy angles, white fingers in the
gloom. She waited, knowing she should try to help but reluctant to
venture out on such a stormy night. This is one occasion when a man
would be useful, she mused. After several relationships had ended
unhappily, she had decided she could cope very well without a man
and had grown used to living alone. However, there were times when
she had to admit she needed one....

 


Paula sighed, trying to gauge the extent of
the damage to her sporty two seater. It had been a big mistake to
attempt the journey from the airport that night but after a holiday
to remember she had been desperate to return home. Visibility had
got progressively worse, to the extent that she had managed to
drive into the back of a parked car. At least she had been driving
slowly enough to not have hurt herself, she thought, but why
someone had decided to stop in the middle of nowhere she couldn't
imagine. It was incredible to think that twenty four hours ago she
had been by the pool of an exclusive hotel in the Caribbean, on her
hands and knees with her face buried in the pussy of a cute blonde
student from Florida, whose name she couldn't quite remember now,
while a wonderfully glamourous Spanish woman named Isobel had
crouched behind her, eating her pussy with such expertise she had
come time and time again. Isobel's number and email address was in
her phone – she'd promised to fly to Spain to visit her as soon as
she could. I wish I was there now, she thought, not stranded in a
snowstorm in the middle of nowhere!

Paula had recently split from her girlfriend
and after two weeks of tearful conversations, trying to breathe
life into a relationship that had died some time ago, she had
needed a break. When she saw an ad for a 'lesbian only' week at a
wonderful hotel in the Caribbean in a gay magazine, she thought it
would be a chance to get away on her own and maybe let her hair
down. She hadn't expected it to be a succession of orgies,
quickies, fumbles and threesomes!

When she arrived at the hotel and checked in,
she had gone straight to her room, throwing her suitcase onto the
bed and wandering onto the balcony to check out the view. The pool
looked impressive, but the biggest point of interest was on the
neighbouring balcony. The woman she would later know as Isobel was
sat on a plastic chair, naked apart from a pair of exquisite
strappy high heeled red sandals, legs wide open, head arched back
in ecstasy, full mane of dark hair cascading down her back. The
cause of the rapturous look on her face was obvious – there was a
very petite olive skinned girl kneeling between her thighs, tiny
hands resting on the top of Isobel's thighs as she lapped away at
her, eyes closed but mouth open, tongue glistening with pussy
juice.

Paula had never seen anything quite as sexy
and couldn't help but stare open mouthed as Isobel's hands moved up
to caress her ample boobs, stiff brown nipples standing proud as
her mouth opened in a silent gasp. Somehow, a sixth sense made her
aware of Paula's presence and she turned to look at the new
onlooker, big eyes full of lust.

'Hello senorita! Have you just arrived,
sweetheart?'

'Yes....I'm sorry – I didn't mean to stand
here watching, but....' Isobel smiled slowly in response.

'Don't apologize – it is nice that you like
what you see! You would like to join us, perhaps?'

'Well, yes – sure!'

'Good. The door is not locked. You should
undress first, I think.'

'Okay!' Paula retreated to her room,
hesitating for a moment before quickly shedding her clothes. She
was no shy wallflower, and she'd been hoping for just this kind of
sexy encounter, but wandering naked into a stranger's hotel room
was a bit of a challenge, even for her! However, she was very proud
of her athletic body, long back hair and golden tan. At twenty
five, she'd lived long enough to know her body, as well as her
pretty face, was more than capable of charming anyone that liked
girls! She had always liked girls and though men constantly
approached her, she'd never been interested in them.

Armed with nothing more than her door key,
she slipped into the corridor, then quickly into the room next
door.

'Hey sexy girl, come out here to us!' Paula
was soon on the balcony, admiring the scene from a new angle. Close
up, Isobel was truly beautiful, a sensual woman only a few years
older than Paula. Her Latin looks, full figure and obvious
confidence combined to make her a captivating woman and Paula felt
her heart miss a beat as the Spaniard admired her naked body. The
young girl was still slurping hungrily away, tiny yet shapely
bottom catching Paula's eye, the girl seemingly oblivious to her
presence.

'Sit by me, honey', smiled Isobel, indicating
a vacant chair by her side. When Paula sat a dark arm slid over her
shoulders, pulling her close, both women eager for the kiss that
followed. Paula could smell Isobel's perfume, intoxicating her as
much as the soft full lips that met hers. As their mouths parted,
Paula felt a gasp on Isobel's breath, ecstasy on her face as she
came, quietly murmuring in Spanish as she stroked the hair of the
young girl that was pleasuring her.

After a few moments her eyes opened, smiling
contentedly down at the young girl that was still gently kissing
her sex.

'Josie, could you perhaps look after this
young lady?' Josie lifted her head, smiling shyly at Paula as she
moved between her legs. Paula only had a few moments to take in her
cute face before it sank down between her open legs, tongue eagerly
seeking out her sex.

'Oh God!' Paula couldn't believe a pretty
little stranger was eating her pussy, and so expertly too!

'Yes, she's very good, isn't she?'

'Mmm, yes. You don't mind....'

'Oh no – she is not my girlfriend! I met her
in the bar last night. She is from Canada, I think.' Paula was lost
for words but there was no denying the heat in her pussy and she
sighed with pleasure as she looked down at the pretty girl, surely
still a teenager, happily licking her clitoris, tongue touching all
the right places and giving her such pleasure.

'My name is Isobel, honey. Is this your first
time here?'

'Yes, it is. I'm Paula, by the way.'

'I thought so. I have been here each summer
for the last five years. I would remember a pretty face like
yours.'

'Thank you! You look really sexy too – I
couldn't believe what I saw when I walked onto the balcony!'

'Oh, you are kind! I love these two weeks –
every year it's lots of pretty girls, all lesbian, all sexy!'

'Is it really this wild?'

'Oh yes, look over the balcony, honey!' Paula
turned a little to look down at the scene. There wasn't a man in
sight, and though some women were sunbathing, many were in pairs,
cuddling and kissing. Some were doing a lot more – Paula could see
some in the sixty nine position, some relaxing on a lounger while
they were licked by a partner, and some that had become a group, a
tangle of arms and legs, mouths and fingers touching pussies,
breasts, anywhere where they could give pleasure. Those not taking
part looked on, enjoying the show.

'Wow!'

'Yes, it is all about making love here. I
hope, we will make love later?' Paula smiled happily at the
beautiful stranger next to her and as they held hands for the first
time she could feel the beginnings of an incredible orgasm building
in her pussy.

'Oh Jesus, that's good, don't stop!' As Paula
came, Isobel leaned down to gently suck on an erect nipple and
Paula responded by reaching out to stroke the hair of each woman as
they helped her achieve an incredible orgasm.

Now it seemed a million miles away as Paula
got out of her car, the cold wind immediately ripping through her
clothes and chilling her to the bone. Just as she realized she was
totally stranded she was surprised by a figure looming up out of
the gloom.

'Oh God honey, are you okay?' asked a
feminine voice. 'I saw you coming, but I didn't have time to warn
you. My car's died and I was trying to ring for help, but there's
no mobile signal out here. I've been walking along the road trying
to get a signal, but I should have left my lights on.'

'No, it's my fault. Look, I've almost driven
off the road, that's why I hit you.' As the newcomer came closer to
her, Paula could make out her face properly for the first time. She
was well wrapped up in a heavy coat, and was wearing a woolen hat
to keep her head warm, but Paula could see enough of her dark face
to know she was a pretty girl. She had the most sensuous full lips
that Paula had ever seen and the fact that she had never slept with
a black girl made her seem all the more alluring. Paula guessed
from her full face that she was not a slim girl, though it was
impossible to tell through the layers of clothing she was covered
in. Her face had a pleasing roundness to it and her big dark eyes
helped to raise Paula's interest, though the situation was as
unromantic as she could imagine!

'Hey honey, haven't you got a coat? You'll
freeze!' Now the shock of the accident was wearing off, Paula
realized she was very cold. She reached into her car for the thin
jacket she had foolishly packed, before turning to look at the
black girl again.

'Will we have to walk back to town?'

'Hell girl, that's five miles! We'd never get
there! There's a house over there, though - look, see the
light?'

'Oh yes.'

'Come on, let's go - I just hope someone's
home. My name's Traci, what's yours?'

 


Jill had just put the phone down, having rung
the police for advice. They'd told her the road was almost
impassable and asked her to see if anyone needed help. Unless there
was a medical emergency, they'd have to wait until the morning for
help. As she rose from her desk to get her boots and coat on, she
made out two figures approaching her house through the storm. It
must be a couple that have broken down, she thought and decided to
let them come to her. As she watched, the couple linked arms,
huddling together against the snow.

 


Traci and Paula had linked arms, but only so
they could be surer of keeping their balance as they stumbled
through the deeper snow of the uncleared track to Jill's house.
Paula spent a lot of time at the gym, but she had the feeling that
Traci was not quite as fit as her!

'Are you alright?'

'Sure, angel. I'm just not built for dragging
my ass through snowdrifts!'

'Almost there, at least it's not deserted. I
just hope they don't turn us away.'

'Listen, I don't care if the Devil himself
opens that door, I'm going in!'

They needn't have worried, as Jill flung the
door open before they knocked, ushering them in, concern on her
face.

'You must be frozen! Let me help you with
your coats. Have you had an accident? The road must be treacherous.
I think you're stuck here, at least for tonight.'

'You don't mind if we stay, sugar?' Traci was
emerging from her thick padded coat like a chick from an egg, and
her impressive bosom caught Paula's eye immediately, even though it
was still under several more layers of clothing.

'Of course you can stay! I've only got one
spare room, but it's a big bed.'

'Oh, thank you!' Traci beamed in reply, and
Jill wondered for the first time if the two young women were
friends or lovers. As Traci helped a shivering Paula out of her
thin jacket, before rubbing her shoulders to get some warmth into
her body, she felt they might be more than friends.

'Come into the kitchen and let me fix you
both a hot drink.' As Jill made herself busy, Paula spoke for the
first time.

'I'm so glad you're being so kind to us -
we've been dreading meeting some eccentric farmer who'd send us
away and leave us to try walking back into town.'

'Well, I'm certainly no farmer! Actually I'm
a writer, and being out in the country helps me focus on my work.
It's not so good in winters like this though! Let's go and sit
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