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Chapter One.


I had exactly one lover before Joanna, my high
school boyfriend of nearly two years. I lost my virginity to him. I
loved him. We broke up because he went away to college and I didn’t
know what I was doing other than taking random classes at the local
community college and working in a retail store that catered to
women buying expensive dresses. It paid well and the owner was a
beautiful woman who I unexpected found completely charming and
sexy.

She was fifteen years older than me, married and
apparently shameless.

We were closing up for the night when I walked in on
her in the small office in the back. She was wearing just her bra
and panties changing into a new dress that had just come in with
the newest stock. I immediately whirled around to face away from
her to give her some privacy. “Sorry. I…I didn’t expect you to be
changing.” I could feel my face was on fire with my
embarrassment.

Joanna laughed at me. “No worries. I don’t like
using the customer’s changing room. It spoils the illusion that
we’ve spun here at Antoinetta’s,” she said, using the name of the
store. “You can turn around now.”

I did so and saw she had removed her bra and was in
the process of putting the dress on. She had spectacular breasts.
They were especially spectacular considering how much older than me
she was. Perfect and smaller than my own and perky and capped with
little pink areolas and nipples. I was a bit jealous before I
remembered I should have been embarrassed. This time I didn’t turn
back around. I just gawped at her.

That’s exactly what Joanna wanted.

She casually adjusted the dress which hid her
breasts, but it still plunged to an almost obscenely low level.
Joanna’s breasts were small enough that she couldn’t generate any
cleavage without a bra; still, I found myself staring all the more
because of it.

This time she turned around. “Zip me up.”

I obeyed because she was my boss and she was
beautiful and she had charmed me and because I had fallen in lust
with her.

Once everything was in place, she turned and admired
herself in the crooked mirror on the office wall. “What do you
think?” she asked.

“You’re beautiful,” I stupidly blurted out.

Joanna laughed again. “Thank you, but I meant the
dress.”

I tried again. “You’re beautiful in that dress.”

Once more Joanna laughed and took my hand, squeezing
it. “You’re trying too hard. You don’t have to suck up to me to
keep your job, Ariel. I’m very happy with your work here. I know
how hard it is to get started and to be taking classes at
college.”

I knew my face was bright red. “Thank you.”

“Why don’t we go out for coffee and talk about what
you want to do with your life?”

I agreed because, as I’ve already said, she was
beautiful and smart and charming and sexy. And I was in lust with
her.

After the shop was closed up and everyone else was
gone, we went to the closest coffee bar, ordered drinks—and I felt
like an idiot because I ordered tea with lots of cream and sugar
like a little child—and sat down to talk. I thought she was going
to ask what classes I was taking or where I wanted to be in five
years. Instead, she started with a completely different tack.

“This is all just a pretense. I invited you out to
see if you wanted to go to bed with me.” She smugly sipped her
very-adult coffee.

My eyes went wide and I found myself paralyzed. I
didn’t know what to say and so instead I just stuttered. “I-I-I…are
you kidding? You’re kidding? Right?”

She patted my hand that was clutching my cup of tea
that I had no intention of drinking. “No pressure. And don’t worry
about your job, that’s safe. You’re a great worker. But you are
also very pretty and very sexy and I’ve seen you staring at me and
I couldn’t resist asking.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I was repeating myself. I
wasn’t good at dating or flirting.

“No. It’s hard for me to meet pretty young women,
and those are the only ones I want to go to bed with. Well, pretty
young girls and my husband.”

“Right! You’re husband. You’re married. You
shouldn’t be…be…be propositioning women—or men—for sex.”

“My husband and I have an understanding. I can fuck
as many women as I want as long as I don’t tell him. Don’t ask,
don’t tell. A little mutually agreed to lying in a marriage can
keep it healthy.”

“But you’re married,” I said again.

“So?”

“So you like men.” I was wrong, of course. I knew I
was wrong but I still said it.

“I like men and women,” she corrected me. Joanna
frowned at her coffee cup. “I’m sorry. Maybe I misunderstood. I
thought you were into women and I thought you were flirting
with me. If I misread the situation, I apologize. I hope this
doesn’t cause a problem between us.”

“I…I had a boyfriend.”

“Yes?”

“We broke up.”

“I see. But are you interested in women as
well?”

“Yes…but I don’t know.”

“Don’t know what?”

“I’ve never…dated a woman?”

“Are you interested in dating a woman?”

“Is that woman you?”

“It can be.” She sipped from her cup and put it down
on the table before pushing it away. “Would you like to go back to
my place and have sex?” she asked boldly and bluntly.

“I’ve never had sex with a woman before.”

Her smile was a little too eager. It was so easy to
fall under her spell. “Then I’d be pleased to be your first.”

 


Joanna was a very good lover. At that point in my
life I didn’t know if I was straight or lesbian or bi or what, but
that didn’t matter when someone wanted to take you to bed and make
love to you.

It was weird going to her house for the first
time.

It was weird seeing pictures of her husband in the
house.

It was weird kissing her in the kitchen, not because
it was in the kitchen, but because I was kissing a woman and she
was soft. Soft lips. Soft tongue. Soft body. Soft breasts. I was
used to kissing Matt and he was strong and muscular. I didn’t have
a preference between Matt and Joanna, but I didn’t have to choose
just then.

Joanna took me to her bedroom, where she had
undoubtedly fucked her husband in her bed, and helped me out of my
dress (high end retail demands the sales staff wear dresses,
normally I only wore jeans and whatever top was cleanest) before
she took off her dress. The same one she had tried on when she
started seducing me.

I stared at her tits. I was wearing my bra and
panties. My very modest bra and panties, but she had stripped off
her bra in the store and her panties weren’t at all modest. She
wasn’t wearing a thong, but they were silky and tiny with lace
edging and I wanted to pull them off but I was afraid to pull them
off and so instead I stared at her tits.

They were gorgeous.

“You can touch and play with them,” she said after
she had allowed me the honor of staring. I realized I was staring
and blushed again and covered my face in shame. Joanna pulled my
hand away from my face, kissed me again, and said, “But I’d really
like it if you’d pinch and suck on them.”

So I did. We got on the bed. I found that kissing
and sucking and very gently pinching another woman’s breasts was as
much fun in reality as it had always been in my fantasies.

Yes, of course I had fantasized about fucking
another woman.

Yes, I had even fantasized about fucking another
woman when Matt was fucking me.

And, yes, I knew that it is perfectly natural for
both straight and bi and lesbian women to fantasize about fucking
another woman, but it’s one thing when it’s fantasy and another
entirely when it’s reality.

Reality is better.

And then Joanna took off my bra and she played with
my tits, pinching and sucking the nipples, which I really liked. My
chest was easily twice the size of hers. She seemed to like that.
Her body was much more angular because she knew that middle age was
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