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All three parts in the erotic short-story
series When Aimee Came To Stay, Wanton Abbey and
An Erotica Writer's Confessions about adult
lesbian desires and sexual exploration.
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When Aimee Came To Stay - Part One: When
Aimee Met Karen....


 


 


Karen Travers had been divorced for 2 years
now, after an acrimonious split from her philandering ex-husband,
who had at least let her have the cottage in the country, after
moving in with a younger woman. Karen had not bothered with men
since, understandably, and was starting to come to terms with an
attraction she had secretly felt towards her own gender for some
time. She had lived a fairly sheltered life till then however, and
so she was rather shy about telling her friends about her impulses,
even though some of them were actively bisexual.

 


The main reason she couldn't open up to them
was that she found herself increasingly attracted to younger women,
as young as eighteen or nineteen, even secretly lusting after her
neighbour's nineteen year old Angela, a pretty dark blonde girl.
However, Karen lived in a very respectable middle class English
village, and she knew that she would never risk losing her
carefully preserved reputation as a fine, upstanding member of the
community by doing anything that could ruin it, and so she just
admired the local attractive young ladies from a safe distance,
though often wondering if she would ever find a lover.



Like so many shy and repressed people, she began resorting to the
internet in her search for female company. After she had chatted to
a few on forums and chatrooms, her confidence began to grow as she
received many favourable comments about her appearance, and she
began to view herself more highly, realizing her ex-husband had
never appreciated her sexiness at all. Things got more interesting
when she found a chatroom just for lesbian and bi women, 18 and
over. She had fun talking to women her age of a similar inclination
but then noticed there were one or two younger women chatting too,
and was flattered by their enthusiasm for her when she said
hello.

 


Most of the girls were in America though, and
so there was very little chance of actually meeting up with someone
in England. She had pretty much resigned herself that this was just
going to be simply a little light relief of no real consequence,
when one night she received a private message from a girl called
Aimee. She looked at her profile, and a picture of a very pretty
girl beamed back at her, though there was a mischievousness in her
smile, which she was soon to learn about.



Aimee was eighteen, very confident about life and herself in
particular, and had been spoilt rotten from an early age, so was
used to getting what she wanted. She was always getting into
trouble and mischief, but so far had kept it a secret from her mom
that she was a lesbian, and had enjoyed sex with two of her mom's
friends, who had both been in their forties. She figured that as
she seemed to get caught out eventually whatever she did wrong,
that she better find some women online that her mom would never
find out about, if she met up with them.

 


She loved the attention she got from girls
her age, but there was something seriously sexy about older women,
something naughty about it that attracted her mischievous nature.
When she clicked on Karen's profile that night, she could
immediately tell that Karen was repressed sexually from the prim
smile on her picture, which she found sexy in itself, but when she
saw she was English, she couldn't resist saying hello, finding the
English accent so sexy. The attraction was mutual and they were
soon flirting, with Aimee brazenly telling Karen how hot she
thought she looked, sending her a few pictures of herself that
stirred Karen between her legs, Aimee having a very alluring
figure.



As Karen was so far away, it seemed like she could say anything she
wanted, it seemed so unlikely that they would ever meet. As they
started chatting into the night, with Karen's time zone five hours
ahead, Aimee told her all about her lesbian experiences so far, how
much she'd loved having sex with her mom's friends and having to
keep it all a secret. Karen found this fascinating and highly
arousing, as she herself was attracted to several of her friend's
daughters, but of course had never had the courage to try and
seduce them. Aimee confessed that she had flirted outrageously to
let the women know that she was up for some fun, and so it had been
easy.

 


Aimee told her how tense it felt now every
time she was in the same room as her mom and one of her friends
that she had slept with, but how exciting it was too. They chatted
for hours, with Aimee staying up well past midnight, Karen not
getting to bed till 6.30am.Aimee was so tired that she just fell
into bed without turning her computer off, which turned out to be a
fatal mistake, as she was awoken in the morning abruptly by her
mom, who was livid with rage after seeing Aimee's chat with Karen
on the screen.



"Wake up...you're in big trouble young lady.....what the hell is
this trashy talk I've been reading....been having lesbian sex with
my friends have we? Behind silly mommy's back? Honestly,
Aimee...I've done my best to raise you to be a decent person and
this is how you repay me!". Aimee was still dazed, trying to take
in what her mom was saying, only murmuring "Wha.......what mom? I
don't understand....".She was playing for time, quickly working out
that she must have left her screen on from being so tired, but
didn't know how to get out of this one.

 


"You know what I'm talking about young lady,
don't play dumb with me, I've read the whole conversation with
whoever Karen is!". Aimee could only think of one line of defence
and replied "Mom, don't be silly...I was just pretending, it was
all just make believe because I was bored...I haven't really done
any of that stuff...".Her mom contemplated this response, then said
"So if I rang Jenny and Martha, they would have no idea what I was
talking about?". Aimee was thrown by this reply but said
"Um.....yeah", though unconvincingly. Her mom turned on her heel
and said "Ok, I will ring Jenny now...".Aimee panicked, knowing she
was rumbled.



"Mom....don't do that....ok...I confess it...it is all true what I
said, but I never meant it to happen..it just kind of did" Aimee
said, hoping her cute smile might help her mom be lenient with her.
"Hon...this is the final straw...you are bad news..you are eighteen
now though, so old enough to stand on your own feet....I want you
to find somewhere else to live by the end of the month....I'm sorry
that it's come to this" she replied, and Aimee knew she wasn't
kidding.

 


She simply nodded and her mom walked out.
Aimee wondered what the hell she was going to do, she didn't really
have anywhere else to go. She spent the whole day moping in her
room, staring out of the window, for the first time wishing she'd
tried harder to be a well behaved girl. She heard a little noise,
and realized Karen had logged back into chat, who had been thinking
about Aimee all day. Aimee sat down and poured her heart out to
Karen, who was mortified to hear what had occurred. She could tell
that Aimee was really upset and felt partly responsible for what
had happened and they chatted about where else she could go to
live. Aimee said that no one else would have her, as she had a
reputation as a troublemaker.



Aimee told Karen that she only had till the
end of the month to find somewhere, and all she had was her savings
that she had been planning to spend on a summer vacation. Aimee
said she needed a vacation now more than ever, time to get her head
together and figure out what to do about her future. Suddenly, a
wild idea to Karen that seemed ludicrous and extreme, totally out
of character for her. But she found herself asking Aimee if she
wanted to take a vacation in England and stay with her for a few
weeks, till she made plans for the future.

 


Aimee of course loved the idea, and pounced
on it. "Oh my god, you would let me stay at your house, even though
you don't even know me? Wow, that is so sweet....and of course, I
would find a way to thank you if you did" she typed, with a 'wink'
smilie. Karen blushed but replied that it would be a pleasure to
have her stay. She knew she was letting her feelings of sexual
attraction get the better of her, and that she didn't know what she
could be letting herself in for, but she also knew an opportunity
like this would never come again.



Aimee was very persuasive in convincing Karen how wonderful it
would be, and within an hour Aimee was booking plane tickets
online, planning to fly in just a few days, as she knew her mom
didn't want to set sight on her at the moment. She started packing
the next day, and left the house at 6am in the morning two days
later, leaving a note for her mom in her room. She felt an enormous
sense of freedom as she got on the bus to the airport, knowing this
was the start of an adventure, that she was free from her mom
whining at her for a few weeks, maybe for good.

 


She was such a brash, confident girl that
nothing fazed her, and knew that in time her mom would forgive her,
so she may as well have some real fun while she was on vacation.
She knew Karen was a dam of lesbian desire waiting to burst and
figured there would lots of other sexy English older women to flirt
with, as well as their daughters. She arrived at the airport, and
made her way through customs once she'd got her ticket, then
boarded the plane. She felt butterflies in her stomach as the plane
took off, then a tingling in her pussy when she saw the extremely
hot air hostess coming towards her in a tight white blouse and
tight blue skirt.



The air hostess smiled at her, and Aimee beamed her cutest smile
back. Aimee flirted effortlessly and bought a trifle off her
hostess trolley. As she was passed the trifle, she took the
opportunity to let the hostess know that fun was on offer if she
wanted it, lifting up her skirt quickly and flashing her bare,
shaven pussy at her, Aimee rarely wearing panties. The hostess was
taken aback and looked flustered, moving on to the next passenger
quickly. Aimee giggled, already up to mischief.

 


The hostess had been shocked but also turned
on by what she'd seen, and wondered if it would be possible to have
some fun with her, without getting caught. When she went up and
down the aisle a second time, she made sure to give Aimee a wink to
let her know she was interested. Aimee felt a tingle in her pussy
as the pretty hostess winked at her, and followed her down the
aisle about a minute after her. She found her waiting by the female
toilets, and they both slipped in quickly. They instantly started
kissing and Aimee lifted up her skirt again to let the hostess rub
her pussy, which she did, then started fingering it. Aimee was
soaking wet in no time, the juice trickling down her new lover's
fingers.



Their tongues met, danced and entwined, flickering in delight over
each other,as Aimee let the hostess take control, now two fingers
inside her tight peach of a pussy.After a prolonged, languorous
kiss, Aimee hoped that the hostess would give her a licking, and
she didn't disappoint, unable to resist the allure of such a
tempting sight. She got on her knees and held up Aimee's skirt,
then got to work with her thick tongue, making Aimee's clit swell
visibly. She flicked the tip of it with her tongue, and had to put
her hand over Aimee's mouth, so loud was her squeal of delight.

 


She then sucked on it like a baby with a
pacifier and it was enough to make Aimee gush hard, the juice now
flowing down the hostesses' arm. Aimee grabbed it and licked off
her own juices, then the hostess quickly hoisted her tight skirt
over her hips and dragged down her white cotton panties. Aimee
happily got on her knees to repay the favour, and deftly tongued
the hostesses' shaven pussy, her own face soon getting wet, the
salty, tangy taste of her new lover's pussy lingering in her mouth.
The hostess held Aimee's head in position until she too gushed,
drenching Aimee's face, who just carried on licking...she thought
to herself it felt like being under a waterfall...


As soon as her orgasm abated, the hostess dragged up
her panties and her skirt back down, then saying in Aimee's ear "If
there's anyone waiting, I will tell them I was helping you be sick
ok?". Aimee nodded and grinned in amusement when she saw juice
trickling down the hostesses' leg as she left the toilet. Aimee
washed her face clean and made her way back to her seat, pleased
that she was already causing mischief and having fun. Her only
worry was that maybe Karen had gotten cold feet and wouldn't be
there to meet her, but she recognized her in a sea of faces and
gave her a wide grin as she caught her eye and walked towards
her.

 


"You must be Aimee...so nice to meet you
hun!" Karen said warmly. "Hope you had a pleasant flight?" she
enquired. "Very pleasant actually...the hostess was very
attentive..." replied Aimee, her pussy tingling as she said it. "I
will always fly with English airlines from now on!" she said, and
they chatted amiably all the way home, Aimee playing it safe until
she had her bearings, not wanting to spoil a good thing. They
arrived at her cottage, a gorgeous sprawling property that made
Aimee gasp as she saw it. After bringing in the luggage, Karen
showed Aimee her room, which was much larger than her own, with a
beautiful picturesque view of Karen's huge back garden.



She could tell Karen was a little shy and uptight from her manner,
so she figured to maybe not be as brazen as she had been with the
air hostess. Karen made her dinner, loving her accent and her
company so far, she was just as she was online, and if anything was
even prettier and sexier than her picture. After dinner, they
watched a film, a light romantic chick-flick that Aimee found more
than a little dull but didn't say anything. She had brought some
DVDs with her, some of which had some very hot lesbian scenes in
like Bound and Mulholland Drive.

 


As it was her first night, she went upstairs
to bed with just a cup of warm milk, it was all so innocent and
sweet, she even said goodnight as if Karen was her mother. Once she
had changed into a sheer light pink nightie, she lay in bed and
rubbed herself, hoping Karen would walk in and start licking her.
She got wet thinking about being licked by the hostess, and how hot
it was going to be to turn Karen from a prim and proper uptight
respectable lady, into a wild and lascivious lesbian debauch, and
Aimee knew just how she was going to drive her crazy with
desire.



She started by dressing the next day in a very tight crop top that
showed off her pert, perky breasts nicely and a skirt that was a
size too small and a bit short on her , but that was the point, it
showed off her shapely legs admirably. Karen couldn't help but
notice how sexy she looked as she waltzed into the kitchen. She
offered to make her toast and tea and they made small talk, then
Aimee looked excited suddenly as she noticed the large swimming
pool in Karen's garden, it had been too dark to see it the night
before.

 


"Wow, you have a pool! You really must be
rich Karen! Is it ok to swim
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