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Staying at home for university wasn't my first choice.  It was actually kind of my last choice, right up there with not going to university at all.  I wish I had enough money to pay the dorm expenses.  Or I wish my parents did.  Living with other people my age would be amazing.  Living with my parents... not so much.

My parents aren't ogres or anything.  They're fine, I guess.  It's not like we fight much.  We squabble a bit, about little things.  I'm just ready to get out from under their wings.  I am an adult, after all.  I don't need my mother tidying my bedroom when I'm not home.  Sometimes she finds things she probably wishes she hadn't.

One time when my mom was doing my laundry, she came across a sticky note someone had stuck on my back—at school, I'm assuming.  I was still in high school, at this point.  

The sticky note said LESBIAN in big letters.  It's amazing that it didn't fall off between school and home, or even when I took off my hoodie to throw it in the laundry.

Not a very creative insult, at any rate.

My parents were so good about it.  They didn't ask me if I was a lesbian.  They weren't confrontational in that way.  Instead, they asked if the kids at school were picking on me.  They wanted to know if I was being bullied, and if I wanted them to do something about it.  

“We're on your side, Maggie.”  That's what they said to me.  “We are always on your side.”

I started to cry because my parents were being so kind and supportive.  They hugged me and I cried some more.  I've got tears in my eyes right now, just thinking about it.  

It took a while before I was able to tell my parents that no, nobody was bullying me.  I couldn't explain the note.  For the most part, the kids at school just ignored me.  I had kind-of friends on the soccer team—I wasn't exactly a star player—and people I talked to in the stamp collecting club, but nobody I was super close with.

Did you know that stamp collectors are called philatelists?  Yup.

I never explicitly told my parents that, yes, I am indeed a lesbian, but I don't think I needed to.  They probably had their suspicions before the note was put on my back.  I think that event cemented it in their minds.  They told me they will always support me, and there's nothing I could tell them about myself that would make them love me any less.  It was the perfect opening for me to confess my sexuality to them, but I didn't take it.  Saying the words was just too hard.  Impossible.  

So, living with my parents isn't exactly hell on earth.  I am way luckier than a lot of lesbians out there.  My parents supported me instead of kicking me out.  I know they've got my back.

Even though they're my parents, and parents aren't known for considering their children to be sexual beings, mine probably assume I've done way more than I actually have.  I've never had a girlfriend.  I've never gone to bed with anyone.  I haven't even had my first kiss yet, unless you count the time Jeremy Kerr brushed his lips against mine at a middle school dance.  

It just so happens that I don't count that as a kiss, but that's just me.

A big part of my dream about living in residence at university involves lots of naughty escapades.  I thought it would be great to live around other girls my age, who are probably as secretly horny as I am.  Not that I could ever tell anyone these thoughts.  I'm not good at expressing myself that way, and I feel like that's the only way to get what you want: you have to ask for it.

OR you have to live in an environment where the lights go out and suddenly your roommate's sneaking into your bed and you feel her hands on your breasts, and then her tongue flicking your nipples, and then her mouth sucking them hungrily.  You don't have to do anything.  She just kisses a path down your belly like it's expected of her.  When she gets between your legs, she eats you expertly.  She knows what she's doing, even if you don't have a clue.  You learn from her, and then maybe you're ready to try your skills on her. 

Or on someone else.  

I just feel like I've been waiting so long and I don't know when I'll get my chance.  I want to be with other girls, but I don't know how to ask.  There's a Queer Club on campus, but it seems so political. I'm not into that side of things.  I know I should be, but my serious mind is occupied enough attending lectures, doing research, writing papers.  I need something to get me away from all that.

I need sex.

But I don't know where to get it.

There is hope on the horizon, though.  This girl named Patience is in almost all my classes.  She's an Ecology and Evolutionary Biology major, too, so I see her all the time.  She's got a rainbow flag pin on her backpack.  I hope that means what I think it means, because she invited me over tomorrow night.  We've got a test coming up in Molecular and Cell Biology, so she suggested I come over for dinner and then we study all night, if we want to.  

Patience lives with her parents, too, so she understands that it's harder for commuters like us to study together.  Sure, the library is open all night, but the subway doesn't run past 1:15.  Plus, studying at the library is difficult because you can't really talk without getting shushed, unless you book a meeting room, and there's a maximum time limit of one hour on those.  It's just so much more difficult for students like us to study together.  People who live on campus can study in their dorm rooms, or in any of the common areas there.  

I wish I could afford to stay in residence.  It would be so much better for my personal life, better for me as a student, better all around.  But tuition and books cost so much money that there's nothing left over.  

Enough complaining, Maggie!  You're spending tomorrow night with that Patience girl, remember?  At least you've got something to look forward to.  

I probably shouldn't get my hopes up, considering Patience lives with her parents, but who knows?  Maybe they'll go out on a date night or something, and leave us alone in the house.  

Maybe I'll finally get my first taste of student life—beyond the books and the lectures, I mean.

One can only hope...
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I slept at Patience's house last night, and I still can't believe what happened.  Hard to believe it was actually real, except that I can still feel the entire experience in my body.  I don't think I've ever been so juicy in all my life.

We went to her house straight after Environmental Biology, which is usually a good class, but yesterday we had a guest lecturer and it was a total snoozefest.  I almost fell asleep in class, and then the streetcar was so packed and stuffy I nearly conked out again.

When we walked through the front door, my heart dropped into my stomach.

Patience's mother and father were both home.

That's not what I was hoping for.

I took off my shoes and dropped my backpack by the front door.  It was only a half-hour streetcar ride from the university to their house, so I can understand why Patience wants to keep living with her parents.  One streetcar!  That's it!  Takes me an hour and a half to get to school at the best of times, and that means two buses and one subway.  The commute is absolute hell, especially since I get motion sickness really easily.  If I try to read, it's game over.  That means I can't study on the bus.  So much wasted time!

Patience's mother led me into the kitchen, saying, “So you're the Maggie we've heard so much about!”

A groan emanated from Patience, and I couldn't blame her. She'd been talking to her parents about me?  Before she was even on my radar?  Now that's embarrassing!

Once Patience's mother had parked me at the kitchen table, I realized I ought to thank them for their hospitality.  I said, “Thanks for having me over, Mrs...”

That's when I realized I had no idea what Patience's last name was.

“Please, call me Vonda,” her mother said, standing by the stove.  “And it's no trouble at all.  I love any excuse to cook!”

I believed her, because she was wearing an apron.  Only people who enjoy cooking own aprons, much less wear them.

Actually, Patience's mother in an apron was kind of an intriguing sight, because she was an undeniably beautiful woman.  She didn't have that pretty domestic housewife look about her.  Oh, no.  Vonda could have done porn—she was that gorgeous.  

Blonde hair, big lips, high cheekbones.  

Even with that apron on, I could tell that her waist was slim and her breasts were big.  She wasn't the type of woman I could picture myself having a longterm relationship with, but a fling?  Absolutely!  My body responded to her without approval from my brain.  I tried not to be attracted to my friend's mother, but who could blame me?  

If you saw her, you'd be attracted, too.

When Patience's father introduced himself (his name is Dick—can you imagine?), I couldn't help thinking how far the apple had fallen from the trees.  Vonda was a knockout, and Dick surprised me by making my body throb.  I don't usually look at men that way.  Almost never.  But Patience's father had dark, smoky eyes and dark wavy hair and there was an alluring quality about him I just couldn't put my finger on.  It drew me in.  I wanted to get close enough to smell him, but that would have seemed really obvious and weird.  

I stayed put at the table while Vonda served out piping hot bowls of homemade tomato soup.  She'd also made these cheese sticks in the oven that were like twisted things of puff pastry, I guess.  They tasted amazing.  

“Drop-dead gorgeous and an excellent cook,” Patience's father said, taking hold of his wife's hand and squeezing.  “Am I lucky or what?”

Vonda smiled endearingly.

I didn't say anything.  I tend to embarrass myself in these situations.  If I'd spoken up, I probably would have gushed about how great the meal was and how shiny Vonda's hair looked.  Then everything would have been uncomfortable.

Instead of talking, I glanced at Patience while her parents talked about some TV show they'd both watched when they were kids.  They seemed so in love.  That was amazing to see, after however many years of marriage.  My parents weren't like that at all.  They were friendly with each other, but not lovey-dovey.

Hard to believe two charming—not to mention incredibly attractive—humans had spawned Patience.

I'm not saying she's ugly.  She isn't ugly.  But she is plain.  If you were glancing around a room, in search of beautiful people, you would easily overlook Patience.  She didn't look anything like her parents.  Maybe she was adopted.  Probably she was.  But I would try not to ask, because that would be rude.

After dinner, Dick announced that he would be working the night shift.  He kissed his wife on the cheek while she remained seated at the table, then left the kitchen to get ready to go.

“So, it's just us girls!” Vonda announced, reaching across the table to place her hand on mine.  She offered to make popcorn and we could stream a movie marathon, but that idea made me so nervous.  If I had to spend too much time around a woman as beautiful as Vonda, I was sure to slip up and make a fool of myself.

“We need to study,” I squeaked.  Looking to Patience, I said, “That's why I'm here, right?  To study?  Right?”

She gave me a long, sullen look before stating, “Sure.”  After that, she said she needed the washroom and excused herself from the table.  

Sighing, Vonda said, “Looks like Patience is in one of her moods.  Don't you worry about her.  She'll snap out of it.  In the meantime, I suppose I should get started on these dishes.”

Popping up from my seat, I said, “I'll help.”

She smiled.  “You were raised well.”  When she got to the sink, she started squirming, like her skintight yoga pants were making her super uncomfortable.  “Sorry,” she said to me.  “I'm not used to wearing clothes around the house.”

I didn't know how to respond.  I wasn't even sure what she meant.

“I guess you could call us nudists,” she went on.

I held my breath.  I didn't know what was happening.

“Not in a collective sense.  We're not part of any sort of movement or community.  Dick and I just both prefer being in the buff, when we're at home.  It's very freeing.  Have you ever tried wandering around naked?”

I couldn't speak.  I just shook my head no.

“We thoroughly enjoy it,” Vonda went on.  “Oh!  You probably think it's something to do with sex, don't you?  Well, it isn't.  Patience and her sister used to walk about unclothed, when they were younger, but the big bad world teaches us a lot about shame.  The girls both started wearing clothing around the house when their bodies started changing—at puberty, you know.  Sage tells me she's gone back to being bare, now that she lives alone.”

I managed to ask, “Sage?”

“She's Patience's older sister.  We're good friends, now that she's a self-realized individual.  Patience still pushes back at us—her folks—but I don't hold that against her.  Did you know the brain doesn't complete its development until age twenty-five?”

I nodded.  “We learned that in class.”

“Sage is twenty-eight now.  Funny.  I don't feel old enough to have a twenty-eight-year-old.  I don't suppose one ever feels one's age.”

That's when I blurted out, “Are your daughters adopted?”

Vonda's eyes widened.  She seemed shocked when she asked, “Did Patience tell you that?”

I didn't answer.  I felt awful.  Why had I spoken those words?

Slowly, Vonda said, “They are adopted, yes.  I suppose that's plain enough to see, with Patience.  She doesn't look much like myself or Dick.  But we don't like to talk about these things.  We're a family, and that's that.”

When she ran dishwater into the sink, I offered to wash.  Vonda told me I didn't have to, but I insisted.  I needed to do something with my hands, or I would go crazy.

Once I'd turned off the water, Vonda said, “I promised Patience I wouldn't embarrass her, but... oh, Maggie, I simply can't bear these clothes a moment longer.  I'd be ever so much more comfortable without them.  Would you be terribly offended?  I'll wear the apron, if that helps.”

I'm pretty sure my eyes glazed over.  I didn't know what to say.  Was Vonda coming on to me?  Would Patience be mad?  I honestly had no idea what was happening.

Focusing on the dishes, I said, “It's your house.  You can do what you like.”

“But I don't want you to feel uncomfortable.  You're a guest in our home!”

I was really more worried about Patience feeling uncomfortable.  From what I could tell, I was sure going to like the look of Vonda stark naked.

“Take your clothes off,” I said, trying to be nonchalant, pretending that I wasn't dripping with arousal at the very idea of seeing this woman in the buff.  “If you want to take your clothes off, take your clothes off.  I won't stop you.”
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After Vonda went upstairs to change out of her clothes, Patience emerged from wherever she'd been hiding.  I'm assuming she didn't spend all that time in the bathroom, but I don't really know.  She wasn't exactly the focus of my attention.

When Patience caught me washing dishes, she asked, “What are you doing that for?  Washing up is my mother's job.”

That seemed a little harsh, to me.  I was raised to believe that every member of a household had responsibilities.  The way Patience made that statement suggested, to me, that her mother did all the cooking and cleaning.

What did Patience do around the house?

Sulk, from what I've seen.

“I like washing dishes,” I told Patience.

She made a face like she was scandalized by the admission.  “Just leave them,” she told me.  “I thought you were here to study.  That's what you said, anyway.”

“I am,” I replied.  “We can study right after I finish—”

At that moment, Patience's mother strutted into the kitchen wearing nothing but her apron and a pair of kitten heels with pink faux-fur pom-poms near the toes.  It was a scene straight out of porn.  I didn't think any real person in the world walked around their house looking like that.

“Mother!” Patience cried.  “What are you wearing?”

“Not much,” Vonda kidded.

When she winked at me, I thought my face would explode.  I felt like I was on fire. 

“I thought we talked about this,” Patience growled.  “You promised!  And you broke that promise!  I will never forgive you!”

“Honey!” Vonda cried.

I cut her off by trying to explain to Patience, “Don't blame your mother.  It was my fault—really!  I told her it was okay to dress whichever way she wanted!”

By that point, Patience had already grabbed me by the arm and started dragging me away from the sink.  Soapy water dripped all over the kitchen floor as her mother and I both tried to explain, but Patience wasn't listening to either of us.  As she dragged me out of the room, I looked over my shoulder just as Vonda turned, dejectedly, toward the sink.  Her apron covered most of her front—except for her arms and legs, obviously—but when I caught sight of her from the back, I got my first look at her glorious backside.

As Patience dragged me downstairs, down toward her bedroom in the basement, all I could think about was the creamy white curve of her mother's posterior.  She was fit as they come, that woman.  Every time I blinked, I saw that image: the dip of her bare back, the perfect slope of her ass, the apron strings tied in a bow and dancing between her lovely cheeks.

If I could photograph my memory and keep it on my wall, I would do exactly that.

When we got to Patience's bedroom, she turned on some lo-fi study beats and said, “Let's get to it.”

I realized I'd left my bag by the front door, but Patience wouldn't let me go up and get it.  She was probably worried what might happen between me and her mom.  And she was right to be, worried, too.  Her mother was the only thing I wanted in the world.

When she left me alone to grab my bag, I glanced around her bedroom.  It felt dark, to me, and not just because it was in the basement.  The walls were dark, the bedding was dark, the furniture was dark.  Lots of greys and purples.  Nothing like the elegant pink rosettes of my bedroom.  Everything was bright and cheery for me.

We studied for hours, and it was all business.  Maybe Patience was sulking, or maybe she was serious.  It's hard for me to tell, sometimes.  I wish other people would just tell me what they're thinking and feeling instead of leaving me to guess.  I always feel lost at sea with the guessing. 

After we'd been studying for a long time, Patience asked if I wanted to take a break and watch something funny to take our minds off school.  When she went upstairs without me to grab us a snack of white cheese popcorn and pomegranate flavoured sparkling water, I felt like Rapunzel in her tower.  Except I guess I was in a dungeon.  

Clearly, she didn't want me leaving the basement.

I got lucky, though: Patience fell asleep while we were watching her show.  It felt too good to be true.  Could I finally leave the bedroom?

The first challenge was to slip off the bed without waking her.  Once I'd done that, I managed to open the door without making a sound.  Patience didn't flinch, so I slipped out into the hallway.  Stairs can be tricky, when you're trying to be quiet, but these ones didn't creak.  I made it all the way up to the main floor without making a sound.  

There weren't any lights on, except for some dim illumination emanating from somewhere on the second level.  As I followed the light, I noticed a sound: people talking.  Not real people, though.  People on TV.

As if I were in a trance, I followed the dim light and TV voices to a bedroom at the end of the hall.  The door was half open.  When I peeked in, I saw Vonda folding laundry as she watched her show.  It was the same one I'd been watching with Patience, which kind of made me laugh.  Not out loud, though.  I didn't want to attract attention.  

I guess I didn't mention that Vonda was naked.

No apron this time.  

She held one of Patience's sweaters up against her chest, pinning it between her chin and her front as she folded one arm over, then the other.  Kind of funny to think about nudists doing laundry, although I guess it shouldn't be.  They obviously wear clothes when they leave the house, and Patience wears them all the time, from what Vonda reports.

When she folded the sweater in half and set it on top of the pile on her bed, I got to see her breasts in all their naked glory.  What a sight!  Judging by her breasts, it was hard to believe this woman was old enough to be raising a girl Patience's age.  She looked so young and beautiful.  Well, not as young as me, but certainly not old.  Not wrinkly, or anything like that.  Her skin was tight.  The light from the TV tinted it blue.  

She looked amazing.

I didn't want her to be creeped out or afraid when she finally noticed me there, so I softly said, “Hi.”

Vonda jumped, dropping the pair of jeans she'd just picked up and sending one hand to her heart.  “Good Gracious, Maggie!  I didn't hear you creep up!”

I apologized, but she said it was no big thing, just a slight surprise.  “Patience has finally released you from her hold, has she?”

“She fell asleep,” I said, taking a quick step into the bedroom.

“And you figured you'd pay me a visit?”

I wish I'd thought of something clever to say, like maybe, “I wondered if you'd need help in the bedroom.”  But the best I could manage was a timid nod.  I was trying not to stare at her boobs.  

Trying, and failing.

Vonda moved the clean clothes to a chair on the other side of the room, and then turned off the TV.  The room fell into darkness and my eyes struggled to adjust.  

“Do you prefer the lights on or off?” Vonda asked.

“For what?”

Her glittering giggles were luminescent.  She snapped on the bedside lamp, which had a dull orange glow, and said, “Personally, I prefer a little illumination.  I'm proud of my body and I like to show it off.”

“It's a really good body,” I agreed.  

Her pubes were darker than the hair on her head, so I don't know if that means she's a bottle blonde?  I remember a blonde friend in school once telling me that her pubic hair was darker than her head hair.  I was never totally sure why she shared that with me, but it obviously stuck.  

My pubes and my head hair are the exact same shade of black.  Same texture, too.  It seemed strange that Vonda's blonde coif looked perfectly straight while her pubic hair curled and coiled.  

She must have noticed me staring, because she said, “You don't have much experience with the human body, do you?  Other than your own, I mean.”

I didn't even have much experience with my own, but I felt too intimidated to tell her so.
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Vonda asked me, “Would you be comfortable taking off your clothes, too?”

“Who, me?” I squealed.

She looked around the room, then giggled sweetly.  “Yes you, silly.  There's nobody else but the two of us.”

“Your husband won't be coming home soon?”

Shaking her head, Vonda told me, “Dick's shift doesn't end until daybreak, and then he usually goes out for breakfast with the guys.  Anyway, he wouldn't exactly be angry if he came home to find a pretty young woman in his bed.”

“You think I'm pretty?” I asked, in shock.

“Well, of course you are, sweetie!”  Reaching toward me, she brushed my bangs out of my eyes.  They were getting long.  I was thinking about growing them out, but now I'm not so sure, because Vonda said, “You have lovely eyes.  Why hide them behind this shroud of hair?”

“I don't know,” I answered.

Vonda said, “I think you hide a lot of things away, where other people can't find them.  Don't hide your light under a bushel—that's what my grandmother used to tell me when I was your age.  Back then I was shy, just like you.”

“You were shy?” I choked out.  

Vonda nodded demurely.

Seemed hard to believe that the woman standing naked before me had ever been shy.

“How did you stop?” I asked.

With a slight shrug, she said, “I met a friend who brought me out of my shell, taught me new ways of being.  Dick loved the change in me.  He told me I was a whole new person.  Suddenly I was the outgoing one.”

“You seem very outgoing to me,” I said.  “And funny and fun, and stuff like that.  Patience is lucky to have you as a mother.”

“That's very kind of you to say.”

But right away, I wished I hadn't.  With Vonda standing naked in front of me, I didn't want to think of her as anybody's mother.  I only wanted to think of her in terms of bedroom stuff, because I was pretty sure she was about to invite me between the sheets.

She asked, “I was right—what I said about you—wasn't I?  You don't have much experience with your body.”  When I hesitated to respond, she said, “I apologize if I'm wrong.”

“No, you're not wrong,” I assured her.  

Taking a big chance, I reached out and touched her naked arm.  Her skin was even softer than I thought it would be, and I expected it to be pretty darn soft!

“Have you ever touched another woman's breast?” she asked.

My throat ran dry.  I couldn't have answered if I wanted to.  Not that I knew what to say.  The best I could manage was a quick shake of the head to indicate that, no, I had never touched another woman's breast.

“Would you like to?” she asked.

I quickly nodded.

Her smile was so soothing, so radiant and sympathetic, when she said, “Okay, then.  Let's get started, shall we?”

I nodded like a bobblehead on a bumpy ride.

Vonda took hold of the hand I'd placed on her arm and moved it slowly up to her shoulder.  When she arrived there, she stopped and we both took a breath.  I felt her shoulders rise as mine did, too.  When we released our breath together, she dragged my hand down her chest.  I saw “dragged” because, to be honest, I offered some resistance.  I didn't mean to.  I didn't want to.  I guess I was just scared because I'd never done this before.  I'd never touched any woman's breast, and certainly not the mother of a friend.

Did I even consider Patience a friend?  Or was she merely placed in my life so I would eventually meet her incredibly gorgeous mom?

Vonda rode my hand down the side of her heavy breast until I could feel the weight of it on my palm.  She wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me closer.  I almost fell against her, because I wasn't expecting it at all.  I was so focused on the feel of her beautiful breast on my hand.  The skin was so soft and the weight was incredible.  Her breasts were big, but not too big.  They suited her and made sense with her body, even if she was rather slim.

“There's no need to be nervous,” Vonda whispered.  “I know you're bound to be, but try to enjoy the experience.  Close your eyes, if you feel more comfortable doing that.”

“I want to keep them open,” I told her.  “I want to look at you.”

She giggled sweetly.  “Oh, you're making me blush, my girl!  Now here's what I want you to do: keep your hand just where it is, cupping my breast that way, but move your thumb upward until it brushes my nipple.”

I did as she asked, and it made her gasp.

“Did I do it right?” 

“Oh, yes!” she replied.  “Oh, that felt wonderful.  Do it again.”

Again I brushed my thumb against her nipple and, again, she gasped.  I kept doing it and her gasps turned into a low, sustained purr.  Her nipple felt hard and pebbled against my thumb.  Every time I touched her that way, I felt as though somebody were strumming between my legs. 

“It really feels that good?” I asked.

“Would you like to find out for yourself?”

This time, I was the one gasping.  “Yes!  Yes, please!”

Vonda moved toward the bedroom door, which remained open behind me.  Glancing into the hallway, she said, “Now, you're sure Patience fell asleep?  I wouldn't want her wandering up her and finding us together.”

I nodded vigorously.  “She was asleep.”

“Good.  She's a sound sleeper, so there shouldn't be any danger of her waking up before ten or eleven tomorrow morning.  Most days, I have to drag that girl out of bed.  Her sister, Sage, used to throw a glass of cold water on her chest to get her going—as a prank, you know.”

I didn't want to think about these things.  I didn't want to think about family life.  I just wanted to dive into bed with this wonderful woman and never get out.  Never, never, never.

Vonda closed the bedroom door and then turned to look at me.  She raised an eyebrow.  “Would you like me to undress you?”

“No!” I said.  “I can do it.”

I don't know why I was so insistent.  It would have been super sexy if Vonda had taken my clothes off for me.  But I did it myself, tearing my top over my head, and then pushing my pants down to my feet.  I felt embarrassed, at this stage, because my bra and panties didn't match.  My underwear was only cotton, nothing sexy, and my bra had never fit properly, but I'd spent money on it, so I didn't want to throw it out. 

“Let me ask you a question,” Vonda began.  “Do you feel perfectly comfortable right now?”

I wasn't sure what she meant.

“Would you feel more or less comfortable wearing nothing at all?”

Nothing at all...

Nothing at all...

When I glanced down at my awkward attire, I felt embarrassed.  I knew I looked better naked that I did in a bra and panties, so I told Vonda, “I think I'll feel sexier once I take everything off.”

“I think you will, too,” Vonda agreed.

She sat on the edge of her bed while I undid my bra and let it drop to the floor.

“Your breasts are larger than I thought they'd be,” Vonda said.

“I think they're small,” I told her.

“Yes, true, they are,” she agreed.  “But I was expecting them to be even smaller.”

If they were even smaller, they wouldn't exist.  Maybe Vonda was just trying to build me up, make me feel good about myself so I wouldn't hide my light under a bushel anymore.

“Now it's time to take off your panties,” Vonda announced.  “Do you think you're ready for this, Maggie?”

“I don't know,” I said, but I was lying.  

I was ready.

I couldn't wait to take them off.
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I pushed my panties down to my ankles and kicked off the clothes that had assembled there.  Knowing that Vonda was watching me all the while made me feel somewhat bashful, but the idea that she used to be shy and now she is the way she is gave me permission to feel proud of my body, too.

Even so, as Vonda gazed at my naked skin, I found myself circling my arms over my chest.  I didn't mean to, but I guess it was in my nature.  It's not like the bedroom was cold.  In fact, the bedroom was lovely and warm, in temperature and ambiance.  

When I shielded my breasts, Vonda rose from the bed and said, “Oh, my little sweetheart, there's no need to be timid.  Your body is beautiful!  I can't wait to get to know it a little better.”

“Really?” I squealed, before remembering that I should be keeping quiet.  Even if Patience was a sound sleeper, I still didn't want to take any chances.

“Yes, really,” Vonda replied, coming close enough that she could brush my bangs out of my eyes.  “I'm so glad Patience brought you home today.  I'm so pleased to have met you.”

Nobody had ever said that to me before.  I've never been the kind of person anyone was super keen on getting to know.  I'm always too awkward or too quiet, or both.  My silences make people uncomfortable.  And I can understand why.  I don't blame anyone but me.

“Would you like to know how it feels to be touched?” she asked.

I nodded eagerly.  It was a spontaneous reaction.

“I'd be happy to show you,” she offered.

“Please do!” I said.  I felt as though I couldn't wait another moment.  Whatever she was planning to do, I needed her to do it now!

“Would you like to be kissed, as well?” she asked.

She couldn't possibly have known what she was doing to me, offering these acts up like candy.  I'd never been touched.  I'd never been kissed.  She wanted to do both those things at once, and I'd never done either.  

My head was spinning.

And then she brought her body close to mine.  She unhooked my arms from around my chest and placed them at my sides.  That way she could step near enough that her nipples met my skin.  Since she was taller than I was, our breasts were not at the same height.  But then she leaned down a bit so her lips could touch my lips.  When she did that, her nipples brushed the tops of my breasts. 

I thought I must be in heaven.  

Strangely, I felt her breasts on my breasts before I felt her lips on my lips, even though I think things actually happened in the opposite order.  She kissed me softly, placing one hand at the small of my back, then moving in a velvety motion down my bum.  She gave me a slight squeeze, which made me squeal and jump.  

I laughed out of nerves, and she laughed too.

Then she kissed me deeply, urging my teeth apart with her tongue.  

I wasn't expecting this kind of a kiss, though I don't know why.  It's not as if I didn't know how kisses worked—I'd just never kissed anyone before.  

The mechanics of a kiss are nothing like a kiss itself.  That's what I learned when Vonda's tongue glided into my mouth.  She felt so soft, in there, even though she was firm and forceful about the act.  She obviously knew what she was doing.  I wondered if it was equally obvious that I hadn't a clue.  

Then I remembered: Vonda knew, just from looking at me, that I was completely inexperienced.  

I had nothing to hide.

Even though I didn't know what I was doing, I kissed her back the best I could.  I whipped my tongue around her mouth the way she was doing in mine.  The whole experience felt hot and hard and frenzied.  Was I going too fast?  When she'd started things up, her actions had been slow and soft.  Was I supposed to be gentle with her?  Or were we supposed to build and build and build?

Vonda traced her free hand up from my hip to my side, pausing when her fingers were just below my armpit.  I gasped and pulled away, even though I didn't mean to.  This gave her a chance to sweep her thumb across my nipple.  

I gasped even harder, this time.  I could not believe how good it felt to be touched there.  It could go on forever and I wouldn't complain.

Again, Vonda slanted her mouth over mine and kissed me with passion.  This time, as we kissed, she flicked my nipple right and left.  Her timing was offbeat, and I liked that.  I never knew when to expect the next caress.  When it came, it blew my mind.  Every time.

The hand she'd place on my backside moved slowly up the curve of my bum.  When it reached the dip of my back, it took a turn and moved up my side, just like the other one had.  

Soon, her left hand mirrored her right.

She traced both her thumbs across both my nipples and I went weak in the knees.

Luckily, Vonda caught me before I could crash to the floor.  She moved me to the left so I landed on her bed.  I felt embarrassed, but before I could say anything, Vonda's fingers travelled softly the length of my belly.  

My skin hopped everywhere she touched.  

Heaven was so close at hand I could almost taste it.

As her fingers slid softly into my pubic hair, I gasped and raised my head off the bed.  I couldn't believe what was happening.  She was going to touch my pussy.  It was really that easy.  She was just going to do it, and I wouldn't be a virgin anymore.

I couldn't watch for long, because Vonda found my mouth with hers as her fingers slipped through my oil slick of pubic hair.  She quickly found my teeming middle, and when she did, she said, “Oh, Maggie, you're dripping with desire!”

“Yes,” I agreed.  

How could I deny it when her fingers were dabbing at my sopping wet pussy?

“Would you say that you're enjoying what we've done so far?” Vonda asked.

“Yes!” I shouted, then gasped and apologized.  I shouldn't be yelling, with Patience asleep downstairs.

Vonda chuckled sweetly.  “Would you like to do more?”

“Yes...?” I said, but it was kind of a question because I wasn't sure exactly what she wanted me to do.  What if I didn't know how?  What if I was bad at it?

“How about you just relax?” she said, as my parted legs hung off the side of the bed.  “You relax, and I'll do everything I can to make you come?”

“That sounds good,” I agreed.

“Good,” she replied.

“Good.” 

I sighed as she kissed her way down my neck, all the way to my straining nipple.

When she flicked my tit with the tip of her tongue, I nearly lost my mind.  

She then licked across it, tracing the full force of her warm, wet tongue over my breast.

I could not believe how good this stuff felt.  I would never have guessed it.  I could never have imagined.  It's not exactly the sort of thing you can do to yourself—unless you've got really big boobs, which I definitely don't.  If I did, I'd be licking them all the time, now that I know how good it feels.

Although, maybe it's the sort of thing that only feels good when somebody else does it, not when you do it to yourself.

I guess I'll never know.

Vonda slid one finger between my wet little lips, finding more wetness than she could ever hope to use.  She traced that same finger up to my clit without removing her tongue from my nipple.  As she swirled her finger in small, slow circles around my clit, she also wrapped her lips around my tit.  It looked like she was going to suck it, but instead she licked my breast in wild circles.  

I tried my best not to scream, but I could feel an irrepressible impulse coming on.  Luckily, there were pillows within reach, so I grabbed one to cover my face.

Can I even describe what it felt like when Patience's mother brought me to orgasm?

What I remember especially is that, even when the pillow was over my face, all I could see in my mind's eye was the lingering image of Vonda's naked body stretched out beside me on the bed: her pretty face planted to my breast, the expanse of her back like a sand dune seen from afar, the curve of her ass spectacular in any light, but particularly fetching under the orange glow of the bedside lamp.  Her legs played in the air, one off the side of the mattress, the other off the end.  

She was so beautiful.  And she'd insisted on taking me to bed.

I wonder if half my orgasm came from that knowledge alone.  I felt proud of myself, proud of my body.  If a woman as incredibly attractive as Vonda found me alluring, maybe I really was.

Of course, the physical sensation played a starring role in bringing on my orgasm.  

When Vonda licked my tit and stroked my clit, it felt amazing not only in my breast and my pussy, but it actually felt like there was some sort of erotic cord joining those two sites.  I could feel it tugging inside me, twisting, tightening until it snapped to release torrents of pleasure and emotion through my body.

That's when I screamed into the pillow.  That's when I squeezed it to my face, amazed I could still breathe.  

Vonda didn't stop pleasuring me just because I was coming.  She moved her mouth to the other nipple and kept the orgasm going.  This time it was even fiercer, maybe because I could feel her large breasts pressed against my naked skin.  

I could live inside that sensation: soft and sexy at once.

Vonda was amazing.  Why did she want me?  There must be something soft and sexy about me, too.  I'd never have guessed it, but Vonda's actions are proof.

When I couldn't bear any more pleasure, I squirmed away from her.  She laughed as she pulled the pillow away from my face.  That's when I noticed how swollen her lips looked.  She was so beautiful to start with, and sex made her more so.

She brushed her wet finger across the top of my breast, and I tensed, because I couldn't be touched anymore.  I was too sensitive.  But when I looked down, I realized she was only pointing out that she'd left lipstick marks on my breasts.

I found that embarrassing, but also sexy.  My nipples had never looked so distended or aroused.  I was almost in pain after such a big show of lust, but waves of relaxation came on soon enough.  

I'd never felt actual bliss before.  

This was bliss.

Vonda perched beside me, brushing her fingers through my hair and considering me the way a mother watches her baby sleep.  At first, it felt really nice.  Then I started wondering if she wanted anything in return.  There's no way I could do to her what she'd done to me.  I wouldn't know how, or I wouldn't do it right.

Then Vonda sighed and said, “It always amazes me how fast you young women can come.  It barely takes a touch, and you're gone.  When you get to be my age, trust me, it's quite a hike up that hill. Could take all day!”

She couldn't possibly mean that literally.  Who could spend an entire day having sex?

But what really stuck with me was the “you young women” bit, as if she seduced Patience's friends all the time.  Was that the case?  

My stomach knotted, and I slid from the bed.

“You're welcome to use my bathroom,” Vonda said, pointing down a narrow hallway within her bedroom.  

I thanked her and went in there.  I stared at myself in the mirror for a really long time.  

When I came out, Vonda was in bed.  My clothes were still on the floor.  I dressed as quickly as I could, telling her that I should get back downstairs to Patience, and we shouldn't tell her what we did, and Vonda agreed.

Instead of going all the way to the basement, I bedded down on the couch in the living room.  It was surprisingly comfy.  Or maybe I was just the tiredest I'd been in my entire life.

I could have slept anywhere.
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I thought Patience would suspect something for sure, but when she woke up the morning after I'd had sex with her mother—unbeknownst to her—she seemed irritated to find me on the couch instead of in her bed.

That morning, I avoided eye contact with Vonda and slipped out of the house as fast as I could.

Avoiding Patience wasn't so easy.

Actually, I'm not even sure if I want to avoid Patience anymore.  She's the only person at university who pays attention to me.  

A lot of attention, as it turns out.

We've been seeing each other in all our classes, often walking from one lecture hall to another, eating lunch together—we both bring food from home instead of buying it from the overpriced cafs and food trucks—or just sitting quietly, side by side, while we do our course readings.

It surprised me when she told me, today, that she'd found a new place to study: somewhere we could talk without getting shushed.  I was even more surprised when she led me to one of the campus libraries.  Libraries are shush central!  I wondered if she'd booked us a meeting room, and I hoped not.  Meeting rooms reminded me of goldfish bowls, with windows all around so everyone in the vicinity can watch whatever you're doing.

But Patience hadn't booked us a meeting room.

From the stacks, she led me down a long hall with cubby hole offices one our left and shelves of books to our right.  There were small rectangular windows in the doors, which I peeked in as we passed by.  

Most were full of books and furniture, but otherwise unoccupied.

When we got to the last office, Patience put her finger to her lips to indicate I should be quiet.  That wasn't exactly necessary—it's not like I was saying anything.

Patience put her hand to the brushed nickel doorknob and turned it slowly.  My heart nearly stopped.  Who was in there?  Whose office was it?

Nobody's, as it turned out.  Nobody was in there.  No furniture, even.  Just a bare carpet, bare walls.  Not even a desk and chair.

After Patience had closed the door behind us, I asked, “Are we allowed to be in here?”

“You're such a goody-goody,” she tsked, locking us in.  “You know whose office this used to be?”

I shook my head no.

“Remember that professor who fired for saying—well, I won't repeat it, but you know what I'm talking about, right?”

“Oh yeah!” I replied, when the memory twigged.  “That was on the news and everything.  This was her office?”

Patience nodded.

“It's not very nice,” I said.

“None of the offices in this building are nice.  But it's private, and that's what matters—for us.”

I wasn't entirely sure what she meant by the words “for us.” 

But it wasn't long before I found out.

She placed her backpack on the floor and squatted down before unzipping it.  First she pulled out a notebook, then she tore out a blank piece of lined paper.  Once she had that in hand, she wedged it into the rectangular window in the door.  

“What's that for?” I asked.

“So no one can see we're in here,” she said, simply. 

She sat on the floor with her back against the wall, and motioned for me to join her.

I wished I had a pillow or something.  Even the carpet felt hard against my bony butt.  

When I complained, Patience took off her jacket and folded it up so I could sit on it.  I guess I could have done that with my own jacket, but I didn't think about it.  When I took it off, though, I offered it to her, to sit on, and she did.  

“What do you want to start with?” I asked.

I was talking about courses of study, but I could see from the look on her face that she had something totally different in mind.

All I could think was, 'Oh, great! How am I going to worm my way out of this situation?'

We were sitting uncomfortably close to each other.  I really wished I wasn't on her jacket, because it felt like an extension of her body against my butt.

“You said before that you've never kissed anybody,” she reminded me.

I swallowed hard.  I didn't want to answer.  It had been true, when I'd told her so, but it wasn't true anymore.

And I was hardly going to tell her I'd kissed her mother. 

“I was just thinking,” she went on.  “Since there are all these things you've never done and I've never done, why don't we figure them out together?  That makes sense, don't you think?”

“It makes sense,” I agreed.  I hoped she would read my tone rather than my words, because I was trying very hard to convey to her that I didn't want to kiss.  “But wouldn't you rather wait for someone who—” 

I guess she didn't want to wait, because she closed in quickly to press her lips against mine.  

At first, I didn't even feel it.  I knew she was kissing me because her face was jammed against my face, but there was no sensation that went along with the act.  There was no frisson or titillation, like there'd been with her mother.

Patience wasn't the girl for me.  How could I convey that without hurting her feelings too much?

When she backed away, she licked her lips coyly and said, “That was nice—our first kiss.  They say you never forget it.”

“Uh-huh,” I replied, in vague agreement.  

I glanced at the door, hoping someone would knock and shoo us out.  But everything was quiet.  If I really wanted to get out of this encounter, I'd have to take initiative.

But I guess I wasn't too desperate for escape, because when Patience asked if I wanted to kiss again, I said yes.

When she pressed her lips to mine, I thought about how it had felt to kiss her mother.  Vonda was so much more experienced than me, but I guess I was more experienced than Patience.  That meant I should be the one to take the lead, if I wanted things to feel good between us.

Instead of waiting idly for our dull kiss to improve, I took a chance and sucked Patience's bottom lip between mine.  She giggled and asked, “Where did you learn that?”

I shrugged.  “Saw it in a movie, maybe?  I don't know.”

This would be easier if she didn't talk, and if I didn't have to look at her.  Not that she was unattractive, just that I wasn't in any way attracted to her. 

Slanting my mouth across hers, I closed my eyes and imagined she was her mother.  I pierced her mouth with my tongue and she seemed a little shocked.  She caught on soon enough, and our tongues mingled for a while.

The big problem was that I didn't feel aroused.  I didn't feel amped up.  Kissing Patience didn't make me go, “Oh, man, do I ever want sex!”  To be honest, I kept thinking about all the coursework we had on our plates.  We were just wasting time when we should be studying.

All I could think was that the fastest way to get back to work was to give this girl an orgasm.

Even though I had no idea how.

No, that's not true.  If I could give myself an orgasm, I could give her one, too.

My best bet would be to use what I'd learned with Vonda on Patience.  

I could do this.  

As I kissed Patience, I ran my hand across her chest.  Her bulky black sweater felt surprisingly soft.  When my hand touched her breast, it seemed like she didn't have a bra on.  That was a bit of a shocker.  Patience didn't seem like the type of girl who wouldn't wear a bra, and you certainly couldn't tell by looking.

To find out for sure, I sent my hand under her sweater.  Her belly was bare under there, and her skin felt very warm and soft.  I traced my hand up her gentle rolls of baby fat until I reached a huge, pendulous breast.  I would never have guessed that Patience's tits were as large as they felt. Hard to say, without seeing them, but her breasts also felt saggier than her mother's.

And then I remembered that Vonda wasn't Patience's biological mother.  They didn't share the same DNA.  I shouldn't be surprised by differences.  Anyway, even if they were related by blood, they wouldn't have the exact same body.

It was so much easier thinking about things like that than it was to experience the moment, with Patience.  I just wasn't into her.  Why didn't she that?

Maybe because I was kissing her and thumbing her nipple. I can understand how that might be interpreted as a mixed message, when you're trying to just be friends with somebody.

As I squeezed Patience's mammoth breast, she wrapped both her legs around one of mine.  The position was getting more awkward by the second, but her thighs were warm and thick and I have to admit I liked getting wrapped up in them.

Her kisses got messy as she started grinding against my thigh.  Her tongue kept escaping my mouth at the sides.  It felt weird, but she was clearly very excited, and I hoped that meant I was doing a good job.

When she started moaning in my mouth, I tried to shush her, but that was difficult while we were kissing.  I swirled my hand around her breast, because I couldn't get the whole thing to fit in my palm.  Her breasts were really, really big.  Wow, it felt like the more we kissed, the bigger they got!  

Although I guess I only focussed my attention of one of her breasts, not both.  

It seemed to work, because she writhed with ever more vigour as I grabbed her breast and held it tight.  Her nipple didn't go hard, like her mother's had, so I didn't have much luck pinching it, but she kept rubbing herself against me, getting off on the seam of her jeans, I guess.  I've done that before.  It's surprisingly easy, when you're really aroused.

I felt kind of guilty, thinking how turned-on Patience clearly was while I was just trying to get her off so we could study.  This was her first time.  It meant something to her.  

It meant nothing to me.

Or... I don't know.  I don't know yet.

Patience threw her head back, banging it hard against the wall and not even reacting.  I guess she could feel no pain in her state of bliss.  I tried to call to mind how it had felt when her mother made me come, but the memory was already hazy and distant.

I would need it to happen again.  

I needed it to happen again.

As held her soft nipple and banged the breast I was holding against the one that rested against my body, Patience covered her mouth with both hands.  Her eyes rolled back as she whimpered into her palms.  She stopped humping my leg, locking it in place between both her thighs as she reached her climax.

We hadn't even taken off our clothes.

When Patience's muscles slacked, I slipped my leg out from between hers and slid my hand from under her sweater.  I might like to see her with her top off, one day.  Not really sure.  Her breasts felt really, really big under there.  Might be interesting to find out what they look like.

I pulled out my Adaptation and Biodiversity notes while Patience panted and sighed, her body resting heavily against the wall.  

She could rest if she wanted, but I had studying to do.
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Patience has been sticking to me like glue ever since we made out in the abandoned office.  I've managed to avoid any more encounters of that type, but it's tricky.  She always wants to know where I'm going and what I'm doing after class.  I learned pretty quickly that she'll tag along if I say I'm doing anything other than going home. 

Thankfully, today Patience had a class I'm not in, so I got my opportunity to sneak off.  I hopped on the streetcar and rode it until I arrived at her house.  I was shaking with nerves the whole way.  

I knew what I wanted, but I also knew I shouldn't want it.  

And I certainly shouldn't act on it. 

On the surface, it was a stupid thing to do. I didn't even know if Vonda would be home.  And it seemed highly likely that her husband would be there.  

What was I getting myself into?

When I reached their front door, I almost turned and ran away without knocking.  

I gathered all my courage and rapped on the door.  

Then I turned and ran away.

A voice behind me shouted, “Maggie!” 

I turned instinctively. 

Vonda stood in the doorway wearing a fitted black trench coat.  Her hair was done up in a bun.  She looked like something out of a black and white movie, so elegant.

How could I possibly run away from a woman like that?

“Hi,” I said from the sidewalk.

“Well, don't just stand there,” she replied with a laugh.  “Come on inside!  Is Patience with you?”

“No,” I told her.  “Patience has a class.”

“Is anything wrong?” Vonda asked with concern.

“No, nothing's wrong.  I just wanted to see you again.”

When I reached the house, she said, “Oh.  I see.”  

The way she glanced inside, I thought her husband must be home, but it turned out he was at work.  His shifts were like that, all over the map sometimes.  

Once I was safely inside, Vonda asked, “Would you mind if I were to take off this jacket?  I only put it on to open the door.  I've nothing on underneath.”

“That's fine,” I said, desperate to conceal my eagerness.  

She unbuttoned the trench coat and shrugged it off, revealing her full nudity in the light of day.  Her body was spectacular.  As she turned to hang the jacket on a hook behind the door, I got an excellent look at her butt.  

My knees nearly gave out.  

When she turned again, I just wanted to dive at her breasts, plant my face between them, squish them against my cheeks.  Wouldn't that feel amazing?  I bet it would.

“I think I might be able to guess why you've come,” Vonda said.  “But why don't I give you the opportunity to tell me?”

My cheeks blazed.  She knew what I wanted.  Why couldn't she just take me?

“I really liked what happened the last time I saw you,” I stammered.  

She smirked and said, “My husband certainly enjoyed hearing about it.”

I could feel my face turning an even deeper shade of red.  “You told him?”

“Of course,” she said, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder.  “I tell Dick everything.  We don't keep secrets.”

“What about Patience, though?  You didn't tell her, I hope.”

“I didn't tell Patience,” Vonda said sweetly.  “I promised you I wouldn't, and I'm a woman of my word.  Now, why don't you take off that heavy knapsack and kick off those boots?  We can sit in the kitchen and have a cup of tea, or we could relax in the living room, or...”

As I shrugged off my backpack, I waited for Vonda to fill in the blanks.  When she didn't, I unzipped my coat and threw it on top of my bag. It wasn't until I was taking off my boots that I realized I'd been staring at her breasts the whole time.

Who could blame me?  They really were amazing.

“Maybe we could go upstairs?” I suggested.  

The bedroom felt safe.  That's where I wanted to be.  I couldn't bear the thought of someone walking into the house—Patience or her father—and finding us together. 

“Upstairs it is,” Vonda said with a kind nod.

She led the way and I followed along, watching her butt cheeks writhe as she ascended the stairs.  I wondered how it felt to walk around naked like that.  Vonda seemed to find it freeing, but I think I'd get cold.

When we got to Vonda's bedroom, I asked, “Are you going to tell your husband about this?”

“About what?” she asked, looking at me over her shoulder.  She turned so briskly that the few blond hairs that had escaped her bun bounced vivaciously.  I was so fixated I almost forgot she'd asked me a question.

“About... about whatever we... do,” I stammered.

She offered a glittering giggle.  “I tell my husband everything, dear.  But don't worry: if there's ever anything you wish to tell me in confidence, you can trust me not to blab.  I'm very good with other people's secrets.”

“I just don't want Patience finding out what we've done... or... what we're doing.  That's all that really matters.  Your husband won't tell her, will he?”

Vonda gently brushed my bangs out of my eyes as she said, “No, little Maggie.  I guarantee it.”

That put my mind at ease.  I really did believe her.  I hope I wasn't being gullible or naive. 

“Now,” she went on.  “Tell me what you came here for.  Tell me what I can do for you.”

I couldn't look her in the eye.  I found myself staring at her big, beautiful breasts.  

“I don't know,” I stammered.  “Whatever you want.”

“Ah, ah, ah!” she said, wagging her finger in a most maternal way.  “You must have some idea in mind, or you wouldn't have taken the chance in coming here.  I'm sure you have some sexy image in that scientific brain of yours.”

“Nothing specific,” I told her, though that wasn't at all true. 

Taking my hand, she led me to the bed.  When we were seated side by side, she said, “I know it can be hard to talk about, especially when it's new to you, but communication is the most important factor in great sex—more important than acquired skills or innate talent, or physical attraction or anything else.  If you can communicate with a partner, you can have excellent sex.”

I thought back to the last time I'd been in this bed with Vonda.  I don't think I communicated at all, and that was the best sex I'd ever had.  

Of course, it was the only sex I'd ever had...

“So,” Vonda went on.  “When you're lying in bed at night, imagining all the sultry acts you'd like to engage in with another woman, what's the first thing that comes to mind?”

Before she was even done asking the question, I already knew the answer.  But knowing the answer was different from saying the answer.

Tapping me lightly on the nose with the tip of her finger, Vonda said, “I can tell there's something cooking in that clever brain of yours.  I can see it in your eyes.”

She was right, of course, but I couldn't say the words.

“Try this,” she suggested, placing one warm hand on my thigh.  “Close your eyes and then see if you can tell me.”

Closing my eyes was the easy part.  Telling a
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