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For awhile I just lay half-awake, with no awareness except pure
sensory relaxation. I coast along the sea of waking, slowly
emerging back into the real world. I feel warmth, and then I become
aware of the sound of a fan. I sigh mentally as I tip the first
hill of the inevitable rollercoaster that is a hangover – yep,
ouch, there’s the blasting headache. It makes me wish I could stay
back in the depths for at least another two days.



Then my tongue suddenly pops into my awareness when it moves, and I
realize that it’s really sore and tired. I move my face, and
realize that my skin is a strange kind of dry sticky. I breathe in,
and a deep, faint, musky aroma floats into my perceptions. I move
my fingers, and find that my arm muscles are all sore, and my
fingers are that same kind of dry sticky. Most of all, I feel a
deep, blanketing, body-filling satisfaction and relief of some kind
of powerful formerly pent-up pressure.



Random flitting sense-memories fill in the picture before I even
turn over. The warmth I felt is more localized now, on my leg.
Turning over gently to avoid angering my headache, through my
unkempt long brown hair, I spy another leg lying across mine. Oh
great, Angela, you’ve done it again. You got unbelievably blitzed
and had another one night stand with some random frat guy. Why do
you always do this to yourself? Tara’s going to be pissed
again.



I never really thought about why Tara, my best friend of eight
years and former college roommate, always got pissed when I brought
home some random guy. I just figured she cared about my health, or
self—respect. I suppose I should have given it more thought,
because I might not be so shocked now to find, instead of some
random guy, in bed with me… Tara!



Her bright blonde hair, messy with dried sweat, covers her face,
but I know it’s her. She lies with her face buried in the other
pillow on my bed, as if she just collapsed there at some point last
night. My heart races painfully with shock. My eyes trace her bare
back down to the blanket wrapped around her waist. I don’t quite
see her with new eyes, but I definitely feel myself noticing how
attractive her smooth skin is. I swallow heavily, the dryness in my
throat passing for a brief moment. A slight unfamiliar taste fills
my mouth, and that musky smell fills my breath, and both are
definitely sexual. I don’t really want to think it out loud, but
it’s pretty obvious to me what happened last night.



Or is it? I almost leap out of the bed in surprise when I look a
little further over Tara and realize there’s a third girl in the
bed. Ok, I think to myself, you’re straight, Angela, don’t worry,
this is all some sort of crazy embarrassing confused mess. You’ve
never even thought about being with a girl before!… well, maybe you
have, but still…!



I slap myself on the forehead mentally as a few more random images
come back to me. The girl at the bar! Of course! The third girl in
the bed is… what was her name? A leering image of her stunning
breasts wrapped tightly in a revealing shirt hits me… wow, Angela,
what has gotten into you?… She had perfectly-done wispy platinum
hair, not natural blonde like Tara’s… that’s it! Erin! That’s her
name! I’m a genius! And Erin came up to us, offered to buy us both
drinks, and she was so flirtatious and friendly, and crazy
gorgeous, and then there was dancing, and a long string of
different drinks in my hand, and…



Tara and I had sex with her.



Jesus Christ.



A general outline of the night comes back to me. Tara and I didn’t
do anything at all with each other. I can’t remember exactly, but I
know both of our attentions were focused on Erin. I find myself
relieved and yet… secretly, slightly, strangely… disappointed. I
shake off the feeling for the moment. How the hell did Erin seduce
both of us? I’m straight, Tara’s straight… I wince against the pain
in my head as I struggle to move slightly higher and see more of
Erin.



Oh, that’s why. The girl’s stunning body could literally have leapt
off of the pages of some lurid sex magazine. She lies on her back,
blissfully asleep, no blankets covering her whatsoever. I could
never have the courage to sleep so exposed. Her feet are next to
Tara’s head, and I get a full view along the girl’s tan, smooth
skin and utterly perfect body. My eyes touch on the bottoms of her
round tits, then travel along her shapely legs and linger for a
moment on her sex, which I find stunningly… attractive.



I lick my lips, tasting the flavor left on them, and I realize that
– wow – I licked this gorgeous girl there… I licked those perfect
folds, hanging there attractively… I slid my tongue into another
girl last night! Oh my god! I can actually still feel, on my
cheeks, how it felt to have her sex pressed against my face,
bucking against my tongue as I licked rhythmically for as long as
it took to make her… orgasm. I made another girl orgasm last night
with my mouth…! Wow… ok, Angela, you’ve really done it this
time…



Somehow, the word ‘lesbian’ doesn’t occur to me, at least not as a
problem or label. My initial shock has passed, and I actually don’t
feel too bad, other than the hangover-spike in my brain. I go over
what sensations I can remember in my head, deciding to relish the
excitement now and worry about it later. Damn… out of context, I’d
say I feel pretty damn sexy. I feel the story settling in as part
of me, that my best friend and I got picked up by the most gorgeous
girl I’ve ever seen. I’ve… had a lesbian threesome! I feel a little
like a freak, in a good way! I only wish I could remember more than
random sensations. It’s kind of unfair, to have this once in a
lifetime crazy experience and not really remember it. Then again,
it’s not like I’m going to tell anyone…



I slide out of the bed softly so as not to wake them, and grab a
blanket off of the floor. I step gently across piles of discarded
clothing and head straight for the bathroom, downing four
painkillers and a glass of water before I keel over. I sit down on
the closed toilet, naked but wrapped in the blanket, and, for a few
moments, fight the feeling that I just got hit by a truck in every
way possible. Is my whole life supposed to be different now? Isn’t
that how these things work in those overblown lesbian stories on
TV? I don’t feel any different. I’m not feeling any particular
sublime awakening. I feel my damp crotch with my hand. I can’t
quite wrap my head around the fact that I had sex with somebody who
had the same organs as me, but I’m definitely still me.



“Hey,” I hear Tara say softly from the bathroom door.



I jump and pull my hand away under the blanket. I hope she didn’t
notice me touching myself. A brief pause in my thoughts makes me
realize just how silly that embarrassment is, after last night’s…
events. I look over at her, tracing her disheveled blonde locks
that spill down the sheet wrapped around her. I’m only a tiny bit
surprised to find myself attracted to the shape of her body
underneath the sheet. Is this what guys feel? A kind of daring hope
to see what’s hidden?



She closes the door silently, and shuffles over to sit on the edge
of the tub, close to me. Her blue eyes meet my gaze with
apprehension. She sits up nervously, wrapping the sheet a little
tighter around her. I bite my lip, briefly incredibly nervous,
until her lips suddenly crack a restrained smile. I rush my hand to
my mouth to cover my spontaneous laughter, the result of a rush of
sudden relief. She laughs too, her eyes locked on mine, trying hard
to suppress the noise.



“Holy shit, Angela!” she whispers, sharing my sheepish
embarrassment.



“I know!” I practically scream in hushed tones, enormously glad
that this isn’t weird at all between us. I find that my gaze keeps
lingering on her lips, or her strangely catching eyes.



“How do we get her out of here?” she whispers worriedly, referring
to the gorgeous blonde sleeping in my bed in the next room. I
hardly expected that to be her first question, but it suddenly
seems very relevant and perplexing.



“I don’t know!” I whisper back. “What the hell happened last night?
How did this happen? How did she get us into bed?! I don’t even
remember how we got back to my apartment!”



“Well, I kind of drove us,” Tara admits quietly.



“You drove drunk?” I ask, wide-eyed, more shocked and worried at
her driving drunk than the fact that my best friend and I,
together, just had sex with a girl for the first time. She looks
around evasively.



“Not exactly,” she replies slowly.



I just look at her for a moment, confused, but unable to really
think clearly. My pounding head spins a little bit, and I realize
that dealing with Erin will probably be incredibly awkward. Yeah,
she’s mind-blowingly gorgeous, but, still… what do either of us say
to her? Thanks for the crazy drunk lesbian threesome sex, but we’re
straight, now get the hell out? I grimace widely, wishing Erin
would just get up and leave while we hide in the bathroom.



“Come on, let’s just get this over with,” Tara says, and then
sighs. “Ready?”



I laugh quietly. My pounding head punishes me for laughing, but I
can’t help it. This situation is absolutely insane. I never
imagined I’d find myself doing anything like this at all. I touch
her hand briefly to steady my spinning head, and she smiles.



“No, I’m not really ready,” I reply. “But let’s do it
anyway.”



She stands, and I get up and follow her. She opens the door, and we
shuffle like fragile hospital patients back into the bedroom. To my
surprise, Erin is awake, already wearing her pink panties, and
walking around looking for her clothes. Her round, gorgeous breasts
sway as she walks, and her flat, toned tummy catches my eye. Again,
Angela, I think to myself, what has gotten into you?



“Hey you two,” Erin says, smiling. “How’d you like last
night?”



“It was… pretty damn amazing,” Tara says sincerely, and I look at
her in surprise. “But, ah… we’re…”



“Straight?” Erin asks. “Honey, me too. Don’t worry about it. I’ve
got to run, hope you two don’t mind.”



She finally dons her shirt, and I find myself a little disappointed
as her perfect breasts disappear beneath it. After tugging her
tight jeans on, she gathers her things and heads for the
door.



“You two have fun,” she says suggestively, and winks, before
letting herself out. Tara and I just stand there, surprised,
watching the closed front door. A few long moments of silence pass,
until I finally speak.



“Wow,” is all I can say.



“Yeah,” my best friend replies, looking at me. She looks like she’s
about to say something, but, suddenly, the door pops open again,
and Erin pops her head in. Somehow, amazingly, she has fixed her
hair back into near perfection in the two seconds she was gone.
Figures, with a girl like that. I wonder how many guys she has
slept with and run out on in the morning, like she’s doing to us
now. I’ll probably never know.



“You know, silly me, I suppose,” Erin says, looking at Tara. “I
have no idea where we are. Can you drive me home?”



“Um, yeah,” Tara replies in momentary confusion. “Yeah, I’ll be
right out.”



“Okay, thanks!” Erin says cheerily, and closes the door. Tara
starts wandering the room, looking for her clothes and keys, and
slowly starts to dress. I watch her, catching a glimpse of her
perky tits when she drops the sheet to put on her bra. When I look
up, she is looking right at me watching her, but she doesn’t seem
awkward or bothered at all. She just… watches me, watching
her.



Finally dressed, she fixes her hair and heads for the door. Neither
of us have spoken a word since she started getting dressed, but I
feel definite tension to say something rising as she gets closer to
actually leaving. I can see her growing more nervous, too. Finally,
she reaches the door, but she doesn’t open it. She just stands
there, her back to me, frozen.



“Tara,” I suddenly say, surprised that I’m speaking first. “You
weren’t drunk last night, were you?”



She doesn’t respond at all. She just turns around and looks at me,
an unbelievable worry in her pretty blue eyes. She looks like she’s
about to cry. I wonder briefly what might be going on with her, but
it occurs to me that the first thing she thought to do when we woke
up was get rid of Erin. Whatever happened last night, it wasn’t
about that girl, no matter how gorgeous she was.



“You didn’t really want her last night, did you?” I ask, stepping
closer to her, keenly aware of my nude body under my tightly held
blanket, and afraid to hear the answer to my next question, because
of what it might mean. “That’s how this happened. You helped it
happen, you bought me so many drinks, you suggested to Erin that we
come back here. Did I pass out before we got to the… part you
really wanted?”



Tara’s pretty blue eyes grow misty, and I see a tear starting to
form in each eye. She bites her lip. Last night starts to make
perfect sense. In fact, our growing and deepening bond over the
last few years makes this not nearly the dramatic situation it
might have been. I’m not freaked out. I’m not madly in love, but
I’m not disgusted, either. I’m just… interested. Pleasantly,
excitedly… interested. I’m still straight, she’s still straight,
we’re both just… interested… in seeing where this friendship and
bond might go.



She seriously looks like she’s about to have a break down. Come on,
Angela, I tell myself, pull on that inner freak you felt earlier!
Do something to make this okay! My heart pounds quickly in my
chest, but I somehow manage to pull on that sexiness I felt earlier
and move forward.



I take her free hand. While she just watches me, I slide her hand
under my blanket and down my tummy. She didn’t get to touch me last
night like she wanted… I want her to know I’m in this, too. I want
her to know I’m still her best friend and this is just one more
thing we’re going to try together. My eyes flutter compulsively and
my body tenses as her finger enters me. Her touch feels soft,
tender, and very different. It feels far more intense than the
scattered sense memories I have of last night. Wow…



I lean forward and kiss her quickly on the lips, hitting home the
real impact of what we are considering exploring with each other.
When I pull away, her pretty blue eyes watch me in shock and
excitement. I see her hand curl, the rest of her hand feeling the
finger that was just inside me as if in disbelief.



“Okay, go drop off Erin,” I tell her breathlessly. “And get the
hell back here quick, okay?”



She nods, and I lean forward slightly, and then she leans forward
slightly, but I move back, confused. We laugh nervously, and,
finally, kiss on the lips briefly again. My heart begins to pound
even faster, but it’s not nervousness anymore.



“Ok,” she says, excited, obviously dazed. “Ok… rush back here…
right.”



She gives me an excited ‘wow! I can’t believe this!’ look, and
slips out the door. I close the door, lock it, and lean my back
against it, waiting, reeling, breathless, and in shock from the
overwhelming anticipation. Sense memories from last night dance
across my fingers and tongue and cheeks and breasts, and I can’t
wait to feel the real thing, especially with her, my best friend,
someone experiencing all these new things with me. Sharp excitement
makes my heart feel like it’s going to explode, but I know I want
this. I wouldn’t have believed it if I had been told even just
yesterday, but, when Tara gets back… I want to have sex with her! I
watch the clock, knowing that time could not possibly pass quickly
enough.



Wow, what do I do now? The question keeps swirling in my thoughts.
Tara will be back in an hour or so, which seems like an eternity. I
wander my apartment, fixing the mussed up bed, cleaning random
things, and thinking about the events of last night. I keep closing
my eyes and reliving the sensations as they wash over me. I can
almost still feel Erin’s soft wetness pressed against my mouth and
chin, and I can still vaguely taste her and smell her all over my
hands. I’m no longer in shock about what happened; instead, I’m
excited and terrified about what I will do when Tara gets back.
Will she still want to… do what we promised?



What if she doesn’t want to do it still? Or worse… what if she
does?! What do girls even do with each other… sexually? Angela,
think! You did it last night while drunk! Or did you? You can’t
remember if you were any good! You were completely smashed! What if
you just spent most of your time on the sidelines and Tara was the
one who got her off? Wow, wait… the thought’s never occurred to me
before. What if Tara has had s-… what if Tara has done things with
girls before? And if I can’t even think the word ‘sex’ right
now…



I really want things to go well with her. I don’t want to screw it
up or disappoint her. I can’t be sure how long she’s been attracted
to me, or even if she consciously knew about it before last night,
but I desperately want to keep our deep friendship. In a way, I’m
attracted to her, too. I love her personality. After last night, I
find myself thinking about her body, too… but what will I do with
it when I… have it? I’m so overwhelmed. I need to clear my
head!



I head to the shower and drop the blanket I’ve been hauling around
without thinking about it. I climb in, turn on the water, and sit.
Ok, Angela, just relax, I tell myself. I listen to the warm water
falling on my tummy and legs, as I lean against the back of the
tub. I love sitting in the shower. It’s always been the place I go
to when I really need to get away for a few minutes. I start to
think about what will happen when Tara gets home.



Ok, I think the first thing I need to do is to get turned on.
Whatever I’ll need to do, it’ll be less scary and easier if I’m
really turned on. Hah, I’ve done some pretty crazy things while
horny, now that I think about it, though this might still top the
list. Keeping my eyes closed, and feeling the water run over me, I
try to think of something stimulating. I think of my last
boyfriend, but that just makes me feel bad. I think of a hot guy I
saw in a magazine once, that I always fantasize about, but my
nervousness kills my vibe.



It occurs to me that there might not be as much pressure as I
thought. Tara’s my best friend, after all. She wouldn’t possibly
give up on me that quick, right? I start to think about her naked
body, and the parts of her I saw this morning in passing, and her
smile. Taking from what I remember of last night, I try to imagine
what it might feel like to kiss her body, especially her tummy. I
think about kissing her on the lips just before she left this
morning, and her finger inside me. Pretty soon, that familiar
warmth and excitation stirs inside me.



I slide my hand down and into me, pretending that it’s her finger.
With my eyes still closed, I imagine her pressed against me,
feeling me inside. My thoughts jump around to various areas of her
body, until I finally get to the one idea I’ve been avoiding
mentally. Kissing and fingering is less intense, less personal,
than what I know I will have to do. I slowly creep up on the idea,
toy momentarily with the sensations, and imagine what she might
look like down there… the one area I didn’t get to see… and I drift
onto an ocean of pleasure, under the gentle rain of the shower,
until it really hits me. I’m going to have to lick my best friend’s
pussy!



I almost orgasm when I think that phrase. Angela, I tell myself,
calm down. You can’t orgasm now and lose the horniness and blow the
whole thing! I squirm and fight to stop myself, and it takes all of
my energy to keep my hand off of myself even as my insides pulse
gently in disappointment at my almost-orgasm. I fight not to think
about the idea, but I can’t help it. I keep envisioning what Tara’s
sex might look like, what it might taste like, what it might feel
like on my tongue.



In an even deeper manner, I imagine what it would feel like to her
when I lick her there, and the insane thought occurs to me that I
can actually imagine it pretty well because I’m a girl, too! I
twist my legs and push against the side of the shower to force my
body to drop the pleasure down a little, afraid that I’ll orgasm
purely from the erotic idea alone. After all, I have pretty
powerful sense memories of pleasuring a girl last night, sense
memories that, although they weren’t Tara, definitely keep
intruding on my thoughts.



I decide that it’s finally time to get out of the shower. I turn
off the water and dry myself off, wrapping a towel around me. I
stand in indecision for what seems like ten minutes, unsure of what
to do with myself. The thought occurs to me that I might need to
learn a little bit of… technique. I won’t know what to do with Tara
when she gets back if I don’t look something up. I go sit at my
computer, and hesitantly get online.



With some trepidation, I search through several ‘lesbian’ guides,
but they are very tame and just mention names I don’t recognize,
and stress being safe. Every time I read the word ‘lesbian,’ it
makes me feel a little weird. I’m not a lesbian, I just find one
girl attractive. What does that make me? I read a guide for ‘first
time lesbians,’ but it has the same problem of being too general. I
don’t even know what some of the things they mention are, like
‘tribadism.’ When I do look it up, it sounds pretty strange.



By now, my horniness has definitely tapered off. Other thoughts
start to intrude, ruining my mood. Realizing that I have to do
something, I decide to take the ‘guy’s way’, and look up lesbian
porn. I’ve seen it once or twice while with my ex-boyfriend, but I
never really looked at it. This time, I’m determined to watch some
and see if I can’t get turned on by it. Hah, I think to myself, I
bet you never thought you’d end up doing something like this!



To my surprise, there’s a huge number of videos all over the place
that are free. I thought people had to pay for this stuff. I don’t
get it. I open a few videos, but they’re all very odd. Finally, I
come to one with two normal looking but very pretty girls who are
just talking. Intrigued, I listen to their conversation, realizing
that this video actually has a plot, or as much of one as porn can
have. The two girls are best friends, and decide to try sex with
girls for the first time by doing it with each other. My eyes widen
as I realize this, as it’s exactly my situation.



Watching their slow foreplay, emotional connection, and nervousness
really starts to get to me. I watch them gently touch and kiss each
other, slowly undressing, and approaching that big moment. When one
girl finally has her face in front of the other girl’s sex, I find
myself holding my breath. I’ve forgotten to masturbate entirely,
but it doesn’t matter. When her tongue touches those folds for the
first time, my body jumps a little. That’s what I’ll be doing soon!
Oh my god! I watch in fascination as her tongue slides in and
around those folds. To my surprise, both girls seem to be in
ecstasy. Is she actually enjoying licking her friend that
much?



Suddenly, I hear keys at the door. I quickly close everything out
in my laptop, and act nonchalant. I’m still sitting in my towel,
hair kind of wet, but there’s nothing I can do in time. Tara comes
inside and closes the front door. She stands there, looking at me,
unsure what to say. Her blue eyes seem very pretty to me right now,
for some reason. I’m not sure what to do at first, but I think
about what I just saw in that video, and decide that I want it to
happen.



I stand up, still in my towel, and sit on the end of the bed. I pat
the spot next to me, and Tara nervously puts down her purse, walks
over slowly, and sits down beside me.



“So…,” she says, looking around nervously.



“You still want to do this?” I ask her, watching her
reaction.



“Do you?” she asks quickly.



I nod gently, and she catches my gaze for a moment, noticing my
sincerity.



“Ok,” she says, biting her lower lip. “How do we start?”



I think about everything that I read, saw, and thought about while
she was gone. I take one of her hands, undo my towel a little bit,
and place her hand on my exposed breast.



“First off, no pressure, okay?” I tell her. “We can do anything we
want, and there’s no expectations or judgment. Okay?”



She nods nervously, her eyes on her hand, which slowly kneads my
breast. It feels strange to have a girl’s hand massaging my nipple,
and touching the underside of my breast, but it quickly turns from
strange into pleasant. My towel drops a bit further, exposing my
other breast. She slowly brings her other hand up, playing with and
feeling my upper body. I watch her pretty blue eyes, but they are
locked on her activities, as she explores me for a few minutes. My
gaze lowers to her breasts, hidden behind her shirt, and I’m
surprised to feel myself wanting to see them.



I whisper something calming as I reach out and gently lift off her
shirt. She reaches over her head to get it off, and undoes her bra,
dropping it on the floor. This is surprisingly like the video that
I watched. What did the brown-haired girl in it do again? Oh,
right, she leaned forward and… I briefly lick the nipple in front
me, and a little shock in my tummy hits me as I realize that I’m
exploring my best friend’s body, something which seems completely
alien to me yet very familiar and inviting at the same time.



I look up, and Tara smiles sheepishly back at me as I suck gently
on her nipples and massage the undersides of her breasts. Wow,
Angela, I think to myself, there’s no turning back now! I play with
her breasts for a really long time, and find myself actually
starting to enjoy it quite a bit. I keep trying to wrap my head
around the fact that they’re breasts – another girl’s!



Finally, Tara pushes me back a little bit, and bites my ear gently.
How did she know I love that? Oh, right, because I’ve told her
before! I feel momentarily dizzy as the impact that I’m about to
have sex with my best friend settles in. I get the feeling that
this is going to be really, really fun. I hear her laugh softly,
but before I can ask what’s so funny, I feel her hand land on the
bottom of my tummy, where my the ends of my towel cross.



I fight back the tickling sensation of her hand being there
unexpectedly, and she slides her hand slowly between the ends of
the towel, forcing them apart as her hand reaches my sex. I lock
eyes with her for a second, and she moves in to gently kiss me on
the lips, recreating our position just before she left an hour ago.
She doesn’t say anything, but I nod gently to confirm her unspoken
question.



Finally, her soft finger enters me. My body clenches tightly for a
moment, until I get used to her finger. She starts to play with me
gently, feeling around, exploring, and enjoying. She continues to
kiss me, her tongue lightly touching mine. The harder I kiss her,
the faster her finger moves. The feeling is really interesting, and
I feel a heat growing inside me.



Wanting to feel what it’s like to kiss her while exploring her with
a finger, I slide my own hand down her pants. She uses her free
hand to undo her buckle and unbutton her pants for better access,
never taking her other hand off of me. Our kissing grows a bit more
passionate and energetic the moment my finger finds its way inside
her wetness.
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Cassie and her husband have had a falling out, so she turns to
anonymous sex to fulfill her long-denied needs... finding out just
how sexual she can be in the process.



	


Daddy's Sex
Slave (2011)
During a trip to Europe with her friends, Valerie was abducted
and sold as a sex slave. Her buyer turns out to be her own
stepfather... and she's surprised to find she might not want to
escape.



	


Seducing
Sadie (2011)
Sadie is gorgeous, but, due to a strict upbringing, has never
even kissed before. Kendra is recently single, and looking to
explore her attraction to girls. She comes up with a plan to seduce
Sadie, and it starts in the hot tub...



	


Leslie Licks
Herself (2011)
Leslie's just athletic enough to reach herself with her tongue.
Still, she wants more, and she just might find it with the help of
her roommate. Turns out, she's not the only bendy one in the
house...



	


Prison Sex
Slave (2011)
Sandi has survived in prison by servicing women, but her 'owner'
has just been transferred. In her place, a young girl has become
her new cellmate. Can Sandi turn the tables and make a sex slave
out of the new girl?



	


Coaxing
Kate (2011)
Kate goes on a cruise to get away from a bad situation and ends
up meeting the strangely flirtatious Nell, a lithe brunette who
seems intent on preying on her vulnerability. Can Kate resist the
woman's seduction? Or... does she even want to?

An intense tale of lesbian seduction and domination.

Find more work by me at LexieX.com!



	


Seduction
Games (A Virgin Lesbian Erotic Romance) (2012)
Her husband stolen by a former cheer leading teammate, Vicki
drinks alone at a bar and wishes for a way to get back at Alexis
and her horrible friends. Her opportunity comes when she runs into
Fiona, another wronged former teammate, who is now dark, tattooed,
and sexual. After winding up in bed together, they conspire to
seduce and humiliate the women that wronged them.

A lesbian sex romance of seduction and domination.

Contains scenes of f/f sex, f/f/f sex, f/f/f/f/f sex, truth or
dare, shower sex, public sex, humiliation, seduction, and
domination. Intended for adults only.

WARNING: This novella contains very explicit sex between women.
For mature 18 and over readers only.
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