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The continuing story of 17 year old Lisa as she discovers that there are more facets to human sexuality than you can find in a whole bucket full of Cartier diamonds. I recommend that if you haven’t already done so, go back and read Chapters 1-3. Actually the storyline took a rather unexpected turn in Chapter 4, whether it’s a believable portrayal only you can say. Enjoy.
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Chapter 4.

Lisa never could explain why, on this particular night, she chose to go straight back to the house rather than shower in the shed, but that’s what she did. As a result she was upstairs in the bathroom when Becky’s car turned through the gate and pulled up outside the house and she never heard the telltale crunch of gravel or the slamming of car doors. Becky was making the decisions.

‘You check the shed and the pens,’ she told Angie as she climbed out of the car, ‘remember to watch out for Buck though. I’ll take the house.’ She wasn’t sure what might be waiting for them at the farm; that was the reason why they’d made their excuses and left early. It was the phone call that had decided it, despite Lisa’s protestations they both felt that something wasn’t right and that something was likely to involve Uncle Buck.

The first reassurance came to Becky as she started up the stairs. It came in the form of two sounds, the running water of the shower and the soft sound of Lisa’s voice. She was singing to herself as she washed the last of the suds from her body; Becky didn’t recognise the tune but she did recognise the relaxation and happiness that lay behind it.

Quietly she pushed open the bathroom door and watched Lisa as she stepped out of the shower and reached for the nearest towel. There was something different about her; in the way she looked, the way she moved; a confidence in herself that hadn’t been there a couple of days ago. The slim, almost childlike beauty of Lisa’s nakedness; the proud perfection of her young breasts, tipped off with those hard brown nipples; the tight curve of her buttocks; all took Becky’s breath away, but the sight of the two telltale hoof marks scored redly across her side told her everything she needed to know.  

Maybe she should have walked away at that point and pretended that she hadn’t seen Buck’s mark, but she couldn’t. Becky coughed once, to alert Lisa to her presence, and stepped straight into the bathroom. They looked at each other, neither of them seemed sure of what they should say or do and it was Becky that made the first move. Reaching out she took Lisa into her arms and hugged her tightly.

‘Oh Lisa,’ she said, ‘I’m so sorry. We shouldn’t have left you on your own. Are you alright?’ It was a turn of events that took Lisa by surprise, for a few seconds she felt tense and uncomfortable but slowly her close proximity to Becky’s body took over her emotions and she began to relax. Despite her shower Becky could smell Buck on the child, fresh and strong through the scented shower gel. She knew only too well what that meant.

‘Welcome to the club,’ she thought, taking a step backwards and holding Lisa in front of her at arms length. Her eyes ran up and down the girl’s body, she was even more beautiful up close than she‘d seemed from the bathroom door. But Lisa seemed distracted; she was staring at something on Becky’s white cotton blouse. Becky looked down; the front of her blouse was soaked down one side, where the two of them had hugged each other. Her bra-less left breast was showing clearly through the thin material made translucent by the water from Lisa’s body. They were good tits for a mid thirties Mum, little sign yet of the effects of approaching middle age. The aureolas were dark and enticing, the large nipples showed clearly through the fabric, hard and sensitive to the touch.

And that’s what Lisa did; she touched. Becky watched as though in a dream as Lisa’s hand reached out to her touching her breast lightly, cupping it in her small hand and squeezing it ever so gently, her fingers running small circles around her excited, engorged nipple. Becky realised that Lisa was trembling ever so slightly; her own body shook stronger at the child’s delicate touch. 

She reached out to her again, one arm slipped around her neck, the other round her body, clamping tight against the curve of her buttocks and pulling her close. Becky could feel her relaxing in her arms, her head tipped back and they kissed greedily, hungrily, tongues probing deeply as they tasted the sweetness of each other for the first time. Two hearts beat loud and for those few seconds there was only them and their need. It was Angie who broke the spell, crashing noisily through the front door and flying up the stairs.

‘Have you found her yet? She’s not outside; she must be here somewhere. Where are you Mum?’ Angie appeared at the bathroom door, her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. She was slightly red faced and breathing heavily; she’d obviously run back across the yard and up the stairs. Finding her best friend naked in her Mother’s arms didn’t seem to bother her much; she was just relieved that Lisa seemed okay. She skipped across the floor and joined their tight little circle.

‘You okay Lees?’ she asked. Lisa looked into her ice blue eyes, knew that her concern was genuine and smiled.

‘I’m fine,’ she said,’ it’s good to see you Angie, you don’t know how good.’ Her eyes grew moist and Becky decided it was time to move away and give the friends some time together.

‘It’s been a long day,’ she said, ‘I’ll find us something to eat and then we can all get off to bed.’ Angie and Lisa looked at each other as she went out of the door, her footsteps fading away down the staircase.

‘Well?’ said Angie.

‘Well what?’

‘You know what I mean. What happened? With you and Buck?’ Lisa looked puzzled.

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ she said, and for a moment Angie almost believed her. A tinge of embarrassment crept across her face and registered in her voice.

‘You mean……., nothing…….., he never…….’ Lisa smiled.

‘Why didn’t you tell me?’ she asked, ‘before you left for the funeral. I wish you’d told me before you went. How long ago was it Angie; how long have you been fucking that damn goat?’

‘A couple of weeks, that’s all,’ she said. ‘He caught me on my own one evening when Mum had gone into town for some things. He was too strong, I was only wearing a skirt and he ripped it off in no time, that and my panties as well. He was inside me before I knew what he was after.’

Angie’s story sounded like a carbon copy of her own, it was much as Lisa had imagined it and she reached out and took her friend in her arms as the first tears began to track their way down Angie’s face.

‘I’m not mad with you,’ she went on, ‘I just wish you’d told me when it happened that’s all. I thought we were friends, I thought we shared everything together.’

‘Yes, but….’

‘But what?’ asked Lisa.

‘But that. Losing my cherry to Uncle Buck, how could I talk to you about something like that?’ Lisa didn’t answer right away, she thought about it for a moment.

‘Does your Mum know?’ she asked.

‘Know?’ Angie laughed. ‘Where do you think he learnt to do it? Watching TV?’

Lisa was stunned.

‘Your Mum as well,’ she said. Angie nodded.

‘So now he’s had all three of us.’ Angie nodded again, the tears were still running down her face; she looked tired and uncomfortable.

‘I’m sorry Lees. I thought you wouldn’t want me as a friend any more if you knew what I’d been doing.’

‘You daft sod, of course I want you as my friend; you’re the best friend I’ve ever had.’ Angie looked up at her; there was hope in those pale blue eyes and gratitude.

‘I mean it Angie, I really do.’ Lisa summoned her courage and told her. ‘I mean I love you, you’re more than just a friend to me.’ Angie’s eyes opened wider, it made her seem even younger than she was, more vulnerable. If it was a show put on for her benefit, it was a good one. 

‘Oh Lees,’ said Angie, they were the only two words she had time to say. The two of them were kissing before they realised it, Lisa taking the lead, Angie full of uncertainty at first, gradually gaining her confidence as Lisa’s hands began to caress her.

‘I didn’t know,’ said Angie. Lisa smiled at her.

‘Neither did I until yesterday, not for sure anyway. Not until I spoke to you on the phone.’ They kissed again, their confidence in each other was growing all the time. It was Angie who made the next move.

‘Come on,’ she said, ‘why don’t we slip into bed?’ 

Arms entwined they walked out of the bathroom and along the landing to Angie’s room. The towel that had slipped away from Lisa’s shoulders was left lying in a crumpled heap on the bathroom floor. 

Lisa sat down on the bed, pulled Angie down beside her and kissed her again before starting to undo the buttons down the front of her blouse. She took her time about it, slowly, deliciously peeling back the fabric over her pale shoulders and back down her arms. Angie was wearing an unexpectedly small bra, white and lacy, sexy as hell and not at all the sort of thing one usually wore to funerals. 

‘I wore it for you,’ she said, ‘what do you think, do you like it?’

‘It’s beautiful,’ said Lisa, ‘so are you.’ She leant forward, pushed her back onto the bed and kissed her gently where the swell of her breasts appeared above the bra that was probably a size too small. Angie ran her hands across Lisa’s shoulders and slid them down her back; the intensity of the sensation took her breath away. Reaching underneath her Lisa undid her bra one-handed, pulling the straps forward over her shoulders and peeling the cups gently away from her breasts.

White as milk they were, larger than her own breasts but with far less maturity about them. Her nipples were large, pale pink in colour and beginning to harden up nicely. The extra stimulation provided by Lisa’s lips and tongue speeded up the process considerably and the younger girl began to moan quietly. She reached down to undo her belt, the buttons and zip on her jeans, and wriggle out of them without breaking the sensual connection between them. 

She’d only got them halfway down her legs when Lisa suddenly stood up and pulled them the rest of the way down, dropping them on the floor beside the bed. When she came back Lisa buried her head between Angie’s thighs and savoured the taste of her wet pussy through the brief white satin panties she was wearing. They matched the whiteness of her bra and her breasts perfectly. Hurriedly Lisa pulled them to one side and slid her tongue across Angie’s pussy. 

‘Oh God,’ she moaned, ‘that’s soooo good Lees, do it again, don’t stop. I want you to make love to me.’   

Lisa sat up and dragged the panties down Angie’s legs.

‘Did you wear these for me as well?’ She asked, though she didn’t wait for an answer before turning back to Angie parting her legs wide and gazing down at her young pussy. It was almost certainly the most erotic moment of her life up to that point. She reached down with her hand and gently spread her pussy lips snuggled behind the diaphanous haze of pale blonde hair between her legs. It was surprisingly pink considering the paleness of the rest of her body, bright pink and there was a delicious irresistible dampness to it. 

For a moment Lisa gazed down at her.

‘Mmmmm…’ she moaned, ‘I want you so much.’ 

As she slipped between Angie’s legs’ Lisa’s arms slid beneath her friend’s knees and when she moved in closer her shoulders lifted Angie’s hips up off the bed, parting her pussy lips invitingly in front of her. It smelt so good, she wondered whether the taste would be as sweet; it was, better.

‘You’re so beautiful,’ she said. They were the last recognisable words she spoke for some time. Her lips parted slightly as she lowered her head and her tongue flickered across Angie’s sex for the second time, running up and down the full length of her down-edged slit.

Lisa repeated the action several times, probing ever deeper with her tongue as she sought out Angie’s most sensitive places and played on them shamelessly. She didn’t concentrate on her clit right away though she knew it was the key from the way Angie’s hips lifted into her face every time her tongue flickered across its surface. After Lisa had teased her in this manner several times Angie lost patience. Seizing her hair in both hands she forced Lisa’s mouth down hard into her pussy and held it there.

‘Make me cum,’ she growled, ‘please make me cum.’ 

Lisa’s head moved from side to side, opening Angie’s pussy lips wider and working her way up her slit until she could clearly feel the hardened button of her clitoris protruding beyond its protective hood. Quickly she covered it with her mouth, running her tongue over it several times before sucking it in gently between her lips.

Angie’s response was quite aggressive,

‘Yyyesss…’ she ground out between gritted teeth, as her hips thrust up into Lisa’s face and her hands continued to force Lisa’s mouth down into her pussy. The first shivers of excitement began to run through her body and when Lisa nibbled gently on her clit the intensity of those shivers escalated rapidly. Her moans grew louder and longer, echoing through the house and drawing her mother up the stairs where she stood at the bedroom door and watched her daughter writhing in ecstasy across the bed.

For five long minutes she stood there as Lisa took Angie to a noisy shattering orgasm that seemed to last forever. When it was over she turned away and slipped back downstairs. She was smiling. Neither of the girls would need anything else to eat tonight, not now that they’d tasted each other.  

