Heather lay sprawled on her bed. Her eyes were closed and she was toying with the springy mat of her pubic hair. She nestled her fingers between her labia and probed her wet folds, opening herself. Heather had a surprise for Kay, something she hoped would drive Kay wild. She began to feed a single strand of pearls into her dripping cunt, arranging the beads with care so they would nudge her most sensitive spots each time she moved. Her hand trembled and she moaned as she tucked the pearls inside. She left a single bead peaking out from her lips, wiggling it with the tip of her finger, shuddering at the sensation. She bit her lip and moved up fingers up her cunt sleeve and captured her clit. A squeeze sent a delicious surge through her. The sensation drew images of Kay into sharp focus -- images of Kay's lips on her own, of Kay's fingers tracing the intricacies of Heather's cunt and finding the pearls. She sighed and opened her legs wider. She rubbed her clit with the pads of her fingers, dipped down and massaged her cunt, moving the beads and making herself squish. Her thumb strolled over her swollen bud. The sharp images of Kay dissolved into a series of memories and dreams flowing together in a warm inner movie. Heather's pelvis tightened and rather than prolong things, she let herself climax in a trembly rush -- just enough to take the edge off.


Her orgasm complete, Heather lay there and thought of Kay. 


Heather's suitcases were packed. A month ago she hadn't known Kay existed, and now they were about to go on a weeklong holiday together. 


Meeting Kay was nothing less than an act of Fate, Heather was sure of that. There was no particular reason their paths should cross -- but cross they did, and who knew where life would lead from here. Heather hadn't wanted to attend the fundraising party, but she felt obligated to show up. Kay's sister Marie, an attorney Heather knew only vaguely, introduced them. The moment their eyes locked, Heather thought, She’s a dyke. 


Kay was a little older than Heather, a lean, athletic woman with angular features. Her chestnut-colored hair was cut short in a no-nonsense style Heather immediately associated with a woman in authority. She wasn't really butch. She was commanding. One thing was certain, no woman had ever had such an immediate effect on Heather.


The ringing of the phone interrupted Heather's reverie. She rolled over and picked up the handset. "Hello."


Kay's voice reached from the phone and caressed Heather. "Hi sweetheart."


Heather smiled, curled her body and held the phone in an intimate embrace. "Hi," she said, her voice low and pleased. Kay's voice was enough to rekindle the glow in Heather's loins. "I was just thinking about you."


"Good thoughts, I hope."


"Always."


"Are you almost ready? We have a three hour drive in front of us and I'd like to get there early enough to do more than unpack."


"Yes, I'm ready. All I have to do is get dressed."


"How undressed are you?" A tiny edge crept into Kay's voice.


"Completely naked."


"Well now, there's a very pleasant image. Why are you naked? Or do I need to ask?"


Heather smiled broadly and rolled onto her back. Her nipples were hard, and she idly fondled one with her free hand. "Like I said, I was thinking about you. I got all wound up, and...well...I couldn't help myself. You do that to me."


The edge in Kay's voice was sharper. "I intend to do a lot more than wind you up, my dear, but we have to get where we're going first."


Heather was playful. "Maybe I could stay naked and you could come over and help me get dressed." 


There was a pause, as though Kay considered the offer. She sighed. Her voice was firm, but the edge was still there. "You're being naughty and getting me all wet. You know as well as I do that once we start we won't get anything else accomplished."


"I know," Heather said with a resigned sigh. "I can wait. I guess."


"Good. I'll be over in half an hour. Is that enough time for you to get dressed?"


"Yes, I’ll be ready in half an hour.”


*	*	*	*


There was nothing casual about the way Heather dressed. She'd fretted for days over what to pack for the holiday, and she still wasn't satisfied. She fussed even about what to wear today. She wanted it to say "Fuck me" to Kay, and provoke her into exploring and finding the pearls.


She slipped into a pair of black thong panties, snugging the tapered V of the crotch between her labia and the cheeks of her butt. She liked the way  the material pressed on the single exposed pearl and chafed against other tender spots. She posed in front of the mirror, cupping her breasts suggestively, and cocked her hips to one side and then the other. "Not bad for 40," she murmured aloud.


Heather snuggled into a short, tight denim skirt and pulled on a snug cropped lavender tank top. She adjusted the top so it clung to the swell of her firm breasts, lifting them invitingly. With no bra, her nipples stood out starkly. The lower edge was cropped enough to expose a swath of her tummy above and below her navel. She slid her feet into a pair of high-heeled sandals and pulled on a light denim jacket, and when she posed this time, it was with a critical eye. She didn't want to look like some overdone, middle-aged skank trying to pretend she was 18. She fluffed her fingers through her shoulder-length blonde hair, adjusted a strand here and there, then touched up her lipstick just a bit.


At last, she was satisfied Kay would approve. 


*	*	*	*


Heather was ravenous when she went to Kay. She glided into Kay's arms and thrust her pelvis forward, took Kay's face in her hands and kissed her savagely. She saw the hunger in Kay's eyes, and it honed her seething lust like a whetstone. She slithered against Kay, kissed her again and again, not saying a word, her breath chuffing through flared nostrils. Kay thrust back, took Heather's ass in her hands and squeezed. Heather ran her hands up Kay's sides and groped for her tits.


Kay pushed away. "What's gotten into you?" she murmured with approval, her eyes crawling over Heather's body.


Heather chased after Kay, needed to feel Kay's body against hers. She buried her face in the crook of Kay's neck and bit her softly. "I want you. Now." What would it hurt to enjoy a quickie? It wouldn't take much, not the way she felt now.


Kay hesitated, arched her neck exposing soft skin for Heather's nibbling. "Sweetheart." She was firm but her voiced was edged with desperation. "Slow down."


Heather sighed and let her body slump against Kay. She knew Kay was right. If she found those pearls now, they'd never leave the house. Kay held her and stroked her hair. "The sooner we get going, the sooner we'll get there and then, we can play to our hearts content. Look at me," she demanded. Heather obeyed,  and looked up at Kay's hypnotic eyes.  "It's already after noon. Let's get going. OK?"


Heather paused. Three tortuous hours lay before her. "OK," she said reluctantly. "You promise to fuck me as soon as we get there?"


Kay smiled. "The instant we're through the door."


They got Heather's two large suitcases and overnight bag and headed out. It was unusually warm for mid-September, too warm to wear the jacket yet, but the light breeze wafting under her skirt felt good on her wet thighs. Cooling, soothing. Kay stowed the bags in the trunk next to her own single suitcase. "Did you remember to bring the kitchen sink?" she teased.


Heather looked back over her shoulder and smiled. She sashayed up steps to lock the door, pleased that Kay was watching her roll her ass. 


They got into Kay's car and left the house behind. Heather sat curled up in the passenger seat and faced Kay. She never tired of looking at Kay. Never. "You're beautiful," she said. "I wish you would have worn a skirt, though. Or shorts." Kay was dressed casually: tan slacks and a pale blue blouse.


"Why's that?"


Heather smiled wickedly. "So I could get my hands on you."


Kay laughed and glanced at Heather. "When I first met you, I thought sure you'd be a prissy, prim and proper little suburban dyke. I guess I judged wrong on that score."


"It's all your fault. You bring it out in me." And it was true. The circumstances of her life always demanded she sublimate her sexual energy into her work and raising her daughter. That all changed when she met Kay.


"I'm glad I do."


*	*	*	*


Seventy-five miles an hour on the turnpike, the rural scenery whizzing by, ignored. Heather was smiling at Kay, thinking of what they might do when they got to Marie's summer home on the island. Heather closed her eyes and savored an image of being naked and exposed for Kay. She idly toyed with her nipples through the tight fabric, knowing Kay was watching from the corner of her eye.  She loved provoking Kay, getting her blood up and making her squirm. Feeling desired by the woman she loved excited her beyond reason.


Heather wished cars still had bench seats like her parents' old station wagon so she could snuggle close to Kay while they drove. She contented herself with leaning over as close as the bucket seats would allow, close enough to slip her tongue out and run it over the rings studding the rim of Kay's ear. She reached for Kay's breast as she dipped down to nuzzle her lips on Kay's neck.


"Heather, what are you doing?" 


"Kissing you."


"Are you crazy?"


"I'm horny. And so are you."


"We're going 75 miles an hour. Do you want to die horny?"


Heather didn't stop. She cupped Kay's breast through her blouse, nipped at her neck. "I want you. I can't help it."


"You've been tormenting me since we left. Do I have to put you over my knee and spank you to make you stop?"


Heather laughed softly. "Promise?"


"Heather, stop it!" Kay was sharp now, irritated. "The Interstate is no place to be pawing at me."


Heather surrendered and sat back, pouting. Could she help it if she was horny?


*	*	*	*


A Kwik-Mart outside Bangor. They were close now, not an hour away. The traffic had been heavy since they got off the Interstate and onto road to the coast, but it moved along steadily. Heather had contented herself with looking at Kay, and an occasional touch of her hair since the sharp rebuke on the turnpike. She knew Kay was every bit as hot as she was.


"We need gas and I need to stretch my legs," Kay said, easing up to the pump.


"Good. I need to pee." 


Heather strutted across the parking lot, fully aware that Kay was watching her. The crowded Kwik-Mart smelled of coffee, fried food, sweat and diesel fuel as locals in grubby work clothes mingled with tourists heading for the coast. She eased up to the counter. "Excuse me. Where's the ladies room?"


The clerk, an ageless woman with no teeth and brittle hair, pointed vaguely to the right without looking up. "Over there, behind the soda cooler." 


The toilet was small, but at least it was clean and the lock worked. Heather's sparse panties clung to her like a bathing suit just out of the pool. She pulled them down, dragging a trail of cunt juice down her leg. Her cunt was squishy and dripping, her pubic hair matted with clots. The single pearl peaked out. She touched it, worked the tip of her finger around it and into her sopping cunt, nudged the pearl back and forth enough to make her shiver. It would be so easy to press her clit, give it a squeeze, and come. It would be that fast. Instead, she forced her hand away and let her bladder relax.


When she was finished, she didn't bother wiping or washing her hands. She rearranged her thong, smoothed her skirt and stepped out. 


Kay was in line to pay for the gas and bottles of Poland Spring water, and Heather went to her. 


"I got you a water," Kay said. "Do you want anything else?"


"No. I'm all set. I just want to get there."


"It can't be far now."


"Across the street is too far," Heather muttered. "We're about half an hour from Ellsworth, then it's maybe another half hour from there. Depending on traffic."


Back in the car, Heather could let her heat, now at a low, steady simmer, take over again. She opened her purse and took out a tube of lipstick just as Kay slid into the driver's seat. "Wait a sec," she said as she pulled the sun visor down and flipped the vanity mirror open. Kay watched her closely, ignoring the line of vehicles behind them. Heather parted her lips and carefully smoothed on a fresh layer of red gloss. She glanced from the corner of her eye to make sure Kay was watching. It was a simple act that always stoked Kay's fire. Kay was entranced whenever Heather did anything to get femmed up. She took a full minute to trace the lines of her mouth with the lipstick, and Kay never once moved. Heather looked at the reflection of her glistening lips, and said, "There. All set."


Kay let out her breath in a gust. "You're such a wench," she sighed, starting the car.


Heather smiled. "And you love it."


"I do."


Heather let her eyes rest on Kay. In an hour, she would totally surrender herself to Kay's whims. She could only imagine what delicious perversities Kay might have in mind, but whatever they might be, Heather was ready. So far, whenever they made love the passion was intense, but Heather always felt as though Kay was holding back, perhaps afraid to scare her away. This entire holiday was, she was sure, something Kay arranged so they could explore and expand her boundaries. She would do anything for Kay, no limits. She wanted, more than anything else, to belong to Kay. 


*	*	*	*


