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The morning host at the local news and talk
station cleared his throat and tapped on the microphone just as the
'On Air' sign lit up. "Good morning, and welcome back to The Larry
Nelson Show on WBNT AM 1240, News and Talk Radio for the Bat City
Metropolitan Area. I'm Larry Nelson, and let me re-introduce my
guests for those of you who are just tuning in." He turned to
Jasmine. "First off is Jasmine Santiago, running for Seat Seven,
BCISD School Board. Miss Santiago has been a high school teacher
and counselor for the past five years, she holds a Master's Degree
in Social Work and History from BCU, and has been a proponent for
bilingual classes across the school system." Larry then switched
over to Brooke. "To my right is Brooke Caruthers, also vying for
Seat Seven. Ms. Caruthers earned her Bachelor's Degree in Business
Administration from State, serves as a volunteer mentor for the
Future Business Leaders of America on several high school campuses,
and has been a prosperous entrepreneur in the city for the last
seven years. Miss Santiago, Ms. Caruthers - welcome to the
show."

"Thank you, Larry," replied Jasmine.

"Pleasure to be here, Larry" said
Brooke.

"Before we close this hour, let's hear what
each of you could bring to the table as an elected representative
for this troubled district. Miss Santiago, you're first," said
Larry.

"Thanks, again, Larry, and please, call me
Jasmine," she replied. "Our city, our state, and our country as a
whole is crying out for a sense of itself. We've lost that as
Americans; there's been too much change, too fast. My colleague
would probably agree it's time to get back to basics, and I would
concur. It's high time we figure out who we are, once and for all.
We need to strive to create a world where everyone, no matter what
socioeconomic background they're born into, has the opportunity to
figure out what they want and what they can contribute. Time and
time again the question is asked, and the answer will always be
better education. While I agree it would cost more in the short
run, it would be an investment which would pay ten-fold over
several generations. I support bringing back into the schools all
aspects of education that both Ms. Caruthers and I were afforded;
the arts, music, recreation. Our public schools can't continue to
be local indoctrination centers to prepare our children for wage
slavery."

 


"Don't you think you're being just
a tad over-dramatic?" replied
Brooke. "It's not like the local high schools are cover-ups for
tire factories and steel mills."

"They're not much better than that," said
Jasmine. "In the last three years, dropout rates have nearly
doubled in B.C., particularly in areas that are more dominated by
minorities."

"And why do they drop out?" asked Brooke, "They want
to make some quick cash, and see theft and drug sales as a great
vehicle."

"Precisely my point," replied Jasmine. "They
see what we, as their mentors, are offering them, and they choose
what looks better."

"Thank you, they choose," said Brooke. "They choose. There's plenty of kids out there,
all with different views. Some of them see school as a waste of
time, others see it as a temporary thing they must tolerate, like
you and I both did, to attain something better down the road. It's
the story of the ant and the grasshopper all over
again."

"We have to fight for their attention at
every turn," replied Jasmine. "We need more money in our schools to
get them interested in learning again."

"Then what is the point of education?" asked
Brooke. "If it's just going to be an eight-hour a day, five days a
week amusement park, why call it school at all? It becomes
mind-numbing entertainment, and it demeans the students, our
teachers, and the word itself."



"Times have changed, and so must we, if
we're going to keep up with it all,” replied Jasmine.

“Some ideas remain the same,” said
Brooke. “Like the idea that kids need tough, yet attainable goals
to help them reach their full potential. Anything else is just
laziness. And perhaps people with that mentality should head for someplace --- a
little south of here.”

“Just what the hell is that supposed to
mean?” asked Jasmine.

“Or north, or west, whatever,” replied
Brooke. “Slackers don't have a geographical preference.”

“Okay, on that note,” said Larry, “Let's go
to the phones. Dave from Woodland Heights, you're on with our
guests.”

“I know this is somewhat off-topic,” said
Dave, “But Miss Santiago's just got the sexiest accent I've heard
in my entire life! Could you describe yourself for the
listeners?”

“Now, Dave,” replied Larry, “I don't think
this is quite the forum for such a ...”

 


“Why not mix it up a bit,” said Brooke, “I
think I can field this question.” Brooke proceeded to stand up and
look Jasmine over. “I've got to agree with Dave – she does have an
amazing voice, that is, if you can stand to hear the nonsense
coming out of her mouth. Let's see, Jasmine's a bit on the chunky
side, but cute – she's cute. Long brown hair with highlights, deep
caramel eyes --- very pretty indeed. I think if you're into chicks
that can't say no to a great burrito, she's the girl for you.”
Brooke sat back down and began to take another look at the woman
sitting across from her, and started to go over all the thoughts in
her head she wouldn't dare reveal on the air.

Jasmine had everything going for her that
was already revealed, but there was more. She was simply fucking
phenomenal – a Latina wet dream. Curvy and voluptuous, with what
Brooke could only guess were at least double-D tits underneath that
thin silk blouse. She imagined her full brown nipples, and how they
would fill up her entire mouth. She pictured sucking them hard from
the outside in, wrapping her soft lips around her pencil eraser
nipples as they hardened with flicks of her tongue. Going further
down, she looked at her waist, a bit wider, but soft, in shape, and
in perfect proportion to those breasts and that round, wide ass of
hers. Brooke got a little wet thinking about bending Jasmine over,
and lifting up her skirt to reveal that perfect ass wrapped in a
little thong. She thought about pulling it to the side, to get a
better view of what she imagined to be the plumpest of pussy lips
in the city, and she thought about how she'd love to tease her
honey hole with her tongue, moving it all the way up her ass crack
to her lower back.

 


“Well, Dave,” said Jasmine, interrupting Brooke's
fantasy. “I think it's only fair that you get the full picture of
the WBNT guest panel. Let's talk about Ms. Caruthers for a minute
here.” Jasmine got up and walked around the table. “You know those
women you see hanging out at the Java Joint, flirting with the
servers that wouldn't give them the time of day if they weren't
buying a five-dollar cup of coffee? The little self-loathing,
plastic surgery junkies, 30 on the outside, 50 on the inside?
Pretty much what you've got sitting right here. I'm not saying
she's not got something going for her, or rather, maybe she
had something going for her, like ten
years ago. Ms. Caruthers is your all-American, blond-haired,
blue-eyed, dethroned homecoming queen, who's holding out for just
one more sash and crown. Don't get me wrong - she's pretty, but
she'd even be prettier if she'd let go of the fact that senior prom
is over, done, and gone. And baby, it ain't never …
ever … coming back.”

Jasmine returned to her chair, crossed her
arms and stared into Brooke's eyes, which seemed to tell her 'well
played'. The other message of 'let's play' came across loud and
clear, without a sound, and sparked Jasmine's imagination. Brooke
was a complete bitch, but she sure was a hot one. She had blond
hair, pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she knew that when it
was unfurled, it was long, flowing and gorgeous. Jasmine closed her
eyes for a moment and felt the tips of Brooks hair brush up against
her nipples, hardening them with every movement. As she leaned her
head back a little, she could imagine Brooke's ruby lips sucking
lightly at her neck. Jasmine opened her eyes, and as if Brooke was
reading her thoughts, she removed her blazer, and Jasmine saw her
perfect and full C-cup breasts, and watched as her little nipples
pushed at the fabric of her linen blouse. Brooke eyed Jasmine a
little more seductively, and bit her lip; Jasmine felt a sense of
telepathy between the two of them. Brooke got up and helped herself
to a cup of coffee from the pot in the corner of the studio, and
Jasmine watched as she walked across the room with her perfectly
toned legs leading up to a firm, tight ass. Jasmine felt her pussy
swell with wetness as she could only imagine how much better she'd
look walking away, wearing nothing at all.

 


“Well, thanks so much for your call, Dave,”
said Larry. “And on that note, that's all the time we have for
today. Thank you for listening. Miss Santiago, Ms. Caruthers, thank
you both for coming in this morning, and we'll see you in a couple
of weeks before the election.”

“Larry, it was indeed a pleasure,” replied
Brooke.

“Definitely, thanks so much for having us,”
said Jasmine.

"Coming up next, we'll go to open lines and
discuss the gulf oil spill and how it affects our fair city. We're
just halfway through the show, so please join us after these
commercial messages." Larry waited for the on-air sign to fade, and
then got up from his seat and glared at both women. “Perhaps we
could do without the cat fight next time,” he said. “WBNT is a
serious news radio station.”

 


Jasmine and Brooke looked at one another as
he left the room and spoke with the producer outside, who they
could both see was trying to control his laughter.

“Well, that was kind of rude” said
Brooke, “I didn't think it wasn't that bad.”

“I agree,” replied Jasmine, walking over to
the coffee pot. “What's a little minority joke here and there?”

“Come on,” replied Brooke, turning to face
Jasmine. “You were just as bad as I was, lumping me in with the
stereotypical suburban withered White woman.” Brooke got her blazer
from the back of the chair and put it back on. “But, okay, I did
hit a little below the belt, and I'm sorry for that. Let me buy you
breakfast … a peace offering.”

“You do everything but call me a wetback,”
replied Jasmine, leaning against the window sill, “And then you
expect to make it all up with a cheap meal?”

“If you come with me, I'll get you the
biggest chorizo and egg burrito they've got --- I'll even pay for
extra jalapenos if you'd like,” smiled Brooke. Jasmine's jaw
dropped open at her comment. “Jasmine … it's a joke, lighten up.”
Brooke stepped closer into Jasmine and placed her fingertips on the
bottom of her chin to close her mouth. “Besides, you know you're
ready to eat … maybe something more than a hearty meal.”

“I don't know what you're talking about,”
said Jasmine.

“Yeah, you do,” replied Brooke, as she came
even closer, pressing her body against Jasmine, and Jasmine against
the window.

“I … I don't, really,” said Jasmine.

“Then why are your lips trembling?” asked
Brooke. “Why haven't you slapped the living hell out of me if
you're not at least … a little intrigued?” Jasmine, perhaps for the
first time in her life, was speechless, and could feel their breath
warm between them. She smelled absolutely divine; her scent was
that perfect combination of sweat and perfume. She could feel
Brooke piercing her thoughts and her soul with those bright blue
eyes; she felt her breasts move against her own ever so slightly at
each passing moment of silence, and she was dying to take Brooke
right then and there.

“Look, we're both starving,” said Brooke,
backing off from Jasmine. “Let's just get some good comfort food
and hang out for a bit, okay?”

Jasmine nodded, still caught up in the
thought of ripping Brooke's clothes off and taking her. After a
moment, she snapped back to reality. “Yeah, I suppose I could
eat.”

“Great,” replied Brooke. “Then I'll meet you
downstairs.”

 


*****

 


The women sat at a small, out of the way
booth at the Derby Line Café and ate their breakfast. "Tell me,"
said Brooke, "What convinced a whiny little hippie chick to play
ball in the political arena?"

"The realization that cold, calculating WASP
bitches from hell were denying a generation of our city's children
the chance at a good education," replied Jasmine.

"Fair enough," said Brooke. "But seriously,
what got you searching for something outside teaching and
counseling?"

"I just wanted the chance to make some real
and lasting changes," replied Jasmine. "I feel like I've done just
about all I can in my position, and I'd like to move up and have
more of a voice in how the system is run." Jasmine finished the
last of her coffee. "And you?" she asked, "Tired of raking in all
that money?"

"Yeah, in a way, I am," replied Brooke. "I
was raised with the 'money buys happiness' idea and socialized with
the 'those who die with the most toys win' crowd. But in the end,
it's all bullshit. I'm great at running businesses, I've made a
very comfortable life for myself, but it's a lonely one. I suppose
I just wanted to reach out beyond my world, take the experiences I
have, and maybe make something better to leave behind than a large
bank account."

"That's pretty cool," said Jasmine. "In
fact, it's probably the most heartfelt thing I've heard you say all
day."

"Well, I do have a heart," replied Brooke. "I've got wants
and needs … and desires … just like every other woman out there."
Brooke slipped off one of her pumps and brushed the side of
Jasmine's calf with her foot. Jasmine watched Brooke lower her head
and taken in a deep breath before releasing a pleasant sign and
look back up with that gorgeous face of hers. "What do you … want …
need … desire?" asked Brooke.

Once again, Jasmine was speechless, and with
her silence, she let Brooke know that it was okay to pursue, but
her words soon betrayed her emotions. "I don't think we should take
it there," she said. "We're competing in a political race, and for
a school board, no less."

"They say politics make strange bedfellows,"
replied Brooke. "But what they don't tell you is how amazing the
combination can be."

"Brooke, listen, this isn't something we can
do, even if I was interested, which I'm not," said Jasmine.

"Oh, you are definitely more than
interested," replied Brooke. "You're way past being curious now,
babe. So I'm going to be blunt. Come back with me to my place,
let's forget all this debating and political crap and be who we
are; two very hot and sexual women, in the prime of our lives,
bursting with passion for the other. We could have a lot of fun,
you know?"

Jasmine could feel her soul drifting down
into the depths of temptation, and wanted so badly to jump over the
edge and into the fire that was Brooke Caruthers. But she pulled
back the reigns of her lust and emotion. "No, Brooke," she replied,
getting up from the table. "I don't want to. It's not going to
happen." She threw a twenty-dollar bill on the table.

"Breakfast was my treat," said Brooke.

"Don't sweat it, I got it covered," replied
Jasmine.

"How are you going to get back into town?"
asked Brooke.

"I'll catch a cab," replied Jasmine. "I
gotta go … see you back at the station in a couple of weeks."

Brooke watched as Jasmine left the
diner and hailed a taxi. Damn,
she thought, what's a girl have to do to
get laid around here? She lit up a cigarette and
leaned against the wall, propping her feet on the rest of the
booth, and thought intensely about Jasmine Santiago.
Jesus, she is one hell of a woman, I'm going to
get her one of these days. Brooke picked up her cup of
coffee and downed the last of her beverage. I just wish I could have had her tonight, I really want to
fuck her. She left a tip on the table, headed out of
the Derby Line and hopped in her car to head back into the
city.

 


*****-

 


About a week after having breakfast
with Brooke, Jasmine was spending a Wednesday afternoon in the gym,
kickboxing the frustrations out of her system. What the hell is wrong with me, she
thought. All I do is bitch and moan about
not being able to meet a good woman, all of a sudden, one falls
into my lap, and a sexy one at that, and I find reasons to fuck it
up. She pulled back and began taking sharp jabs at the
heavy back. But how am I supposed to be
intimate with someone who's the complete opposite of
me, she thought, as she finished up her training and
headed for the locker room.

Jasmine disrobed and threw her clothing into
her bag, and then entered the shower room. She stood under the
lukewarm stream to cool off before turning up the hot water to wash
herself. Her thoughts were completely focused on Brooke, and the
confusion in her mind, the battle raging between one side, that
knew the two of them could never get along, and the other side,
which felt Brooke's fingertips and tongue glide all over her body.
As she drifted more into her daydream, she imagined how Brooke's
firm tits and tight ass would feel as she squeezed and sucked on
that incredible woman. Jasmine's fingers moved down to her soft,
plump pussy and she felt herself completely wet and ready. She
turned her face into the tile wall, and closed her eyes, fingering
herself with more intensity as she imagined it was Brooke's hand
doing the work. She pictured Brooke behind her, pressing her tits
against Jasmine's back, kissing on the sides and back of her neck,
working her clit to orgasm, and speaking sweet words to her. “God,
the things I want to do to you … you have got such an amazing
body.” she heard Brooke tell her, as Jasmine bit her lip and felt
herself come underneath the pouring shower.

“You really do have an amazing body,” said
Brooke, and Jasmine heard the voice outside her head. “Hope it was
a great fantasy … it looked fantastic!”

“Oh, hey,” replied Jasmine, as she awkwardly
collected herself. She was extremely embarrassed, but also thrilled
to see Brooke. “What are you doing here?”

“Pilates class,” said Brooke, taking off her
towel and hanging it on the hook by the entryway. She turned to the
side and extended her left leg. “Really does wonders to lengthen
the muscles, don't you think?”

“Yeah, looks like it's paid off pretty
well,” replied Jasmine, as she tried even harder to hide her
attraction.

Brooke turned on the shower next to Jasmine,
and waited for the water to heat up before getting underneath the
stream. “Do me a favor?” she asked, “Wash my back for me?” Jasmine
frowned a little bit as Brooke handed her the loofah. “All in the
name of cleanliness … please, I'm really sore.”

Jasmine got the sponge lathered up and
started working it all over Brooke's back. “Damn, that feels
wonderful!” she said. “I wish I had someone special to do this for
me on a daily basis.” Jasmine tried to ignore her not so subtle
seduction, but found herself drawn in a little more with each pass
of the sponge. “You know,” said Brooke, “I meant it when I said
your fantasy looked fantastic. I could only imagine your orgasm
behind close doors. Who were you thinking about?”

“It's really none of your business,” replied
Jasmine.

“It is … if I was the one you were thinking
about,” said Brooke. “Was it me?”

“I'm not even talking about this,” said
Jasmine, feeling herself wanting to indulge herself even more.

“So let's stop the talking,” replied Brooke,
as she turned around and pressed Jasmine up against the tile wall.
Brooke took Jasmine's hand and touched her own cheek with it. “This
isn't so bad, is it?” she asked, as Jasmine felt the goosebumps
emerge on her forearms. Brooke moved her hand a little lower, and
placed it on one of her breasts, rubbing Jasmine's palm around her
nipple until it hardened up. “How about this?” asked Brooke, as she
felt Jasmine take deeper breaths and stare intensely into her eyes.
“And this?” asked Brooke, as she moved Jasmine's hand down to her
completely shaved and wet pussy, guiding her fingers in between her
lips and letting Jasmine feel how damp she was. “Put your fingers
inside me,” said Brooke. “Feel how tight and warm I am.” Jasmine
inserted two fingers into Brooke's honey hole and moved them
around, as both women moaned slightly with pleasure. “Play with my
clit, baby, please?” asked Brooke, as Jasmine complied, moving her
soft fingertip up to work Brooke's love button. She moved her
finger faster as Brooke licked up the side of Jasmine's neck.
Jasmine could feel Brooke moving closer and closer to orgasm as
Brooke pulled her in more, their bodies dripping wet with steam and
water. Jasmine found herself completely lost in the moment, but
then she started to feel uneasy about fucking Brooke.

“I can't … we can't,” said Jasmine, as she
pulled away from Brooke.

“Yeah, we can,” replied Brooke, “Baby, we
can make this work out and it'll be so great. You think all people
that sleep together have everything in common?”

“I … I've got to go,” said Jasmine, as she
took her towel and wrapped it around her. “I didn't mean to lead
you on, I'm sorry. I just want … I'll see you soon.”
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