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EMILY

WEDNESDAY

“I’m not saying you couldn’t
 turn a straight girl gay, I’m just saying you don’t have the tact necessary to do it easily.”

“Ooo, bitch, I’ll cut you right here an now,” Sarah shook her head while doing her best Jersey accent. It was her favorite quote the latest reality trash TV show they watched and loved to dish about. All three of them laughed at how ridiculous she sounded. “Don’t try to come at me with this tact bullshit. I have more tact
 in the tip of my tongue than Jessica here has in her whole body.”

“Why do you have to bring me into every one of your guys’ fights? I’m just sitting back here minding my own business, drink all the wine…” Jessica said as she raised her half empty glass of wine. The bottom of the glass nearly getting caught on her breasts that were barely restrained in her button up top.

“How is it, again, that the only one who didn’t bring wine to our little black out party is drinking all the wine?” Emily asked. Her curly auburn hair was draped over her shoulders as the three girls laid sprawled out on the floor in the dark apartment living room. The only light emitted from the five candles lit between them that burned at various stages of their life cycle.

It was the third time this month their apartment complex had a power outage. The last two only lasted a few hours, but this one was going on hour six. It was Emily’s idea to start this black out wine party tradition, mainly because she loved any excuse to get drunk with her best friends even if it was a Wednesday evening on a school/work night.

“It’s not my fault you light weights can’t keep up,” Jessica slurred her words as she fought back a wide grin.

“You drunk ass lush,” Sarah giggled as she filled up her glass with the last of the Roscato Rosso Dolce Sweet Red.

“My lush is back in my nightstand thank you very much,” Jessica gave her a wink.

Sarah snickered and pointed to Emily, “well go get it so I can beat this bitch here with it.”

“See?” Emily raised a hand to Sarah as if her point was just made for her. “Zero tact. I’m surprised you can seduce a dyke with that mouth.”

“You want to bet?” Sarah raised an eyebrow.

“Here we go,” Jessica let out a long sigh and took another drink. “You know Emily’s just going to take that massage table of hers out.”

Emily giggled as she struggled to open their third and last bottle of wine. Her dainty hands were too soft and not strong enough to unscrew the lid. “What? You want to bet me that you can seduce some gay girl out there?”

“No, seduce a straight as can be woman in my life- our life.”

“Our life?” Emily gritted her teeth as she burned her palm trying to open the wine bottle. A fed-up Jessica reached nearly knocking the plate of candles over and snatched the wine bottle out of her hand. Drying any moisture from her palm on the butt of her shorts, with one firm grip and twist she broke the seal of the bottle and unscrewed the lid. “Thanks, dear
.” Emily said ungratefully with a smile.

“No problem, honey,”
 Jessica replied.

Emily had been friends with Jessica since high school back in Tampa, Florida. A misjudgment of another friend of her’s, Ashley, had led Emily to mistakenly and detrimentally fall in love and subsequently try to kiss Ashley their freshmen year. The rejection by Ashley hurt and the loss of her friendship hurt worse. The following weeks and months she’d walk the new high school campus alone as one by one every friend she had worked so hard to gather over elementary and middle school disappeared from her lunch table.

The most painful blow came around winter break when the rumors started about Emily. How she’d sneak into the girl’s locker room when everyone was at practice to sniff their clothes. How she wore a big black strap-on dildo under her clothes. How she’d masturbate in the woods after school. There was not a night during winter break that Emily hadn’t sobbed herself to sleep, especially after having heard Ashley was at the center of most of these stories. Emily never really came out to anyone at school. Her silence and the wild rumors took that from her that year.

When January had come, Emily was so scared to return to school she thought of cutting herself. Not to kill herself, though the thought had crossed her mind, but maybe if she cut herself bad enough, she’d have to go to the hospital and not school for the day. Maybe even the whole week? The winter break had been the worst of it. People hid in their houses having nothing better to do than to swirl the rumors wider and deeper about Emily. Suddenly now, Emily sexually abused animals and was a satanist.

Alas, her window came and went. Before she realized it, she was on the morning bus to school. But she was not prepared for what was to come. It started on the bus to school. Boys blatantly asking her about her dildos as they filmed her annoyed looks. In class, girls scooted their desks away from her and Emily’s phone blew up with anonymous texts of naked men and women and requests for videos of her. Winter break gave the rumors time to spread, fester, and morph. Awkward teens that were normally loners and without friends now bonded over their insults and jokes they spewed at Emily’s expense.

The horror for Emily peaked in the afternoon during gym when she was forced to play 
kickball and was placed on the same team as Ashley. She didn’t even hide her insults towards Emily. Emily stood at her stupid base listening to Ashley shout ‘carpet muncher’ from the outfield behind her. Other girls on both teams hurtled insults at her in passing and yelped if Emily came towards them. Emily did her best to keep to herself. Don’t let it bother her. Not to stoop to their level.
 And all the other stupid advice adults gave her, but she was starting to break. Like a shattered glass window just waiting for a breeze to send it crumbling to the ground in a thousand pieces.

“Why don’t you just kill yourself?” Ashley’s grading voice pierced her ears. She was standing just over Ashley’s shoulder near third base. As the other team was at the mound to kick off. No, one was really taking the game too seriously. Most were reveling in torturing Emily, it seemed. “If I were you I’d just kill myself. What kind of future do you have-”

The thud of the magenta red kickball being kicked was almost as loud as the THWACK the ball made when it smacked Ashley’s face and knocked her to the ground. The kickball shot straight into the air after wrecking into Ashley’s face and bounced a few times on the ground in front of Emily. Several of the girls ran to Ashley’s aid who laid with a bloody nose and unconscious in the dirt gravel. The gym teacher blew her whistle to halt the game and ran to the outfield. Emily just watched a taller, thick legged woman with blonde round second base in a casual jog. She was the only one still half paying attention to the game. As she neared third base she glared at Ashley’s body as she stirred awake in the teacher’s arms, then the girl gave Emily a curt nod of her head as if to say, ‘you’re welcome.’ Jessica stomped to home base and went back to sit down on the bench. Everyone stared at her like a killer. Everyone except Emily.

The rest of the week went by more easily. There was more gossip and talk about Jessica, the 11th
 grader who broke Ashley’s nose and knocked her out cold, than there was of Emily the lesbian. Despite the evidence, Emily couldn’t believe Jessica did that on purpose. Not only was that one hell of a kick, but Jessica didn’t even know Emily. Why would she stick her neck out for me?


The following Monday when most of the bandages and swelling had come down on Ashley’s face, she tried to start up again.

“You eat out your giant’s pussy yet?” Ashley said with some of her friends as they cornered Emily by her locker. “That was the arrangement wasn’t it? You get the ogre to assault me and you get to stick your tongue up her-”

This time it was a shoulder that blasted Ashley in her chest. She flattened against the lockers and already looked on the verge of tears. “Oh, I’m sorry, didn’t see you there,” Jessica said in a surprisingly gentle voice.

“What’s your fucking problem?” Jasmine snapped, pulling Ashley to her feet. She was one of Ashley’s dedicated rumor whisperers. “Why don’t you take your og-”

Jessica didn’t have to even speak or touch Jasmine. At 6’2 and with a confident aura about her, Jessica only had to step to Jasmine’s 5’4 frame and look towering down on her for Jasmine to know her place. Jessica wasn’t fat or even necessarily muscular. She had a toned wiriness about her, like a basketball player. Most men were bigger than her, but for a woman she had a solidness about her.

“You fucking dyke,” Ashley screamed loud enough for everyone in the hallway to stop and turn. “You touch me, and I’ll have you arrested, you queer!”

Jessica grabbed Ashley’s hair and flung her whole body across the hall into the other lockers. A skinny boy tried to push Jessica but Jessica somehow knocked him off balance and he fell to his ass as the hallway ignited in laughter. After that brutal humiliation no boy or girl risked sticking up for Ashley. That didn’t stop Ashley from crying out and whining on the floor until a teacher came out to check on her.

Jessica ignored her and gave Emily a kind smile, “you okay?”

“Yeah,” Emily smiled. “Thanks. You didn’t have to-”

Jessica waived Emily’s words away, “sometime cunts need learn there are consequences for being a cunt.” Emily and Jessica laughed as two teachers coddled a limping Ashley to her feet and walked her to the office.

“Hey you, young lady, let’s go, come on,” one of the teachers pointed to Jessica to follow them.

Jessica laughed and started to follow without a care in the world. She turned back to Emily and said, “keep your chin up, girl.”

Jessica ended up getting receiving a day suspension and detention for a week. Ashley apparently did her best to get the police to arrest her but the police must have seen through Ashley’s over dramatic lies because nothing ever came of it.

Emily never spoke to Ashley again all the way through high school. Ashley of course would still whisper her lies behind Emily’s back like any bottom feeder did, but with her new found best friend, no one dared repeat them to her face.

Emily knew back then that she was going to be best friends for life with Jessica and here they were now in their senior year of college together at Colorado College together. Living in the same building and loving life.

“Yes! Our life,” Sarah said setting her wine glass down in excitement. “This is it. A competition between the three of us. Spring break starts next week Friday? So that’s, what? 10 days until we leave for our trip? In the next 10 days, each of us have to find and seduce a straight woman into having sex with us- twice.”

Emily had met Sarah at a LGBTQ meeting their freshmen year of college. Sarah was from a small town in Nebraska and didn’t know anyone when she came to Colorado for college. Her personality meshed well with Emily and Jessica’s. Right in between the two 
extremes of their gentleness and roughness.

“Twice?” Jessica furrowed her eyebrows. “Twice, why twice.”

“Come on, all of us know some girlfriend we’d get drunk with and they’d get a little freaky with us,” Sarah said and Emily laughed running down a number a faces from work that she thought of. “I’m not talking just a drunken one off. I mean finding a straight woman who chooses to sleep with you, twice.”

Emily hissed in the air through her teeth as she puzzled over the difficulty of this challenge.

“How are we going to know each other did it?” Emily asked. “I mean I know I will be able to beat you guys, of course, but you two will probably lie- Jessica will say she did it by tomorrow.”

“Shit, I have you beat already. I’ll just step outside and head to you neighbors for a minute,” Jessica laughed.

“No no no,” Sarah added. “You need proof.”

“What kind of proof? You want us to make a fucking sex tape?” Emily asked obnoxiously.

Sarah nodded at the suggestion, “yeah, that sounds good. We each record it or part of it and we’ll show it to each other on our phone.”

“Are you crazy?” Emily asked. “No way!”

“What? It’s not like over the years we haven’t walked in on each other doing it anyways,” Sarah shrugged spilling wine down her lips. “Besides, it’s not like we’re going to post it online or anything. We show it to each other as proof and that’s it. We don’t save it or send it. We’ll show it to each other in person before spring break, then we all delete it. No harm no fowl.”

Jessica and Emily looked at another through narrow eyes and laughter buried beneath a tightly wound grin. They were considering it and Sarah gave them time to think it through as she finished her glass.

“This is kinda fucked up,” Emily finally said.

“Yeah,” Jessica agreed.

“But I think I’m into it?” “Emily giggled.

Jessica laughed and tossed her head back, “Jesus chri- of course you are…” exacerbated, Jessica sighed. “Well, what would you win? It’s a competition, right? What do you win if you’re the first to seduce someone twice?”

Sarah thought on this for a moment, but it was Emily who answered. “You win nothing, but you don’t lose. The person who wins doesn’t have to buy a drink on spring break. The other two who lose have to buy them all.”

Emily raised an eye brow of interest. They had a week long trip to a resort in the Bahamas planned for spring break. Alcohol alone would be hundreds of dollars, they knew. Jessica sat up for the first time. The prospect of a worthy challenge and prize had ignited her 
competitive streak. “Okay, I’m in.”

Sarah smiled deviously, “I’m in.”

Emily giggled and bit her lower lip, “I’m in.”

Sarah filled her glass with more wine and all drank to it just as the lights in their apartment clicked back on.


CHAPTER TWO

FRIDAY

Emily sat down in her Psych-315 course and tapped away on the table with the back of her pen. She had dressed “down” today as opposed to her natural instincts of dressing as slutty as possible. Just a simple sweat pants and hoody. Nothing suspicious.
 Her classmate, Amber, was straight (for now) after all, so wearing a revealing top and a sexy skirt would do little on its own. She fully intended on that changing by next week.

It was Friday, it had been two days since Emily, Sarah, and Jessica had struck their deal. Admittedly, the following morning when she woke up for Bio-218 she was having second thoughts about this competition. The haze of wine and the group dynamics pushing her further had egged her into agreeing into this. Now that those two elements were gone her eagerness subsided. That was until she checked her phone this morning. 36 hours since the pact was made and...

Sarah

‘Start saving those dollar$ bitche$$. I got my 1st one done!’

Jessica

‘Bs’

Emily

‘Seriously! No way’

Sarah

‘You’ll see the vid next week (;’

‘Oh, and work some ot for me, Emily. I’m only drinking high dollar once we’re in Bahamas.’

Sarah already had her first seduction done. All she had to do was sleep with that girl again tonight and she’d win. More importantly than all the money Emily was about to lose, Emily refused to let Sarah hold this over her head. Sarah was relentless and super competitive. Almost as competitive as Jessica. She would never hear the end of it. Jessica must be on fire right now. I wouldn’t want to be a straight girl around her right now,
 Emily 
mused

Emily already had an idea of who her most likely candidate was. Amber was a very sexy blonde in her adult eduction psych class. They both were pursuing teaching degrees and they both planned on teaching English so many of their classes had overlapped over the years. They weren’t extremely close. They’ve hung out at a few parties and studied together many times but never texted unless it was about school work.

She was her prime candidate because when Amber found out Emily was a lesbian when they were freshmen she told her of a time at a party in high school she had made out with a girl friend on a dare. Then, a year later on one very intoxicating night from Emily, she nearly kissed Amber at the end of the house party. Emily didn’t remember much from that night, but she remembered how sexy Amber looked with her taut stomach and her revealed bellybutton piercing. Her big bountiful breasts pressed together. The one thing she recalled the most was how it felt like Amber wanted to kiss her back. Amber was quite tipsy as well, of course, but she was very handsy that night. Rubbing Emily’s arm and touching her face.

Unfortunately for Emily, that night ended with Jessica holding her hair back as she hung over the toilet and vomited an ungodly amount. But it planted the seed. The detractor was she knew Amber came from a strict christian background. Like many girls and boys who came to Colorado State from out of state, Amber grew up homeschooled and sheltered. She was an extremely nice person and while it was obvious college had had its effect on her and loosened her up, the crucifix she wore around her neck was almost blinding when she looked at her. Amber sat down in her spot beside Emily. She wore a simple hoody, no make up, and her hair was pulled back into a bun with a pencil holding it together. Just another day for her.

“What’s up?” Amber smiled as she got out her laptop. “You lose power too the other night?”

“Ugh. Yes, for like the 10,000th time. It’s becoming more like I’m camping than going home,” Emily said.

“Hm. I can’t picture you camping,” Amber leaned back to give Emily a look over. “You’ve always struck me more as an indoor kinda girl.”

Emily displayed herself with her hands and grinned, but I rock the shit outta being an indoor girl.” Amber and Emily both laughed some at that and went back to their computers. Emily did her best not to work herself up over asking. After all she had asked this of Amber a dozen times before and only Emily would know that this time would be different.

“Have you done much studying for the final next week?” Emily asked.

“Pff. Like none at all. This weekend is going to suck so much- actually, I was going to ask if you wanted to meet up tonight to compare notes. I think there was a couple PowerPoints I never got but I’m not sure which.”

Well, that was easy…

“Yeah- yeah, sure,” Emily bolstered and tried not to sound too excited. “You want to come over to my place, like around 6?”

“It’s a date,” Amber smiled as she put it in her phone.

Yes, yes it is.


CHAPTER THREE

EMILY LAUGHED, “I love how you come over here to get notes from me and I end up having you email me like three weeks worth of slides.”

“Well, you had the one I was missing so it worked out. Together we complete each other.” Amber rocked as she laughed. She sat at Emily’s desk in her bedroom as she closed her laptop in her lap. She had changed her clothes from this morning. Now she wore and slender button up and short jean shorts. Her hair was washed and there was a light layer of foundation and make up on. When Emily commented on it, she admitted later that night she had a first date with a boy she met online.

Emily didn’t like this. The last thing she wanted was Amber thinking the entire night about a boy. Emily also had changed. She wore cloth short shorts that accented her long legs and cupped her cute butt, and a tight fitting t-shirt with her auburn hair back in a ponytail.

“Yeah, well it was a good thing my client cancelled on me then, so we could do this,” said Emily casually closing her laptop.

“Client?” Amber fell for the bait.

“Oh, I thought I had told you about that,” Emily said kicking off the bed to sit up. “I’m a practicing masseuse. It’s kinda a second job, but it’s more of a passion than anything.”

“Wow... really? That’s awesome,” Amber said with a face of introspection. “You know, I’ve never had a massage before in my life. I’ve always wanted to. Hm. Maybe one day I’ll have to sign up for one with ya.” Amber giggled as she stood.

“Sure, how about right now?” Emily said nonchalantly.

“No, I’ve got way too much studying to do today.”

“Come on, it’ll take no time at all. It’s fine I’ve already got everything set up. Won’t cost you a thing.”

Amber was suddenly much more unsure of herself as she looked around. She seemed to be looking for an excuse to use to get out of the massage but not finding one. “Well... it’s not going to take long?”

“Not at all. 15 minutes top. Just enough to make you want to come back for more,” Emily grabbed a tray of oils from her counter and brought the to her desk. “Just go ahead and lie down.”


CHAPTER FOUR

“YOU NEED MY shirt and shorts off?” Amber asked, a bit insecure.

“Yeah, you don’t want massage oil on your clothes,” Emily said bringing her adjustable head rest table out from the closet. It had a hole for the client’s face to rest just like a professional’s table, only this one could be brought in front of a bed to turn any bed into a massage table. She got it into position and put her massage oil on her desk within an arm’s reach away.

“Oh, you know, I thought it was just going to be a, you know, casual thing. I- I don’t know-”

“Yeah, it’s no big deal,” Emily said rubbing some oil on her palms. “Trust me you’re going to love it. I’ll turn around here. And here’s a towel to put over your butt after you lay down.”

Emily turned around and listened for a moment until Amber began to finally undress. Emily wanted to sneak a peek but knew that could risk it all.

“Um, okay. Ready,” Amber giggled nervously.

Emily turned around and saw Amber’s toned back and slender waist exposed. She laid on the edge of the bed with her head resting on a cushioned table in front of the bed. She tried to hide it with her arm but Emily could see her side boob pressed against the bed. Emily didn’t hesitate. She went right into rubbing the first of many layers of massage oil into her back and and shoulders. Her hands moved methodically and in safe wide circles on her upper back. When her thumbs and palms dug into her shoulders and worked her upper muscles the first playful growl escaped her lips. “You’re right it does feel really good.”

“Yeah? Good.”

“You should change your major. I think you’ve got a new career here.”

Emily laughed but said nothing more. She didn’t want Amber thinking about talking right now. Emily kept one hand working the muscles in her upper back while the other moved to her lower back, just above the curve of her thick round butt. He found a spot that made Amber arch her back and her breathing increase. She leveraged this spot to drag the back of her finger nails up the back of her exposed neck.

Brushing her hair off to the table to the side, Emily made long hypnotizing strokes along he sides of her neckline where it met her hairline. Over and over her fingers stroked her neck while her thumb and palm rubbed up and down on her lower back. The combination over the next minutes had lulled her in. Emily could feel Amber’s body give way to Emily’s will. With 
every push on her back Amber’s whole body shook lifelessly. Her arms were limp at her side. Her deep breaths quickening. The warm irradiating massage oil soothing her neck and shoulders.

Emily lifted one hand to remove her cellphone, put it to record, and balanced it against some book on the desk facing them. When she brought her and back to Amber’s body, they both moved to the bottom of her thigh. Kneading and massaging her hands worked higher and higher towards the towel the covered her sex.


CHAPTER FIVE

FOR SEVERAL MINUTES Emily worked Amber’s thigh. Every inch of it. Up and down. Her fingers rubbed and scratched the inside of her thigh. They begged to go higher and Emily saw Amber’s hips and toes twist too, secretly begging for it as well.

Emily’s fingers slid higher up Amber’s thigh. They squeezed, alternating with her palms that rubbed and pressed on the back of her thigh. It was too much for Amber to take. Emily saw her fingers grab at the bed spread and twist it in her fingers. Her toes clenched and her cute butt squirmed as her thighs kneaded at the bed. Emily hadn’t even touched her sex, yet, and she already was primed to cum.

Emily’s thumb brushed the lower curve of Amber’s ass cheek and Emily’s right fingers were inches from Amber’s sex. She could feel the heat irradiating from her pussy. Every close and open of her legs begged her to enter, but Emily hesitated. She’d only get one chance to make this move on Amber and it had to be perfectly timed. Too early or late and Amber could flip and storm away.

“Ohhh Ah...” Amber moaned and held her breath.


That was as good of a sign as I can get,
 Emily thought.

Emily eased her right hand to Amber’s pussy lips slowly so not to startle her. Massaging the very top of her thighs at the crevasse where it met her sex before she maneuvered the side of her index finger between her pussy lips.

“Ohhhno-” Amber gasped and went still.

God, she was so wet. Her gooey warmth makes me want to cum right now.

Emily separated her lips and her slow stroke of her juicy pussy became a fast and repetitive fingering with just the tip of her index finger. Every muscle in Amber’s thigh flexed and she clenched her butt cheeks as she watched Amber lift her head back in silence. Emily didn’t mean to but she could not stop herself. Her left hand slid up Amber’s thigh under the white towel and squeezed her rock hard ass cheek as her right finger flicked non stop inside of Amber’s pussy.

Suddenly, everything came to a head and Amber arched her back up as she shoved her forehead down. “Ughh!” Amber growled as Emily felt a flood of juices drown her fingers between her thighs. “Ohh god!”

What little restraint remained in Emily disappeared as she brushed the towel over her ass to the bedside as her left hand slid up the small of her back. In her arched position Emily 
was able to angle to push her middle finger completely inside her. Using her entire arm to pump her friend’s pussy, Emily fingered Amber as she rose to her knees.

“Ohh... ohhfuck... ahh!” Amber sounded confused and lost in the flood of an orgasm that still surrounded her and close to the next to come. Her body rocked with the fingers that penetrated her. Her breathing was labored and panted almost in unison with the finger that fucked her. The seduction was over. The charade over. “I... I...”

Emily wouldn’t allow her classmate to finish her sentence. Reaching around Amber’s thigh with her left, Emily’s finger tips found Amber’s sensitive clit. Emily startled her friend at first. When Emily realized how sensitive her clit truly was she found an appropriate massage using all four fingers to wipe large wide circles over the wet hood of Amber’s clit.

“Ahhh...tsss... shit shit!” Amber clapped a hand over her mouth to muffle her moans as the strength phased out of her arms and legs. The side of Emily’s face was pressed to Amber’s hips as she raised and lowered. At one point she felt her hands holding Amber up almost entirely. She eased her down to her side, Emily pushed a second finger into Amber’s pussy. Her voice leapt with a screech and her breathing became labored and animalistic as she laid on her side quivering and clawing at the bed spread.

Emily’s forearm was close to cramping when Amber’s screams crescendoed and her body began to contort. “Ohgah- god… God! Ahh ugh!” Emily could see Amber was squeezing the crucifix around her neck tightly with one hand. Like she was grasping at the bow of a ship to keep from falling into the depths of the blue water beneath, even if she wanted to so badly.

“AhhhhhAhhh!” An amazing tremble slid down Emily’s ass cheeks that seemed to reverberate for minutes. Her pussy walls clenched around Emily’s fingers as her cum soaked her thighs and fingers. Amber’s entire body seized. Her whole body went rock hard then immediately lax. “Oh my god... oh my god... oh, shit...” Amber cooed as she swam in both her body and thoughts from the powerful orgasm.

Emily had her shirt and bra off before Amber opened her eyes, again. When she did it was when she felt Emily spread her legs and straddle one of Amber’s thighs. Emily wanted to trib her pussy on Amber’s so badly just like she wished to remove her cloth short shorts, but she was afraid both was a bit too much for Amber to handle just yet. Instead Emily made long humps of her moist crotch along Amber’s thigh and knee. The camel toe in her shorts was drenched from her pussy as she dragged it right on Amber’s thigh.

Ooooh...” Emily purred for a moment as she closed her eyes as she grinded on her, once completely straight, classmate. When she opened her eyes she saw Amber’s thick breasts bouncing with every hump Emily performed. Emily’s tits bouncing wildly as well. Free and unrestrained. Emily squeezed and pinched her own left breast and nipple and saw the curious arousal in Amber’s eyes as she watched Emily hump her.

“Oh… …fuck…” Emily’s vision blurred as she felt the cusp of her orgasm near. She snatched Amber’s fidgeting hand and pulled it to her breast and squeezed her hand around Emily’s breast. “Oh shit!” Emily moaned. The muscles of her stomach became rigid as she felt Amber’s fingers begin to massage on their own. Amber chewed curiously on her lower lip at the sight above her and the feeling of being used as a fuck toy for another girl.

When Amber’s thumb and forefinger finger closed around her nipple, it happened for Emily. In a sudden rush, she came as her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her trembling hands clutched Amber’s hand to her chest. “Oh, fuck!” Jolts from the orgasm ran through her body as the pleasure swooned inside her until she collapsed beside Amber.

They laid there for several minutes while Emily gained control of her breathing. Emily’s fingers traced Amber’s slender back and hips, she gave Amber a kiss on her shoulder but felt a tight and strange energy emit from her so she recoiled. When this happened Amber stood and began getting dressed.

“I uh, guess we got a little carried away with that massage there but I really had a good time,” Emily smiled putting her shirt on. “I think you did too?”

“Umm... yes, yeah...” Amber said shyly, blushing. “I just, um, you know, I should go.”

“Okay… uh, are you okay?”

“Um yeah, uh huh,” Amber snatched her bag up and stuffed some papers and books inside.

“Cause, you know we can talk if you like?” Emily smiled buttoning her shirt.

“Nope, I just got to- I’ll see you.”

“Okay, I’ll call you later.”

Amber left closing the door without another word.


CHAPTER SIX

EMILY SAT ON the edge of her bed for a minute trying to decide if she felt guilty or not. She kind of understood where Amber was coming from. It was a big deal if you let it be the first time you cum thinking of or being with another woman. Maybe once she had some time to process things she’d want to talk more.

Emily walked over to her desk where her cell phone was propped up against a stack of books. She stopped recording and played some of the video sampling throughout the video. She didn’t like watching herself, but it was super hot to watch Amber when she came. She bit her lip and thought of getting one of her toys from her bedside, but first she had something else to do. She pulled up her group text with Jessica and Sarah.

Emily

‘1 down 1 to go :P’

Sarah

‘Hold on. Can’t talk rn’

‘Jessica where the fuck r u?!’

Emily

‘ok. What’s up?’

Jessica

‘Sarah, is she with you?’

Sarah

’No, she ran away. She’s pissed.’

Emily

‘Wtf? what’s going on?’

Sarah

‘R u hurt, jess?’

Jessica

‘No, I’m good.’

‘I’m at 6th
 ave and university ave’

Sarah

‘I’m coming to get you’

Emily

‘Omg. What the hell?’

Jessica

‘Hey, Emily, I’ma head over to your place. The cops might be looking for me.’

Emily

‘Are you joking?’

‘Jessica!??’


BONDED: LESBIAN SEDUCTION
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SARAH

THURSDAY

“Hey, how much is a lap dance from you, huh?” The man in the black hoody chuckled.

“Shit- I’ll pay double if you want to come back to my car.” His red shirted friend added.

“Look at her, she’s thinkin’ bout it!” The third moron friend yelled.


Apparently, it was retard night The Katz Strip Club tonight,
 Sarah thought.

She rubbed her temple and wished she had taken more aspirin before coming to work. The wine hangover she woke up with this morning refused to leave her no matter how much water she drank. It was fine. Dealing with assholes was nothing new for Sarah. She had been working security for X5 Security for almost a year now and the last 10 months she had been contracted out for security at this strip club. She thought it was heaven at first. Getting an all access behind the scenes view to some very attractive strippers every weekend. But she quickly realized the cost was dealing with the many retards that strip clubs attracted.

The punishment fits the crime...

Today she was more dressed up than usual, too. Sarah’s shoulder length black hair was pulled back into a pony tail but she did take the time to put on a light layer of eye shadow, mascara, and a faded lipstick. She wanted to wear some of her hoop earrings but knew that would raise too much suspicion for the novelty of the night she had planned tonight. Instead she settled on her black sleeveless top she wore under her black ‘Security’ hoody and a pair of slim blue jeans.

“Oh man, here she comes boys! Look fresh look fresh!” The red shirt in the group bounced. He moved to the front of the line of 10-15 guys waiting to get inside. Sarah looked at her watch and gave a nod to her partner, Brian, and they walked over to the front of the line. Stone faced; Sarah checked red shirt’s ID while he flicked his tongue at her. Kyle Greene the license read. Kyle wore a maroon patterned shirt that was only buttoned half way so his large silver crucifix chain could be seen.

She gave the ID back and Brian waved Kyle forward to pat him down but Kyle retreated. “Na, uh uh. I want this fine lady to pay me down. Come on, girl.”

Brian glared at him, “dude, you about to get kicked the fuck up out this place before even getting in.”

“Whoa, man, chill the fuck out. You know I’m just-”

“Brian, I got him,” Sarah gave her partner a nod. Brian furrowed his brow as if to say, 
‘you sure?’ Sarah just nodded and Brian let the man pass by to where Sarah stood. “Turn around, arms out to the side.”

Kyle did as he was told with a little dance of his skinny hips. “Now I got a lot of weapons on me so make sure you check me real good.”

Sarah patted his chest pockets, ankles, legs, then waistline and felt nothing of interest. Kyle and his friends laughed and cheered as she slid her hands down his thighs but stopped when Sarah swiftly ran her hand up his inner thigh, chopping his groin with the top of her knife hand hard.

“Oooo!”

“Oh, fuck!”

“Damn!” Kyle’s friends all yelped as they backed away. Their friend Kyle was down on his knee waiting as he cupped his balls.

“Nope, nothing down there,” Sarah said hovering above Kyle’s back. “Get up and get inside!” Kyle gathered his license that had fallen when he fell and limped away inside the club without another word

Sarah looked back at his now silent friends, “anyone else want a pat down from me?” The friend’s silence was all the answer she needed.

The strip club was just opening this Thursday night and they had a ‘celebrity stripper’ here to perform all weekend so the crowds were larger than normal. After the first hour or so things began to slow down at the door and most of the strippers had arrived for work. All but one, actually.

Where are you Tabitha?

“Sarah, I swear either that poor boy’s teeth snapped together or I heard you crack one of his nuts,” Brian laughed.

“I bet we won’t have any problems from him later tonight,” Sarah smiled.

Brian shook his head, “hell no we won’t, but he ain’t gonna be having any fun in there either.” Brian laughed wiping tears from his eye, “gave him blue balls before eve a stripper could.”

Sarah shoved Brian’s massive arm and watched his sway on the stool he sat on. The man was built like a rock. Security was definitely his calling at 6’3 and 400 pounds. Sarah couldn’t believe he trusted that rigidly stool he teetered on. Brian was by far her favorite to work with. They had worked together for nearly 9 months now. He was older and single but Sarah trusted him. He was kind of like an older brother to her.

While Brian had worked security for most of his life and was his chosen career, Sarah was only doing this to get the experience in the field. She was a senior at Colorado College and majoring in Criminology. Getting this degree felt like the last step in a life long goal of hers to become a police officer. It had been a long time coming, so she tried her best not to over do 
it any time a “Kyle” started giving her a hard time. But sometimes you got to give a guy what they’re asking for.

The engine of a clunker car held together by duct tape and glue roared into the parking lot. One headlight out and four donut tires on it. Sarah shook her head every time she saw the thing.

Come on Tabitha, you could do so much better.

The car sat in front of the building for a long minute. Sarah and Brian shared a knowing look. They knew if the engine on the ancient Honda Civic was quieter and the windows were less tinted, they would be hearing and seeing Tabitha in a shouting match with her boyfriend. It was nothing new, just a different day.

“Woo...” Brian said glancing down at his watch. “Tabitha’s runnen late tonight.”

“Yes, she is,” was all Sarah added.

Finally, Tabitha shot out of the passenger seat, ripping her purse free just as her boyfriend’s Honda roared away nearly striking another car when it bounced on the road. Tabitha huffed in anger as she walked up to Brian and handed him her purse, then turned around, holding her arms out to assume the position for Sarah. The quick fleeting look she gave Sarah clearly raised suspicion in Brian’s expression.

“And how are we doing tonight, Miss Tabitha?” Brian asked looking through the items in her purse.

“Great, very great,” Tabitha smiled at him. “And you?”

Brian waved her off, “Oh, you know any day I get to see your beautiful smile I’m doing amazing.” Tabitha beamed at Brian’s kindness. Tabitha wore a hoody and sweat pants over her bikini outfit. Sarah took the time to search the pocket of each then lightly touch around her hips before letting her go. Without giving Sarah a look Tabitha smiled at Brian, took her purse, and went inside.

For several years The Katz club had a very bad wrap as far as strip clubs went, especially in the Colorado Springs area. The police had broken up and arrested several drug users and drug dealers. It was widely known that you could buy and sell drugs to the strippers here and for the right price some would even sleep with you.

When new ownership bought the club, last year is when Sarah’s security company she worked for began to be contracted for cleaning the place up. They wanted a female security guard here most nights to keep an eye on the dancers and search them when they enter. That’s why Sarah got all her hours on this contract and not other places like Brian did. Half the staff had been fired over the last 12 months and the place had really turned around. It was still a simple strip club, nothing fancy, but no drug use or prostitution anymore.

Brian made a face after Tabitha went inside, “did something happen last week when I was gone?”

“No, not that I know of. Why?” Sarah shrugged and pretended to not have any idea what he was talking about.

“That girl barely even looked at you once. I thought you two were tight?”

“Hm. I didn’t notice,” Sarah picked at her nails. “Maybe she’s just upset with her boyfriend.”

Brian gave her a suspicious look and nodded agreeably. As the night went on more patrons arrived and work ebbed and flowed as usual for the most part. Sarah and Brian took turns doing laps on the inside looking for any problems that might be getting drunker. They typically didn’t have much to do on the inside. There were bouncers on every wall. Big, bald, muscle heads eager flex their muscles in front of the dancers any time a customer over step the line.

No one was allowed to carry a firearm - owners rules, which bothered Sarah more than Brian. But Brian had over 250 pounds on Sarah to give him confidence. Twice when Sarah had first started working there, she had seen a man stabbed in a fight in the parking lot. Both times it ended up not being too serious of an injury, but if the guy had turned the knife on her there was little, she could do but die. After the second time was when Sarah began to bring her Glock 26 pistol to work and just keep it in her trunk. It wasn’t ideal but it was better than having no options.

Around 1:30am on one of her walk throughs Sarah made eye contact with Tabitha. She was hunched over two older gentlemen and laughing obnoxiously at something they did while she collected their empties. The two piece she wore was a navy blue and the bra could barely contain her breasts. A recent breast enhancement is to thank for that. Tabitha lost some of her laugh when she saw Sarah, but her seductive smile widened. Sarah held up her hand and pointed to the employee bathroom as if to say ‘meet in 5 minutes there.’ Tabitha nodded in agreement.

Sarah peaked her head out and saw Brian on his phone and smoking a cigarette. “Hey, b,” Sarah said. “The main acts done. It’s slowly starting to die in there. I’m going to take my break, alright?”

“For sure,” he waived.

“I’ve got my radio on if you need me,” Sarah added before going back inside. She double checked the small radio clipped on her butt pocket was on with the volume turned up before crossing the floor to enter the employee bathroom.


CHAPTER EIGHT

TABITHA WAS WAITING in the bathroom when Sarah came inside. It was a roomy bathroom and remarkably clean for where they were. The new management were obsessed with cleaning and making sure the bathrooms were maintained. “A clean bathroom is a sign of a successful business,” the owner would say while making finger guns at Sarah when she saw him. No one ever found out what website or fortune cookie he heard that from but everyone knew he took it seriously.

The bathroom looked and smelled as if it belonged in an expensive house. Bright lighting, cream and mocha wall colors, and lavender air freshener. Sarah never complained about the manager’s cookie wisdom. The sink would have been completely clean except for the line of white powder Tabitha had sprinkled on the brim and was snorting up through the thin roll of a $20 bill.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Sarah snapped, clapping her palm against her thigh.

Tabitha pinched her nose snorting some as her eyes widened and narrowed several times. She shook a shiver down her back and wiped at her nose with a smile, “what? It’s not a secret any more so-”

Sarah crossed her arms shifting her weight, “the deal was I forget what I saw last week if you do this for me tonight. Not that I give you a forever pass to do coke here.”

“Oh, come on,” Tabitha smiled coyly as she inched closer. “It’s not that big of a deal. I just use it to get me in the mood, you know?” Her thumb went from brushing her nose to tracing a line down her chest that disappeared in her cleavage. “So, I can, do this, for you tonight.” She winked at Sarah as her fingers explored around Sarah’s waistband to her butt. Her thumbs hooked inside so they rubbed against Sarah’s bare skin. Tabitha pursed her lips like a child begging for a toy. “Maybe I can just do it for you a little harder
 to make up for it tonight...”

Sarah glared at at the wall across from her as Tabitha did what a stripper did best. Seduced. She slid her hands up inside Sarah’s hoody and shirt rubbing her cold hands up the small of Sarah’s back. Her large perky breasts rubbed and grinded on Sarah’s chest as Tabitha cooed and breathed her hot breath inches over her neck.

God dammit...

It had bee over a week now since Sarah had walked into that very same bathroom and caught Tabitha in the middle of snorting one of her lines of cocaine off the sink. Sarah was overall loved by the dancers who worked here. She never explicitly told them she was a 
lesbian but her flirtatious way and wandering eyes gave her away enough. And the dancers loved the famine attention over the brutish comments of the usual men. They were very open and playful, flirting back. After all, they were well known to dance and give private dances to other women all the time. Straight or not, the dancers were quite flexible when it served them.

It was Sarah’s initial instinct to tell the manager and her supervisor as she had in the past. She was the cause of two girls losing their jobs which Sarah wasn’t proud of, however, neither of those girls Sarah was as close to as she was with Tabitha. Tabitha was her work wife
 she always talked to and joked with. And she must’ve known of Sarah’s admiration because when Sarah went to leave the bathroom last week it was the first plea Tabitha made.

“Please, please don’t tell! I’ll eat you out!” Tabitha had yelled running between her and the door. “I’ll finger you- lick your pussy- anything! Just don’t let me lose this job, please!”

Sarah left the bathroom unsure of herself. She didn’t tell anyone about the incident but she never approached Tabitha about her offer either. She avoided her all together. The whole thing was morally gray to her and she didn’t know where she stood. Until This morning. Something about the competition she and her best friends had made gave her the confidence to text Tabitha and accept her offer. It was like when her friends agreed to the competition, they also gave their approval for Sarah to accept this sexual bribe. Like it was okay now.

“Ugh...” Sarah groaned to herself as she separated from Tabitha and removed her radio and wallet, setting them down on the ledge of the toilet paper dispenser. When she carefully balanced her phone against the wall so it faced them, she worried Tabitha might have noticed. Instead, when Sarah took off her baggy security hoody Tabitha pounced on her from behind.

As the shorter girl, Tabitha strained to kiss and suck on the back of Sarah’s neck. Her hands slid under Sarah’s arms and cupped her braless breasts through her top. Sarah closed her eyes leaning her head backwards as she licked her lips. Tabitha’s hand rubbed down the top of her nipples and made wide massaging circles on her breasts, pressing them together. “Oh, yes...” Sarah whispered to herself. She felt Tabitha’s large breast squish into the middle of her back as Sarah groped at Tabitha’s thigh and ass behind her.

The feeling and constant friction over her nipple overwhelmed Sarah and she felt the pleasure building in her stomach so much so it tickled the bottom of her throat. It became too much. She turned around and pulled her shirt off revealing her plump natural breasts. Sarah’s skin was not as tan or as well taken care of as Tabitha’s, but she had an athletic way about her. In Sarah’s mind, strength and physical training to get ready for the police academy took precedence over tanning beds and moisturizers.

Sarah leaned her butt back against the handicap bar bolted to the wall and pulled Tabitha towards her to kiss, but Tabitha moved her lips to the side and began sucking on Sarah’s neck instead. Tabitha’s fingers pinched onto both of Sarah’s nipples sending jolts of 
electricity through her. Combined with the warmth permeating through Sarah’s neck where she was being kissed, Sarah moaned a guttural pant. “Ohhhh... fuck...”

This was all familiar territory for Tabitha as it was for most strippers. And it showed in her confidence as she teased Sarah. Strippers loved to give a little extra tease for the female customers and management always seemed to be okay with it as long as no problems ever arrived from it. Many nights while Sarah walked the floor, she’d stop to watch Tabitha in the lap of some drunk lady in the audience grinding on her lap and breathing down her neck. Sarah would have to concentrate on not touching herself but she still felt how wet her pussy lips became.

Unbeknownst to Tabitha, Sarah’s hands were fast at work undoing her own belt and jeans. Just as Sarah grabbed one of Tabitha’s hand to pull between her thighs, Tabitha pulled her head away some to see Sarah’s jeans and panties pulled halfway down her thighs and her exposed bald pussy lips begging to be touched.

Tabitha quickly buried her face between Sarah’s breasts kissing down between them before making quick teasing licks on her hard nipple. Sarah found some resistance in Tabitha’s hand as she pulled it down between her thighs. This was unknown territory for her. As Sarah pulled Tabitha’s hand between her legs and felt her fingers slide between her wet lips, she groaned, “ohhhmmm... yess...”

Tabitha’s fingers slowly tested the waters, sliding a middle finger back and forth along her pussy lips. It was a tease for Sarah that drove her wild.

Surely, she had touched herself before but as a straight woman this was her first time touching another woman’s hot drenched pussy.

Something about being a woman’s first fingering made it even hotter for Sarah. She normally wasn’t into the whole dom/control things, but Tabitha having to do whatever Sarah wanted definitely added something.

Sarah pulled on Tabitha’s wrist and felt two fingers jab into her own pussy. “Ahhh, mmm!” Sarah cried out. Thankful for the vibrating bass of music outside the bathroom door. “Oh, finger me. Finger me, yes!”

Past the point of no return, Tabitha committed herself and Sarah felt Tabitha’s hand began to pump fingers up inside her. “Oh fffuck... oh...yes!”

Sarah pulled Tabitha’s dirty blond hair back into a ponytail that Sarah could hold in a fist as she fed her nipple to her. When Tabitha’s hesitant lips closed around Sarah’s nipple, she began to lose track of her breath, her mind, her body...

Tabitha giggled a hum, probably because she felt Sarah’s pale thighs tremble uncontrollably around her hand as she finger fucked her friend.

“Jesus... Christ! Ughahhhmmm!” Sarah’s thighs partially gave out as a dizzy spell over took her. The orgasm that corsed through her sent her eyes rolling backwards and Sarah 
grasping at Tabitha’s body for balance.

When the world around Sarah came back into focus, she was panting and catching her breath as Tabitha giggled and backed away. Tabitha did something over the sink and by the time Sarah had the wherewithal to look she saw Tabitha snort another line of cocaine.

“Goddammit, Tabitha!” Sarah yelled and shoved Tabitha away from the sink and her second line of coke she had ready for herself. Tabitha slipped and fell into a seated position on the closed lid of the toilet.

“What? Deals a deal, right?” Tabitha smiled. “Hey! Don’t-”

Sarah smacked the last of the cocaine down the drain of the sink. Tabitha shouted. “What the hell, man? We had a deal.”

“One, that wasn’t the deal. And the next time I see you use coke here I will get you fired,” Sarah boomed standing over Tabitha who still sat on the toilet lid. “Second, we’re not done. We still got 10 minutes on our break.”

Tabitha made a grumpy face and raised an eye brow, “what do you want now?”

Sarah gently nudged the inside of Tabitha’s ankle with her ankle, “spread your legs.”

“Wait- what? Me?” Tabitha’s eyes went wide with concern.


CHAPTER NINE

SARAH’S FINGERS SWIRLED messy, slow, titillating circles on Tabitha’s pussy lips through her thin laced panties.

“Mmmm- I thought you just wanted mmmme to do things to you? Ahmm...” Tabitha struggled to speak as she strained against the pleasure she felt. Sarah loved to watch the torture in her face as she fingered near her clit. Sarah was straddling one of Tabitha’s thighs where she sat on the toilet lid. With Tabitha’s legs pulled open wide, Sarah was hunched over her with a devious smile on her face. “I don’t know- I don’t think ahhh!”

Sarah slipped her hand inside her panties and slid her middle finger down the length of her bald pussy lips until her palm was flat against Tabitha’s clit and she could hook her middle finger inside her warm and wet pussy.

“Mmm...your pussy thinks it wants this mmm...” Sarah said coyly. Her middle finger scooped large circles inside her pussy while Sarah grinded her palm gently back and forth into Tabitha’s clit.

“Ughhhfaa! Mmmahh! Hmmm! Hmm!” Tabitha groaned. Sarah watched her body tighten and loosen contorting as she pressed her forehead into Sarah’s shoulder. Sarah could smell the strawberry conditioner in her hair mixing with the wild berry perfume she wore. Sarah could not help but smile at how sensitive she was. How close she was to cumming already. How much of a lesbian slut Sarah was making out of this straight girl stripper.

“That’s it... you like that? Huh?” Sarah asked as her middle finger fucked Tabitha’s pussy. Her palm smacking her clit hood with every deep penetration. Tabitha’s panties bouncing and stretching as she fingered her harder.

“Ohgah... I’m- I’m gunna cum... ... ...oh shit!” Tabitha screamed as her toes curled and her hands clasped around Sarah’s arm. She squeezed Sarah’s firm bicep between her thick tits and held it there as her entire body heaved and her juices dripped on Sarah’s hand.

Sarah continued to slowly finger and massage Tabitha’s pussy gently and tenderly as she felt her grip loosen. She still made high pitched coos every time Sarah pushed inside her.

When Tabitha finally leaned back Sarah pushed her mouth onto Tabitha’s. The kiss was so passionate and forced on Tabitha’s surprised lips she couldn’t escape it. Sarah made a long lap across the roof of Tabitha’s mouth that she even felt Tabitha give in and kiss back for a brief moment before Sarah pulled away.

Pulling her panties and jeans back on, Sarah got dressed again and Tabitha quietly adjusted herself. Tabitha probably thought they were done for good, but Sarah knew this was 
only a pause in their sexual exploration of each other.

After all, I still have one more to go with her to win.

Sarah took her phone down and stopped the video recording. Clipping on her radio and pulling her hoody back down, Sarah looked at Tabitha who gathered her small purse by the sink. “Remember, no more drugs in here, okay? That goes for your fucking boyfriend, too.”

Tabitha nodded and sighed.

“You shouldn’t be doing that shit anyways,” Sarah added. “And what was that going on with your boyfriend anyways when you got dropped off? Is he the one getting you the stuff?”

“No, don’t worry about it.” Tabitha snapped suddenly. Looking at her phone she groaned and stuffed it back in her purse. “I’m late. I’ve gotta get back on the floor.”

Tabitha stormed out of the bathroom and Sarah left a short time later. Sarah was shocked last week to see her friend using coke in the first place, but the frequency she used on her break was even more worrisome. Tabitha was always more of a party girl, but she seemed pretty responsible. Using that much and getting as upset as she did might mean this using is more than occasional usage.

“Have a good break?” Brian asked when she came outside.

“Yeah... yeah, anything happen?”

“Na, they all coming out now slowly,” Brian stood. “I’m going to get mine in before we close the doors.”

“Alright,” Sarah said as Brian went to his car for his break. A few guys came outside laughing and went to their cars as well. Sarah was in a daze. She wanted to be reminiscing being fingered by Tabitha or imagining eating her out next time. Instead there was a lingering since of worry that bogged Sarah’s mind.

Just how bad was her addiction?


JESSICA

THURSDAY

“...and just remember, what’s the most important thing that we learned today?”

The chorus of kid’s voices shouted, “keep your guard up!”

“That’s right!” Aaron said as he lowered one of his hands. “Because if you don’t...” Jessica swung her right glove in a wide grazing hook and knocked Aaron in the cheek. Aaron made a shocked face and exaggerated as he stumbled backwards. The kids got a big laugh out of that. Even Jessica smirked at how stupid Aaron could be. “Alright, guys! Times up. Let’s make the train!”

The army of short boys and girls clamored and jockeyed for position in line as they started walking by Aaron then Jessica giving them fist bumps before running wildly to their parents. Jessica didn’t want to admit Emily was right but she was the one who suggested she start teaching the kids classes to get over her fear of children (and annoyance with people in general). Jessica had been training with Aaron at his MMA gym for over three years now and had excelled to be one of the best students he had. So much so that she had even began competing casually in amateur women’s MMA fights. She had won all three last year that she competed in. It wasn’t long after that Emily began pushing for Jessica to start teaching the kids class.

Jessica had replied to Emily, “it’s not a fear of kids, it’s a dislike of them.”

“Tomato tomato,” Emily shrugged. But despite her dislike of the idea, she did anyways just because Emily suggested it. Once a week for the past three months she had taught or assisted the kids’ class- 8 to 12-year olds, for an hour.

Patricia fist bumped Aaron but when she came to Jessica she leapt into her thigh and waist, hugging her. “Haha good job tonight, tough little lady,” Jessica patted her on her back. Hugs were never a comfortable thing for Jessica. Her best friend taught her the mechanics of hugging when they became friends in high school but it was still never anything she sought out.

I’ve made it this far in life without hugging I can make it the rest of the way without it, she figured.

But in the class of 22 kids, 6 of them were girls who definitely looked up to Jessica in every single way. That was one of the reasons Aaron also wanted her to help teach. Very few MMA schools had skilled women on staff. Each one of the girls now, and several of the 
boys, gave Jessica hugs instead of fist bumps. But slowly over the past months the kids had lowered Jessica’s defenses. She decided she could handle kids at this age. After they were done being whiny cunts but before they became raging assholes.

Jessica saw this improvement in her personal life as a step in the right direction. Emily was a constant positive, be it an occasionally annoying, force in her life. Ever since they had become friends in high school Emily slowly learned of Jessica’s childhood and had taken it upon herself to become Jessica’s constant in her life. A life coach of sorts. Jessica still wasn’t the best at letting people into her life, but Emily was helping her with it, slowly. Jessica learned from the various mothers in her life that no one truly cared to listen about your problems, so she found complaining was a useless task. There was her first foster mother’s response to everything which was, “hm, that’s too bad.” This was quickly followed by her foster mother returning to cooking, cleaning, or TV without any more conversation.

Her response was still better than her second foster mother’s which was to tell Jessica not to talk about her childhood and her biological mother because it, “makes me sad.” Foster mother number two lived her life in positivity. If you don’t talk about the bad then it didn’t exist to her. A quaint way to go about life if you thought about it. Living in a bubble of lies but those lies would bring you bliss.

But those were only temporary placements. The first only lasted six weeks when Jessica was seven years old. Just enough time for her biological mom to sober up and regain custody. Jessica remembered being so happy to be back with her mom. Her memories of her mom from that age seemed so pure. When it was just those two alone in their apartment every day, it was like camping. They slept on the floor with blankets with the lights off all the time. Other parents went to work or made their kids go to school, but not Jessica’s mom. It was a new adventure every day. Walking through the streets and alleys to meet her mom’s friends, stealing from stores and sneaking out.

It wasn’t long after Jessica returned home that her mother relapsed. Her mom on drugs wasn’t as much fun. There’s a constant image in Jessica’s mind of her mother, skinny and wiry from days without eating passed out in the bathroom and folded between the bath tub and toilet. The burning ashes of her cigarette inching closer to her knuckles between her fingers.

Jessica went inside the bathroom and took the cigarette from her hand and stuffed it out in the ash tray then did her best to turn her mother over on her side facing down. Jessica would stuff pillows behind her back so she could turn over while passed out and choke on her vomit. That was Jessica’s job until she was 12 years old.

By then it had become an almost daily activity. Jessica was doing more of the household chores than her mother was at that point. After track practice she would clean the apartment, and make dinner while doing her homework. She even was starting to learn how to pay some of the bills for her mom using the disability check deposited in her bank account.

School was the worst and best part. Jessica loved anytime she had away from home. She was too shy to talk in class or ask the teachers anything before or after the bell rang, but she was fascinated by them. The adults seemed so… put together. They wore clean and pressed clothes, they had lives of their own, husbands, wives… She loved when they would talk about their childhood or going to college. Jessica would often fantasize that their stories were actually her’s and that her life she came home to was in fact made up.

The worst part of school was of course, the other kids. The teasing became a constant as soon as puberty started. Even if Jessica hadn’t been held back a year because of attendance issues, she was still taller than most boys two grades above her’s. Jessica’s wiry arms and legs and awkward social manner ensured she never gained a friend despite her occasional efforts that always ended in humiliation. By the time Child Services had been called for a second time on her mother, Jessica had given up completely on friends. Her life had been divided between school and taking care of her mother. But when her mother passed out on their apartment stairwell one Tuesday afternoon with a needle still protruding from the bruised vein in her foot, it became the last day Jessica would see her mother for years. She would sit on the stoop of their apartment building stairs with a young policeman while she watched her mom argue with medics as they loaded her in the ambulance.

After her second foster home stint, Jessica was bounced around between foster homes for years. She judged each one by the mothers. The fathers all seemed indifferent to her presence. The mothers set the rules and always seemed to have something to say about Jessica’s life. How she was supposed to live and what she was supposed to do to deal with her past. Jessica wondered if that was when she developed her affinity for moms?

“Man, you’re really popular!” Rose said as Jessica approached. All the kids ran to their parents, leaping one way to the other. “Seems like everyone wants to give you hugs. What do you say Nathan, you want to give Jess a hug to say thank you?”

Before Jessica could react, Nathan leapt onto Jessica’s side and squeezed her in a deep hug. “Huuuug!” He exclaimed. Jessica forced a smile and wondered how long she’d have to wait before she could start pealing his arms from around her butt. Nathan was already a little asshole in the class. He never listened and constantly poked fun of other kids in class. Jessica knew she wasn’t supposed to call a 10-year-old an asshole but she figured not doing so was just delaying the inevitable.

Nathan in 10 years will be a nightmare of a frat guy.

“Yeah, I think they just don’t see a lot of women on the matts,” Jessica laughed politely as she removed Nathan from her.

“Mom! Mom! Mom! I’m- I’m going to hit this- watch this!” Nathan sputtered as he ran off to dive at one of the heavy bags others were playing around. A nightly tradition.

“Okay, hunny, not long though,” Rose said. While Rose watched her son, Jessica took 
the time to admire her. Rose definitely had the definition of a voluptuous body. With firm thighs, thick butt cheeks, and ample breasts, Rose’s blond hair was just the cherry on top as far as Jessica was concerned. “How’d he do today?”

“Good, good. Yeah, real good,” Jessica lied. “So, you planning another night out with the girls tomorrow?”

Rose looked cautiously over her shoulders as she giggled uncomfortably, “ummm… well no, nothing now, but you never know. Why do you ask?

“Oh, nothing. I was just- my friends and I were going out to Maria’s tomorrow night. Didn’t know if you wanted to come out with us?” Jessica asked as she wiped her palms on her white Jiu Jitsu pants.

“Oh, what? Old lady me?” Rose clapped her palm against her chest. “I don’t know if all your college friends want a Mom
 crashing your party.”

It was nearly two weeks ago when Jessica, Sarah, and Emily were bar hopping one Saturday night that they randomly ran into Rose and a group of her friends. Rose was beyond wasted so much so that she was nearly falling out of her dress. Her friends too, but each of them had found a man that evening to fondle and be fondled back by. Rose was sheepish at first. Like a child caught with her hand in a cookie jar. It was obvious she was on the prowl for a man who wasn’t her husband, but instead Rose found her son’s MMA instructor, Jessica. Nothing happened, of course, and unfortunately for Jessica. The combination of a night full of margaritas and seeing this milf in her stunning black dress made her want to take Rose to the bathroom right then and there. But their conversation definitely stirred Jessica’s imagination. The image of the good wife and mother
 that Rose worked so hard to put forth wasn’t quite as accurate as Jessica had once thought.

“It’s no party just a few of my girlfriends,” Jessica lied, again. “It was fun last time, if you want to do it, again?”

Rose wore a wide grin as she struggled with it internally for a minute, “okay, sure. But I can’t stay long. My husband’s going to start asking questions if I keep going out without him.”

“What? You’re safe with me!” Jessica smiled.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

FRIDAY

“Jessica no, no! Oh, no!” Rose giggled unstoppably as she rocked back and forth in her chair. Jessica tipped their second wine bottle upside down filling Rose’s glass to the brim. “You are going to get me drunk!” Rose whispered loudly and wide eyed.

“It’s Friday night! What else is there to do?” Jessica asked. Her cheeks were a rosy red. Jessica wore a blue checkered button up shirt with the buttons around her cleavage line unable to close around her thick perky breasts. With Emily’s assistance, Jessica had gained a sense for wearing makeup and hair styling to make her look and feel more feminine, and for the most part Jessica’s enjoyed it. But she still found it annoying to dress the part. Baggy t-shirt and jeans were always her go to, but she tried her best to look as presentable as possible for Rose, though she was nothing compared to Rose who decided to wear her sleek black dress from two weeks before. Needless to say, Jessica’s eyes weren’t leaving Rose as long as she stayed.

They had been at the bar for over two hours now Jessica was finally working up the courage to make her move. They sat on the outside patio of a wine bar called, Maria’s. Between them was gas fire pit that kept a warm flame flickering between them. Though it was unseasonably warm for April, as the night grew later there was a chill in the air that drew them both close to the fire pit and each other.

“I can’t do my wifely and motherly duties if I’m shit faced,” Rose laughed and took a long drink.

“Oh, come on,” Jessica waived Rose down as she sat back in her seat with her own glass. “It’s 11:30pm, your kids asleep so you don’t have any duties by him and you can still be freaky with your husband drunk, can’t you?”

Rose shrugged and wore a devious smile as she thought about it, “not really. I kinda become too much freak for him to handle when I drink… really, all the time…”

“Is that right?” Jessica leaned forward.

“I mean…” Rose struggled with her words. Like she was confessing to a crime. “I hate to say bad things about him, because my husband Nick is such a nice guy and he works so hard, but… he never seems to want to have sex. And when he does it’s like just a couple minutes long… and a couple inches long.” Rose made a pained face and took another drink.

“Yeah… I could see that being frustrating… Have you tried to get fulfilled elsewhere?” 
Jessica tested the waters.

Rose made a guilty face and nodded, “I guess, I’ve always been more adventurous than my husband. I mean… I have needs, you know?”

“Absolutely,” Jessica nodded and smiled, teasingly. “How adventurous are we talking? Have you ever been… I don’t know, say with a woman?”

Rose whispered like it was a secret, “no, but I’ve thought about it.”

“Never been tempted to experiment?”

“Tempted, yes, but I guess I never worked up the courage?”

Jessica nodded but let the topic fizzle out as they drank their wine. They carried on drinking the remnants of the bottle and talking about each other’s sexual exploits for another half hour before Rose announced she should be leaving. She had driven to the bar having not intended on drinking so much, so Jessica offered to split an Uber together.

“I don’t know,” Rose said on wobbly legs as she walked to the exit. “I’ve never used Uber before. Always seemed kinda creepy.”

“Come on, don’t worry. I’ll protect ya,” Jessica gave her a wink. The entire Uber ride to Rose’s was done in mostly silence. Jessica had asked the driver to turn the music up so he wouldn’t talk to them. Jessica was sure to sit close next to Rose in the back seat. Their shoulders and thighs brushed each other’s while they drove. It wasn’t until about half way through the drive that Jessica gave a reassuring tap on Rose’s bare thigh just below her skirt. The tapping hand lingered and turned into a soft rub from Rose’s knee to her inner thigh. Rose stiffened but didn’t retreat from the touch. Jessica bit her lip. When the Uber pulled to a halt in front of Rose’s two-story home, the moment Jessica had dreamed about occurred.

“Do you want to come inside for one last drink?” Rose asked.

“Sure,” Jessica smiled.


CHAPTER TWELVE

“I DON’T HAVE any wine, but I do have vodka or whiskey,” Rose offered from the kitchen entry way. “Are you into either of those?”

“I’m into everything,” Jessica winked from the dark living room where she sat. “Whiskey with ice would be perfect though.”

Rose giggled and made a face, “you’re so naughty. I’ll make yours a double.” Rose winked back as she receded into the kitchen. When she returned, she fell into the couch beside Jessica so hard she had to adjust the bust of her dress as her breasts nearly bounced out of the neck of it.

They couldn’t be too loud. They sat in the living room of Rose’s house with only the oven light from the kitchen giving depth to the furniture and them in the living room. Stairs that lead to the second floor and Rose’s sleeping son and husband fed right into the mouth of the living room, so they had to whisper.

Jessica sipped her whiskey and determined it was most likely an irish whiskey, which was good but she did prefer bourbon. Rose had made herself some kind of fruity vodka mix drink. The tall glass was filled with what looked like cranberry juice. She drank some and hissed as if she got a large mouthful of vodka. “Mmm... you know, I don’t think I’ve ever had whiskey by itself. Do you drink it often?”

“Depends on the company,” Jessica said. “When I hang out with women, they prefer wine which I can do. But if I’m hanging out with the boys, it’s all whiskey for me, baby.”

Rose laughed as she reached out and petted Jessica’s arm. Her thumb lingering and brushing down the length of Jessica’s tricep.

“Do you want to try a taste?” Jessica asked.

“Hmm... I don’t know, it’s kind of like a shot... I don’t know...”

“Nope, you won’t have to drink anything.” Jessica said turning towards her on the couch and grabbing her drink. “Here, close your eyes.”

Rose was hesitant, “okay...” she said nervously.

Once Rose’s eyes were closed Jessica took a deep breath and downed the remainder of the drink. The cool bite of the whiskey lingered on her tongue for a minute after she swallowed the liquid. Jessica set the glass down on the coffee table and took her cellphone out from her pocket. Balancing it against the cup, she set it to record.

Cupping Rose’s cheek gently as she leaned over top of her and slid her tongue between her lips. Rose’s eye brows went high as she excepted the kiss and her hands lightly 
clasped Jessica’s arm and hip. For a long moment Jessica slid her tongue in and out of Rose’s lips slowly and gently while kissing her until she felt Rose’s tongue push inside Jessica’s mouth and she could taste the bright fruity mix of her drink.

As Jessica leaned back and to the side against the back-couch cushion, Rose followed. Raising up and breathing heavier into Jessica as they kissed, Rose hummed a moan as her body naturally curled into Jessica’s lap. They made out for 10 maybe 15 minutes only stopping twice so Rose could look up at the ceiling while she questioned a noise to make sure her husband or son wasn’t awake. Then with an excited smile, her lips would return to Jessica’s.

By now Rose was all but mounted on top of Jessica. Rose’s heavy swaying breasts brushed against Jessica’s as Jessica’s hand rubbed deeper and harder into Rose’s thigh that reached across her lap. Her fingers tracing the lower curve of her thick butt and disappearing in the blackness of her stretched skirt. When her fingers brushed the sensitive and soft skin of her inner thighs, Rose’s kissing changed. Her breath was held. Everything slowed down as Jessica worked her hand higher and higher until her fingers brushed the light bush over her vagina lips.

With her eyes closed, Rose mouth hung in awe as she gasped leaning back. Jessica pulled her body tight to hers as her fingers continued up and down the length of her lips. Watching her arousal carefully. Enjoying every second of it.

When Rose opened her eyes, she locked them with Jessica and slid a hand down Jessica’s spine that sent shivers everywhere. “I’ve never done anything like this before...” Rose whispered, almost more astonished by herself. Slowly, Jessica eased Rose to her back on the couch with Jessica between her legs.

“Don’t worry,” Jessica whispered back. “I have.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

JESSICA PULLED HER own auburn hair to one side of her face and let it hang there as she lowered her lips to Rose’s neck. She kissed gently going down her neckline starting below her ear. Jessica could feel Rose’s hands cupping the back of her neck as Jessica kissed down her chest. When Jessica’s hands peeled her thick curvy breasts from the top of her black dress. Rose purred a moan as Jessica squeezed them and suckled at the nipple.

“Oh yes, baby... suck my nipples... suck them hard...” Rose groaned at just above a whisper. “Oh... yes!” Rose clapped a hand over her mouth to quiet herself when Jessica began to suck and pull harder with her lips on Rose’s nipples. “Ohmaigawd!” Rose let loose a muffled growl from beneath her hand. Then let loose a controlled breath as she moved her hand. Whispering almost to herself she repeated, “that’s it, suck those titties. Drink momma’s milk, yes!”

This caught Jessica off guard. She had a good idea that Rose was on the sluttier side of things, which is why Jessica pursued her, but this dirty talk was another level of freak. That’s not to say Jessica didn’t like it. On the contrary, it was invigorating. She loved hearing the dirty talk. She loved knowing what her partner wanted rather than having to guess.

When Jessica’s hand slipped between their bodies down her thighs, Rose’s hands instantly went to her skirt. Pulling up the edges high above her waist, Rose spread her thighs wide for Jessica. Jessica’s palm slid her inner thigh and pushed a sole finger deep inside Rose’s pussy lips. Rose went silent as Jessica pumped her pussy with a voracious firmness.

Jessica’s bicep flexed as did her forearm muscles as she fingered this milf just downstairs from her sleeping husband and child. She could feel the tenseness rise in Rose’s thighs as she pumped her pussy. Her thumb wiped wide circles across Rose’s clit. Jessica arose from her breasts to get a better angle and admire the view of this curvy milf’s breasts bouncing wildly out of the neck of her dress as she struggled not to scream.

Rose snatched Jessica’s hand and brought it to her mouth. Jessica covered Rose’s panting mouth as moans began to leak from her lips just as the juices leaked from her pussy. Rose’s whole body contorted, lifting and falling as Jessica finger fucked her to a powerful and over whelming orgasm.

“Oh my god... oh my god... oh my...” Rose kept repeating as Jessica loosened the hold over her mouth. Jessica repeated a known path. Kissing a licking from Rose’s neck to her breasts. By the time Jessica’s lips wrapped around a nipple, Rose was sucking on Jessica’s index finger obsessively as if she was sucking her husband’s cock. But Jessica’s lips didn’t 
stop there. They traced down the center of Rose’s body reaching for her soaked pussy lips.

I want to taste her so badly, mmmm.

Bbbbvvvvvv!!!

Bbbbvvvvvv!!!

The jarring sound startled both of them as they were trying so hard to be silent in a quiet house. Jessica’s cell phone that had been balancing against her empty glass on the coffee table slapped down when it began to vibrate from the incoming call. Jessica dove and snatched it up, silencing the call and Rose scrambled to a seated position where they both froze to listen.

No sound. They were in the clear. Jessica looked down at her phone and saw a missed call from Sarah.

Why the hell was she calling me? I don’t think I’ve ever spoken to her on the phone.

Then the sound came. A creaking sound of a door followed by the sound of it shuffling against carpet. Jessica and Rose shot to their feet and Rose was pulling the straps of her dress on her shoulders. They ran for the door back kitchen door where they had come inside as Rose tucked her breasts back inside her dress. Jessica felt her phone start to vibrate again and ignored it. There were footsteps coming down the stairs. Jessica carefully opened the door and ducked outside without a word spoken.

Within a few seconds of the door closing she could hear a male voice talking and Rose laughing. Jessica released a long-held breath and began walking down the street. She laughed to herself as she ordered an Uber to pick her up at the next intersection. The app said a car wasn’t far.

Bbbbvvvvvv!!!

Bbbbvvvvvv!!!

Jessica saw it was Sarah calling for a third time. She had completely forgotten about her phone calls.

“Hey Sarah? What’s going on?” Jessica answered.

“Jess? Jess, okay, I need to you meet me somewhere tonight. Like right now. I need your help,” Sarah’s voice sounded strained. Worried. It alarmed Jessica.

“Right now?” Jessica looked at the time on her phone. It was almost 1:00am. “Why? What’s going on?”

“This girl I work with- My... friend she called me and she’s in trouble and needs help.”

“What kind of help?”

“Her boyfriend’s going crazy beating her up and shit. She’s locked in a bathroom. At her place.”

“Okay, but- I mean I’ll go but shouldn’t she just call the cops? What are we going to do?”

Anger flared in Sarah’s voice that Jessica rarely heard directed towards her, “she can’t call the police because her boyfriend has a bunch of dope in the house and she’ll get fucking charged with it too.”

“Okay okay, I’m on my way. Just text me the address,” Jessica hung-up the phone just as a car pulled to a stop at her intersection. She climbed in as she typed on her phone.

“Hey, change of plans, I just updated the destination of our trip in the app,” Jessica said.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

“YOU TOOK A fucking Uber? Why didn’t you drive?” Sarah stormed towards Jessica as she closed the door and watched the Uber drive away.

“One because I didn’t have my car with me and two because I’m fucking wasted,” Jessica half laughed. She followed Sarah as they walked to the stoop of a house. “Did you call Emily?”

“Seriously? No, it’s too dangerous for her,” Sarah took a breath as she went up the stairs of the house, “sorry, I think I’m just stressed.”

“Oh, why? Because we’re about to knock on the door of some drug dealer’s house and ask him to not beat his girlfriend and to not shoot us since were unarmed?”

Sarah knocked on the rigidity storm door and gave a side glance at Jessica before saying, “I brought my gun.”

Jessica went silent as she tried to sober up enough to figure out what she had gotten into. The house was an older style one story house with dirty white siding and an unkempt lawn. The weeds were overtaking the stone path to the front door. The windows on both sides of the door were blacked out with large black trash bags duct taped to the inside of the window.

Sarah knocked again to no answer. After a minute passed, there was a pounding that answered back but it wasn’t on the front door. It came from deeper inside the house. Hard labored strikes inside followed by a shrieking scream of a woman. Jessica and Sarah both pulled on the storm door and tried to go inside. The door was flimsy but lock. Sarah pounded on the door with her fist but did little more that make the door shake.

Pushing around Jessica, Sarah ran down the stairs, “around back!”

Jessica followed her. They leapt through tall weeds that rose to their naval along the side of the house and into the backyard. In the back the weeds were not as high. Random objects were sprawled everywhere. A mountain bike, a stack of tires, three full trash bags... Sarah side stepped them all to run up the back porch but stopped when the woman’s screams became louder and clearer by an open window.

Jessica could see the window was half open and the screen busted out. Inside was once a white walled bathroom that was now black with dirt and grime. The sink was covered in hair, blow dryer, half full beer bottles, and lighters.

“Tabitha!” Sarah yelled when she looked inside and saw the girl being held against the wall by her throat. The man holding her looked behind him, startled by the voice. He was a 
shirtless man who was maybe six-foot-tall with a pot belly. Great big tattoos lined his back and reached to his chest and arms. “Get the fuck off of her!”

Tabitha squirmed away and gasped for air as she grabbed at her throat. The man turned to the window, “who the fuck is out there?”

“Don- don!” Tabitha yelled in a pleading and raspy voice. “She a friend. She’s just a friend from work. Just let me go.”

Don turned around just as Tabitha tried to scurry out the doorway. The bathroom door was near broken in two and lying in the hallway. Don grabbed Tabitha by the hair and threw her into the sink before she could run. “You ain’t going nowhere!” Don snapped.

“Hey!” Jessica shouted

“And you fucks- get outta here before I fuck you guys up next!” Don pointed at the window. His chest had cross hatching fingernail scratches.

“Fuck you!” Jessica yelled back.

“Tabitha! Out this way, come on!” Sarah yelled. Jessica could see bruises covering the poor girl’s neck, chest, and upper arms. Tabitha hesitated for a moment too long. Looking from Sarah to Don before diving for the window. Sarah and Jessica had gotten ahold of one her arms before Don grabbed her waist and pulled her back. A struggle ensued. An unfair tug of war where Jessica had little to nothing to hold on to. Jessica dove deeper into the window and pulled at Don’s fingers freeing them from Tabitha’s waist.

“Fucking bitch!” Don yelped when she got a grip of his pinky and twisted it backwards. With Tabitha in one arm, Don stuck the other arm out the window fighting with Sarah and Jessica for several seconds. Jessica pulled on his arm trying to get his face near the window to strike it, but he had better footing and positioning inside and ended up pulling Jessica so her face smacked the house siding.

Jessica stumbled backwards and touched her lip where it stung. With Jessica distracted, Don ripped Tabitha inside and threw her on the floor.

“Fuck this!” Jessica shouted.

Jessica stormed around the house to the front door. Feeling the bursts of air push from her nose on her upper lip, she tasted blood in her mouth. Holding the storm door open with one hand, Jessica threw a powerful front kick that smashed the door open off its hinges.

In the hallway Don scrambled to his feet. He was straddling Tabitha who laid curled on the ground crying.

“Get the fuck out of my-” Don went to grab Jessica by her hair despite her being inches taller than him, but Jessica parried his hand and struck him with a hard-right cross to the jaw. Her fist connecting clean with his jaw and knocked him into the messy recliner behind him.

Don spat on his own floor and charged Jessica tackling her into the wall. Jessica covered her face with her forearms just as a wild haymaker swung and struck her arm. She 
tried to circle to his left and get some distance but in the time she wasted he threw another punch that glanced off her cheek and put a hole in the dry wall beside her head. The punch hurt but got her out of her head.


This is a real fight
, she reminded herself.

Snapping her elbow down across Don’s face she knocked him to the side and saw blood on his forehead. Going low, she wrapped her arms around both his legs and pushed forward toppling him backwards.

Sarah was in the house and gathering Tabitha from the floor. She heard their voices screaming in the background.

“Jessica! Come on!” Sarah screamed.

“Go!” Jessica yelled back and saw Sarah dragging a wailing Tabitha out the doorway. Jessica slid into side control beside Don’s upper body like she had a thousand time in practice and rained punches down on Don’s face. He tried to grab her. To hit back. But he couldn’t do either while defending himself. One of the punches she threw struck his nose and Don instantly rolled over to his side and covered his face.

Jessica exploded to her feet and ran. Smacking the storm door to the side she ran down the street and kept running. She looked for Sarah and her car but didn’t see it. Instead she just kept running as fast as she could. She must’ve ran the better portion of a mile before she rested behind a tree.

“Oh fuck,” Jessica shook her head. Her lungs burned and her mouth was dry. “What the fuck!”

She felt a vibration in her jean pocket and pulled her phone out it was a text but from Emily in their group chat.

Emily

‘1 down 1 to go :P’

Jessica panted as she caught her breath. She felt her phone vibrate again.

Sarah

‘Hold on. Can’t talk rn’

‘Jessica where the fuck r u?!’

Emily

‘ok. What’s up?’

Jessica

‘Sarah, is she with you?’

Sarah

’No, she ran away. She’s pissed.’

Emily

‘Wtf? what’s going on?’

Sarah

‘R u hurt, jess?’

Jessica

‘No, I’m good.’

‘I’m at 6th
 ave and university ave’

Sarah

‘I’m coming to get you’

Emily

‘Omg. What the hell?’

Jessica

‘Hey, Emily, I’ma head over to your place. The cops might be looking for me.’

Emily

‘Are you joking?’

‘Jessica!??’


BONDED: TOGETHER
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EMILY

MONDAY

“I just can’t believe you didn’t invite me,” Emily pouted from the corner of her couch.

“It wasn’t a fucking party, Emily,” Sarah reminded her.

“You know what I mean, okay, not invited
 but told me you were going. I would’ve helped,” Emily offered.

“I know you would want to help but it was too dangerous.”

“Oh, too dangerous for me but not for Jessica?”

Jessica laid on the floor reading and highlighting one of her text books and ignoring the two of them. A ghost of a bruise was under her left eye and had all but disappeared by this morning. Sarah, who sat at the dining room table, looked from Jessica’s long athletic body back to Emily’s thin dainty body and raised an eye brow at her.

“Seriously?” Sarah simply said. Emily rolled her eyes and opened her notebook back up. “Look, I thought it was going to be dangerous and there might be a fight. I’m studying to be a cop. Jessica is a fucking undefeated MMA fighter.”

“Amateur MMA fighter,” Jessica corrected, her eyes not leaving her reading.

“Amateur MMA fighter, whatever.” It was Sarah’s turn to roll her eyes. “The next time I think there’s going to be a fight and a soon to be English teacher will save the day-”

“Bitch, I will burn your fucking apartment down,” Emily warned.

“Good luck, my apartment is directly below yours,” Sarah said.

“Anyways!” Emily said with a glare towards Sarah. “I got the confirmation for our plane tickets to the Bahamas for Saturday. I’m still waiting to hear back from the transportation company about picking us up at the airport and bringing us to the resort.”

“Sounds good,” Jessica added. Sarah nodded as she clicked away on her laptop.

“You know what that means?” Emily said with a devious giggle. “Only five more days, including today, left in our competition…”

“I’ve got to go,” Sarah said closing her laptop and gathering her things.

“What- why? I thought we were going to get lunch today?” Emily asked. Jessica looked over her shoulder as Sarah threw her backpack over her shoulder.

“No, I’ve got too much shit on my plate. Two of my finals are tomorrow morning,” Sarah sighed as she left Emily’s apartment. “I’ll talk to you guys later.”

With the door closed Emily and Jessica shared a look. “What’s up with her? She’s been 
moody all weekend,” Emily asked.

“I don’t know. I think it has to do with that girl, Tabitha? I think she’s just worried about her,” Jessica said.

“They’re just friends, right?”

“Yeah, as far as I know. I mean she had a boyfriend. Besides, Sarah said Tabitha was into drugs and shit. No way she’d get herself involved with that.”

Emily always thought it was interesting that Sarah was a criminology major and wanted to become a cop. Out of all of her friends, Sarah was easily the wildest girl she knew. During their freshman year, on more the four occasions Sarah had to flee from a bar or house party before the cops had been called because she ended up in a fight with some girl- or boy she had a disagreement with. Emily tried not to judge too much since her freshman year any time Emily became drunk, she turned into a complete slut. Jessica was just the stoner who was always blazed out of her mind in the corner of a party.

All three of them had lightened up over the years and by their senior year, have become a more normal shade of themselves- or rather a more socially acceptable form of themselves. But Sarah still remained the hot head she had once been. Late Friday night when Jessica and Sarah had returned to their apartment building, they both hid in Emily’s apartment for most of the night. Sarah paced back and forth as she told Emily of what happened. Emily, who was most concerned with Jessica, held a frozen bag of peas against Jessica’s eye as Sarah shouted and cursed.

Though, the next day Emily realized she should’ve waited to lecture Sarah, but with everything that had happen and seeing Jessica so shaken, the emotions got the better of Emily.

“Why the fuck didn’t you call me? Or the fucking police!?” Emily had shouted at Sarah.

“They would’ve arrested Tabitha! There were drugs- her boyfriend sold drugs,” Sarah snapped.

“So? What about you guys? You could have been killed? Jessica could have-”

“I’m fine, I’m fine…” Jessica brushed Emily’s bag of frozen peas away from her face.

“See?” Sarah pointed to Jessica. “We’re fine.”

“Fine?” Emily approached Sarah. She hated being short when she was arguing, it made intimidating anyone impossible. Not that either Sarah or Jessica could ever be intimidated by Emily in the first place. “Jessica has a black and blue face, you’re covered in scratches, all for some drug user who cussed you out for helping her- oh, and Jessica is staying the weekend at my place because the cops might be looking for her because she kicked some dudes door in and beat the shit out of him. That’s fine?”

Sarah yelled back, “he won’t call the police, he’s a fucking drug dealer who was beating his girl-”

“And where is this girl? She’s probably back with this prick’s place snorting coke off his dick right now!” Emily snapped.

“Fuck you- fuck this!” Sarah stormed out of the apartment for the night. Emily immediately felt ashamed of yelling at her friend. She prided herself on being the level headed one of the group and always supportive. That was not what she was being.

“I mean…” Emily started, then looked at Jessica who gave her a judgmental look. “Am I wrong?”

“You’re not wrong,” Jessica shrugged. “But neither is she. It was her friend from work. She was just doing what she could to help a friend. That’s all.”

Something in Jessica’s calm tone made her feel as though it was a reminder that once upon a time it was Jessica doing what she can to protect Emily back in high school. Emily wanted to add that she was much more grateful when Jessica helped her but decided to bite her tongue. Eventually, after a day passed, Emily apologized to Sarah and they made an unsteady peace with the whole situation. If Emily was to be honest, the fact that Sarah didn’t trust her enough to go along with this little rescue mission bugged her the most, though, she did know that both Sarah and Jessica did have a much more utilitarian way of thinking of things.

Jessica closed her book and crawled off the living room floor and to her feet. “I’ve got to get going too. I’ve got my bio lab final in a bit.”

“Are you staying here tonight?” Emily asked.

“Na, I haven’t seen any police come by- besides, Sarah’s right. He probably wouldn’t have called the police anyways.”

Emily bit her tongue at hearing her say the words Sarah’s right.
 It was stupid, get over it.
 “Are we still on for Chinese tonight?”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll swing by a bit later. Like after 8.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“See ya.”

When the door latched shut, Emily sat there in silence for several moments. She hadn’t had the place to herself all weekend. She looked down at the notes she had printed off. Adult education.
 They were the same notes she had gotten from Amber. Emily had been so distracted this weekend she never even though about Amber until now. They hadn’t even texted since having sex Friday night, but now in a few hours they were about to sit next to each other and take this exam together.

“Well…” Emily tapped her pen against the notes. “This is going to be awkward…”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

EMILY SAT LOST in a stare at the back of the student’s head sat in front of her in the classroom. It was lost on her how long she had been stalling turning in her exam. The classroom was a wash of gray floors and tables with cream colored walls with the occasional motivational poster hung here or there. Adult education was a course that overlapped in several different majors so there were 60 or so students that crammed into this auditorium style classroom.

It had been about 20 minutes since Emily finished her test. Emily had always been the girl who finished the exam first in most of her classes. Knowing and accepting how dumb it was, being the first to finish the exam was what she was most competitive about. It irked her if someone beat her- even if she ended up getting a better grade on the test, which she always checked. Emily had to be first. Which was why Amber should feel honored that Emily had let nearly a dozen others turn in their exam while Emily pretended to be still working on hers.

Emily came into class to find Amber’s seat empty. It wasn’t until Emily sat down and started getting out her pens and water bottle, she realized Amber was already seated in the classroom, just not in her usual seat. Amber was sat in the front row surrounded by other classmates on all sides. Avoiding me… this was not good.


The test itself, like the others Emily took, was pretty straightforward. She had graduated high school with a 4.0 GPA and was on track to graduate college the same way. Most of Emily’s thoughts were tied to what she would say to Amber when she finally could speak to her. After what seemed like hours, Emily watched Amber stand and push her chair in to take her test up to the front. Emily did the same and saw the hard look Amber gave Emily following for following her.

“What’d you think of the exam?” Emily asked as they walked outside into the hallway.

“It was fine- okay, I guess,” Amber said walking quickly towards the exit of the building.

“Yeah, the essays were a little tricky,” Emily said but then saw no attempt at acknowledgement by Amber. “Look, Amber… about last Friday.”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Amber said forcefully. They walked outside along the path between buildings.

“Listen, I don’t want- I just wanted to say, like, I’m sorry if things got weird or whatever, but it just seemed like you were enjoying what I was doing and-”

“Would you stop? Just stop!” Amber turned on Emily. Amber’s eyes were wide, and her voice broken. “I’m not gay I’m not a lesbian. I’m not! I’m none of those things! Okay!”

“Amber, I never said you are, but you can like those things- you know, be attracted to women and not necessarily be a lesbian,” Emily said off to the side of the side walk.

“I’m not bi either, I’m nothing- I’m straight! I’m a straight Christian girl and you- you- you’re trying to make me gay.”

“Okay. Do you have a problem with gay people?” Emily asked.

“No, you know what I’m saying. It’s not my- my personal family and religion is against homosexual sex. I’m not but the religion is. You made me feel… I thought- I was just confused. It doesn’t matter just leave me alone, okay?” Amber stormed away, but Emily persisted trying to leave to conversation on good terms at the very least. “I’m serious just stay away!”

Emily stopped in the middle of the path and watched Amber stomp around the corner out of sight. Suddenly, the lightness of which she took their competition seemed juvenile. Emily couldn’t help but wonder when she had become such a bitch.


SARAH

TUESDAY

Working her shift tonight was annoying. Everything was annoying to Sarah. Especially Emily. She knew she meant well but Emily shouldn’t talk about something she knew nothing about.
 She doesn’t know Tabitha or what went down that night, why is she even talking about it?


Sarah shook her head and sighed. She sat alone outside the Katz Club on her stool and stared away in the parking lot. Alex, the piece of shit security guard who was supposed to be there with her called in sick today, so Sarah was on her own. It was okay. It was a slow night anyways and Sarah didn’t want to talk to anyone. She had taken her second final this morning. Spent most of the day locked in her room studying for her last two finals on tomorrow and Thursday.

Emily was right about Tabitha, but that’s not the point… Why the fuck did Tabitha flip out on me?

After Sarah had dragged Tabitha outside the house last Friday, they ran to her car. They had gotten to the sidewalk before Sarah realized that Tabitha was slapping Sarah’s arm and chest, screaming at her to let her go. When she did Tabitha exploded on Sarah. She cursed her for grabbing her, she cursed her for beating up Don like that. “Why’d you do that to him?! That wasn’t supposed to- I just wanted to go!” Tabitha had cried.

Sarah tried her best to reason with her, to get her in the car, but there was no reasoning. Tabitha ran away and turned the corner at the next intersection. Sarah turned around and saw Jessica running down the road the opposite way of her and quickly got in the car to go after her. When she made her U-turn, she saw a bloody Don stumble to the doorway to watch her drive away.

Tabitha didn’t show for work all weekend and didn’t reply to any of Sarah’s text messages which only pissed her off more. She fucking calls me to help her and we fucking save her life from that fucking garbage pile and Tabitha yells at me for doing it? Fuck that bitch…
 Sarah decided. Pulling out her phone she pulled up a text conversation with Jessica.

Sarah

‘Hey. Was just thinking about Friday.’

‘Don’t know if I told you or not, but thanks for what u did.’

‘I didn’t know Tabitha was going to be such a bitch afterwards.’

Jessica

‘You know I got your back, bitch’

Sarah smiled for the first time that day.

Sarah

‘I’ve just been so stressed out about the whole thing.’

Jessica

‘Have you heard from Tabitha since then?’

Sarah

‘Na, she no show at work.’

Jessica

‘Lmk if u do’

Sarah

‘You got it.’

Sarah tucked her hands into her hoody and lowered in her stool. She saw a car at the end of the parking lot pull in and do a lap around the building. It wasn’t until the car came around the other side of the building did Sarah see the beat-up white siding and realize whose car it was. The fluttering engine idled not far from Sarah. She stood up and instinctively backed away until her back touched the front door of the club. She couldn’t see through the tint of the Honda civics’ windows, but she knew without a doubt it was Don in the driver’s seat. After a minute passed, the car slowly left the parking lot but sped off as quick as it could once it got on the road.

“Fucking a,” Sarah mumbled to herself. she spent the last hours of the night on edge. She eyed every person and car who drove by the club suspiciously. But, thankfully, she never saw that car again.

It wasn’t until Sarah walked the last of the dancers to their cars that she became worried, again. There was someone waiting by the side of her car.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Sarah asked.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I-” Tabitha already had tears filled in her eyes before she even began.

“Your boyfriend
 was just driving through here; did he drop you off?” Sarah asked.

“What? When? Just now?” Tabitha ducked down and looked over her shoulder in every direction. “This was stupid, I just I- I- shouldn’t have come. I’m sorry.” Tabitha gathered her backpack and a small trash bag by the tire of the car. She made it a few feet away before Sarah called to her.

“Wait,” Sarah sighed. “Wait. What happened to you? What do you want?”

Tabitha slumped her shoulders as she shook her head. Her bags hung in her hands at her side as she looked like a defeated woman. “I’m sorry, I- just don’t know where to go. I’ve been at a motel all weekend. And when I had no more money I turned to a friend- or at least I thought he was a friend. He called Don and he’s been after me all night.”

Sarah thought about this as she looked around and noticed they were alone in a parking lot together. If he was still looking for her, she would be easy to spot and even easier to get to right now.


“I’m sorry,” Tabitha sniffled as she dried her eyes with the back of her hand. “I shouldn’t have come. My Mom is coming to town to pick me up Saturday morning- it’s the soonest she could come. I’m trying to just lay low until then. I- I just didn’t know where else to go.”

Sarah sighed and looked at her feet. She felt like she was going to regret what she said before she even said it. “Come on, get in the car. You can stay at my place tonight.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

SARAH AND TABITHA sat on opposite sides of the Sarah’s couch and watched TV. It was nothing in particular just whatever was on- some hour-long crime drama. Something to give some background noise. Sarah had made both of them a frozen dinner which was honestly about 70% of her diet. Sarah ate a lasagna meal while Tabitha picked over a Mac and cheese bowl.

Sarah had noticed how pale and frail Tabitha had seemed in the parking lot, but it wasn’t until she was indoors that she realized just how uncomfortable she appeared. “Do you have any aspirin?” Tabitha asked.

“Yeah,” said Sarah as she placed her plate in the trash, got the bottle of aspirin, and grabbed another bottle of water for Tabitha as she had already finished her first.

“Thanks,” she said.

“Has it been a while since you used?”

Tabitha gave Sarah a worried look. Like she was being interrogated by the police. Sarah held up her hand, “no judgement. Just asking.”

Tabitha swallowed the pills and chased it with some water. “Not since last Wednesday in the bathroom, actually.”

“Oh?”

“That’s actually what the fight was about Friday between Don and me,” Tabitha shook her head. “He stole my tips from the night before. Said it was advance payment for my next hit. Anyways, I was trying to quit- which is like a weekly thing for me, and told him I didn’t want any and I wanted my money back and then… you know…”

Sarah nodded understandingly. “Has he done that before? Attack you, I mean?”

Tabitha half shrugged as she brushed around the Mac and cheese that was left in the bowl. “Sometimes…”

“Why don’t you leave?” Sarah asked, genuinely interested. She had many classes on criminal justice and domestic violence came up often. But always from a historical or procedural approach. She had never known anyone involved in that situation before until now.

“I don’t know… I guess I’m pretty stupid, huh?” Tabitha sniffed and brushed a tear from the corner of her eye with her thumb. When Sarah didn’t say anything, Tabitha continued. “I guess… you’re with someone for so long, you remember the beginning and all the good parts, and you think that this is like, just a phase. Like, I remember when we first started dating 
4 years ago- god, it’s so long ago, he would buy me flowers every single Friday. Every single Friday. For like 6 months. You know, at first it was just a couple roses, then it would be lilacs and other colors… I mean, I just thought like, he was the one.”

Sarah nodded and could see it clearly now. Not that she would ever let a man- or woman, hit her in a relationship. But she could see how you are with someone so long that you plan your life around them. They become a part of you. So much so that you can’t imagine your life without them for better or worse.

Tabitha sniffled more and wiped continuously at her eyes. With her legs tucked to her chest and a blanket wrapped up to her neck, she looked so much like a child. “And after Friday. I just- he never went that far before, you know? That’s why I called you. I thought I could just sneak out without him noticing. I was still thinking about going back to him when he sobered up. That why I was so upset-”

The tears streamed down Tabitha’s cheeks in a constant flow. There was no stopping them. She hid her face for a long moment in her hands and Sarah’s heart broke for her. It was as if she had been living a fantasy for so many years and now the curtain was just torn away to reveal her life. Sarah scooted closer to her and rubbed her shoulder as if to say it was okay.

“I just wanted to say I’m sorry about all of it. I should have never called you or-”

“No, no, shhh…” Sarah embraced Tabitha in a hug and felt her squeeze back tightly. “We’re glad we were there. Jessica too. She was happy to help you out of that.”

Tabitha shook and cried for several minutes. Sarah felt the shoulder of her shirt dampen from her tears but thought nothing of it. Eventually, Tabitha released her and used her own shirt to wipe the remaining tears.

“Was Jessica the girl who kicked Don’s ass that night?” Tabitha asked after taking a deep breath.

Sarah chuckled as she moved back to her side of the couch. “Yeah, that’s her.”

“I’ve never seen a woman that strong. Don’s a big dude, too.”

“Yeah, she’s a strong lady,” Sarah said feeling the tinge of jealousy at Tabitha’s admiration of Jessica.

“Well, tell her thank you and I’m sorry for all this the next time you see her,” Tabitha said with a sight.

“Will do,” Sarah said curtly. “Um… if you want to stand up a sec, I’ve got sheets and pillows in my closet. I can make up a half way decent bed on this couch for ya.”

Tabitha smiled and nodded politely. She seemed caught off guard by the offer. The attraction Sarah had for Tabitha was still there and in fact it felt stronger than ever. She knew she could easily offer to share her bed with Tabitha but it felt wrong now. Taking advantage of someone who had already been taken advantage of for so many years.

“I really appreciate this,” Tabitha said as she stood.

“Don’t mention it.”


CHAPTER NINETEEN

SARAH PULLED THE covers around her shoulders as she turned in her bed. She never felt like this before. It was an excited swirl in her chest. Like a tornado fluttered about lifting everything inside of her and it felt like it never would set down again. She refused to admit she had feelings for this stripper. Sure, Sarah has had plenty of relationships over the years. She had known she was a lesbian since she was 13 years old. She had two long term relationships with women before she turned 18 and came out to her parents. They disowned her as she knew they would.


Apparently, the church’s rules were more important than their daughter.
 What really upset Sarah, and she knew this was silly, because its not like it would have made any difference, was that when she came out her parents never even tried to convince her she wasn’t gay. They didn’t argue with her, they didn’t yell at her, they just simply nodded as they always did while sat slumped in front of their big screen tv and said, “well, if that’s what you choose to be…”

They didn’t speak for several days until her mother told her as long as she was a homo she wasn’t welcome in that house. Sarah had packed her bag for college already. She had cried her tears and knew the outcome long before actually telling her parents. And since then she had other girlfriends, but something about Tabitha made her feel… different.

The bed shook slightly and Sarah looked over her shoulder to see Tabitha crawling into the bed and under the covers. She was being careful trying not to disturb Sarah and made a face when she saw that she had. “Sorry,” Tabitha whispered. “I didn’t want to wake you. The couch had a bar in it. I couldn’t get to sleep.”

“It’s okay,” Sarah whispered back. She didn’t want to make Tabitha uncomfortable considering last week she basically blackmailed her into sex, so Sarah turned back to her side of the bed with her butt facing Tabitha.

Sarah’s heart thudded in her chest and she worried Tabitha would hear it. She took a deep breath and exhaled silently through her lips. She felt a brush of Tabitha’s foot against her’s and heat swelled to her chest and face. Sarah considered leaving the bed entirely and going to take the couch herself.


This was absurd,
 Sarah thought. Especially considering how she normally would act. This was a perfect opportunity! She’s basically begging me to make a move on her. She owes me anyways after everything I’ve done for her.
 But no matter how loudly her thoughts shouted at her to make a move, a twist pinch in her chest 
refused to let her do it. No matter how logical it seemed or what she normally would with any other person- it didn’t matter. Tabitha was different.

Sarah must have fallen asleep but she didn’t know this of course. To her she was lost in her dreams and relaxing deep breaths of rest when things began to stir. A warmth seemed to grow from her hips to her chest like she was lying in the warm crisp sand on the beach letting the sun toast her skin slightly. She bit her lip as she felt her nipples harden and her favorite characters of her dreams move closer to her. The pressure moved down her body until Sarah felt her legs spread and the warmth consume her sex. Moving her lips this way and that, brushing her clit and then…

Sarah awoke out of breath. Her chest raised and lowered quickly and she felt a heavy blanket around her hips. But when the fingers slid around in a wide circle over her clit Sarah realized it was not a blanket. It was Tabitha’s arm. Her body spooned Sarah’s as Tabitha’s arm reach around her hips and slowly fingered her sex over her panties.

It was like waking up in the middle of an orgasm for Sarah. She had felt nothing like it before. Her head swoon as the blood rushed to it. Her whole body writhed as she mouthed wordless moans. When Tabitha felt Sarah was awake, her body pressed against the back of Sarah and Sarah instinctively pushed back. Her ass forming against the groove of Tabitha’s sex and wiggling deeper into the crevasse.

Tabitha kissed and licked on Sarah’s neck coming down from her ear down the length of her neck to her shoulder. “Ohhh yes I… ahh my…” Sarah moaned breathlessly as her hand reached behind her head and cupped the back of Tabitha’s, holding her tight to her. Sarah spread her legs for her and felt Tabitha’s fingers push inside her panties. “Ohgod yes… ohmy- fuck!”

Sarah felt pleasure like she never had before. Her moist clit being swirled circles a by Tabitha’s fingers over and over again. The sheets became twisted in her legs as she kicked around. Sarah’s hips began to buck uncontrollably as the orgasm peaked and her entire body went rigid and seized. “Oh god! Yess!” Sarah cried out as the blinding orgasm over took her. When the feeling subsided and Sarah came back to her senses Sarah felt Tabitha still behind her holding her.

No words were spoken between them. They laid there in silence as they both gathered their breath. Part of Sarah wanted to reciprocate what she was given but the other part of her knew how awkward and uncomfortable Tabitha was when she did last time. Instead she stayed where she was. Her lying on her side and Tabitha spooned behind her with her arm wrapped around Sarah’s waist. This time Sarah lied awake doing her best to remember how comfortable this position was, lying in Tabitha’s arms. She was okay with staying awake as long as the moment allowed her to.


JESSICA

WEDNESDAY

Jessica went for a long hike before heading to the gym today. The outdoors was her favorite place to be. It helped her clear her head and the fresh air rejuvenated her like nothing else. It took a lot of convincing on Emily’s part when she had graduated from high school to go to college with her. Jessica was two grades ahead and after graduating high school while Emily was still a sophomore had spent the next two years traveling the country and doing different od jobs outside.

She had never planned on attending college especially since fun for her had been simple and cheap things like rock climbing, hiking, camping, white water rafting… she figured any job she’d get from a college education would only lock her in some gray office for 8 hours a day where they’d make her wear a dress or a suit. That sounded horrendous.

It was Emily that opened her eyes to the other majors like zoology, animal husbandry, and forestry, the last of which ended up becoming Jessica’s major. Jessica’s final demand to agreeing to go to college with Emily was that it was somewhere in Colorado. She figured worse comes to worse, if she hated college at least she could be high the entire time. But now here she was. Only two finals away from graduating with a Bachelor’s of Arts in Forestry. If only any of my stupid mothers could see me now…


Jessica went through teaching the kids class same as usual. It was mostly about burning off their energy than really teaching them anything. If you could get them to stand still for five minutes it was considered a success. When class ended the kids went nuts playing on the heavy bags as they always did. But this time it was Rose who sought Jessica out.

“Nathan did great today,” Jessica smiled casually.

“Good good,” Rose smiled as she rubbed her hands together nervously. “How’re you?”

“I’m good, finals week in college.”

“Oh right, yes,” a sheepish look came over Rose’s face like she just remembered Jessica was still a college girl.
 Rose moved a little close and spoke in a whisper. “About the other night. Everything is fine by the way. He didn’t know anything.”

Jessica just nodded and smiled. She didn’t like thinking about her husband and tried not to. The more she thought about it the more Jessica felt guilty of seducing Rose in the first place.

“In fact, he said he noticed how much more at ease I had been around the house this 
past week. He said he wouldn’t if I went out with friends tonight for a friend’s birthday celebration.” Rose said as she tapped a small white hotel room key against her other palm.

“Oh, really? Tonight?”

“Sure, yeah… are you interested in… coming out with us?” Rose said with an excited smile.

Jessica hesitated more than she would have a few years ago. But then again a few years ago she was stoned most days. Jessica bit her lip and allowed a smile to enter the corner of her lips. “Okay, maybe for one drink.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

JESSICA SLID HER hand down the rear of Rose’s ass cheeks as she stayed on her hands and knees on the bed. Her fingers rubbed down between her thighs and back up to Rose’s pussy lips. Her fingers gently parted her lips as Jessica’s middle finger traced from top to bottom over and over.

“Ohhhh…” Rose cooed. Jessica slapped Rose’s ass making her jump and then giggled. “Mmmm yesss…”

Jessica had gone home to change after MMA class. Nothing fancy just a t-shirt and jeans. Rose dropped off her son at home and texted Jessica the address and room number for the hotel. By the time Jessica got to the hotel and opened the door to the room with her key card, Rose was already naked on the bed.

Jessica’s other hand slid up the small of Rose’s back feeling the goosebumps as she went and gripped her shoulder as she plunged her middle finger inside of her. Rose’s warm and went pussy lip engulfing her finger as she entered her. “Mmahhh! Yes, mmm…” Rose cheered.

“You want more?” Jessica asked her older counter part. She felt strange having such dominance over this older and more mature person.

“Oh, yes, please,” Rose begged. “Please, take me. Take me!”

With two fingers pressing inside of her Rose, Jessica began to pump her pussy using her whole arm. Rose’s ass slightly bouncing back with every thrust of Jessica’s fingers. “Oh fuck, yes. Fuck me…” Rose whined. Her pants became ragged as she rocked on all four. The small light left on in the bathroom the only thing that casted shadows across her gorgeous curvy body.

Jessica brought her hand up to Rose’s hair and grabbed a fistful of it, jerking her head back as she continued to finger her pussy. “Ahhhh yes!” Rose screamed with her head torqued back by her hair. The juices slicked Jessica’s fingers as she pumped her pussy. She could hear the juices as she finger fucked her from behind.

“Oh Jesus, I’m so fucking wet!” Rose moaned. “You have your dirty fucking milf slut so fucking wet. I’m- ahhhhh! I’m so fucking close!”

Jessica’s thumb rubbed between Rose’s ass cheeks and reamed her asshole while she continued to finger her pussy. When Jessica pressed the tip of her thumb inside her asshole, Rose’s ragged breaths went wild and her moans almost animalistic. “Ohhh shittt! I’m cumming! I’m- I’m cumming!”

Rose’s face went low pressing into the bed while her ass stayed high, sticking up in the air. Her fat butt cheeks bouncing and jiggling in the air as her thighs trembled and her screams crescendoed. Jessica refused to stop fingering her, even after her body relaxed. Instead she fingered her harder and faster.

“Oh, no, no no! Ahhh!” Rose squirmed beneath her grip. Rose’s body flattening to the bed to release the tension but Jessica wouldn’t relent. Her fingers fucked Rose’s pussy into the bed as she squealed. Beads of sweat formed on Jessica’s brow but she pumped harder until Rose went silent, not even to making a sound to breathe. Seconds passed with the only sound in the hotel room being the squishing sound of her fingers pumping this milf’s juicy pussy before Rose curled into the bed and released a scream. “Oooohh my fucking god! I’m cumming I’m cumm- I’m ahhh!” Rose’s fists balled up the sheets from the bed top and she turned.

Jessica turned her body with Rose’s to keep an angle with Jessica as she fingered her. She barely could get her fingers inside her tight pussy with how hard her thighs were clamped together. And suddenly her fingers splashed against Rose’s pussy and she squirted into Jessica’s hand and all over the corner of the bed.

“Oh my god… oh my…. Mmmm…” Rose hummed as she laid on the bed twitching for several seconds. Jessica petted her wet hand over Rose’s ass and lower back as Rose struggled put words together.

Pulling on Rose’s hips, Jessica turned her over on to her back and watched her heavy milf breasts sway on her chest. Her thighs fidgeted and strained to stay shut but slowly Jessica managed to pull open Rose’s thighs. Cupping Rose’s breasts she lowered her lips to her nipples. Take turns of wrapping her lips around each one of them and suckling at them. Rose cupped the back of Jessica’s head to her breast like a mother would. Jessica’s hands rubbed at her sides as she laid between her thighs.

“Ohmmm, god yes…” Rose moaned as Jessica began kissing down her center to her stomach and lower. When Jessica’s tongue reached Rose’s waist line, just above her wet, pussy lips, Jessica straightened and looked down on her cougar lover.

Taking her time, Jessica undressed and removed all of her clothes and revealing her firm but curvy figure to Rose. When Rose saw her bare breasts and shaved pussy lips, she purred a smile and petted at Jessica’s bare legs. She sat up to briefly kiss and lick at Jessica’s nipples but was quickly pressed back down to her back side.

Jessica pushed Rose’s thighs wider as she lowered her face and felt the heat radiating from her wet sex. Carefully, Jessica pushed her tongue out and let the tip of it brush up the slit of Rose’s slit. Tasting how electrifying she was from bottom to top. Jessica pierced Rose’s lips with her tongue and made a long lap inside her pussy. “Oh my god…” Rose sighed. “Yes… lick that pussy. Lick your
 pussy. Ahhh… mmm… yes, that’s your pussy!”

As Jessica’s fingers pressed into the inside of Rose’s thighs she pressed her tongue deeper into her pussy. Allowing her tongue to be surrounded by Rose’s electrifying taste. She hummed and moaned as her tongue made long and repeated laps of Rose’s pussy. Her lips burying into her pussy lips. Jessica felt the juices flow and wet her lips and cheeks. She listened to the muffled moans of Rose as her thighs fought not to clamp around Jessica’s face.

“Oh my god!” Rose forced. “I’m- Jesus Christ! Yes, yes, eat that pussy, baby. Eat mommy’s pussy- oh fuck!”

Jessica slid her left hand around the outside of her thigh and groped and fondled Rose’s thick mature breast. Squeezing and pinching her nipple, Rose trembled. Pulling and twisting, she cried out, “Oh yes, make me cum, make me ahhh!”

Jessica’s other hand dropped to Rose’s drenched cunt. Her lips wrapped around her clit with her tongue flicking back and forth on the sensitive numb. Jessica’s two fingers shoved inside Rose’s pussy, making it squish as she did and Rose scream louder than ever.

“Ah! Ah! Ahhmygodimgunnacum! I’m- I’m- Ahhhhh Fuck!” Rose’s hips trembled then shook violently as her thighs clapped around Jessica’s face. Jessica gripped her hips and held her in place as best she could but kept her lips glued to her pussy so she could taste her as she came over her face.

When the tension released from Rose’s legs, Jessica gave gentle kisses up Rose’s body and around her nipples. At Rose’s mouth she kissed her and Rose kissed back. She loved the way Rose kissed her. It was ravenous and immediate. Her tongue intertwined with Jessica’s as their bodies rubbed against another. Rose broke the kiss to lick and kiss down Jessica’s neck and cheek, devouring all of her cum that remained.

Jessica stood and looked down at her lover, “stay,” she said. Rose had a hooked smirk on her cheek as she laid back down on the bed. Jessica walked back to the foot of the bed and picked up her jeans from the floor.

“You’re leaving already?” Rose asked.

Jessica pulled her cellphone out of one of the pockets and shook it in her hand for Rose to see. “Not yet. I just want to have something to remember this night for later.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

“MMMM…” ROSE HUMMED a high pitched approval as she curled a cute pose for Jessica, pressing her breasts together with her arms. Jessica turned on the video record and videoed Rose for a moment before propping the phone up against night lamp. Brushing her finger tips from Rose’s sex to her breasts, she gave her one final kiss before climbing on top of her. Straddling Rose’s she carefully scooped all of Rose’s hair into a pony tail so her knees wouldn’t press on it as they went down on either side of her head.

The wide eyed wondrous look in Rose’s eyes was exciting and sent butterflies fluttering into Jessica’s stomach in excitement. Holding Rose’s ponytail in one hand and with her face positioned perfectly between Jessica’s thighs, she slowly lowered her pussy onto Rose’s awaiting tongue. The first long lick of her pussy gave Jessica vertigo and made her bite her own lip. Sitting deeper and spreading her legs wider Jessica could feel Rose’s timid tongue make conservative laps at her most lips. Barely penetrating her pussy lips, Rose’s tongue lingered teasing her sex back and forth.

Jessica hated being teased… Pulling up on Rose’s ponytail she felt her tongue push deep inside her and her lips cover her pussy lips. “Mmmm…” Jessica moaned. After a few minutes of assistance from Jessica, Rose took the initiative and began her assault on Jessica’s sex. Her tongue fucking her pussy faster and deeper as her hands reached around over top of Jessica’s thighs to rub her clit.

“Mmmm fuck… yes… that’s it… right there…” Jessica directed and Rose obliged. Jessica’s hips moved on their own now, grinding into Rose’s lips. Jessica cupped her breasts pressing them together and pinching her nipples. She did her best not to cry out but the pleasure she felt was nearly too much. She was panting like a dog and with every exhale a small squeal escaped despite herself.

Rose was whipping her face back and forth, spreading Jessica’s wet lips as she tongued deeper. Her fingers vibrated on Jessica’s clit. The feeling it sent through Jessica made her freeze while on fire. “Oh god… oh yeah… Yes…” Jessica made a pained face as she leaned deeper into Rose’s tongue and felt her licking deeper inside her. “Ohfuck!”

One of Jessica’s hand gripped the headboard of the bed while the other grabbed a fistful of Rose’s hair, holding her to her pussy. “Ah- ah- ahhhgah!” Jessica screamed as she felt a wave of an orgasm explode from her. Every muscle in her body flexed as she pressed her pussy down on Rose. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as a wave of light headedness over took her. By the time relaxed enough for Jessica to breathe again, panic 
over took as she realized she had been smothering Rose’s face with her pussy.

Quickly, Jessica raised a knee and backed off of Rose who took a deep breath but was still smiling and mid giggle where she laid. Jessica laughed with her and released a sigh of relief. Falling to the bed beside Rose, they laid there for a long time catching their breath. Rose curled up beside Jessica, resting her head on Jessica’s arm while tucking her leg over Jessica’s.

They stayed there for over an hour just enjoying the moment. They hadn’t discussed the future of this peculiar affair, but something in between them seemed understood that this might be as far as the took it. It was a moment of pleasure for the both of them in a time when they needed it. Or so Jessica thought.

Who knows, it’s not like I’ll never see her again. Her son’s next class is Friday.


SARAH

THURSDAY

Jessica

‘Getting pumped for this trip!’

Emily

‘Omg! Me too!’

‘Just bought a new bathing suit’

‘It might be my sluttiest one yet lol’

Sarah

‘Lol’

‘I’m excited’

‘Listen. Just a heads up.’

‘That girl from last Friday, Tabitha. She’s staying with me rn. Long story short she just needs a place to stay. Her mom’s picking her up Saturday morning and she’s going back home with her.’

Jessica

‘K’

‘She alright?’

Sarah

‘Yeah she’s fine, and she says thanks for what you did last Friday.’

Emily

‘What time is her mom picking her up?’

Sarah

‘6am. Before we leave for the airport.’

Emily

‘Okay. Just be careful.’

‘I saw a beat up looking white car driving around the parking lot for like, 10 minutes last night’

Jessica

‘Was it a Honda Civic? 4 donuts 4 tires?’

‘Cause that’s what was parked at Don’s house.’

Emily

‘Idk but it was creepin 4sure.’

Sarah

‘Okay, ill be careful.’

It was late, but she knew they would all be awake during final’s week. Sarah was careful what she wrote to Emily just as Emily was careful what she texted back. They both knew each other well enough to know how each other felt about the whole situation but neither wanted to start a fight or piss the other off. Sarah didn’t like to be managed or mothered which was Emily’s self appointed roll. She knew she meant well and occasionally that level of caring was comforting but overall Sarah was an adult and wanted to be treated as one.

Sarah tossed her phone on the night stand and sighed. She felt like she was doing the right thing for Tabitha and it felt… good. But it was a lie to tell herself that she didn’t have some feelings involved.

“Is that yours or did your work give it to you?” Tabitha caught Sarah in a stare at her night stand.

“Huh? What do you mean?” Sarah shook the webs from her thoughts.

“Last night I turned to put my glasses in the night stand out of habit and saw your gun in there- I didn’t touch it or anything.”

“It’s mine,” Sarah smiled. “I bought it for protection, and practice.”

“Practice?”

“I’m trying to be police,” Sarah said. “Actually waiting to hear back from San Francisco Police Department right now.”

“Oh,” Tabitha looked down at her feet as she stood in the doorway. Sarah could tell she was feeling guilty and embarrassed about her drug use. They hadn’t talked about her drug use much just like they hadn’t talked about how Tabitha had fingered Sarah the other night. It was an unspoken thing between them that just hung there. “Now I feel like a dick about the coke.”

“Your clean aren’t you?” Sarah offered.

“One week today. Longest I’ve been in a long time.” Tabitha said proudly. Sarah had noticed Tabitha did look better. She wasn’t as pale and she seemed to have more energy. “Why San Francisco, though?”

“My friend Jessica- the one from Friday? She’s got some interviews over there after schools done. Same with my other friend, Emily.”

“You guys are pretty tight, huh? I’ve never had friends like that,” Tabitha said sitting on the edge of the bed opposite to Sarah.

“We’ve just all… been through a lot, I guess.”

“Yeah…” Tabitha said looking at her legs. She wore a pair of her red short shorts and a white athletic top. Sarah was still wearing her security hoody and jeans from work. on Sunday through Wednesday she only worked a half shift and the bouncers closed the business down at night. She needed a shower and go to bed. Her second to last exam was in the morning. Sarah started to get up and was stopped when Tabitha spoke again, “about the other night. In here, I mean.”

“Listen, you don’t need to feel obligated.” Sarah started then shook her head. “Last week was last week. Let’s you know…”

“I like you,” Tabitha blurted out.

“You don’t have to- I know things got weird last week in the club bathroom for us,” Sarah said. “But you don’t have to- I’m not doing this for you because of that. You have no obligation-“

“I know, I know…” Tabitha said. “But I still like you. I like you a lot. And I don’t know what it means. I don’t know if that means I’m, like, a lesbian or what but… I like you, I can’t stop thinking about you, and I just wanted to say it,” Tabitha sighed.

Sarah was silent for several moments. She felt the twist in her stomach and wanted to run away. She almost did run away. But then she remembered she was in her own apartment. “I like you, too,” Sarah finally admitted as if it was more of a question than anything else.

“So what does that mean? I mean, like…” Tabitha let her fingers fidget with the sheets in front of her.

Sarah took a deep breath and walked around the bed where Tabitha sat. Standing in front of her she slowly reached out cupped her cheek with one hand and Tabitha pushed her cheek into her hand as she closed her eyes. Sarah bent down and kissed Tabitha for the first time in such a gentle and passionate manner and she felt Tabitha kiss back.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

SARAH HAD PLANNED on just a single kiss, but Tabitha pulled on Sarah’s hips and Sarah eased herself onto Tabitha on the bed. Their kiss was slow and deep. Each of them enjoying the moment as their tongues explored another and their hands rubbed each other.

Sarah broke from the kiss and Tabitha was already helping her pull her hoody off of her head. Sarah’s shirt went with it and Tabitha’s eyes ignited as she started kissing and sucking on her breasts before Sarah could toss her hoody to the floor. “Ahhh…” Sarah gasped as she fell backwards on the bed and Tabitha crawled on top of her. Tabitha’s tongue felt warm on on her nipple. Every lick sent a warm shiver down her spine.

It was heaven to be on her back as Tabitha’s hands rubbed her body, but Sarah needed more she needed to feel Tabitha. She needed to feel inside her. Sarah’s hand rubbed her inner thigh. Her fingers picking at the leg hole of her shorts until she managed to work a finger inside. Instantly, she could feel Tabitha’s slick bulging pussy lips ripe for her touch. Sarah ran her middle finger from the base of her pussy to the top and heard Tabitha purr on her breast.

When Sarah slipped a single finger deep inside her pussy, Tabitha gasped straightening from Sarah’s breast to show the look of shock on her face. The look lingered and Sarah loved it as she pumped her finger in and out of her pussy over and over. It was Sarah’s turn to put Tabitha on her back. She cupped the back of Tabitha’s neck as she pushed her tongue inside inside her mouth and crawled between her thighs. They kissed hard and ravenously. Not able to get enough of each other.

When Sarah started fingering Tabitha harder and with two fingers, Tabitha started to bounce and shake on her back on the bed. Her large perky breasts bounced freely under her white shirt with no bra to hold them in place. Sarah slid her hand down to her chest and felt how hard her nipples were as they pushed through her thing shirt. “Oh god… oh my god…” Tabitha cooed.

Sarah could feel Tabitha’s hand struggling to push inside her jeans and Sarah quickly unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them off her legs. Tabitha did the same, sliding her now wet shorts down her thighs. As Sarah’s fingers fell to Tabitha’s sex, Tabitha reached forward and slid two fingers inside of Sarah’s pussy. Sarah was panting before her kiss could plant on Tabitha’s lips. While Sarah’s fingers teased and lingered spreading Tabitha’s juices about her lips, Tabitha finger fucked Sarah firmly and hard sending guttural groans escaping her lips.

“Oh fuck! Oh my- Fuck!” Sarah grunted. Tabitha planted wet kisses on Sarah’s cheek 
and neck. Her fingers became more forceful as they penetrated Sarah’s cunt. Tabitha scooted her but lower to get a better angle. “Ahhh! Yes- ohhh…”

Tabitha’s forearm flexed as she fucked up into Sarah’s pussy harder and harder. Sarah’s abdominal muscles went dystonic and her eyes pinched shut as she felt the massive orgasm over take her. Her thighs trembled as she squirted on Tabitha’s hand and screamed. “Oh god yes! Ahmmm…”

The feeling inside Sarah’s chest consumed her, begged her for more. She dove for Tabitha and kissed her as if she was suffocating and Tabitha’s lips were her oxygen. Gasping for air, Sarah moaned into Tabitha as they kissed hard and cupped at each other faces and bodies.

Sarah moved her jittery legs so she was straddling Tabitha’s thigh. Her lead fingers made wet circles on Tabitha’s clit. Over and over and over. Tabitha’s breathless moans escaped her mouth. “Oh my god, oh my god…”

Sarah slid her drenched pussy lips and pressed them on Tabitha’s clit, replacing her fingers, and slowly grinded her pussy back and forth on her lips. She was careful to slide them right on each other. “Hmmmm!” Sarah let loose a high pitched hum as her pussy was still electric from her last orgasm. Rubbing her lips across Tabitha’s sent shiver’s down her body.

“Oh fuck… fuck…” Tabitha mouthed between kisses. Sarah bucked her hips faster as she grabbed at Tabitha’s leg in the air. It was Sarah’s turn to kiss at Tabitha’s neck. Sarah grabbed at her hair, pulling Tabitha’s head back as Sarah sucked on her neck below her ear. “Oh, fuck me! Fuck me!” Tabitha cried out between gasping breaths.

Sarah made long hard drags of her hips on Tabitha’s pussy. Her abs flexed as she grinded harder and faster. Tabitha’s body flexed and went rigid as she cried out, “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Oh god!”

Tabitha’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as her arms and legs closed in on her body. The violent shutter that went through her body was followed by a long deep breath and panting. “Oh my god oh my god…”

Tabitha’s eyes met Sarah’s as Sarah pulled her in tight for long and passionate kiss. They rolled around in the bed, sweaty and panting, but the refused to let the moment go. They kissed and let the world around them melt away, if just for a night.


EMILY

“MA’AM, WHEN YOU get a sec, could I get another coke?” The larger man asked.

“Absolutely, you guys enjoy,” Emily said with a wide smile. She had to flex her jaw some because she wasn’t used to smiling so much in her daily life. It made it hard to fake it while at work. She had worked at John’s bar and grill for nearly two years now. It was a stupid server job but it paid what bills she had, and the tips from the bar were always good.

Emily went to the back counter and fished a clean glass from the drying rack. While she finished drying it and filled it with ice and coke, she pulled her phone out of her pocket to check her texts.

Sarah

‘Fucking bitches! I got it! I got it!!!!!!!!’

‘Im gunna be POlice’

An even wider smile beamed across Emily’s mouth as she jumped up and down as discretely as possible. She was so happy for Sarah, she knew how badly she wanted to get into the San Diego Police Academy. It was a life long goal that she had worked towards.

Jessica

‘Stfu! Get out of here!’

‘Fuck yeah!’

Sarah

‘I know! I know! I just got off the phone with them, I start June 1!’

Emily

‘OMG OMG! I’m sooo happy for you!!!!!’

‘We are getting so drunk the first night in the Bahamas! Lol’

Sarah

‘LOL’

‘Thank you! It feels like I can finally breathe again!’

‘Like this was all for something at least.’

‘Jess have you heard back from any of your interviews?’

Jessica

‘I got an offer from the national park service last week. Mendocino.’

Emily

‘WTF! Congratulations!!!!’

Sarah

‘Wth why didn’t you say anything!’

Jessica

‘I wanted to make sure you got your san Fransisco job first.’

Emily

‘You lying bitch lol omg im crying!’

Emily took a deep breath she was so happy for them she wanted to scream. She beat the tears from leaving her tear duct as she wiped at them with her knuckle. She couldn’t wait to see her friends tonight, she wanted to give them the biggest hug ever.

Sarah

‘That’s so awesome! Ahhhh!!’

‘Em its on you now. You HAVE to find a job in San Fran now, at least in a city on the outskirts, cuz god knows I can’t afford to live in the city.’

Emily

‘Okay okay! Haha Ive got some things in the works I’ll tell you guys about them tonight!’

“Emily,” Evan’s voice crackled behind her. Emily quickly shoved her phone in her pocket and picked up the glass of coke. “No texting at work, I don’t know how many times I have to tell you this.”

“Yup,” Emily rolled her eyes and walked back to the only table she had. “Here you go, sir, everything tasting good?”

“Yup great, thanks,” the man replied.

“Good, I’m going on break for just a minute, but Patricia right over there will finish up with ya, okay?”

Emily nodded at Patricia and back at her table and Patricia gave her a thumbs up. The place was slow for a friday night. Most the college kids already gone for spring break. She went towards the back break room aka the kitchen so she could text but was abruptly stopped.

“Whao sorry- Amber?” Emily realized who it was she walked into. “I’m sorry, I just didn’t expect to see you.”

“Yeah, sorry, um- can we talk somewhere? Somewhere private?” Amber asked sheepishly.

“Sure,” Emily took her into the manager’s office that no one except really the GM used. Amber saw Emily lock the door handle behind them even though Emily knew the lock didn’t work on that door. She did it more out of habit. “Look, I’m really sorry-”

Emily turned around and was met by Amber’s lips pressing on hers. Amber pressed Emily back into the door and kissed her hard. Emily was shocked and wide eyed, but as she felt Amber’s hands grope at her breasts and her knee push between her thighs, Emily began to give into the feeling and ignore her surprise. Just as she began to kiss back is when Amber pulled away.

“I’m not gay,” Amber said, peculiarly. “Or a lesbian, or anything…”

Emily tried to hide the confusion in her face and after a moment of silence she simply just said, “okay.”

After a brief pause, Amber lunged back at Emily and kissed her again. Amber had slid her hand into Emily’s jeans and could already feel her prodding at her pussy lips. Emily moaned and slid her hand down the rear of Amber’s ass and felt she was wearing a loose skirt. Her fingers came up to feel the curve of her plump ass and she squeezed it. She could feel Amber’s breath catch in her throat when she did that.

Amber went on her toes as Emily slid her finger between her thighs to find that Amber wasn’t wearing any panties. Her fingers slipped between her moist lips like she was pushing into arm pudding. Amber broke the kiss to let out a moan that she muffled on Emily’s shoulder. This only pushed Emily further. Jetting her fingers in and out of Amber’s pussy, Amber went silent as she was fingered by Emily.

Emily couldn’t believe how gushing wet Amber’s pussy was. She was dripping down Emily’s hand with every thrust of her fingers up into her. Amber must have struggled all week with doing this. How many days and nights had she lied awake thinking and dreaming of being with me again? How many times had she touched herself before working up the nerve to confront me?


Emily pushed inside so almost three fingers were fucking Amber. She dripped so much that her juices ran down her thigh. Amber bit Emily’s shoulder and screamed as she came hard. But Emily wasn’t done. She pushed Amber backwards until she was sitting on the 
manager’s desk. Emily was taking off her shirt and amber was helping. She wanted Emily as much as Emily wanted Amber. With Emily’s shirt off, Amber undid Emily’s pants and slid them down.

That was the moment Emily heard the fake lock on the door pop and turned to see her manager, Evan walk inside.

“What the hell is going on here?” Evan demanded.


SARAH

“IS YOUR MOM… nice?” Sarah asked as she folded clothing to put inside her luggage.

Tabitha giggled. She was shirtless and only wearing a bra as she folded her freshly laundered clothes. She made a small pile out of what few items she had and stuffed them inside her backpack. “She’s… a good mother. She’s kind of much.”

“What do you mean? Much
?”

“Umm… like, have you heard what a Karen is?”


Sarah laughed, “your mom’s a Karen?”

“I mean now that I’m 26 it seems like a stupid reason to leave home, but when you’re 18 and your mom wants to control every part of your life. I just wanted do the opposite. She’s a good mom, though.”

Sarah nodded. “So what’s your plan when you get home?”

Tabitha grabbed her last dried shirt and put it on, “I don’t know… get a job, get my life together.”

“You think you’ll ever come back?”

Tabitha thought about it for a long minute as she zipped her backpack shut. “I don’t know, maybe for a visit.” She gave a smile to Sarah. “My parents live only 2 hours away. Nothings stopping you from visiting me either.”

Sarah smiled as she put a stack of clothes inside her luggage.

“That is if your not off traveling the world,” Tabitha smirked. “Still super jealous. You’re going to be tanner than me when you get back.”

“I doubt it. I rarely tan. I typically just burn.”

“Well, I wish I could burn with you. Do you need this to go out?” Tabitha asked pointing towards the two full trash bag sitting near the door.

“Oh, yeah, but don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of it.”

Tabitha smiled sliding her shoes on. “Gotta earn my keep somehow.” Tabitha winked at Sarah as she took the two trash bags outside. Sarah smiled and then faulted herself for smiling dumbly in the empty apartment. She enjoyed the company of Tabitha more than most, more than many of her friends, which concerned her. You’re not falling for a fucking straight, stripper, who’s recovering for a coke addiction, Sarah. You’re not letting this happen.


Sarah zipped up her luggage from the coffee table and rolled it away beside the front door. She double checked her passport and wallet were in her backpack that was already 
beside the door.

Sarah sighed staring at her luggage. No matter how hard she tried to think of her trip all she could think of was Tabitha.

The door exploded open then nearly smacking Sarah in the face. Tabitha ran inside and slammed the door shut behind her, locking the bolt in place.

“Tabitha! What-” Sarah started.

“He’s here! He- Don!” The panic in her eyes was palpable as she took Sarah’s hands and led her away from the door. “Run we have to-”

The thud on the door turned into a massive crash with chipped wood tumbling into the living room. Don stood in the door with a shiny aluminum baseball bat in hand after having just kicked in the front door. The panic filled Sarah just as it had Tabitha. Don ran towards Tabitha who tried to run down the hallway to the bedroom. He grabbed by the loose strands of her hand and jerked her to the floor of the living room.

Sarah shoved Don and landed a single punch to the side of his head before her whirled on her. Sending her reeling into the couch and turning it over. By the time Sarah got to her feet all she could see was Don swinging the baseball bat down on Tabitha like an axe chopping wood. “You leave me, bitch, huh!?” Don spat. Tabitha screamed as it impacted her body.

Sarah screamed as she lunged on Don’s back. Her fingers clawing at Don’s face with one hand while the other punched at his head. Tabitha got to the doorway and screamed for someone to help.


EMILY

EMILY’S GRIN KEPT getting bigger as she put her car in park and started the walk towards her apartment building. Of course the humiliating and embarrassing debacle of her least favorite manager catching her and Amber intertwined and half naked was not an enjoyable experience. In fact it was probably the most uncomfortable 20 minutes of Emily’s life.

Scrambling to get her clothes back on was half the panic while listening to the barrage of insults and cuss words from Evan was the other. It all culminated in her hearing the last two words shouted out of Evan’s mouth as Emily ran for her car in the parking lot which were, “you’re fired!”

It’s not to say that Emily took her embarrassing firing this well from the get go. She only drove a few blocks away before pulling to the side of the road for a good long cry. It was less from her firing than just getting yelled at in general. Emily hated it but arguing, confrontation, yelling… she was terrible at dealing with all of it.

Once she had gotten the adrenaline cry out of her system, she accepted the absurdity of the situation in stride. It was just a serving job, it’s not like it would be hard to get another job somewhere else, besides, she was applying for Teaching jobs now. All her coworker knew she was a lesbian, and half the girls that she worked she had made out with at a party at some point anyways. Emily was the one who initiated everything this time, so she felt a lot better about their interactions. Though, she is probably feeling terribly right now. I’ll have to try and reach out on her soon to check on her.


Since she hadn’t heard from the others, Emily was certain that she might have won the competition. And, she was going on vacation tomorrow! By the time Emily arrived home she had cheered herself up and was honestly most excited about telling her friends about what just happened and how she was just epically fired.

It wasn’t until Emily was almost to the side walk that she noticed the same white car parked illegally next to the building. Its black donut tires stood out next to the scratched and dented white paint job. I wondered if it is the same guy Sarah is worried about? I should tell Sarah. Jessica, too.


When Emily’s eyes flickered automatically to Sarah’s apartment door on the second floor, she saw the silhouette of a man just as he kicked Sarah’s door inward. The last thing Emily saw was the baseball bat in the man’s hands raise before the shrieking scream of a woman inside.

“Oh my god!” Emily shouted to no one. “Hey!” She yelled in a panic. More screams 
arose from inside the apartment. Emily flung off her back pack and purse before running for the building. She stopped and ran back to retrieve her cell phone from her purse and with jittery hands she dialed 9 1 1. More screams. Screams for help. Screams of Sarah.

“911, what’s the location of your emergency?” The operator asked.

“Uh- um- Westclave Apartments on Foster Ave, building A- some guy just kicked in my friend’s door! He- he’s inside! They’re screaming!”

“Okay, which apartment?”

“I don’t know! 2nd
 floor! The one with a broken door!” Emily stomped the floor in anguish. She saw a skinny girl with dirty blond hair and a stretched and torn t-shirt come out the door to scream for help before an arm reached from the apartment around her throat and yanked her back inside. “Oh god, he’s hurting them!”

“Okay, does he have any weapons?”

“I don’t know, I don’t know,” Emily was at the stairs in the breeze was to run up to the second floor but stopped at the last minute and went to the apartment below Sarah’s. “He- he- he has a baseball batt. Hurry!”

Emily hung up the phone as she pounded on Jessica’s door so hard that her hand hurt and screamed, “Jessica! He’s here! He’s here! Jessica, help!” She didn’t wait for a response and ran up the stairs. She had no plan. She had no weapons. Emily was terrified, but that was her friend in there.

Inside Sarah’s apartment there was broken furniture everywhere. The couch in the middle of the living room was turned over and the TV had a shattered screen. Emily saw the young girl who was screaming for help before, Tabitha,
 she thought. She was lying on the ground crying as she clutched her arm.

“I’ll fuckin’ kill you bitch!” The man shouted from the kitchen. He stood blocking the only entrance into the kitchen with his baseball bat cocked back ready to swing. From deeper in the room she could see Sarah with her back against the wall wincing at every fake swing of his bat.

At a loss of what else to do, Emily screamed, “get away from her!”

Don, it must’ve been, turned around and approached Emily with the baseball bat pointed to her. “What? You want some of this, bitch?”

When Sarah leapt on Don’s back, Don immediately swung the bat wildly behind himself, smashing into a framed picture on the wall. Sarah gouged at his nose and eyes and he grabbed at her hair yanking her to the side. Emily dove at Don and shoved him off balance into the wall. She meant to punch him in the face, but to her dismay they came out more like slaps than anything else.

Don’s empty hand smacked into the side of Emily’s head and flung her crash into the wall head first. When she crumbled to the floor beside Tabitha she felt her eye lids droop and her 
ears ring as every thing dim in the room.

Sarah and Don both had two hand on the bat and pulled back and forth on it. They both had equal grip but Don spun her circles until she struck the corner of the wall. With Sarah distracted, Don pulled one hand back and struck Sarah once hard in the jaw. Sarah cried out as her legs melted away beneath her and she fell.

Standing over Sarah’s body, Don raised his baseball bat above his like it was an axe primed to chop a piece of wood in two and went to swing it down on Sarah’s head. Emily winced not wanting to see the surely killing blow from a man of his size inflicted on her best friend, but instead saw Jessica’s body crashing into Don’s back and sending the two of them tumbling into the kitchen.


JESSICA

JESSICA HAD BURIED her head under the pillows on her bed. She had planned on doing her last minute packing tonight but she was so exhausted from training she decided to just set the alarm on her phone an hour early so she would do it before leaving for their flight. Knowing Emily she’ll be knocking on my door an hour before even my alarm goes off. God I hate morning people.


Tonight’s workout was a selfish one for Jessica. She spent the night training in the advance jiu jitsu class and rolling with men that were her size and bigger. Each of whom were twice as skilled as she was. Jessica loved it. After teaching kids for so long she loved the chance practice her skills and just focus on her self for a few hours. A needed and deserved break from teaching the kids class after her extracurricular activities with one of her student’s moms.

But the side effect of training so hard was definitely the strain and soreness of her muscles. Jessica had trudged into her apartment with barely enough energy to lift her feet to get through the doorway. Thank god I live on the first floor.


Jessica didn’t even bother with showering her sticky and sweaty body, she just plopped down in bed. The edges of the world faded away and she could feel the faint haze of dreams begin to play across her mind as her body relaxed. But then the pounding came.

It was the doors she heard being smacked but she wanted to ignore it. She wanted to be asleep and not to have heard it, but it was too late. The sleep escaped her and her eyes were open. Jessica groaned as she threw the pillow off of her head. She laid there for another several seconds and listened for more knocking but none came. Jessica reached for her pillow and almost just put it back over her head to go back to sleep, but decided after a minute to go check it.

She half limped to the door while fighting a cramp in her calve and opened it to see no one there. “Fucking assholes,” Jessica swore to herself. Before she closed the door she heard the shattering glass upstairs and looked down to see the same beat up white Honda Civic she saw last Friday at that guy’s Don’s place. By the time everything had clicked into place in Jessica’s brain she was already half way up the stairs.

The pain in her muscles was still there but the adrenaline dulled the feeling. She saw Sarah’s door swinging open off the hinges and ran inside. There was no time to think. No time to yell. Jessica had to act. Running inside the room she dove for the man who swung the baseball bat down at her friend. Her body collided with his hard and they both fell to the hard 
wood floor inside the kitchen.

Jessica was on her hands and knees when she saw Don’s fist come flying her way and hit her on the side of her forehead. Jessica fell to her side but Don lost his balance and did so as well. Jessica dove for his face, grabbing at the short hair of his head and pressing his face down into the hard floor. Jessica tried to get her feet under her but a mad scramble ensued and Don managed to get to his feet just as she did.

Left jab, right cross, Jessica threw and grazed Don’s chin. Don gave a hard, forceful shove on Jessica’s chest that sent her reeling backwards. Don had his baseball bat in hand before Jessica realized it and she felt the sting of the impact on the side of her head as she came at him. Leaning on the counter, she struggled to stay on her feet.

“You’re the one I really wanted to fuck up!” Don spat at Jessica. He cocked his baseball bat to the side for a home run swing but could swing when Emily leapt on to the top of the bat and refused to let it go. “Fuckin’ cunts!”

Emily screamed and was thrown backwards, instantly. Jessica dove onto Don and wrapped her arms around his neck in a rear naked choke. She felt her arms start to lock tight around his throat when the final blow from the top of his bat jabbed her in the eye. Jessica rolled backwards on to Sarah’s unconscious body. Defeated in a pile of bruised and bloody limbs, Jessica and her friends looked up at the panting and bloodied Don. It was the first time Jessica realized Sarah’s limp body was lying on the ground. Jessica scooted so her body covered Sarah’s from Don.

“I… fuckin’ hate cunts,” Don huffed as he raised his baseball bat over to drop the crushing blow on Jessica’s head.

“Don!” The shaky voice screamed. He turned down the hallway and saw Tabitha outside Sarah’s bedroom his Sarah’s pistol trembling in her hand.

“Fuckin’ cunts-” was all Don managed to say before the gun fired. The bullet hit Don in his leg and made him fall over in a howl. Baseball bat still in hand, he limped to his feet as he hobbled towards Tabitha. “I’ll fuckin’ kill you, bitch!”

“Police! Show me your hands! Put the bat down!” The officer commanded. Jessica looked over her shoulder and saw the female officer in the door way with her gun drawn and pointed at Don. “I’ll fucking kill you, man, now drop the baseball bat!”

The officer couldn’t see down the hallway but Tabitha dropped her gun instantly at the sound of the police being there. Don hesitated for a long second then dropped the baseball bat and fell to the side. The officer rushed inside and handcuffed Don then said something into her radio. When she saw Tabitha she called her out of the area where the gun was and had stand by the others.

She went to the other side of Sarah as she started to stir awake.

“It’s okay,” Jessica said looking at Sarah. “Are you guys okay?”

Tabitha nodded while holding her arm.

“I’m okay, I think,” Emily sniffled with tears coming down her cheeks. More officers arrived and dragged Don outside where they started doing first aid to his leg.

“How bout you tough girl, you okay?” Jessica asked as Sarah slowly raised to a seated position.

“Yeah, I’m good.”


SARAH

SATURDAY

Emily had passed out on the plane with her head on Sarah’s shoulder. Sarah couldn’t say anything since Sarah had woken up 10 minutes ago with her head asleep on Jessica’s shoulder. Jessica was asleep like a rock. Her snoring was about the same frequency and volume as the hum of the plane engine as they began their decent.

It had been one of the longest nights Sarah could ever remember having. All five of them had gone to the E.R. for several hours last night. While Sarah was waiting her turn for an MRI, she could hear Don down the hallway yelping and crying that his dick had been shot off. At least Sarah had some Entertainment. The police interviewed each of them multiple times throughout the night, the last of which a detective had told her that all their stories were adding up and Don was going to be going to jail for a long time.

Sarah felt a sigh of relief relax from inside her and could only imagine how Tabitha felt. Out of the four women who went to the hospital, Tabitha ended up having the most serious injury with a broken arm from when she was first hit with the bat. The rest of them were covered in split lips, black eyes, and bruises from head to toes but was okay overall.

The flight attendant walked by checking everyone’s seatbelt and lingered with a long look at the three of them. Their faces swollen, stitched, and bruised. Sarah smiled at the attendant who quickly broke her stare and kept on walking by. Wincing, Sarah touched the corner of her lip that was cut from the right hook she took last night. Sarah felt her phone vibrate and saw that it had been connected to the flight’s free wifi.

Tabitha

‘Just made it home. Has your flight landed, yet?’

Sarah smiled and winced, again. “Goddammit…” she muttered under her breath.

Sarah

‘Still on the plane. Making final descent I think.’

‘Hows the arm?’

Tabitha

‘So jealous!’

‘Arms fine. Hurts a lot, but u were right. Feels good to relax at home for a change.’

Sarah

‘I was thinking maybe I’d visit you when I get back.’

‘After graduation but before I start the police academy’

Tabitha

‘Yes! Omg yes!! I’d love that!’

Sarah smiled and this time didn’t notice the pain in her lip.

Tabitha

‘Take lots of pics for me!!’

Sarah

‘For sure’

’See you soon’

Sarah pushed her phone back in her carryon bag. Jessica, Emily, and Sarah all waited in the E.R. waiting room for Tabitha to finish getting her caste put on her arm. When Tabitha finally came out she bursted into tears when she saw them. Hugging each one of them, she thanked them profusely and apologized.

The female officer who was first to arrive at Sarah’s apartment actually gave them a ridge back to their apartments. Emily sat up front and flirted with the cute officer while Sarah, Tabitha, and Jessica crammed in the back of the police cruiser.

It was 6:00am when they got home and Tabitha’s mom was waiting in the parking lot. She and Tabitha broke down into tears, again when they saw each other and her mother gave everyone a hug, again before they loaded up and left. Sarah waved to the maintenance man as he left after replacing her door to her apartment. Jessica, Sarah, and Emily stood in a daze on the sidewalk as the morning sun began to rise. Birds chirped and flew about the branches while the rest of the world still slept on this early Saturday morning.

“So… are we going on this vacation still?” Emily asked, looking at her phone. “Because if so we have to call an uber in like, 20 minutes to get to the airport.”

“Fuck, I forgot about the trip,” Sarah said. No one spoke for a long minute as they all just stood their in a daze.

Jessica was the one who broke the silence, “all I know, is if by sunset tonight, if I’m not 
on a goddamn beach with a goddamn strong ass fruity drink in my hand, I’m going to lose my shit.”

Emily and Sarah both laughed then groaned together, “Jesus Christ, don’t make me laugh,” Emily groaned.

“I second that- er. Both of you. What you said. I second it,” Sarah had mumbled, holding her side. “Whatever, fuck you guys, you know what I mean. Let’s go.”

Emily and Jessica both slept through even the plane landing to Sarah’s surprise, but she woke them up when they were on the ground.

Emily laughed quietly to herself as she swiped away tears, “I thought I would feel better after sleeping, but I only hurt worse.”

“You never have worked out in your life, have you?” Jessica groaned as she slowly and stiffly stretched her arms. “Trust me, wait till your body gets a night’s sleep in a bed. You’ll barely be able to walk tomorrow.”

“At least I have something to look forward to now,” Sarah mused.

“Mm. Is it too early to get a drunk?” Jessica asked.

“We’re on vacation, it’s never too early,” Sarah smiled.

The plane was slowly taxiing down the runway to their gate when Emily, who was swiping through her phone, started to laugh silently, again.

“What?”

“I never told you guys,” Emily started. “I think I won our little competition last night. Unless you guys did before yesterday. I hooked up with this girl from my psych class. Once at my place while we were studying and again last night at work-”

“At work?” Jessica leaned closer.

“Yeah, it totally wasn’t planned,” Emily said. “I was half way through my shift and she came in and we went into the manager’s office-”

“Oh my god, Emily,” Sarah laughed.

“Wait no, its so bad. We’re both basically naked and fucking Evan walked in on us! Fucking Evan! The asshole manager I always bitch about.”

“What happened?” Jessica asked.

“Exactly what you think, we ran out of there and he fucking fired me,” Emily shook her head.

“He fired you?” Jessica repeated.

Emily nodded, “I was a lot more okay with it before I had all these medical bills- but whatever.” Jessica looked away and thought for a minute. “So what about you guys? How’d you do seducing a straight lady?”

Jessica looked at Sarah then Emily and shook her head. “Nope, no such luck. I couldn’t find a worthy straight lady out there.” Maybe Emily acted like the mother of the group some 
times, but Jessica was always the protector of the group. She wasn’t going to let Emily buy her drinks on vacation when Emily didn’t even have a job. Jessica would rather lie to lose than let that happen.

Sarah felt her phone vibrate and pulled it out of her back pack. Tabitha had sent Sarah a mirror selfie of herself smiling with her casted arm. No matter how much Sarah didn’t want to admit it she felt a leap in her chest at seeing Tabitha’s face. A feeling she had never felt for any woman before in her life.

“Nope, me neither,” Sarah finally said. She clicked on the two videos she had of her and Tabitha and hit delete. “I wasn’t able to seduce a straight girl twice after all. I guess I just didn’t have the tact.”


Emily smiled and nudged Sarah’s arm, “you definitely have the tact. You see the way Tabitha looked at you before she left?”

Sarah smiled, “yes, yes I did.”
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A STEP APART

TEASED

Book 1 of 6

Raven Black

Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn’t like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn’t like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom’s house she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t shirt that wouldn’t risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.

Matt didn’t mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the corner of the room and pretended to type on his phone. In reality though, his eyes couldn’t keep from creeping up and down his stepsister’s body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore.

Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would.

Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It’s not like he didn’t try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt’s 2nd stepfamily. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one of the perks of having a absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in ‘love,’ with him magically.

It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie’s Mom. It helped that all of his stepfamilies seemed to genuinely like Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and was set to attend college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study 
medicine to become a doctor. He liked helping people. He liked making them feel better.

Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie’s clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully one piece at a time. At half speed she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. “Stop it, freak,” Stephanie whined.

“Pay attention to me,” Matt did his best to annoy her and he was succeeding. “What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?”

“A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at,” Stephanie smiled biting her lower lip. “So naturally we’re all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point.”

“She made a vid of them hooking up?” Matt asked.

Stephanie glanced down over top her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. “Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked.” She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt’s cock pulse under his jeans.

“Damn, I could use some new vids- watched all the good ones on the internet,” Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshmen year and never visited her mom when he did. So, hanging out
 today was especially awkward since they hadn’t seen each other in some time. Stephanie’s eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You’re stupid.


He might have been reading too much into things, but she did use this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt, so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts- the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips, were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.

Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn’t thinking logically anymore. He wasn’t thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn’t help it. Everything about her was intoxicating.

He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They’d get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his 
asshole father divorced her mother a year ago that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie’s mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie’s mom could get extra child support money from Matt’s dad.

Matt didn’t have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn’t seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting, again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.

He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His final throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge.

In one motion she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. “That’s it!” She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt’s face with a smile and giggle on her lips.

“You like that? Huh? How you like it?” Stephanie yelled half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie’s bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year, instantly.

“How do I like it?” Matt asked as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs tickling her to no end. “How do you like it, huh?”

Stephanie’s high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger stepbrother. “Stop,” she tried to cry between laughs. “Oh my god, stop stop stop.”

Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn’t move him.

“Yeah, now you realize you fucked up,” Matt smiles down on her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments Matt’s hands relented their attack on his stepsister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.

“You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone,” Stephanie broke the silence.

It’s a dangerous thing to do, you know?” She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. “Now if you don’t mind, I have some texts to catch up on.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just hang out here then if you won’t pay attention to me,” Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips.

“Sure, I don’t care. Do what you want,” she said quickly.

If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. “Fine, how about this? I’ll just do this then,” Matt’s hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top.

But to Matt’s surprise, Stephanie’s only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. “Sure, go ahead.”

Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment of it. But then he somewhat accidentally, lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her stepbrother straddling her.

Matt slowly moved his right hand back down to his stepsister’s breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massages her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they push up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. He switched to her other breast only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

Stephanie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn’t believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full and perfect as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.

She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taunt belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister’s pussy before he pushed down 
between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip.

While Stephanie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh it spread wide with ease.

This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his stepsister’s bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did.


She’s not wearing any panties,
 Matt marveled.

He looked up at her as his fingertips kissed the lips of her pussy. Her mouth open as she panted her eyes on locked on her phone. She wasn’t typing so much anymore. Her mind must’ve been elsewhere. Matt kept waiting for her to stop him. To draw the line somewhere on this game that had already gone too far. And as he slipped his middle finger inside her tender, wet lips he wondered, how far I was going taking this.


He had to wiggle his middle finger back and forth to push it deeper inside her. The walls of her pussy were so tight they contracted on his finger. He didn’t have much experience fingering girls. Matt had two previous girlfriends he had sex with, but he knew they went wild, sometimes at least, when he rubbed the roof of their pussies. He tried that with Stephanie, dragging his fingertip gently out against the top of her pussy again and again. Stephanie’s hips maneuvered in tiny circles. Lifting and lowering. She pressed her lips together, but still light gentle moans hummed out of her.

Matt knew, like every boy who had ever watched porn, where her clitoris was located, just above her vagina. But to be honest, he wasn’t really sure what to do with it. His first girlfriend, Maxine, yelled at him when he tried to rub her’s roughly and smack it like he saw in the porn videos online.

Apparently, pornos aren’t accurate. Go figure.

After that embarrassing experience Matt tried his best to not linger with fore play and to rush to just sticking his dick inside his girlfriends. But now, Matt wasn’t sure if Stephanie would shut this all down if he rushed to that, so he tried his best to take his time. After slowly pumping his finger in and out of her pussy for several seconds and seeing her juices start to pool on his finger and hand, he decided to go for it. Matt rested his thumb over her clitoris area and let it rock back and forth with each penetration. She didn’t react at first but as he slowly applied 
more pressure and let the meet of his thumb drag wide circles over her clit area, he saw her arch her back at one point. Throwing her head back as she took in a deep breath and exhaled trying to focus. After a minute she looked back down at her phone.

Matt realized when she arched her breasts were still out of her shirt and they bounced as she moved. Her nipples were thick and hard. They pointed away from another to the corners of the ceiling as she laid there. Matt reached up with his free hand and groped her left breast then her right. The rock nipple raised between his fingers. Clamping it slightly between his knuckles.

Stephanie was moaning now. The combination he entered over her body must have been correct or at least close because she could no longer lie there and pretend nothing was happening. “Ohm- Mmmmm... gah...” She squealed. No words came out. Just syllables. The back of her left hand pressed against her mouth. Matt was pumping his stepsister’s pussy faster now. More firmly. A steady hard finger pressed inside her with her whole stepbrother’s arm. Every sound she made only made it worse for her. He followed her cues like the game it was. The more she moaned the more he did what he was doing.

“Oh fu- fucmmm...” Stephanie bit the meat on the back of her hand to keep from crying out in her cute high-pitched moans. Her eyes stayed on her cellphone clutched in her one hand, but she didn’t text. Matt doubted the screen was even on anymore. Her whole body rocked up and down with his thrusts making her arm holding her cellphone bounce haplessly.

Matt’s thumb made firm circles that circles around the edges of her clit. They drew messier and wilder as juices from her pussy slicked the surface. His whole hand became wet as he pumped inside her. He felt the walls of her vagina squeezing his finger and his stepsister’s hips angled down.

It was in that moment Matt saw Stephanie’s whole body was rigid and arched. Her stomach taunt against his forearm as he stretched to keep her nipple pinched. As if she just surfaced from a long dive under water, she gasped for air. Matt didn’t even notice she was holding her breath. He was so focused on the the pushing of his finger inside her tight hole and the faster and faster rubbing of his stepsister’s clit.

“Ohmyga- hmm- fuck!” Stephanie managed to grunt out. Her left hand still covering her mouth. Her right clenched her phone to her chest. “Oh my god oh my...”

He finally felt his stepsister’s pussy loosen for a moment before clenching on and off around his finger. Her juices slicked all his fingers and her pussy lips as her thighs trembled around his hand. Stephanie arched her back then rolled her head back as her thighs clapped together around his hand tucked between them. After a brief paralyzing moment her body started to relax.

I just made my stepsister cum.

“Ohm- ahhm... mmmm...” Stephanie’s moans and breathing slowly came under control 
slowly as she panted. Her eyes opened and looked up at the ceiling. She rolled her eyes like she was trying and failing to control herself.

Matt had stopped torturing her clit with his thumb as that seemed all what he was doing. Every touch or brush nearby seemed to set her stomach and hips into a small convulsion. His index finger still traced the length of her pussy lips. Every few moments dipping inside and making her hold her breath or bite her lip. Stephanie, once she finally regained control of her faculties, took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then. Raised her phone and started clicking on the screen. His finger was slowing on her pussy. It retreated backwards off of her. He thought about leaving. Maybe just walking out of the room without saying anything.

She clearly doesn’t want to talk about it or even acknowledge what happened. Small talk is out of the question, which was good since I don’t have any.

He didn’t want it to be weird the next time they saw each other, but at the same time he couldn’t see it being anything but weird.

Well, if things are already going to be weird... this might be my only chance. Fuck it.

Matt took his hand away from her sex just to undo his belt. He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans finally giving relief to both his throbbing erection and his strained zipper on his pants. He thought she would stert protesting at the sound of his jingling belt. But on the contrary, when he stood, Matt heard nothing from her but thought he saw her from the corner of his eye look down from her phone to see his cock.

Matt froze for a moment. His stomach cringed. It was his biggest worry since starting down this surreal path. Her pushing him away, calling him a freak, and leaving to tell- god knows who what he’s done. But the moment passed, and Stephanie went back to texting in her group chat. Matt tried to keep moving as if he knew what he was doing all along. As if this was all part of a plan. That he was in control even though he was making this up every step of the way.

Stephanie was already scooted down the bed with her long legs dangling off of the edge. Matt moved between her thighs. While his cock throbbed more confidently than ever, Matt was anything but. He was nervous. As long as he’d had this erection now, he knew he wouldn’t last long.

Whatever long was.

And besides he never had sex with someone who wasn’t an active participant. It’s not like he’s some creeper or rapist. And while Stephanie was definitely consenting to what was happening, she wasn’t exactly helping either. He moved in so her inner thighs were touching his outer thighs. Putting his hands on the outside of her hips he went to scoot her the remaining few inches down and was pleasantly surprised at the eagerness of her lifting her 
butt and wiggling her hips down past the edge of the bed.


She wasn’t just okay with her stepbrother fucking her. She wanted it,
 Matt felt a surge of confidence and his erection swell.

Matt realized her loose, and now messy, black and pink shorts were still on. It didn’t matter. He could not wait a minute longer. Matt lifted her legs up and to the side. She helped some bending them at the knee and keeping them in place when Matt pulled the leg hole of her shorts to the side again. Matt’s throbbing head was slick and dripping with sticky pre-cum. He watched a droplet ooze from the head and fall on his stepsister’s moist pussy lips.

Bending over some, he pushed his veiny shaft down until he felt the hard tip of his cock lick the lips of Stephanie’s pussy. Holding her right under thigh open to the side with one hand and pulling open her leg hole with the other, Matt pushed the head of his cock into his stepsister’s pussy.

“Eh ahh ahh ohmmm!” The beautiful high-pitched moans leaked from her lips as he entered her. He could feel her pussy squeezing on him so tightly and yet because of how wet she was he continued to push inside her. Matt felt the wet warm friction around his shaft as he buried his cock deep inside her. Her hand retreating back to her mouth. It was all Matt could do to avoid cumming in that moment. The gorgeous sight of his sexy stepsister struggling not to moan with her luscious tits bouncing free as she shook. He had to look away. He pulled out slowly and and pushed back in firmly.

“Ohmygod... oh my god oh my god oh my god oh,” Stephanie kept repeating to herself. Both her hands covered her face now. One over her mouth and the other with the phone blocked her eyes. The erotic sounds she made only guaranteed the clock was ticking. Pulling out again, Matt pushed inside her, harder this time.

“Oh fuckk!” Stephanie cried out under the muffle of her hand. “Yes! Oh my godmmm.” Matt kept thrusting into her. His right hand struggling against her thigh while his left gripped her shorts roughly, Matt turned her shorts into a handle. He pulled on it as he pushed forward fucking his stepsister’s pussy. The fabric of her shorts digs into her waist and cracked as it stretched but he didn’t care and neither did Stephanie, it appeared.

“Ohmygah- ohmymmm!” She cried. Her breasts slapping together wildly as he thrusted inside her harder. Matt felt it coming. He didn’t want to stop but he was so close. Abruptly, he pulled out of his stepsister’s pussy. He gripped the shaft of his throbbing cock and stroked it over Stephanie’s perfect body. For the first time she looked down at him. her eyes angled and more devious than he had ever seen before. Her phone tossed to the comforter beside her, her hands pulling her knees back and opening her thighs. Matt reactively closed his eyes as he felt his most powerful orgasm overcome him and his cum shoot down over his stepsister’s crotch and exposed stomach. Coating her in his cum.

After his cock made its last jarring flex, he opened his eyes to see Stephanie lying 
normally and relaxed again. Spits of Matt’s cum covered her thighs, shorts, and belly button, and of course, her phone was back in her hands. She tapped away, texting as if she didn’t just fuck her step brother. As if she wasn’t covered in his semen. Matt smiled as he gained control of his breathing. Looking at his own phone, he pulled up his pants and did his buckle. It was nearly 4:30pm. Stephanie’s mom would be home any time. Matt backed away towards the door as he zipped up his pants. He lingered at the doorway trying to think of what to say.

He finally shrugged, “alright I gotta head out, but I’ll see you next weekend?”

Stephanie pursed her lips, nodding, “sure.” She stared at her phone trying to hide her devious smile but failing. “I’ll see ya next weekend.”
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