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      “Two more weeks,” Nora said, a smile playing over her lips. The eighteen year-old felt an effusive and light energy carry her legs down the high school’s main artery as her best friend, Hannah, looked at her and rolled her eyes.

      “Maybe for you,” she said, running a hand through her long, auburn locks. “Some of us still have another year, thank you very much,” she said, with an affable expression, but still requested placating from the blonde teen.

      Nora clutched her backpack and quickly returned, “You like high school, though; okay? For me, it’s a complete bore when it isn’t a total nightmare. I have two weeks and then I’m on to bigger and better things.”

      It was at that very moment that obstacles still standing between Nora and freedom had made themselves evident at the far end of the hallway. Hannah rolled her eyes and scoffed. “Bimbo alert,” she whispered, as she and Nora came toward the cheerleaders that were making their way in the opposite direction. The collision seemed imminent, and Nora braced for impact, clutching her books and trying her best to avoid eye contact—no easy feat when the blonde found herself endlessly sneaking glances at the very girls who would have happily teased her if they had found out her interest in them.

      She knew that Hannah probably knew she was a lesbian, despite having never told her as much; it was evident enough from the way Nora would avoid the subject of boys.

      Nora knew she could ask Hannah straight-out if she thought she was a lesbian, and knew with a ninety-nine percent certainty that she would say something along the lines of ‘are you kidding me?’ or simply, ‘of course.’ And so, it always seemed foolish to bring it up. And there was the small fact that Nora was still holding on to any shred of denial that she could garner so late in the game.

      Until her two weeks were up and she had the summer vacation, and college in the North East as a total, undeniable reality, she was not about to give up the disguise just yet.

      And her disguise had fooled most everybody. But not Bonnie. While the cheerleaders had mostly ignored Nora, Bonnie seemed to notice Nora in a way that made her skin crawl just as much as it grew heated thinking about the head cheerleader and her butt in tight leggings.

      She did not see Bonnie too often, but when she did, she always seemed to evoke a curious but unflinching gaze from the cheerleader. Why does she even notice me? Nora found herself wondering. She had, of course, considered the fantasy that Bonnie was secretly as attracted to her as she was to the cheerleader. But then, Nora knew she also tended to project such mutual attraction upon every straight girl she crossed paths with. There was something undeniably lonesome about going through high school with, not only no boyfriends or girlfriends, but the act of total disaffection for sexuality altogether. Other girls at least had their compasses pointing in an obvious direction; they were boy-crazy at times, even. But it was no mystery where they stood. They would have taken any guy who was the least bit attractive.

      And then there was Nora, laughing awkwardly in the wings whenever guys would make small, flirty conversation with her. Cursed with good looks, she thought. At least, good enough to get noticed by the wrong sex, she made sure to remind herself.

      She knew it was only a matter of time before the guys—and more importantly, the girls—of her high school discovered for certain that she was gay; an outing that she had not exactly planned for herself. And though it was a new era in which she was constantly assured by movies and television that she could be proudly ‘out,’ things did not always pan out so similarly in her small, rural Southern town, where the prejudices seemed to run beneath the radar, if only because the shame of being a bigot had resigned their prejudices to secret.

      Bonnie, as best as Nora could tell, was walking that very plane of existence along with her; there seemed little other explanation for how the cheerleader always seemed to single her out with a long, attentive gaze that seemed almost confrontational from across the hallway or classroom.

      Nora knew there would be a point where the two would collide, but each morning when she walked to class, she hoped to escape high school without such a cruel fate. On this particular morning, however, it seemed cruel fate was determined.

      The blonde had been far too concerned with watching back over her shoulder as she rounded a corner—the home stretch to her first class of the day—that she ran smack into the soft curves that belonged to Bonnie.

      “What the…?” Bonnie said, stepping back and looking down at the blonde. Bonnie had a good three or four inch advantage on the shorter blonde teen. She had short but unkempt chestnut hair that was thick and curled when it started to reach her shoulders, and it matched her woodsy-brown eyes. She had a pair of pink lips that seemed almost too good to be true, and rosy cheeks. She could have played the rebel rather than the cheerleader. As far as Nora was concerned, Bonnie was the rebel.

      “Sorry. I definitely didn’t mean to…, sorry,” Nora said, turning her eyes away and turning a shade of red.

      Bonnie looked at Nora. A quiet, nearly invisible smile came at the corners of her mouth, as she started to forgive the blonde. Just as she did, she noticed a few of her teammates coming toward her. She straightened up and quickly lowered her tone.

      “Watch where you’re going,” she said. Bonnie quickly extended her hand and shoved Nora’s shoulder. The blonde teen stepped back, catching herself against the wall.

      “Hey, it was an accident,” Nora said, trying her best to appear unmovable.

      Bonnie’s squad chuckled from behind her. “Hey, why is it whenever I see you you’re all looking at me like you wanna’ go down on me?” the cheerleader said. A rush of pink came to Nora’s cheeks, as the nightmare-turned-reality seemed in full blossom.

      “Whatever,” Nora said. “Get away from me.”

      “What the hell is going on here?” A voice suddenly called. It was a low, authoritative voice—the voice of a woman who had no time for anything concerning the affairs of Bonnie, Nora, or the group taunting them in the background.

      Immediately, Bonnie stepped back from Nora.

      “I swear, Goodwin, I have half a mind to replace you as captain this weekend,” the woman, who clearly seemed to be Bonnie’s cheerleading coach, had continued, marching up toward them. Nora watched as fear filled Bonnie’s eyes and face—a vindictive moment for the blonde teen. Only moments later, Principal Beever approached.

      “Coach K, what is going on here?” the tall, authoritative man said.

      “A scuffle,” the woman said. “We’ve got it all sorted out, though, don’t we girls?” The woman continued. “The two of you can spend the afternoon cleaning out the west corner of the school district warehouse on Elmwood street; how does that sound?” The coach said.

      “Coach, I—“ Bonnie started.

      “I swear, Goodwin, another word out of your mouth and you’re going to be doing pushups until your arms break-off. Do you think I have any patience for this crap you’re pulling in the hallway? Getting into fights with…” the coach looked at Nora. The blonde teen could tell from the woman’s face that she knew well-enough that there was no fight, unless one called a cat taunting a mouse before it ate it a ‘fight.’ The woman remained undeterred, however, and tightened her face, again.

      “It’s taken care of, Principal Beevers; isn’t that right?” The woman said, looking at Bonnie and Nora.

      Nora couldn’t believe how the morning had taken such a terrible turn. She glared at Bonnie with all the fury in the world.

      Suddenly an afternoon with Bonnie Goodwin was the biggest obstacle between Nora and graduation.
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        * * *

      

      Nora pulled up to the building thirty minutes after school had ended for the day. She knew she would be quite surprised if Bonnie actually showed up; she also knew that Coach Beevers would obviously know if Bonnie was at practice instead of at the district building, too. There was a part of the blonde teen, however, that hoped more than anything that she would be the only person at the building for the afternoon, even if it had been a complete injustice that landed her there in the first place.

      She stepped through the glass double-doors and into the hallway and then, into one of the large, empty and shadowy stockrooms where various supplies had been stored—pencils, coffee filters for the teacher’s lounge, twenty-four-packs of toilet paper. Nora sighed with defeat as she saw the disarray of the room—narrow, but nearly twenty yards deep. She saw a light switch by the door, but a frosted window pane at the far wall lit the room with enough daylight to provide a calming ambiance over the area. Nora decided, too, that if she left the lights off and Bonnie did show, perhaps the cheerleader would start working to clean a different room.

      She shuffled lazily through a few of the boxes of supplies, first, setting them down on the cold concrete floor and looking through them. “Ugh,” Nora said, as a cloud of dust plumed out of one of the boxes—a box of decades-old and unopened supplies. The blonde rolled her eyes and grimaced. “Fucking jerk,” the blonde muttered to herself, thinking about Bonnie. As her bitter, poisonous thoughts formed an image of Bonnie from that morning in her mind, they quickly turned to images of the cheerleader in her jeans—the tight denim hugging her ass and the generous, round breasts that strained her shirt. Nora found herself biting her lip. Her panties became wet and she shook her head. The last thing she wanted was to get wet over the person who had landed her chores for the afternoon, especially when she’d had plans to meet Hannah at the mall and people-watch, or as she secretly liked to think girl-watch.

      Just as she was rummaging through a box of dry-erase markers, she saw in her periphery a shadow moving against a wall in the main hallway. Only a moment later, she saw Bonnie walking down the corridor and past the doorway. A tremor of fear and excitement rushed through the blonde’s body. Adrenaline kicked up in preparation for something bigger, like an engine that had been revved a single time. Nora let out a sigh of relief, knowing she wouldn’t be able to compose herself working alongside Bonnie for the afternoon. There proved far too many opportunities to give into love and hate, she decided; to give into what her body wanted and her mind loathed: Bonnie.

      Nora had only started to work through the dry-erase markers again when she suddenly heard a knock on the doorframe to the room. “Mind if I join?” Bonnie said.

      Nora said nothing. She’d turned her head slightly in response to the sound of knocking but quickly tried to turn her eyes back to the box on the ground before her. She could feel the tension at once—tension only aided by the silent treatment she’d opted for in her dealings with Bonnie.

      Bonnie said nothing at first. Instead, she followed Nora’s act and grabbed a box from one of the large metal shelves on either side of the room. Nora’s blue eyes drifted to the corner and eyed the auburn-haired cheerleader; she had knelt down on the ground and huffed, shuffling through the contents and re-arranging it. Nora noted how cute she looked, frustrated and clearly out of her element. She also noted Bonnie’s damp hair and yellow dress. Nora enjoyed the preppy look on the cheerleader—it suited her well, the blonde thought.

      As the seconds—and then minutes—passed, Nora began to feel worse and worse about not talking to Bonnie. Bonnie, to her credit, had not responded to this treatment with anger or bullying, but instead, seemed almost hurt by it—a realization that left Nora desperate to say something to the cheerleader, despite the fear that it might backfire completely.

      “So, um, you dressed up for some special reason?” Nora said.

      Dressed up? Why did I mention what she’s wearing? How stupid can I be! Nora thought, reprimanding herself.

      “I’ve got some dinner banquet thing with my parents tonight—some stupid cheer awards thing,” Bonnie returned.

      “That must be nice—everybody gets to see what a good leader you are,” Nora said, hoping to massage the cheerleader’s ego a bit.

      “It’s whatever,” Bonnie said. “It’s all just more reminder of what I’m supposed to be or whatever,” the cheerleader continued. Nora could tell that Bonnie had had little practice with self-introspection, or at least in the area of vocalizing such, with the continued use of words like ‘whatever’ and huffy, abrupt ends to her statements.

      After another pause, Nora continued. “I didn’t actually think you’d show this afternoon,” she said, with a slight chuckle.

      “Neither did I, but then, I knew you’d probably be here and I wasn’t about to get shown up by you,” Bonnie said. She looked over at Nora, gave a reserved grin and winked.

      “Yeah right,” Nora smiled. “You’re here because, somehow, Coach K. would know if you bailed,” the blonde said.

      “She’s at practice with the rest of the team. If I wanted I could blow this crap and go smoke a joint in my car right now,” Bonnie said. “But, it’s pretty much my fault why we’re both here, so that’d be fucked up for me to do, right?”

      “True,” Nora said, nodding. The blonde was surprised to hear such clarity from the cheerleader—such accountability taken by her, that it left Nora feeling bad all over again. I’m here because of that asshole, I can’t feel bad for her, she thought, as if to remind herself.

      “I’m sorry, by the way, for earlier. I… I wasn’t trying to be a jerk, I just… I don’t know,” Bonnie said, stumbling over the explanation.

      “Well, anytime I see you in the hallway you’re staring me down like you want to fight me, so what’s the deal?” Nora said, surprising herself with her own forwardness. “I mean, I guess you could fight me right here and nobody would come around the corner to help me, right? So, why haven’t you?” The blonde continued. What am I saying? Why can’t I shut up? Nora thought, as though her mind was entirely disconnected from her lips.

      Bonnie laughed at this and shook her head. “I’m sorry; for real. I’m not looking for trouble. I just…” the cheerleader turned and faced Nora. Her brown eyes locked with the blonde and there was an expression of gravity written across her face. “I was trying to be cool. I was about to let you off the hook, but then I saw my teammates and… whatever. Why am I even talking about this with you?” Bonnie continued, shrugging and laughing as she shook her head and tried to dismiss the topic entirely.

      “Ok, so you’re not the jerk I thought you were—just when you’ve got to act tough in front of your teammates; I get it,” Nora said, caught somewhere between commiserating with the cheerleader, and taunting her as if to test her sincerity.

      Bonnie said nothing for a moment. Instead, she huffed as she lifted the box from the floor and brought it back atop the shelf. Nora’s eyes widened as she saw this. “Ar—are you done with that box, already?” the blonde asked.

      “Yeah,” Bonnie said, shrugging this off, as though it was nothing to feel proud of.

      “I’m still working through my first box,” Nora said, laughing.

      Bonnie laughed a bit at this, as well, as she grabbed another box—a larger, heavier box—from the top shelf. She breathed heavily as she brought it down, and squatted to set it on the concrete floor. Nora secretly watched as Bonnie did this, eyeing her butt as it bent over slightly. She felt her cheeks flush and a tingle shoot down her spine. Fuck… I’ve got to stop watching her like this or she really will fight me, Nora thought, as Bonnie settled and opened the second box.

      “Oh, shit,” Bonnie said, as a cloud of dust blew into her face.

      “Yeah, that’ll happen,” Nora chuckled. “See?” She said, and fanned her shirt until the dust launched into the air—visible from the rays of sunlight that crept in through the window.

      “Thanks for the heads up,” Bonnie said.

      “You don’t want to get your nice clothes all dirty,” Nora taunted, and laughed.

      Bonnie laughed at this, but quickly shot a ‘screw you’ through her smiling lips; the charge did little to dissuade Nora that she was suddenly on the right footing with the cheerleader.

      “Seems crazy that your coach would have you skip practice times before the district competition,” Nora then said, as they settled at their ends of the room, again.

      “I’m glad to not be there,” Bonnie offered. “Screw the competition.”

      “Are you sure you should be saying this, like, out loud?” Nora said, with a touch of surprise on her face that she’d just heard the head cheerleader dismiss the competition, entirely.

      “Who are you going to tell?” Bonnie grinned.

      “Good point,” Nora laughed.

      “So, you don’t like cheerleading or something? All that aggression is starting to make sense,” Nora said.

      “Not really,” Bonnie said. “I’m good at it, I guess. But, I’m doing it because my mom wants me to. She’d kick my ass if I quit now. I’ve only got the finals and then it’s off to cheerlead at college,” Bonnie continued. “But, I figure then, maybe I could tell her I’m done with it, or fake an injury or something. I’ll be a thousand miles away; how is she gonna’ know?” Bonnie grinned.

      “So, if you don’t like cheerleading, what do you like? And, how haven’t your football boyfriends found out this yet, or maybe your squad mates?” Nora said, hoping to gently prod the psyche of the cheerleader. She wondered what might be cutting it too close to a sore-spot for the cheerleader, but thus far, knew that nothing had seemed to get much of a rise out of Bonnie. She tread with caution, but the unexpected side of Bonnie she’d already extracted had left her far too excited and curious to pace herself.

      “I don’t have boyfriends,” Bonnie said, seemingly quick to correct this. Nora could not help but dissect how it had been spoken—not with a bitterness or longing, but as a need to correct a record. Nora looked at the cheerleader and tried to see into her eyes, then—to see what Bonnie was hiding behind them.

      “Nobody really knows, I guess. Nobody’s ever asked, except you, I guess,” Bonnie said. The cheerleader looked over at Nora and bit her lip. She held her gaze a moment, and when Nora started to glance toward her, Bonnie turned away, with a slight flush of her cheeks.

      “Well, I won’t tell anybody—not that it matters, I guess,” Nora said. “I’m not exactly on good footing with your squad mates, who are usually trying to pin me against the wall and taunt me. I mean, you kind of did some of that yourself, earlier. You did say I kept looking at you as though I wanted to—what was it? Oh, right, go down on you?” Nora continued. The blonde could not help but feel somewhat upset, now. The recollection of the morning had left her lust for the cheerleader stilled in its place, even as it had bloomed in those past several minutes of conversation.

      “Yeah, well, I… sorry,” Bonnie said, rubbing the back of her neck.

      “So, why’d you say it?” Nora said, feeling her heart begin to pound in her chest.

      “I don’t know. To get a rise out of my squad, I guess,” Bonnie shrugged.

      “I could’ve said the same thing about you, you know; you’re always looking at me, too,” Nora said, now fully expecting the cheerleader to launch up from her spot and threaten her with violence.

      “Yeah, maybe you could,” Bonnie said, instead. She moved her eyes slightly toward Nora, but retreated halfway, as if she had become bashful, suddenly. She remained guarded and cryptic, however—leaving Nora to guess what she was trying to say.

      Nora wanted badly to press her on this, but didn’t. Her heart sped in her chest, and her stomach twisted with knots as she imagined all the naughty things she’d been wanting to say to Bonnie—the dirty words she wanted to taint her lips with—all in some desperate hope that Bonnie would not wince with disgust at it, but instead, grab her and pull her in for some long, passionate kiss. Maybe, Nora thought, in some far-off alternate dimension, she and the eighteen year-old cheerleader would have some afternoon of steamy, hot, solitary sex. But, Nora knew all-too well that her fantasies were best left to the lesbian porn videos on her smartphone screen.

      She’d come so close to graduation without explicitly outing herself, and she liked it that way; she liked knowing that regardless of what anybody said or tried to say, Nora had never confessed to anything.

      But now, alone in the room with Bonnie, the sheer embodiment of attraction to the blonde, Nora was finding it harder and harder to navigate neutrality. She was finding it nearly impossible to shroud her curiosities in the guise in the sort of simple conversation that two workers might share.

      “You don’t know what it’s like to have to pretend to be somebody you aren’t all the time,” Bonnie blurted. The remark surprised Nora, who’d lost herself in her contemplations. She shifted her blue eyes to the cheerleader, who had an expression of tension and angst on her pursed lips. “Everybody thinking you’re some kind of hotshot, when you don’t want any of it,” she continued. “I… whatever. I don’t know what I’m even talking about, girl. Just ignore it,” Bonnie then said, looking at Nora and feigning a dismissive laugh.

      “You act like you know me so well,” Nora said. “Like maybe I don’t deal with the very same thing. I’m not a hot-shot cheerleader or anything, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have to pretend to be somebody else, too,” the blonde said. Her eyes held upon Bonnie’s for what had felt to the blonde teen, a moment too long for comfort. She’d crossed the line into territory that was confrontational and intense—left the easy retreat of the shore for the choppy, dangerous waters that might swallow her if she was not careful.

      She finally pulled her eyes away from the cheerleader and returned to the box before her. “Well, just about done with this one,” she said after fifteen minutes of silence between the two, in which glances were continually sneaking between the pair. Nora watched Bonnie, looked her from head to toe, settling on dress and the curves that pushed against the fabric. There was little left to the imagination in the thin, pliable material, as opposed to the thick uniform she typically saw Bonnie wearing.

      She bit her lip and lingered on Bonnie’s chest, only to find the cheerleader looking at her. “Um,” Nora blurted. Her cheeks turned red, her lips hot, as she started up. “Done with this box,” she said.

      She grabbed the box and slid it back onto the shelf before looking up at the top shelf, which was over her head. Nora reached up and grabbed either side of a large, heavy box that sat on the top shelf, prying it over the edge until it fell down over her.

      “Fuck,” Nora grunted, as the sheer weight of the box lowered and she struggled to hold it up over her head.

      Bonnie saw this and rushed over, situating herself right behind Nora’s body. She pressed her front side up against the blonde’s butt in an impulsive effort to help stabilize the box. At once, with her hands helping Nora’s, Bonnie took control and pushed the box back onto the shelf.

      Once the threat had subsided, Nora felt the warmth of Bonnie’s body pressed against her. She bit her lip and turned slightly to look behind her shoulder. Bonnie huffed for a moment and eyed the blonde. Nora felt daggers of anxiety and anticipation poking her as adrenaline coursed through her veins like jet fuel.

      “Um,” Bonnie started. “I didn’t mean to…” Bonnie tried to explain, but words failed her as she felt body against hers. Neither moved—neither wanted to be the first to end the moment. Instead, Nora looked back and gave a smile. “You’re fine,” she assured the cheerleader. “Thanks for saving my ass.”

      “Anytime,” Bonnie said, unable to pull herself from Nora’s body. She so strongly felt the heat between herself and the blonde teen, that she did not want to pull away—not when she became convinced that Nora enjoyed the moment as much as her.

      Nora turned around to face Bonnie, who now had her arms on either side of the blonde. The two eyed each other for, what seemed to Nora, ages, before Bonnie’s eyes lowered and she pushed forward against Nora’s lips.

      Nora felt the crash of Bonnie’s mouth against her own, and immediately, she opened her mouth and let the cheerleader’s warm tongue slide into her. She pressed her mouth hard against Bonnie’s, as though the sheer want and lust that had caged her for far too long had exploded, and she had little control over how it manifested, now.

      At once, Bonnie slid Nora’s loose t-shirt over her head. Then she unzipped the blonde’s jeans and tugged them down. Nora did the same to Bonnie, working even faster to lift Bonnie’s dress over her head. Bonnie hadn’t been wearing a bra, and now her perfect breasts were naked before Nora. Nora leaned down and sucked on of Bonnie’s nipples into her mouth, delighting in the moans that left Bonnie’s lips with each suck.

      Nora moved from one nipple to the other, gently biting on the sensitive nub. Nora pulled back—her mouth reddened from the heat and pressure. She grinned at Bonnie and lowered down to her knees, yanking Bonnie’s panties down her legs.

      “Fuck,” Nora whispered, when Bonnie’s shaved, wet pussy was exposed. Nora grabbed Bonnie’s thighs and spread them slightly.

      “It’s beautiful,” Nora blurted. She was unable to help herself upon seeing the plump pussy.

      Bonnie propped herself up with her hands against the metal shelf, and looked down between them, at Nora, who turned her blue eyes up at the cheerleader as she slid her tongue over the wet slit. Bonnie sighed, long and heavy, as she felt the sweet, warm lips tightly seal around her clit.

      “Fuck,” she huffed—her stomach flexing as the sensation left her weak.

      Nora knew that, if there had not been a delicious pussy in her mouth, her head might’ve spun around at how fast everything had happened. She could hardly comprehend it, and certainly had little care to do so, now that the clean flavor of Bonnie’s skin was in her mouth, and the sweet arousal was coating her tongue.

      “Mm,” Nora moaned, as Bonnie groaned and rocked her hips gently back and forth into the blonde’s mouth. She ran her hands through Nora’s blonde locks, firm but gentle, as her fingers massaged the blonde’s scalp with intense want. Nora lapped at Bonnie’s pussy before sliding two fingers inside her. Her own pussy became soaked, eager for its own release.

      With Bonnie’s pussy in her mouth, Nora only wanted to make Bonnie come. She devoured her pussy and fingered her until Bonnie’s thighs were quivering with ecstasy. “Fuck,” Bonnie breathed as the walls of her pussy clenched around Nora’s fingers. It was Nora’s dream-come-true to finally go down on another woman and make her come.

      Bonnie grabbed Nora and pulled her up. “My turn,” she breathed, and spun Nora around until the blonde was bent over one of the lower shelves—her head just inside the shadowy inlet between two boxes. Without anything to see, her senses rose, as she felt Bonnie caress her ass with her fingers before pulling her panties down.

      “Oh, fuck,” Nora groaned, as she felt Bonnie’s mouth slide between her thighs—her tongue caressing her slit and teasing it relentlessly as though she had done this a million times. Nora’s knees grew weak as a shudder rushed up and down her entire body. “Fuck,” she groaned, as the cheerleader brought her ass closer and closer to desperation. Nora had already wanted to experience sex with another woman, but the warm tongue flicking and teasing her hole, had only left her all the more longing for it, now.

      Bonnie grabbed Nora and pulled her from the shelf, turning her around again. This time, she grabbed Nora’s thighs and started to lick her pussy from the front. The blonde looked down, seeing the cheerleader that she had seen so many times before in the hallways, now with her lips around her mound. Her pussy was enough to wet the cheerleader’s appetite. The cheerleader licked up and down unapologetically, as she drifted her finger up and found her slit once more. There, she teased it as she sucked her clit, eliciting a whimper of desperate bliss from the blonde teen.

      “Oh, oh… fuck,” Nora cried, her chest heaving. “Fuck me,” she begged. “Come on,” she said. “It feels so good.”

      Bonnie pushed her fingers deeper into the tight warmth of Nora’s tight, virgin hole, and the blonde tightened her eyes and grit her teeth.

      “Fuck me, Bonnie,” Nora exhaled. “I’m going to come,” she said, before groaning loudly as Bonnie pumped her fingers deeper into the tight hole. With each push, she managed to sink deeper and sucked harder.

      Only seconds later, the dam walls burst and she felt her entire body weaken and contract—her pussy throbbing wildly around Bonnie’s lithe fingers—as her climax broke over her like waves.

      “Fuck me,” Nora cried out, as Bonnie continued to suck.

      She knew she would remember the long, vulnerable moans they shared for the rest of her life, as Bonnie exhaled heavy and pecked along Nora’s thighs. “Fuck… you don’t know how long I’ve wanted to do that,” Bonnie confessed.

      “You know I do,” Nora said. “You think I haven’t been waiting for you to do that?” The blonde smiled and pulled Bonnie up to her, taking a kiss from the weary-eyed cheerleader.

      “Shit, we never even locked the door—somebody could have seen us,” Bonnie said, looking over.

      “Oh well,” Nora laughed.

      Bonnie laughed, too. The cheerleader was far too blissful and exhausted to care, as her pussy continued to pulse.

      The two of them got dressed and Nora felt the wetness dripping down her thigh. She could only smile at this feeling, as her pussy started to ache with desire all over again.

      “We’d better get cleaned up—there’s a bathroom with showers down the hall,” Bonnie explained. “This used to be the old football facility, according to Coach K.”

      “Good,” Nora grinned. “I’ve always kind of wanted to do it in the shower,” the blonde confessed.

      “What makes you think we’re doing this again?” Bonnie said, looking at the blonde straight-faced, before breaking into a sly grin.

      “You’re such a bully, you know that, right?” Nora said, as the pair started for the showers, excitedly.

      “Hey, that’s what put us here in the first place,” Bonnie reminded her. “Maybe I need to be a bully more often,” she said.

      The blonde could not believe what had happened. Like a powder-keg waiting to explode, fate had changed in the course of an afternoon, as she left the stockroom with a flushed body, and rushed with Bonnie to the showers to do it all over again.

      Suddenly, Nora was dreading graduation.
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