

Community Cervix

Amber Skye


Community Cervix

Copyright © 2016 by Amber Skye

Published by Amber Skye Erotica

All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information retrieval or storage system, without the prior consent of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or locales, is entirely coincidental. All characters in this book participating in sexual activity are over the age of 18.


Contents

Books by Amber Skye

Community Cervix  by  Amber Skye

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8


Books by Amber Skye

Laci’s Lingerie

Autumn Sizzle

The Pink Posse

Community Cervix

Crack of Dawn

Side Out

Block Party

Wet Chemistry

Fender Bender

Tea with Trina

Eating Out

Soccer Mom

The 13th Step

Ten Speed


Community Cervix


by


Amber Skye


1

My nine-year-old VW Jetta sputtered into the driveway, crunching the loose pavement where the cement had cracked and allowed a few weeds to crawl through the crevices. I looked at the lawn and sighed. The once pristine landscaping had turned worn and shaggy, tarnishing the memories of the idyllic suburban setting from my youth. It had been over four years since I’d visited my childhood home, and I was relieved that the once searing pain of years gone by had dulled to a softer, sorrowful throb.

I sat quietly for a moment after I’d turned off the car, listening to the pops and hissing of the overworked motor of my poor, old automobile. I stared at the numerous dead bugs on the windshield; the drive from Missouri to Georgia had produced a colorful collection of spattered insect guts on the opaque glass.

Dad’s Explorer sat at the end of the driveway, dusty and old looking, battered and tired—symbolic of the man I would imminently encounter inside the house. I’d learned to drive in that automobile years ago when it had been brand spanking new. I turned my gaze toward the house and was pleased to see that it didn’t look too bad. The Rivermist Subdivision was a procession of cookie-cutter homes with brick facades and vinyl siding. Dad’s suburban home was relatively perky, providing me with a little relief that he still cared enough to keep the house in decent repair. The white siding was in need of some pressure washing, but otherwise, it looked fairly good.

I climbed from the car and instantly was reminded of my full bladder. I’d stopped to pee several states ago but had purchased a large sweet tea in hopes that the caffeine would keep me alert for a safe arrival in the Peach State. I pulled my phone from my purse and checked the text my dad had sent the night before. Punching in the code on the mounted module outside the garage, I slipped into the cluttered area leading to the kitchen door. I swept into the house and located the powder room off the kitchen and relieved myself. As I was washing my hands, I heard the creak of the stairs announcing my father’s descent. I braced myself. I hadn’t seen Dad in three years. I loved him dearly, but he had become an emptied and hollowed man since my mother’s departure from our lives over a decade ago. Seeing the pain and regret in his eyes over my mother’s abandonment always left me wanting to sob.

Throwing some water on my face and toweling off with a tattered hand towel, I inspected myself in the mirror. I had been blessed with good looks…or maybe it had been a curse. I often wondered about that. I’m short and cute…always have been. Small, delicate features with pouty lips blessed a countenance framed by wavy, platinum hair. Smooth skin and curvy hips worked well with average-sized, perky breasts. Shapely and toned legs, tanned from wallowing in the apartment pool where I’d resided until yesterday, frequently turned heads. My ass was round and just a little wide, bouncing seductively as I walked. I mused for the thousandth time if my physical virtues had been my undoing.

Dad called out from the kitchen. “Nicole? Is that you, sweetie?”

I opened the door and moved through the hallway into the kitchen. “Hi, Daddy!” I said.

Moving into his arms, we embraced—the smell of his Old Spice aftershave familiar and comforting, but the smell of alcohol on his breath less so. Dad’s ruddy complexion, darkened further by the whiskey he’d been drinking, gave me momentary pause. He was still a handsome man, but he’d added a few pounds since I’d last seen him, the paunch of his belly a little awkward as we hugged. He gently pushed me back, holding my shoulders with his meaty paws. His big smile warmed my heart.

“It’s so good to see you, baby,” he said, pulling me in again for another tight hug.

“It’s good to be home, Dad,” I said, sounding perhaps less convincing than I had intended.

“Are you hungry?” he asked. “We can get a bite at Charley’s over at River Point.”

River Point was an outdoor shopping area where the kids all hung out on weekends and after school back in the day. It was modestly upscale, offering shops, boutiques, and a number of trendy restaurants and a few pubs. My stomach grumbled and I suddenly realized how hungry I was.

“Let’s eat,” I said cheerily, this time making it work.

We took his old Explorer to River Point and found a parking spot not too far from Charley’s. Sauntering into the bar and grill, Dad and I took a booth near a mounted TV where he could keep an eye on the Braves game. Some things never change; I think his love for baseball was one of the things that kept him going. He had played professionally years ago, making it as far as double-A before tearing his ACL on a slide into second base. That had ended his career, and he had been fortunate to land a job with a major insurance carrier. Ten years later, he was rewarded with his own agency. He worked from 7 a.m. until 4 p.m. through the week, came home and walked a mile through the subdivision, and then he would start drinking—waiting for evening baseball on TV. He golfed on Saturdays and loafed on Sundays. Dad was a man of routine, for sure.

Our drinks arrived, a whiskey over ice with a splash of soda for Dad, and I ordered a Michelob Ultra. He took a big slug of his drink and peered over his glass at me.

“You okay, baby?” he asked.

I gave him a brave smile. “Sure, Dad,” I said. “I’m fine.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked. “It’s okay either way. I don’t want to pry, Nicole.”

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said. “I’m alright.”

I suppose I should feel fortunate. My dad didn’t judge me or meddle in my affairs too much. I knew deep down I’d been a failure, but my father never displayed any disappointment in me. Maybe it would have been easier if he had…but maybe not.

I’d done pretty well in high school. Graduating with an SAT score and GPA worthy of a middle-tier, in-state college. I ended up at Valdosta State and partied my way through the first two years. I’d been pretty slutty too, bedding a number of boys on campus and experimenting sexually when I should have been studying. The truth was that I was highly sexed. I simply loved getting my rocks off. With a pretty face and a sultry body, it had been easy to have my pick of any hot guy I wanted. And I had screwed more guys than I could count on my fingers and toes by the middle of my sophomore year. A real slut. But I had enjoyed every one of them. And the truth was it hadn’t changed much over the years. I had continued to make bad choices in men—usually hot guys that didn’t have two brain cells bumping into each other.

Dropping out of college in my junior year, I’d moved to St. Louis with a man whom I thought was the one. A dropout himself, he elected to join his family’s plumbing business and we ended up marrying in Las Vegas within a few months. Living in a fairly nice apartment in the St. Louis suburbs, we did okay for a while. He made decent money and I worked part-time at a clothing store in a nearby mall. I spent the rest of my time lounging at the pool where I met a good-looking, smooth-talking muscle head and spent the rest of the summer fucking his brains out while my husband worked. I knew it was wrong—immoral and unethical, but I just couldn’t help myself.

Needless to say, that marriage crumbled. I spent a year living with the muscle head, but the luster soon wore off with him and I found myself in bed with a married man. Yeah…I’m Mother Teresa for sure! When that ended, I met a bartender whom I lived with for close to two years. But it turned out he was no better than me, and I caught him in bed with a seventeen-year-old girl he’d met at the bowling alley.

I found a full-time job as an office specialist for a roofing company, answering the phone, typing, filing, and doing some invoicing. It paid well, and I was able to afford a small apartment on my own. I was actually very good at my job and was rewarded with steady raises and bonuses. My self-esteem blossomed as I became completely self-sufficient. But then I messed it all up by having an affair with my boss—a single guy for a change, but it still ended up running backwards. That old saying playing over and over in my head: “Don’t get your meat and your bread in the same place.”

When the tension and dynamics became too heated, I was laid off and quickly replaced by an older, unattractive, and marginally competent woman. Ending up working in a Starbucks, I struggled to pay my rent. Dad had helped some by sending me a little money, but I continued to struggle nonetheless. And now, at twenty-eight, I was moving back home with my pops.

“Why don’t you tell me about your plan, Dad?” I said. “What do you have in mind?”

We’d talked quite a bit over the past two months. He had offered me a position but had been a little vague about what he had in mind. I knew he was covered with a couple of assistants at the agency, so I was pretty sure he didn’t need me there.

“I could use someone to take care of my personal affairs,” he said. “Pay my bills, see to the upkeep of the house, cook a few nights a week, and run errands for me.”

I stared at him. I hadn’t expected this. I remained silent, mulling over his offer.

“The basement is yours. You can arrange it however you want. The spare room already has a queen bed and some furniture, there’s plenty of closet space, and the living area has a cable hookup. I’ll get a TV down there for you. You can use the bar space as a little kitchenette, and you’re free to use the upstairs kitchen if you like. You can use the basement door for entry and exit. I’ll stay out of your business. That is, I won’t come into your living space unless I’m invited. I’ll pay you $300 a week, supply food, and I’ll put a down payment on a new Honda Civic for you.”

I continued to stare at my father. It was a generous offer. I’d be a fool not to jump on it. His altruism was touching. I felt a lump in my throat and had to swallow hard, fighting back tears.

Dad’s eyes were rheumy and red-rimmed, a melancholy hardly concealed. I knew that despite how badly my mother had treated him—how badly she’d hurt him—he still loved her. He would never completely get over the separation. It dawned on me that his offer wasn’t completely altruistic. He was lonely and wanted to hang on to something…somebody. I was his only child. I wasn’t sure but I suspected he had few friends, and he pined for a connection to a happier time.

“Can you afford it, Dad?” I asked.

He laughed and it made me feel better.

“Baby, I’m fine. The mortgage is paid off, my vehicle is paid off, and the agency is doing quite well. I didn’t piss away all my money either. I’m actually in good financial shape. In fact, I want to do a few things to the house, hire a landscaping crew, and maybe even get myself a newer car.”

I chewed my bottom lip. I didn’t know what kind of general contractor I’d be for domestic projects, and I sensed that he wanted to hand these details over to me.

“So,” I said. “Will you want me overseeing renovations and such?”

“To some degree, yes. Someone will need to be at the house and make decisions on some of the minor issues, but I’ll go over everything with you. I could really use the help, Nicole.”

I shivered. It sounded almost like he was pleading. I suddenly saw my dad in a different light. All of a sudden I realized that he needed me. It had been a while since I’d felt needed and valued. It made the whole idea of his offer to me more palatable—less like charity.

Taking a long pull from the beer bottle, I dropped my gaze from my dad momentarily. His milky eyes were still on me when I glanced back at him. I exhaled and nodded.

“You got a deal, Daddy,” I said.

He smiled. It was almost a happy smile, and it cheered me. I raised my bottle and we clinked glasses.
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I got busy right away. I spent Sunday arranging the basement to my satisfaction. I vacuumed the floor, dusted the tables and shelving, scrubbed the bar area, and mopped the small, tiled floor around my makeshift kitchen. A full bath off of the living area was mostly dusty. I scrubbed it down as well, and then drove to the store to buy supplies for my quarters. By Sunday evening, I had created a nifty little studio apartment in the basement of my childhood home.

I slept like a log, and because there were no windows in my bedroom, I didn’t wake until after 10 a.m. Dad had left for work, but a text on my phone told me to purchase a TV using a credit card he’d left on the kitchen counter upstairs.

By the time I returned home with the new thirty-two-inch flat screen and a few girly accouterments for my bedroom, it was nearing 3 p.m. I got the TV setup and the cable plugged in, and after a twenty-minute phone conversation with Comcast, I had basic cable working in my quaint little quarters. I was set!

I took a break to munch an apple with a little peanut butter, drank a big glass of water, and set to work cleaning the main floor. By 6:30 I had dinner on the table and sat down with my pops to eat.

The remainder of the week I spent procuring a contractor to pressure wash the home’s siding, cleaning the remaining rooms in the house, and getting all of my father’s errands run. I also received a quote from a yard crew and subsequently used my—ahem—skills to shave 20% from their initial price. By Friday, the only chore I had remaining was bill paying, and I knocked that out shortly after noon. The mail arrived like clockwork in the Rivermist Subdivision, and I strolled out to the box in the midday heat to collect the assortment of bills and junk mail. A flyer was hanging from the front of the box, and I hastily tore it from where it had been taped and crumpled it in my hand as I extracted the contents from inside the mailbox.

I meandered through the garage toward the door leading into the kitchen as I sorted through all the crap my dad had received in the mail. At the foot of the door leading to the house, sat a blue, rectangular receptacle used for recycling. I casually flipped each piece of junk mail into the bin, holding the important stuff under my arm. I added the crumpled flyer to the items I’d deemed as junk, but on second thought I decided to at least glance at it and make absolutely certain it wasn’t anything important.

Choosing to get out of the summer heat, I slipped into the cool confines of the house and pressed the remote to close the garage. I made a neat stack of the mail I thought Dad would want to see and filed the bills in a plastic file organizer I’d purchased for that very purpose.

Unfolding the crumpled flyer, I gazed at the bold font across the top. Rivermist Community Service Day read the solicitation. I chuckled when I read the date; it was set for the following day—not much notice I mused. I read further to discover that the work was to begin at 9 a.m. and continue until 1:30 in the afternoon. Tomorrow’s focus would be the large wooded triangle where two roads diverged for entry and egress into and out of the neighborhood.

I pursed my lips. It wasn’t the sort of thing I’d normally volunteer for, but it occurred to me that it would be an excellent opportunity to meet people—and I must admit, the possibility of a romantic encounter in the woods was vividly churning in my dirty little mind. Besides, it wasn’t like I had any grand plans for Saturday. I’d considered lounging at the community pool for a spell, but I could do that afterward. I folded up the flyer and stuck it in the back pocket of my cutoffs.

Dad arrived home a little before five o’clock, and we had agreed to have dinner together at an Italian restaurant at the opposite end of the River Point mall from where we’d dined the previous weekend upon my arrival.

“So,” he said. “How was the first week?”

I smiled. “It was good, Dad,” I answered, gnawing on a buttered garlic roll. “I stayed plenty busy getting everything set up. I think we are in good shape.”

“Good. I’m really glad you’re home, Nicole. It’s been real nice having you around.”

Our food came and Dad dug into his spaghetti as I dumped some Parmesan cheese on my baked ziti. We clinked glasses again as we’d done before and were mostly quiet while we stuffed our faces. When we couldn’t eat anymore, we sat back and rested in a comfortable silence for a few minutes. Finally, Dad spoke.

“I’m golfing tomorrow afternoon. Tee time is at three, and I’ll probably have a few cocktails with the boys afterward. It might be late when I get home…sometimes it’s after midnight. I just thought I should let you know,” he finished.

“Okay. Thanks,” I said.

“How about you, baby?” he asked. “Do you have any plans? You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” he added quickly, respecting my privacy.

I laughed. “It’s fine, Dad. Actually, I do have plans tomorrow.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“I’m going to help out with the neighborhood workday. We got a flyer on the mailbox today asking for help.”

He nodded. “Good. I think you’ll represent us well. I’ve gotten too old to dig in ditches, but I’m sure they’ll be glad to have you.”

I shook my head. He wouldn’t have gone if he were as fit as a fiddle, but I just let it go. We finished our drinks and Dad paid the bill. By the time we arrived home, it was nearing 10 p.m. I watched some TV for a bit, and then sauntered into my windowless room, set the alarm on my phone for eight, and fell right to sleep.
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The chime on my phone pulled me from a peaceful slumber, and I climbed out of bed rested and ready to greet the day. I took a quick shower, downed a bagel with some coffee, and brushed my teeth carefully. I dressed in some short cutoffs, a snug sports bra, and tennis shoes. Figuring there would be some single guys in their thirties or forties helping out, I wanted to look cute and sexy, yet not contrived.

I walked the half mile to the work area—the morning sunshine kissing my bare skin with its warmth. I had texted my name to a number on the flyer the day before. It would be used as a sign-up and also for group pairings. I began to fantasize about being linked with some tall, dark, and handsome stranger—maybe in his late thirties, fit and charming with a beautiful smile and piercing blue eyes. He would get sweaty in the morning heat, muscles bulging and glistening in the sun. He would be intelligent and funny…and packing a big gun! My pussy twitched and I felt the familiar moistening between my lips. Then I pulled myself back to reality as I approached the work area where about fifteen people were already assembled. The group seemed well acquainted with one another, but I didn’t recognize a soul. A young woman appeared to be one of the group leaders, handing out orange vests to those who would be working roadside. Trash bags and those sticks with nails embedded in the ends were distributed to some of the younger people—likely high school kids trolling for community service points to post on upcoming college applications.

I stood at the back of the little crowd and moved into view as most of the participants dispersed to their appointed jobs. I was a little disappointed when a cute, blond fellow around my age was paired with a middle-aged woman to spread pine straw around the trees and shrubs inside of the brick-bordered islands throughout the entrance area. After they moved away, I was left alone with the young woman. She beamed at me, making me feel a little awkward.

“Nicole Peterson,” she said. “It’s so good to see you again!”

I was suddenly uncomfortable. There was something oddly familiar about her, but I couldn’t quite place her. I was trying to figure out how she knew me when she spoke again.

“You don’t recognize me, do you?” she asked.

“I’m sorry,” I began. “I don’t.”

“That’s okay,” she said. “You babysat me one summer when I was a kid.”

I studied her carefully, trying to place her. I had done a fair amount of babysitting in the neighborhood during the summers between the ages of fourteen and seventeen. I realized I was squinting at her when I suddenly placed her. I snapped my fingers, trying to pull her name from memory. The light bulb finally went on.

“Harper? Harper Chavez?” I asked.

“YES!” she exclaimed enthusiastically.

“WOW! You sure have grown up,” I said in disbelief. “You were what…nine or ten the last time I saw you?”

“I was nine,” she said emphatically. “We used to have so much fun!”

I shook my head as I took her in. A precocious little girl, she had grown into full-fledged womanhood in what seemed a blink of an eye. She towered about six inches over me. The product of a Cuban father and an Irish mother, Harper was a striking figure—she had been so as a child too, but what a fetching beauty she’d become since I’d last laid eyes on her! Silky, black hair cascaded past her shoulders, and emerald green eyes with flecks of gold I hadn’t noticed at an earlier age pinned me with their heated gaze. Brown skin, courtesy of her Latin heritage, glowed in the morning light. Her legs were almost endless, finally segueing to slightly widened hips that curved again to a thin waistline. A normal-sized yet perky bust blessed her torso, and her arms were toned, sinewy, and tanned. I bet she had no trouble attracting male attention, and I hoped it hadn’t been the curse for her that it had been for me.

“Well, Harper,” I said. “You have turned into a beautiful, young lady!”

She smiled widely, displaying beautiful white teeth with just a slight hint of an overbite—the cutest of imperfections on an otherwise stunning young woman.

“I bet the boys are beating down your door,” I said grinning.

Her smile faded slightly and the corner of her mouth twitched. Suddenly I felt uncomfortable again. Figuring I’d embarrassed her by bringing up the topic of male attention, I changed the subject.

“Do you still live at home?” I asked.

Once more, she smiled brightly. “For the summer, yes. I just got home from college. I majored in Horticulture at Georgia, and I’m doing an internship with an arborist. This project came up and I jumped on it. I’m hopeful that I’ll get on with them in a full-time capacity this fall.”

“That’s wonderful, Harper!” I said, genuinely happy for her.

“What about you?” she asked.

I shrugged. “I was married and lived in St. Louis for several years. It didn’t work out.”

“Oh,” she said softly. “I’m sorry, Nicole.”

I shrugged again. “So…you’re in charge of me now. What are we doing?”

Harper laughed. It was like déjà vu. I remembered her laugh from when she was a little girl when I would tickle her if she pestered me too much. It was all coming back to me. Hers was a sweet laugh, cute and girly, full of life and energy.

“We are going to plant shrubs along the V in the clearing.”

I glanced behind her and spotted numerous small plants in little, black, plastic containers.

“Those?” I asked and pointed behind her. “What are they?”

“Dwarf English Laurels,” she stated. “Evergreens that will get pretty bushy. They flower in the spring. They’ll look beautiful in this spot, and don’t require crazy amounts of care. They just need to be hedged regularly.”

“Sounds like a plan. After you,” I said, pointing the direction where the potted plants waited.

The dirt was soft from several days of afternoon thundershowers that were quite common in the Southeast during the summer. Harper instructed me on how to dig holes for the plants, and we each took a shovel and went to work. I started along the curb and she staggered her holes beside and behind me. We dug four spots in the earth, and then we stopped and planted the laurels. We worked well together, and within a few hours we had eight bushes planted. We decided to take a short break and sip some water from a cooler that some kind soul had been considerate and thoughtful enough to provide. We chatted more, becoming comfortable with each other. And despite my initial disappointment about the hunky, blond guy being paired with the older woman, I felt a mutual friendship brewing with Harper. She was quick-witted, smart, and articulate, yet kind and compassionate. Given my recent history, I was probably much better suited to have Harper as my partner than the handsome, blond guy.

Fifteen minutes later, we resumed our work. We fell into a rhythm, digging holes on the other side of the V and planting the second half of the bushes. I was sweating profusely by now and Harper had soaked through her cotton shirt. A smudge of dirt danced on her cheek and strands of her black hair stuck to her face. I took a towel from the cooler and swiped at her face just as I had years ago when she’d slopped chocolate pudding from ear to ear.

“There,” I said. “Much better!”

After dabbing at the dirt, I pushed her hair back into place. She held her face still as I wiped a few streaks from her other cheek. Her hand came up and rested gently on my arm and an odd expression briefly flashed over her face. Then she shivered. I laughed.

“Sorry, I guess the towel is kind of cold coming from the cooler,” I said. “But I got you cleaned up.”

Her hand still rested on my arm. I looked down to see long, slender fingers, nails glowing with a bright, red polish lingering on my flesh. She shivered again—which I found odd—and removed her hand. Her eyes were momentarily unfocused, making me wonder if the heat had done a number on her. But she quickly recovered when the blond guy and the woman approached.

“Is there any straw left?” she asked the pair.

The blond guy answered. “We still have ten bales.”

“That should be perfect,” Harper said. “If all four of us spread it, we can have it completed in a snap.”

We went to work installing the pine straw around the laurels and spread a healthy portion between them, covering the area nicely. We stood back and inspected the job. As nice as the shrubs had looked before, they looked even better now that the red clumps of Georgia clay were covered. We all smiled, having succeeded at beautifying the area.

A man and his son pulled up in a truck, and we loaded the gardening tools, empty pots, and the orange twine used to wrap the bales of straw. A number of brooms were produced to sweep up the area, and then we deposited them into the bed of the pickup along with the other items.

Shortly after one, the remaining crew returned and turned in their vests and piled the trash bags into the awaiting truck. After everyone departed, I stood alone with Harper admiring our effort.

“It looks amazing, Harper! You did a fabulous job coordinating the work.”

She blushed and smiled. “Thank you,” she said softly.

“Well,” I said. “I’m hot. I think I’ll relax by the pool for the rest of the afternoon.”

“I had fun reconnecting with you today,” she said. Then she glanced downward and wrung her hands for a second. “How about I join you at the pool and we celebrate with some margaritas?” she asked. “I have a batch made up in the fridge at home.”

“I’d like that,” I said, genuinely enthusiastic about her suggestion.

We went our separate ways and met an hour later at the community pool. Harper had already arrived, securing a table with an umbrella. She was pouring my drink as I strolled up. She had even salted the rim of the glass for me. I took a sip and puckered—Harper hadn’t skimped on the tequila.

“Oh, man! That is one strong drink, Harper!”

She laughed and the déjà vu sensation hit me again.

We sipped our drinks and before long I was buzzing nicely from the alcohol. We applied sunscreen, helping each other with our backs. We sunbathed for a bit and then slipped into the cool confines of the water, taking our drinks with us. Splashing around in the shallow end for a bit, we eventually settled on the edge of the pool. After several minutes, I jumped up, returning with our towels to sit on so that we didn’t mar our delicate skin.

“So who’s that blond guy who was spreading the pine straw?” I asked with a lewd grin. “He’s pretty hot!”

Harper’s reaction was a bit odd. She kicked at the water for a few seconds before meeting my eyes. Her expression was neutral, making me wonder if perhaps there was some history between them.

“His name is Vince. He lives on the next block over from my parents’ house.”

“Is he single?”

She paused and kicked at the water again, and I thought I detected a flash of distaste on her face.

“Yeah. At least he’s not married.”

“How old is he?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Maybe in his mid-thirties. I’m not really sure.”

Her demeanor had changed completely, making me wonder once more if she had dated him or simply had romantic inclinations toward him.

“Have you been involved with him, Harper? Am I overstepping my bounds asking these questions?”

She laughed. It was a hearty laugh, an uncharacteristic sinister edge in her outburst.

“No, Nicole,” she stated firmly. “We are not an item. I’m not interested in him.”

“Is he maybe too old for you?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s it,” she said quite unconvincingly.

She stood suddenly. “I need some more sunscreen and another drink. Come on. I’ll get your back.”

We walked over to the table. While she rummaged through her bag for sunscreen, I poured two more drinks. The alcohol was getting to my head a bit now, and I was beyond a little buzzed—not drunk, but pretty darn tipsy, for sure.

“Here, Nicole,” she said. “Your back is getting a lot of sun. Let me get you covered.”

I turned and heard the obscene noise the lotion made as it escaped the bottle. It made me giggle. I heard Harper rubbing her hands together, considerately warming the sunscreen before applying it to my back. I instantly noticed a difference in her touch when she applied the lotion. It was softer, gentler, almost loving. When she had completed the application, she subtly ran one of her nails down my back, sending shivers through my body. It was disturbingly arousing, but I simply dismissed it, thinking the alcohol was messing with my mind. Then it was over. I turned to face Harper, her brilliant green eyes burning a hole in me, and I shivered again. She turned away from me, giving me her back so that I could return the favor. I looked at her differently than I had before, again thinking that the alcohol was playing tricks on me. The sensual curve of her back leading to wide, shapely hips affected me. It was like being in an art gallery and looking at an exotic display of timeless beauty. It dawned on me at that moment what a lovely creature Harper truly was. Gone was the gangly child I’d known from my adolescence. Gone was the kid who loved watching Sponge Bob and eating licorice jelly beans until I had to take them from her, fearing she’d eat her beloved candies until she’d toss them back up. She would have consumed the entire bag if I’d allowed it.

When I applied the sunscreen to her back, I was stricken by the velvety softness of her skin. Working the lotion soothingly into her back, I wondered if she was enjoying my touch as much as I’d enjoyed hers—was the alcohol affecting her similarly?

Shaking myself from my trance, I gave her a gentle pat on the back as I completed the task.

“All done, hon,” I said.

A soft laugh escaped her lips. “You used to call me ‘hon’ when I was a kid,” she said. With a cheerful smile, she added, “I always liked that.”

We returned to the edge of the pool and sipped our drinks. After about forty-five minutes, we located a couple of recliners near our table and sunbathed for close to another hour. Harper provided some tunes from her iPhone—catchy pop numbers mixed with some sultry Latin tunes and a few classic rock staples—no rap, which was perfectly fine with me. Around 5 p.m., the sun still burning high in the mid-summer sky, we decided we’d had enough sun.

“So,” Harper said as we packed our belongings. “I got nothing going on tonight. Do you want to hang out?”

“I’d like that, Harper! Why don’t you come over and check out my new digs? We can watch a movie…maybe you can bring some more of those margaritas!”

Her smile beamed. “That sounds wonderful.”

We traded contacts and hoisted our belongings. Leaving the community pool, we walked together until she veered off down her street. I strolled cheerfully—if not a little drunkenly—toward my home, glad to have made a fast friend and thrilled about the companionship I’d developed with Harper in the course of the day.
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I took a long shower, drank several glasses of water, and applied some aloe to my skin. Reapplying sunscreen throughout the day had kept me from burning, but the sun and the chlorine from the pool enhanced the risk of dry skin. I didn’t want that. Afterward, I trolled Netflix for a few minutes. I located a romantic comedy—a chick flick—and queued it for later along with a couple other options in case Harper wasn’t crazy about my pick. She showed up at 7:30 and we sat on the back patio under the deck drinking another round of margaritas, a ceiling fan and a gentle breeze keeping us cool. Having rallied from my earlier tipsiness, I paced myself with the tropical drink this time. We sat in a comfortable silence at first, admiring the beauty of a doe and fawn that sauntered onto the lawn. Deer were a bit of a problem in the neighborhood. They would drift up from the riverbed, searching for food. They were notorious for munching on freshly planted flowers, even being as bold as encroaching back patios and eating the plants right out of the pots.

Harper and I remained quiet for a spell, watching them casually stroll through the backyard. The doe eventually glanced our way, but sensing no threat from two reclining young women, she wasn’t spooked in the least.

“So, Harper,” I finally said. “Tell me about your love life.”

She was slumped in a chair, her feet resting on a little plastic-topped table where her drink sat, a pool of condensation emerging around the bottom of the glass.

“There’s not much to tell, Nicole. I’m not seeing anyone right now.”

“Really?” I remarked. “You’re so pretty; I’d think the boys would be beating down your doors.”

She blushed a little and looked down at her hands.

“You’re sweet to say that, but I haven’t actively dated since I’ve been home from college.”

Something in her tone told me to back off. I wanted to press further, ask about boys she’d dated while at UGA, but I sensed it was perhaps an awkward topic for her.

“How about I order a pizza, Harper?”

She smiled and nodded. “That sounds great. I’m pretty hungry and I’m gonna pay for this liquid diet if I don’t get some food in my belly!”

“Do you like veggie?” I asked. “How about green peppers and black olives?”

“As long as there are no onions or anchovies, I’m good,” she laughed.

I nodded and pulled out my phone. Locating the local pizza joint in my contacts, I dialed the number and ordered a large pie. We went inside and I cut up some cantaloupe I’d purchased earlier in the week. We munched on the melon while we waited for the pizza, and I polled her for her choice in the movie options I’d selected. She agreed to the one I’d wanted to watch and shortly after the pizza arrived, we started it. The movie was cute and lighthearted; the kind that you could half focus on and still enjoy.

After we polished off two slices of pizza each and poured a second drink, we settled in, side-by-side on the sofa. The day’s events and the alcohol began to take their toll on me however, and soon my eyelids became heavy and I drifted off a number of times.

“Are you falling asleep?” Harper prodded.

“Somebody worked me too hard today,” I responded dreamily. The last thing I remember was my head sliding along the cushions and landing against Harper’s shoulder. When I went to lift my head, she reached up and held it in place.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, and the world went blank until I awoke, completely missing the second half of the movie.

The first sensation I noticed upon awakening was warmth. My entire body had been covered with the blanket I kept folded on the edge of the sofa. My head was still resting on Harper’s shoulder, slightly damp from our combined body heat. Then I felt fingers brushing lightly through my hair, gently caressing my scalp. Following that realization, I noticed that I was lying down now. But in my daze, I was unable to immediately orient myself as to my current placement on the sofa. Then I felt more heat and the silky flesh of Harper’s velvety thighs against mine. Then my sense of smell kicked in. A light scent of lavender, pleasant and comforting, tickled my nostrils.

As my mind swam through the haze of my departing slumber, it dawned on me that I was lying next to, and a little bit on top of Harper. I slowly lifted my head, and that’s when it happened. Her lips softly brushed mine. They were wonderful lips: smooth, soft, and silky—a faint taste of alcohol with a hint of margarita mix commingled between us. I didn’t respond. Shocked and taken aback by this young woman kissing me, I was equally stunned by the lightning bolt of sensation surging through my body. Could I be dreaming? Was this really happening? I felt her hand gently lift my chin, and then she kissed me fully on the lips, nibbling my bottom lip before running her tongue over it.

I pulled back slightly and looked at her. Her eyes were half-lidded and she was panting softly, her warm breath caressing my face. Harper leaned in and brushed my lips again, and this time I pulled completely away. I stared at her, almost hypnotized by the brilliance burning in those beautiful emerald eyes.

“I-I, uh…we can’t do this, Harper,” I breathed.

A haunting expression flashed in her eyes—embarrassment mixed with regret…and possibly fear.

“I’m so sorry, Nicole,” she said as we untangled and sat upright.

I shook myself completely awake. “Oh my God!” I said. “What just happened?”

“God, Nicole! I am so sorry for this,” she repeated.

I looked at her incredulously. “Are you a lesbian?” I asked.

She looked down at her hands and a tear ran from her eye. I shook my head, realizing how dumb my question was.

“Please…I, uh…I-I should go,” she said.

Sitting there shocked, confused, and a little drunk, I didn’t speak. I simply stared at her. Time seemed to stand still for a spell, and then another teardrop fell from Harper’s eye. Part of me wanted to hug her and tell her it was okay. But nothing was okay. What had been a magnificent day, renewing an old acquaintance, had turned into discomfort and confusion. So I continued to sit there, silent and dumbstruck, until Harper stood abruptly and dashed out my back door into the night.

I exhaled several times and slowly stood, swooning awkwardly from the alcohol and the bizarre experience that had just occurred. I felt bad for my new friend, and I quelled a sudden urge to chase after her. What would I say? I knew I needed to sort through my emotions, and I preferred a clear head to do so. I picked up the pizza box, several slices still remaining, and carried it to the little kitchenette. As I opened the fridge, I saw the pitcher of margaritas sitting right up front. I shook my head and closed the door. I moved to my windowless bedroom, the darkness soothing my senses. Sitting on the bed, I began removing my clothes. I threw my bra, shorts, and T-shirt on the floor and slipped out of my panties. I held them in my hand in disbelief, the padded crotch heavy and soaked. I tossed them on the floor and crawled into bed. As tired as I’d been earlier, I now knew that sleep would not come easily. So, trying to fool myself that I was fantasizing about the blond guy from the work crew, I shoved my hand between my thighs and went to work.
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It took me a while to fall asleep, but once I did, I slept like a rock, awakening Sunday morning to a full bladder and a throbbing headache. Naked, I stumbled to the bathroom and relieved myself. Returning to my room, I spotted my sodden thong lying on the floor, a not-so-gentle reminder of the confusion from my evening with Harper. I tossed my clothing into a hamper in the corner of the room and moved to my little kitchen. I downed two Tylenol and started some coffee. While the coffee brewed, I replayed the previous evening in my head. It wasn’t a big deal to me that Harper liked girls—I had always been fine with gay people. But the fact that I was the object of her desire both flattered and frightened me.

While I’d never been with a woman or even considered the possibility, I had plenty of friends who had experimented with lesbian sex during college—including my roommate my sophomore year. Kelly was a decent-looking girl with a wild libido, willing to try anything. She had found Sapphic love exciting and had told me about her lesbian escapades one Thursday night when we had smoked some pot in our dorm room. Offering not only to share her marijuana, she had asked if I’d be interested in sampling her “sumptuous pussy” sometime. I had laughed and shaken my head. She had shrugged it off and we remained friends. But Kelly had only asked; she had never touched me inappropriately and had never tried to kiss me. And after her initial request, she had never brought it up again.

I sipped coffee and sorted through my feelings about Harper and what had transpired only twelve hours prior. I ran the scenario through my head several times. I wondered what exactly had happened while I slept—my head resting on her shoulder, and later my body falling over hers. What had gone through her head to encourage her actions? I considered how badly I’d felt when she had left abruptly, rushing from the house in distress and visibly upset. It had been fun hanging out with her the previous day, creating something beautiful in the neighborhood entrance together, enjoying her companionship at the pool, and eating pizza and drinking margaritas on the back porch. I realized now how badly I’d missed real friendship and closeness with another human being. But that friendship had suddenly become awkward and complicated, and I wondered if it could be salvaged. And, of course, there was that gnawing realization in the back of my head that a part of me had been excited about what Harper had done to me. I tried to block it, but it kept creeping back into my mind. For the first time, I found myself considering the possibility that I may have some sort of “tendencies” toward women. Could it be?

I finished my coffee and the Tylenol was beginning to kick in; I was starting to feel almost human. A shower, a good scrubbing of my teeth, and a few rinses with mouthwash did wonders. I dressed and moseyed upstairs to check on Dad. He was sitting at the kitchen table, drinking a diet cola and reading the newspaper.

He looked at me over his reading glasses, and then glanced back at the paper.

“Good morning, sweetie,” he said evenly.

“Hi, Dad,” I answered. “How was golf?”

“Good. I shot better than I have in a while.”

He folded the paper and set it down on the table. Removing his glasses, he turned in his chair and looked at me with gentle scrutiny.

“How was your day? I saw the entrance; it looks great,” he said.

“My day was really good, mostly. The entrance does look nice, doesn’t it?”

He nodded and stood.

“Want to grab some breakfast? How about the Waffle House?”

“Sure,” I said, trying to sound cheerful.

We drove in Dad’s Explorer to the Waffle House and got a booth near the windows at the side of the building. Dad ordered steak and eggs and I settled for some wheat toast with a little jelly. We both ordered coffee, which we sipped while waiting for our food to arrive.

“So,” Dad started. “Is everything okay?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?” I replied with a question of my own.

Dad cleared his throat. “I ran into Harper Chavez in the driveway last night as I was coming home. She was crying and seemed distraught. She tried to cover it up and hide her tears. She said that y’all had eaten pizza and watched a movie…but that you fell asleep, so she left.”

I exhaled and sighed. “Yeah, Dad. She was over last night. We worked together on the entrance. We became reacquainted and we hung out afterward.”

“Uh-huh,” he said. “But she left in tears. Did y’all end up in some kind of fight?”

I shook my head. “No, Dad. It’s…it’s kind of personal though.”

“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry. It just caught me by surprise when I saw her. And to see her in that condition was…well, odd.”

“Yeah. She left upset. Something really weird happened, Dad.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know, Dad.”

“No problem, Nicole. Tell me if you want to. Otherwise, I’ll mind my own business.”

I’m not sure why, but I started to cry. My father watched me, hurt in his eyes at my pain. Then I spilled.

“We had so much fun together, Daddy,” I wailed. “We worked so well with each other on the entrance project; then we had a great time together at the pool.”

I sobbed and my father reached across the table and took my hands. He said nothing; he simply waited me out.

I sniffled and resumed my tale. “Then we were watching a movie. I nodded off…well…like with my head on her shoulder. When I woke up…oh my God, Daddy…she was kissing me!”

He stared at me, his lips curling into a smile he was trying to restrain. Then he started laughing. I couldn’t help myself; I started laughing too, all the while sobbing with tears streaming from my eyes.

“Ah, shit,” he finally said, and we both started laughing again.

Finally, we calmed and my father spoke.

“Well, Nicole,” he said. “That’s the last thing I expected to hear.”

“What do I do, Daddy?” I asked.

He shrugged. “That’s really up to you, honey. You had fun with her yesterday, right?”

I nodded. “Yes. It was great getting to know her as an adult. I felt a close connection to her. But then that happened,” I said, waving my hand in the air as I mentioned the word “that.”

“So if she hadn’t tried to kiss you,” he started, but the waitress stood there with our food, not allowing him to continue until she set our meals down and scurried away, giving us a strange glance over her shoulder and causing us to erupt in laughter again.

When we settled, he continued. “Look, baby. You made a friend. That’s good. Friendships are important. And she seems like a very nice girl, right?”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “She’s really sweet.”

“Then nurture the friendship. It doesn’t matter that she’s gay. Set your boundaries, whatever they may be. Look, it’s important to hold on to special people in your life. I know you blame your mother for our separation, but I would do a lot of things differently if I’d known then what I know now. We both failed to look after our marriage. Maybe you think what your mother did was unforgivable, but I realize now that I contributed to pushing her away. It was both of our faults. If you care about someone, you have to work at that friendship or relationship or marriage. It won’t look after itself.”

I stared at him silently. I did blame my mom. I rarely spoke to her and hadn’t seen her in years. And it hurt. The animosity in my heart toward my mother stabbed at me every day. Intellectually, I understood what he was saying, but emotionally it was a bitter pill to swallow. And how different from my mother was I? I had bedded a married man. Regret washed over me. A dawning realization flooded my consciousness. I had hurt people just like my mother had hurt my father and me. I suddenly felt very small. I didn’t want to hurt anyone else.

Dad released my hands and dug into his food. I picked at mine. I thought about Harper. I knew she hurt. I understood that she hadn’t done anything immoral or evil—like I had by fucking a married man—but I still felt uneasy. And I had an inkling as to the source of my unease.

We finished our meal and Dad drove us back to the house. I returned to my quarters and vacuumed and dusted my living area, scrubbed the bathroom, and picked up my bedroom. I started a load of laundry, hastily throwing my soggy panties into the wash. The exertion helped keep my mind from stewing over my recent troubles, and I began to feel better. The conversation with my Dad had helped; I appreciated how non-judgmental he had been at breakfast. I was pleased I had discussed my problem with him—it seemed to divide my sorrow over how I assumed Harper possibly felt about the ordeal. Picking up my phone, I pulled up Harper’s contact. Then I chickened out and set it on the coffee table. What would I say? Did I owe her an apology? Did she owe one to me? Did we need to have a heart-to-heart? I didn’t have answers to any of these questions.

Deciding to wander upstairs, I found my Dad watching the Braves on the television. I sat down and watched the game with him, attempting to go completely numb.
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Monday came and I got busy with the weekly chores, shopping, and bill paying. My mind often wandered to thoughts of Harper. I even said a little prayer for her, asking God to comfort her. Not being particularly religious, I didn’t know if it would help or not, but it sure couldn’t hurt. And I felt better because of it. But I slept fitfully on Tuesday night and woke before the sun came up on Wednesday morning. Throwing on some running shorts and a crop-top, I decided to take an early morning stroll through the neighborhood. Naturally, I chose a route that would take me past Harper’s house. She had mentioned that her job with the arborist had her on a schedule working from 7:30 to 4 during the week and that it was only a fifteen-minute drive. Figuring she would depart a little after seven, I timed my walk to be near her home around then. I had seen a Toyota Corolla parked in front of her house with a “Dawgs” sticker on the window and suspected that the display of the Georgia mascot indicated the vehicle belonged to her.

As I approached the curve in the road leading to her house, I slowed. Then I stopped altogether and concealed myself like a goofy teenager behind a minivan parked in the street. Sure enough, about five minutes passed, and then Harper emerged from the garage and strolled toward her car. My heart skipped a beat when I saw her. Dressed in khaki shorts and a work shirt and tennis shoes, she appeared determined and focused in her demeanor. I was again struck by her beauty, but saddened by her melancholy countenance.

I didn’t have time for further musings, however. Harper was inside the car and headed directly toward me. I felt like an idiot spying on her, like some freaky obsessed person—perhaps that is what I’d become. I maneuvered around the minivan and was on the yard side of the vehicle by the time Harper passed me. Exhaling deeply at nearly being spotted stalking a woman who had fled my house in tears a few short nights ago, I relaxed when her little Toyota zoomed around the curve out of sight.

“Miss? Can I help you?” a voice called from behind me, startling the holy crap out of me.

I turned suddenly. Ms. McGillicuty, a former schoolteacher living in the neighborhood, stood in her bathrobe holding a small, yippy dog on a leash.

“Oh, my goodness!” I exclaimed. “You scared me.”

My former teacher squinted. “Nicole? Nicole Peterson?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Well, goodness gracious,” she said. “I haven’t seen you in a month of Sundays.”

“No, ma’am. I’ve been living in Missouri, but I’m home now helping out my dad.”

She surveyed me for a long moment, and then glanced at the ground.

“Did you lose something?”

I took her suggestion and ran with it.

“I dropped a tube of lip balm. I thought it might have rolled under the van. I don’t see it though. No big deal. I have another at home.”

She smiled. “Well, it’s nice to see you, hon. Tell your father I said ‘hello.’”

“I sure will, ma’am. You have a nice day!” I said smiling.

I waved at my former teacher and sauntered from her lawn back into the street. The morning was pleasant, so I decided to continue my walk. Naturally, my stroll took me past the entrance to the neighborhood where Harper and I had planted the laurels the previous Saturday. They looked lovely, the morning sun reflecting off the dewy leaves. My heart suddenly hurt, causing tears to well in my eyes. I wiped them away and bit my lower lip. What was going on with me? I wasn’t a weepy person, but the emotions from the past several days were doing a number on me.

I turned and walked into the woods, picking up a trail that led down to the river. The path was familiar and stirred feelings of nostalgia from my youth. My friends and I had often come to the river to hang out. Some of the boys would swing from a tire suspended with a rope to a large tree, dropping or flipping into the river. It was a bit dangerous though. If you didn’t drop over the middle of the river where it was deepest, you risked injury by plunging into the shallow waters. It was rare, but an ambulance or two had visited the location a few times over the years, and one of our neighborhood kids spent several weeks in the hospital after an ill-advised stunt that nearly killed him.

I moved along the river and located a recess in the earth that the kids had labeled “the cave.” I had shared my first real kiss in that cave when I was eleven with Marky James. Marky was a blue-eyed, blond boy and my first real crush, who later died in Iraq during the second Gulf War. The memories were bittersweet, and it was nice to recapture a piece of my childhood as I strolled the river. I peered into the cave and smiled at how little had changed. A few beer bottles and cigarette butts littered the cave, but it somehow brought familiar comfort to me. I looked south along the river and spotted the bridge where kids used to hang out and smoke dope—they probably still did. Legend has it that during the late 1980’s when the neighborhood was brand new, that it had righteously earned its nickname, “Reefermist.” I had even partaken of the forbidden herb a few times on that bridge myself.

I sat for a while on the riverbed, watching the ripples in the water as the river flowed over a section of rocks between the bridge and the tire swing. I listened to the birds and wildlife and reveled in the serenity. About an hour passed, and the sun was climbing higher in the sky. The heat was becoming cumbersome, so I decided to head back home. As I walked, I realized that I had to do something about my situation, and that doing nothing was not going to help resolve my feelings, nor Harper’s.

I kept myself busy the remainder of the day and then ran over to Target to purchase some household items. As I walked along the main aisle toward the bank of registers, I suddenly got an idea. Veering off into the candy aisle, I scanned the shelving until I located exactly what I was looking for. After that, I found a little ribbon and a gift bag, added a box of small, blank stationery cards, and scurried up to make my purchases. Now I had a plan, and I felt the beginnings of relief wash over me.

I slept well Wednesday evening. Having set my alarm for 6:30, I popped out of bed, peed and brushed my teeth. I dressed similarly to the previous day and made my way back toward Harper’s house. It was just before seven when I reached her car in the street. Placing the gift bag with its contents on her hood and nestling it in the gap near the windshield, I attached the simple card. It read: I miss you! Please come by after work to talk. Nicole

Having everything in place, I returned to the minivan, which was parked in the same spot as the day before. Hoping that Ms. McGillicuty would not encroach upon me again, I waited behind the parked vehicle for about ten minutes. Harper appeared, dressed again in khakis and work shirt, and strolled toward her car while fiddling with her keys. She slowed when she looked up and spotted the bag on her car. Taking several slow and cautious steps toward her Toyota, she reached for the bag. I watched as she plucked the little card from the outside and slowly opened it. After she read the brief note, she looked inside the bag. The look on her face warmed my heart, sending shivers down my spine. She pulled the contents from within and clutched the big bag of licorice jelly beans to her chest. She lowered her head and her body lurched and heaved as she hugged the simple gift to herself. She stood like that for nearly thirty seconds before climbing into her car. She didn’t immediately start her vehicle. And then my phone vibrated. I looked at the screen and a text from Harper read: Thank you for the candy ~ you remembered! I’ll see you at five! Harp

Once again, I maneuvered around the van as she swept past.

When she was out of sight, I scurried around the vehicle again, hoping to avoid another encounter with my old teacher. I made it to the street just as Ms. McGillicuty slithered down the driveway in her slippers and robe, the little, yippy dog in tow.

I walked in the street with purpose, a young woman taking her morning exercise. I spotted Ms. McGillicuty and waved. She returned my wave, and I abruptly turned and headed down the street before she could engage me in conversation. I walked around the block, returning to my home with no further obstacles.
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At 3:45 Thursday afternoon, I jumped in the shower and cleaned myself thoroughly. I shaved my legs and armpits carefully, and trimmed my pubic hair—a fairly easy job, having recently waxed most of the area other than a small golden triangle above my vagina. I dressed in black shorts and a white tank top and threw on a pair of sandals. By 4:45, I was getting a little jittery. I had gone over the conversation in my head a thousand times, but ultimately I decided to simply let the evening play out. When Harper arrived just after five, I was nervous. I rarely had sweaty palms, but today they were a bit balmy.

She looked beautiful. She wore orange shorts and a lime-green, sleeveless top, a pair of flip-flops on her delicate feet. Her brown skin glimmered in the natural light as I opened the door to let her inside. She held the bag of jelly beans in her hand.

“Hi,” she said softly. “Thanks for the jelly beans.”

“Are licorice still your favorite?” I asked.

She nodded. “I can’t believe you remembered.”

We both started to speak at the same time and then stopped.

“Go ahead,” she said, her eyes drilling into me with curiosity.

“Uh…umm,” I stumbled along. “How about a drink? Your margaritas are still in the fridge.”

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked.

“We’ll moderate this time,” I laughed, and she offered a cautious smile.

I moved to the fridge and pulled the pitcher from within. I snagged two plastic cups from the counter and poured drinks into each.

“Let’s sit,” I said, handing her the beverage.

“I’m really sorry for what happened Saturday night, Nicole. It-it just happened,” she said, looking down at her hands as she spoke.

I reached over and grabbed her hand. “It’s okay, Harper. It just really surprised me. So you’re…a lesbian?” I asked gently.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m a lesbian.” She bravely looked up at me, her lower lip trembling.

I smiled. “Okay…it doesn’t matter to me what you are. It’s weird, but I felt like I lost my best friend when you walked out Saturday—even though we really just met as adults.”

She nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? I felt it too.”

“So, this week has been equally difficult for you as well,” I said, more as a statement than a question.

“Oh, God,” she said. “It has been the worst.”

“I’m sorry for the pain I put you through, Harper.”

“No!” she said. “I’m sorry for what I did.”

“It’s okay, really,” I told her.

I released her hand and we sipped our drinks in silence for a moment.

“Will you take a walk with me, Harper?” I asked. “I want to share something with you.”

“Sure,” she said. “Where are we going?”

“Bring the drink,” I responded, not answering her question.

I led her from the house and we walked casually through the neighborhood, two attractive women taking an evening stroll together. We walked to the entrance, and she remarked on the laurels.

“They look great, don’t they?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered. I looked directly into her eyes and added, “We make a great team, Harper.”

She smiled sweetly, reminiscent of the child I’d cared for years ago.

“Come on,” I said, pointing the way toward the path that led to the river.

We strolled into the woods together, and when we got deep enough into the foliage, I reached over and took her hand in mine. She gasped but didn’t speak. I gave her hand a little squeeze. It was warm and balmy just like mine.

“Did you ever come back here as a kid?” I asked.

“Only twice when I was sixteen,” she said. “My parents frowned on it. They said that all the troublemakers hung out at the river. It was mostly forbidden to me.”

We reached the river, and the area was vacant. Kids would probably surface around dusk to drink, carouse, and make out. But for now, Harper and I had the area completely to ourselves. I led her to the mouth of the cave and stopped.

Her hand still in mine, I said, “I had my first kiss in this cave.”

I pulled her inside, took her drink from her, and set our margaritas on the ground. The lighting dimmed as we stepped through the entrance, but I could still see her quite well. She looked absolutely stunning. I released her hand and reached up, grabbing her cheeks firmly. I pulled her face down to mine, and then I kissed her. Perhaps it caught her by surprise more than the kiss she had given me on Saturday night, but she soon recovered from the shock. She kissed me back with a vigor and passion that was almost frightening in its force. But it was a wonderful kiss, her lips smooth, full, and velvety soft. Our tongues tangled and danced, searching and exploring the new sensation. My nipples pebbled and my pussy moistened from her touch. I released her cheeks and groped and touched her in a way I had never touched another woman before. Her curves and angles were exquisite, an incredibly desirable feminine form. Then our bodies were pressing hard into each other, grinding each other’s flesh with a hunger I’d never experienced before. My pussy was soaked now, warm, sticky juices flowing over my lips.

I ran my hand over her firm, shapely bottom, causing her to moan into my mouth. Then I moved my hands up and rubbed her breasts through her shirt. The feeling was different from touching my own. Following that, I ran my hand along her long legs, caressing her dreamy, toned thighs. She broke the kiss and gasped again. I kissed her ears and neck, breathing warm breath on her tender skin.

“Oh, Nicole,” she whispered. “N-Nicole. Oh my God!”

Sliding my hand between her legs, I touched her pussy through her pants. She began panting and bent at the back, resting her chin on my shoulder and repeating encouraging words in my ear.

“Yes, yes, Nicole,” she breathed. “Please don’t stop.”

I placed my hand inside her pants—it was a tight fit, so she reached down and unsnapped them, allowing me easier access. I slid my hand inside her thong, and we both shivered when I touched her pubic hair, soft and luxurious, full and thick. I moved my hand down farther and grazed her swollen clit, wet and hot, sticky with her desire. I rolled her nub with two fingers as she continued to whimper in my ear, and then I entered her. Her pussy was a hot canal of lust, and my fingers slid easily inside of her. She cried out as I fingered her. I ran my fingers deeper, caressing the corrugated flesh of her G-spot. Harper began to tremble.

“Nicole…baby…I’m going to cum,” she whispered in my ear. “Please, please…fuck me!”

I fucked her. I moved my fingers vigorously inside of her while pressing my palm against her clit. Her juices were streaming out of her, the audible sounds of her lust generating a palpable slickness between my own thighs. Then she exploded, her orgasm exciting me further. I was giddy with delight at having brought my new lover to climax. I had never caused another woman to orgasm, and the sensation was indescribable. I continued to rub her gently, stroking her clit as aftershocks rippled through her body. Finally, she gave a little yelp and grabbed my wrist, gently pulling my hand from her crotch. My hand was a soggy mess, and I wasn’t sure what to do with it. Harper was though, and she took charge of the situation. She lifted my hand upward, leaned back to face me, stared into my eyes, and brought my gooey paw between our lips. Her feminine scent wafted between us, wonderfully erotic, rich and bold. She licked my hand, her warm tongue sliding between my fingers, arousing me to new heights. I suddenly longed to taste her, but not from my hand.

“Let’s go back to my house,” I said. “I want you to take me to bed.”

Harper smiled devilishly as we walked hand-in-hand from the cave, our drinks left behind on the ground to mark our special place.
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Singularly focused, we practically sprinted back to my house. We didn’t seductively undress each other when we reached my windowless bedroom but rather peeled off each other’s clothes in a frenzy. My bedside lamp was the only lighting in the room, but it provided ample illumination. Once completely undressed, Harper and I stood facing one another, pausing a moment to take in our respective figures. Having sunbathed at the pool together, we had a pretty good idea of all the curves and angles of our bodies, but bared breasts and pubic areas were new wonders to behold. Her areolas were large for average-sized tits, brown and silky with long, stiff nipples pointing at me with salacious invitation. Her black thatch of pubic hair was trimmed and manicured, but thick and heavy above her vaginal lips—a stunningly beautiful bush. Harper gazed at my exposed sex, my pink lips dewy and protuberant with desire. She looked longingly at my pussy, a small patch of honey-blonde hair crowning my vagina, before gazing at my breasts. My boobs were slightly larger than hers with pink areolas and rounder, shorter nipples, pebbled and longing for her touch.

Harper took control, pushing me toward the queen bed flush against the wall in the middle of the room. My bed is a little on the short side, so it was ideal for Harper to place me horizontally across the fluffy comforter and kneel between my legs. She kissed my breasts, alternating between them, sucking my erect nipples into her mouth and nibbling them gently. She lowered her head to my navel and swirled her talented tongue into my belly button, causing me to shiver. She toyed with my tummy for a bit, and then lowered her head. I felt her chin reach the top of my pubic hair and I trembled in anticipation. She paused and looked into my eyes, possibly for final confirmation before I took this life-changing step. There was not a single doubt in my mind. I ran my hands through her silky, dark hair and smiled, encouraging her to continue.

“Love me, Harper,” I whimpered. “Love me, hon!”

She lowered her head, and her mouth was inches from my pussy, her hot breath stoking my intense arousal. I shivered again and she smiled so sweetly I thought I might melt. Then her tongue ran through the pink folds of my labia. When she reached the top and flicked my clit, a wicked bolt of electricity shot from my head to my toes. She repeated the process and I bucked spasmodically. My hand still on her head, I pressed her face into my sex.

“Oh, fuck!” I exclaimed. “Harper, baby, ooohhh…”

She swirled her tongue over my clit and then dipped her head and ran her long tongue into my depths. I had never had my pussy eaten like this before; she was simply amazing. She licked me steadily for a spell, and then her strokes became bolder, faster, frantic. Warmth spread through my thighs and belly, moving outward with a slow and steady energy. I felt my eyes roll back in my head, and I grabbed the comforter, squeezing it in my fisted hands. I began to shake uncontrollably, and I knew there was no turning back. The roaring wave of orgasm was imminent. I felt as if I were floating in the clouds, the world centering on my clamoring sex. When Harper ran two fingers inside of me, I came with such violence I feared I would injure my lover from the spasms of ecstasy rolling like thunder through my body. I orgasmed countless times, writhing in Harper’s unrelenting grasp.

I began to squirm when the sensitivity became too much, and the Latin goddess kneeling between my legs took pity on me and removed her mouth from my cunt. As she gently kissed my inner thighs, I lay winded and spent. My nose tingled and my limbs were numb as I tried to recover from the most powerful multiple orgasmic wave of ecstasy I’d ever experienced.

I felt Harper slither up my frame, and we rolled over vertically on the bed. I panted uncontrollably as she gently ran her nails along my thighs and ass.

As I began to recover, I looked at her in awe. She continued to stroke me, an expression of genuine love in her eyes. It was almost scary, but equally comforting. I rolled over on top of her and hugged her tightly, squeezing her with all my might. Then I gently kissed her, and gradually it turned to passion. I ran my tongue over her lips, and then inside her mouth. I tasted myself on her. My desire for Harper heightened, and I knew I was ready to take the plunge. In fact, I wanted nothing more than to reciprocate to Harper the gift she had so wonderfully given to me.

I kissed and nibbled her neck and ears as I’d done earlier in the cave, already knowing how it affected her. She emitted little cries as I worked her over. When I nibbled her earlobes and breathed warm breath in her ears, she shuddered and grabbed my ass with both her hands. I pressed back into her, her soft, wooly thatch tickling my sensitive vagina. Moving down, I took a long nipple into my mouth, making her moan. Emboldened, I continued down her body, nibbling and kissing her tummy. When I reached her pubic hair, I breathed in her scent. Her musky aroma of lust was dizzying. I knew instantly that the taste of a woman was for me, there was no denying it. I was convinced that I would enjoy licking Harper’s pussy and was more than eager to do so. Her scent drew me in, and I was certain that her taste would be beyond my wildest dreams. Her lips were dark on the outside, like cinnamon freshly baked into bread. The reddish-pink contrast of her inner lips was a marvel. Her pussy was simply beautiful. I dove in. Her taste was sweet yet slightly salty and mixed with a hint of tanginess. My head spun as an overload of sensation swam through me. I lapped at her pussy as she had done mine. Harper was noisy, crying out and yelling my name as she bucked below me. Her wetness increased and my mouth was hot and sticky with her arousal. I savored her, lovingly tonguing her depths. She ran her long fingers through my hair, prompting my continued laps at her gorgeous pussy. She moaned and yelped, thrashing in my grasp. I felt like I was riding a bucking bronco, but stayed with her every movement nonetheless.

“Oh, Nicole,” she breathed. “Lick me, baby. Lick my pussy. Yeeessssss!”

I ran the flat of my tongue over her clit as it grew and throbbed with each flick. Harper released my head and began pounding the bed with her fists, twisting and turning her body, arching her back, and tossing her head side-to-side. I tried what I had learned from her. Coiling my tongue, I rammed her depths, discovering the tanginess increased with how deeply I probed. Much like me, she began to tremble. I continued alternating the deep probes with long laps to her clit. Then she came, soaking me with a gush of warm, sweet fluid, not once, but twice.

I devoured her pussy, drinking her nectar, absorbing her cum, grinding my face into her sex with wanton lust. When she could take no more, she pushed gently on my head and I relented somewhat reluctantly. My first taste of another woman had been delicious beyond any expectation I’d conjured over the past several days. With one taste, I had become addicted. I was already greedy for more but consoled myself that the night was young.

We lay together quietly for a spell, recovering and gently stroking and touching each other.

“You’re a wonderful lover, Nicole,” she finally said.

I chuckled softly. “I had a good teacher,” I responded, and kissed her tenderly on the cheek.

Then we were at it again, starting with tender lovemaking and segueing into sheer, carnal lust. I was amazed how natural it felt to be with another woman, how remarkably well the two of us molded into each other as one. I explored every nook and cranny of her gorgeous body and she returned the love. Finally, we ended in the sixty-nine position, her on top—her lovely pussy surrounded by a forest of black hair caressing my cheeks. I absorbed her, drank her in, loved her. She came first and I followed in short order, drenching each other in our nectar. We stayed connected in that position for some time, stroking each other, touching, exploring.

I nearly cried tears of joy; I’d had many electrifying sexual experiences in my life. But none had been as satisfying as the sensual afternoon of lovemaking with Harper. I was overwhelmed with an outpouring of emotion for this incredible, young woman. I realized how needy I’d suddenly become for her touch—a hunger and yearning for not only her body, but for her soul. I never wanted to release her. Perhaps she was having similar emotions, for we remained entangled for some time. Then Harper gave my inner thighs one last kiss and climbed off of me. A brief void consumed me, but she filled it quickly by turning and nestling her head between my breasts. I stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head, relishing in the sweetness of our afternoon and evening together. We stayed quiet for some time before Harper finally spoke.

“That was truly wonderful, Nicole,” she breathed. “I’ve dreamed of this for a long time.”

I giggled. “We have only been reacquainted for a few days,” I said. “How could you have dreamed of this for a long time?”

She turned and looked up at me. “I have a confession to make,” she said. “I’ve always wanted this, since I first met you.”

“What?” I said incredulously. “You were just a child when we met. I was only fifteen.”

She nodded. “I know,” she said hastily. “But that’s when I started to realize that I liked girls. It wasn’t really sexual at the time. That would be creepy. But I got a special feeling from you. I looked forward to every minute we spent together that summer. I guess I had an innocent crush on you.”

“You never liked boys?” I asked.

“I like boys fine, but only as friends.”

“Wait,” I said, propping up on an elbow. “You’ve never had sex with a man?”

She shook her head. “Never.”

“Did you ever date them? Go to Homecoming or Prom?” I asked.

“Oh, sure. I even kissed a few guys, but there were never any sparks. I tried to like guys in a romantic way. I figured that I was supposed to. But it wasn’t right, and I knew it anyway.”

“Must have been hard,” I said.

“The hardest thing has been my longing for you the past thirteen years.”

I was blown away. I suddenly had so many questions.

“And you waited this long?”

“You liked guys. I saw the parade of boys that were constantly sniffing around you at the pool through the summers. I noticed how you responded to them. It never changed how I felt though.”

My mind was reeling. “Naturally, there have been…uh…other women?”

Harper nodded. “Yes, in college, of course,” she said. “I had various encounters in my freshman year, then I had a girlfriend of sorts for about six months. I’ve dated and had casual sex with some bisexual or bi-curious girls. It was fun, but there has truly never been anything special.”

“Why?” I asked, and then felt bad for possibly being so insensitive.

She laughed, which made me feel better. “You were always lurking…in my mind, anyway.”

I was dumbstruck. I couldn’t find my voice.

“I have another confession to make,” she said.

I could only stare at Harper, her lovely Latin face and green eyes burning a hole straight to my heart.

“I coordinated the workday. It should come as no surprise that I paired the two of us together.” She giggled. “Vince got the older woman.”

“You manipulated me?” I asked.

Her face grew grave and a shadow of fear crossed her countenance. “I’m sorry, Nicole.”

I laughed and leaned up and kissed her lips. “I’m glad, hon. You can manipulate me anytime.”

Her expression changed to relief.

“What about your parents? Do they know?” I asked.

“Mom does, but we don’t talk about it. I think she’s holding out that I’ll come to my senses and meet a nice man, have babies, and get a nice house in the suburbs.”

“What about your dad?” I prodded.

“I don’t think he knows. I might be out of the house if he did. He has some pretty ingrained values about sex, and they’re not exactly open-minded views.”

We lay silent for a few moments as I absorbed the gravity of her disclosures.

Finally, she spoke. “What about your love life, Nicole?” she asked in a tentative voice.

I shrugged. “The sex has been mostly good, but the love…not so much.”

She laced her hand in mine and looked deeply into my eyes.

“Love is important,” she said, a hopeful expression on her face.

“So is sex,” I retorted, with a twinkle in my eye. “You took me on some kind of ride, Harper. My girly bits are still quaking. I never dreamed I’d have sex with a woman, let alone how incredible it made me feel. I don’t think I’ve ever cum so violently, sweetie. You’re amazing.”

She smiled, but the smile was laced with melancholy. “But you enjoy sex with men.”

I took her face in my hands and kissed her on the lips. “Right now, I’m only thinking of you. I guess I’ll sort through it over time.”

“Okay,” she said quietly. “I’ll just have to be satisfied with that for now. I think it’s clear how I feel about you, Nicole. I’m sorry if it makes you uncomfortable, but I needed to tell you. Especially, after all these years.”

“I’m not uncomfortable, sweetie. I’m glad we are talking about it.”

“I just want…uh…I just want us to be together,” Harper whispered.

I wasn’t sure what to say at first, so we held each other closely, snuggling, kissing, getting worked up again.

Finally, I brushed her hair off her face, kissed her on the forehead, and spoke.

“I like Mexican food, Harper,” I started.

She scrunched up her face into a goofy grin, giving me a what-the-hell expression.

“Enchiladas are my very favorite, especially the chicken.”

Harper giggled and shook her head, but I continued, unfazed by her confusion.

“If the restaurant ran out of enchiladas and brought me a burrito or taco instead, I’d eat it and probably enjoy it. But there would definitely be a void, a little disappointment about the dining experience,” I pontificated.

Harper raised her eyebrows, pursed her lips into a grimacing smile, and issued me a placating nod.

I kissed her again, looked deeply into her eyes, and disregarded her amusement at my convoluted metaphor.

“What you must understand, my love, is that you are my real enchilada!”

She laughed. It was a beautiful laugh and it filled my little bedroom with joy and intimacy. I tickled her just below her ribs, just like I’d done when we were younger. She cackled wildly and tried to spin away from me. But I pulled her into a warm embrace, and we made sweet, tender love into the night.

After our lovemaking, spent and serene, I drifted off with my head on her chest—Harper’s quiet voice echoing in my head.

“I love you, Nicole,” she breathed. “I always have and I always will.”
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