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      She sent it by mistake, but I can't help looking.  I'm supposed to be straight, but she has me questioning everything.

      She's my brother's girlfriend and I'm straight.  But when Danielle accidentally sends me a photo of herself - baring all - I can't look away.  She's gorgeous from head to toe, and now I have more questions about myself than answers.

      I can't let her know I've seen it, but it might be too late.  And if she's found out I've been looking at her again and again, she's going to demand some answers that I'm not ready to give.

      She's going to want something in return for my peeking.  She's going to want to see me the same way I've seen her...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Mailing List

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my mailing list. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
                    

      

      

      
        
         Click here to join my mailing list!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dirty Photo

          

        

      

    

    
      I believe the first word I uttered when I saw it was ‘fuck.’

      My brother’s girlfriend—the head cheerleader of our town—accidentally sent me a text message with a picture of her naked. For some reason, I couldn’t look away. She was gorgeous, but I’d known that already.  This was different.  This was a picture of the vulnerable parts of herself she kept hidden, and now I had an image of her that I couldn’t shake free.

      I reminded myself that I was straight. I’d always believed myself to be, anyway. But there was something about Danielle’s body that left me wondering how well I really knew myself.

      And I was sure it had to be a mistake. I wasn’t exactly the most popular girl of our school, but I surely didn’t give off a vibe that I was some in-the-closet lesbian, did I?

      It was weird to imagine that Danielle could have made such an error, though.

      Mistakes happen. I knew I was in Danielle’s phone and on her contacts list. I was her boyfriend’s sister, after all. And although I and Danielle had exchanged all but two words to each other, I knew Alec had probably insisted it, as a sort of ‘emergency contact’ deal. Maybe he would be too drunk one night at a party and Danielle wouldn’t want to take him home? Well, she could just call Julie, his obedient little sister.

      So, I knew there was a possibility that it was a mistake. But this? This was one HUGE mistake. So, yeah; fuck.

      When I first got the text I didn’t know what to do. What could I do? Text Danielle back and say ‘oh hey, you accidentally sent me a naked photo?’ There was absolutely no way I was about to do that.

      It wasn’t like I was drooling over it or anything. I was straight, after all.

      But then, I couldn’t stop looking at it, either.

      I suppose it was kind of different than seeing some random girl in a movie. This was somebody I actually knew; somebody who came over to my parents’ house almost every day. A few times I’ve had to see Danielle’s tall, slender physique as she passed me in the upstairs hallway when she was on her way to my brother’s bedroom. Her smoldering, dark eyes would gaze at me, matching her cinder-black hair. She looked like a fashion model, which only added to the mystique of the eighteen year-old cheerleader.

      And now I’d seen her naked. I’d seen the very thing most guys had probably spent hours wondering about. Okay, so maybe not hours. But I now knew something that plenty of guys and girls would have given anything to see. And knowing just how gorgeous she was, their jaws would have been on the floor. I know mine was.

      But I knew in a million years I could never say anything about it to Danielle. If I was lucky, I could avoid her entirely until graduation and perhaps even until I left for college in August. We only had a few weeks until graduation, after all.

      It was bad enough that she was dating my brother, who was a freshman in college. But now I’d seen everything I needed to see of her to know that she was the total package.

      I grabbed my phone and took it out. I opened up the text message again and eyed the photo. I felt so paranoid, like somehow Danielle would know I was looking at it. Shit, I was worried that anybody might know I was looking at it; that I was spending several minutes looking at it. The photo was of Danielle reclined back in her bed. Her hair was messy in a cute way and she was looking down at the camera with an expression that intimidated me even though I knew she couldn’t actually see me.

      I kept looking at it. Of course I felt envious. I had a thin body that was nothing special. I didn’t have curves, and I sure didn’t have athleticism. I was about as opposite as you can get from Danielle. I was skinny and short – more boyish than feminine. So, I kept my nose down in the halls of school. I was never the type to get bullied, but I could chalk it up to being mostly forgettable, I guess.

      Sometimes guys found me ‘cute’ but they never seemed to be interested in me ‘in that way.’ One guy actually said he thought of me as a sister. That was a gut-punch.

      So, I was a few weeks shy of my high school graduation and I was a complete and total virgin who hadn’t done much more than gone on a few awkward dates with guys during my freshman and sophomore years.

      I spent most of my time as of late with my face buried in books. I was so ready for college; ready to get out of town and surround myself with people who didn’t know a thing about me. I was tired of being Julie, the geeky and ‘cute’ girl who lived in the shadows of girls like Danielle.

      I guess there was a weird kind of power that I felt having that photo of Danielle’s body. It was like I had something that only the hottest guys in town were ever supposed to—or would get to—see. I knew the last thing a girl like Danielle would have intended was to text a pic of her naked body to another girl, let alone a girl like me.

      Still, it didn’t mean anything if I didn’t know what to do. It had been nearly an hour that I’d had the text and I had not responded. I’d certainly opened the text and read it. To make things worse, I knew Danielle could probably tell that I’d read the text. I wondered if she’d been just as embarrassed as me and that was why she hadn’t texted me shortly after to apologize or explain the mistake.

      I didn’t have a clue as to what I was going to do. So, I just kept opening the text message and looking at it—over and over and over again.

      And the more I looked at it, the more thoughts started to run in my mind; thoughts that, as a straight girl, I never in a million years expected to harbor. I started thinking about the scene when Danielle had taken that photo. I thought about what had happened right after she’d taken the photo. I knew she probably had touched herself afterward. She would’ve come—moaning and writhing in her bed.

      The more I thought about it, the more I realized that my panties were getting wet. I bit my lip and closed the photo. The last thing I wanted to have to deal with was how a photo of a girl’s naked body made me wet.

      Come on, I thought to myself, dismissing it all, I’m straight… what am I doing? Why do I care about this picture? I should delete the text altogether.

      So, I opened it back up and hovered over the option but I could not do it. Maybe I should hold on to it, just in case… she needs it back or something, I thought to myself, cringing at how flimsy my reasoning had become. “In case she needs it back?” I muttered to myself, shaking my head at the stupidity of the notion.

      Instead, I spent another several minutes ogling the photo. And just like the time before, I felt my panties grow wet.

      But this time I didn’t shy away from it. I slipped my finger down over the zipper and coolly pulled it down to loosen my clothes. Eventually, I slipped my jeans down and followed with my panties.

      “What am I doing?” I whispered with a laugh. I couldn’t believe I was getting wet over this photo of Danielle’s body and I couldn’t believe I was actually reaching down and playing with my pussy over it. I told myself that it wasn’t that I was attracted to girls. I’m straight… this doesn’t change that. I’m just aroused by Danielle’s… confidence and how liberated she is to do something like this, I thought. I kept telling myself excuse after excuse—that it had nothing to do with how fucking suckable and kissable her skin looked.

      It was like her body was sculpted by some renaissance artist. I fingered my pussy and even as my heart raced in my chest at just how wild it seemed to masturbate over the picture of another girl, I decided that it didn’t matter. Nobody would ever find out unless I wanted them to, right?

      Wrong.

      Somewhere around teasing my clit and trying to hold my phone with my other hand, I accidentally slipped over the button for Danielle’s name and ended up calling her. I saw the screen change on my phone to the phone-call mode and my body felt like it was going to implode. Adrenaline wracked my veins as I scrambled to get my finger over the red icon and slide it across the screen to abort the phone call. Just before I managed to do it, though, I heard Danielle’s voice.

      “Hello?” she said, with a detectable surprise in her tone.

      I froze. I should have ended the call but being the moron that I am, I cleared my throat and, as my heart raced like an out-of-control train, I stumbled into a response. “Um, I… hey,” I said.

      “What’s up?” Danielle said.

      “I, um,” I said, before starting to chuckle nervously. “It was an accident?” I said. “I… I accidentally called—sorry,” I continued. I abruptly ended the call before Danielle had any chance to respond.

      My heart was still beating like a dance song by the time I’d tossed my phone to the other side of my bed—as if some kind of symbolic gesture to cleanse myself of the experience. I didn’t want to be near the phone or near Danielle’s naughty photo. I felt unclean, as if I’d been caught looking at her picture.

      I knew it was all getting ridiculous. I needed to either delete the photo or text her back, letting her know she’d made a mistake. I decided on the former.

      Well, sort of.

      “I’ll just… delete it later. But for now, I’m definitely going to ignore it,” I said to myself.

      And for a little while, I managed to do just that. But by the time Monday morning rolled around and I found myself at school, I was too pre-occupied with the possibility of running into Danielle in the hallway to think much about my phone one way or the other.

      I succeeded in evading Danielle the entire day, as well as that entire week. It wasn’t until Friday afternoon that I knew I was going to have to eventually confront her. That’s when I got a call from my brother, Alec.

      “Danielle is coming to the house today. Can you give her a box of stuff I set out for him?” he asked.

      “What?” I asked, driving back home from school. “Why? Why can’t you just give her the stuff? Aren’t you going to see her this weekend?” I said to him, while simultaneously trying to find any hints in his voice that suggested he somehow knew I’d come into possession of a photo of his girlfriend’s naked body.

      “No, we broke up. And I don’t want to talk about it. I’m not coming back home this weekend, son just give her things back, okay?” Alec said, with a tone of impatience.

      “Why me?” I asked. “Can’t mom or dad do it later?”

      “Julie, can you just do this one little thing for me? Please?” he asked me. “I don’t want to see her and you’re the only one that she won’t mind seeing anyway,” he continued.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?” I said with a defensive tone.

      “What? Nothing,” he said, taken aback. “I only meant that you guys don’t really speak as it is, so she probably won’t care about you.”

      “We don’t speak; that’s right,” I said, feeling the need to reiterate this point.

      “Can you just do it or what?” Alec asked, with fury building in his tone.

      “Fine!” I shouted right back and ended the call.

      I spent the next few hours in my bedroom, pacing back and forth. I took a shower and actually tried to make myself look good. I didn’t know why I was doing it. I didn’t understand anything I’d been doing ever since Danielle had sent me that photo. It was becoming a real pain in the ass, to be honest. But by the time Alec had asked me to give Danielle her things back, I’d snuck a peak at that photo of Danielle’s naked body probably five or six times.

      I felt like I had some big, dirty secret. I didn’t know what was happening to me; and I sure as shit didn’t know how it was going to be when Danielle came by.

      It wasn’t long after I’d showered, groomed myself and styled my hair that I heard the doorbell. I looked out the window and saw Danielle’s car. My heart immediately started to speed and I felt almost like I could pass-out. I somehow made my way down the stairs. The house was empty and I could hear my own steps echoing throughout the hallways.

      As I came to the front door, I could see Danielle in the frosted glass pane of the door.

      I took a deep breath and shook my head. “Just be cool,” I whispered to myself, as I pulled the door open.

      At once, I saw Danielle standing on the front porch. She gave a small half-grin and said, “Hey.”

      “Hey,” I returned.

      “Um, so, I’m here to get some stuff Alec has for me?” she said.

      Fuck, fuck, I thought, remembering that I’d forgotten to bring the box down. I’d left it sitting right outside of Alec’s door, just as he’d left it. I had intended to bring it down with me, hand it off to Danielle and see her for all of five-seconds. So much for that plan.

      “Right,” I said. I rubbed the back of my neck and said, “Um, it’s upstairs. You want to come up?”

      “Yeah,” Danielle said.

      I started for the stairs and walked up ahead of her. I couldn’t help but wonder if Danielle was looking at me. Was she watching my ass? Did she think I was cute or something? I felt like I was losing it.

      It was an accident. She doesn’t think twice about it. She can be with any man she wants and she HAS. She’s not sending naked pics to girls on the side. Get real, I thought to myself, as I walked up the steps.

      “So, um, what happened with you guys?” I asked, looking back over my shoulder.

      Danielle shrugged. “Just didn’t work out. What can I say?”

      “Well, sorry to hear that.”

      “No big deal,” Danielle said, in her trademark disaffected disposition—a disposition almost ubiquitous with all cheerleaders, it seemed.

      We came to the hallway and I saw the box my brother had left outside of her door. My feet felt like they had been filled with lead as I took heavy, almost dizzy steps ahead of Danielle.

      “Um, so, I think that’s the box right there,” I said, overly self-conscious of my voice. I simply didn’t know how to act around Danielle now that I’d not only seen her body, but couldn’t stop thinking about it.

      She has to know I saw that picture of her. She has to know… why isn’t she saying anything? I thought, almost too damn tempted to bring it up for my own good.

      And just when Danielle was grabbing the box Alec had set out, that’s when I blurted it out. “Um, did you realize you sent me an accidental…” I said. I realized right then how much I did not want to be discussing this, after all, and tried to trail off.

      “What’s up?” Danielle said, cocking her brow.

      “You must know that you… I mean, you have to,” I said, with a dumb, nervous laugh.

      “What’s going on?” Danielle said.

      “Um, nothing,” I said, figuring that even if I looked like a complete idiot I might never have to see Danielle again and I could put it all behind me; albeit with a nice little souvenir I would hold onto forever.

      “Listen, you mind if I use the bathroom real quick before I go?” Danielle said.

      “No, no way,” I said, motioning to the hallway bathroom, as if she hadn’t been to our house a dozen times to see Alec.

      “Thanks,” Danielle said.

      She walked over and pushed the door open. Curiously enough, though, she did not close it. She left it cracked and didn’t even bother to turn on the bathroom light

      I knew I would regret it for as long as I lived, but I walked over turned my nose over the corner of the doorframe and peered inside. Danielle was looking at her phone, while she inched her jeans back up over her hips.

      I tried as hard as I could to pull myself away. Don’t get caught! I thought to myself, almost yelling in my mind like some sort of siren wailing from my conscience. But my brain had shut down. I wasn’t thinking, and curiosity was about to get me in deep shit.

      Danielle quickly turned her eyes and looked over. I yanked myself back from the doorway but I knew Danielle had caught me looking at her. I was surprised that she didn’t start yelling at me.

      Instead, she came out of the bathroom a few seconds later with a cool grin on her lips. “Wanted to see it in the flesh, huh?”

      “Wh—what?” I said, surprised at her tone.

      “Come on,” Danielle said. “I know what you were doing. I know you looked at that pic I texted you.”

      “What? What are you talking about?” I said, laughing nervously and turning bright red as I backed up down the hallway. Danielle followed me until I was pushing back into my bedroom door. It opened behind me and Danielle continued following me until she was standing in my doorway.

      “Girl, I know you looked at that text. It told me you looked,” Danielle said.

      “Of course I did,” I said, filled with a sudden charge of defensive anger. “It was a text. I didn’t know it was going to be a picture of you naked. What are you suggesting? I’m straight. Why did you send me that?”

      “Straight enough to want to peek at me while I’m in the bathroom, huh?” Danielle said.

      “Why did you send that to me?” I asked, trying to deflect.

      Danielle shrugged. “I thought you were gay. I figured you’d be into it,” Danielle said. “Look, it was an accident, okay? It was supposed to go to your brother. But then once it was too late, I thought, ‘Whatever; fuck it. Maybe she’d enjoy it.’” Danielle laughed and nodded, “And you did, huh? That photo tells me how many times it’s been opened, bro. You must’ve opened it a hundred times.”

      “What?” I said, as my face turned redder and redder. “Come on. You don’t know what you’re talking about. I told you I’m straight, okay?”

      “I’ll tell you what,” Danielle said. “Since you got to see my naked body, how about I get to see yours and we call it even?” she smirked.

      “Wh—what?” I said. I acted completely put-off by this proposal, despite the fact that my body trembled with anticipation.

      “Come on,” Danielle said. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

      “It’s nothing like yours,” I said.

      “You liked mine?” Danielle asked, with a tone that suggested she was quite curious whether I liked it.

      “I mean… you’re really beautiful. That’s all I’m saying,” I said.

      “Well, you weren’t supposed to see that,” Danielle said with a laugh.

      “You don’t seem like you mind it too much that I did see it, though,” I noted.

      Danielle shrugged and said, “It’s not like I’m embarrassed about my body or anything.”

      “Still, you should pay better attention when you’re sending out naked photos of yourself,” I said to her.

      “I know,” Danielle said. “Look, I’m sorry, okay? It was an accident. But when I saw that you were opening it over and over and… over, it wasn’t just flattering—it was kind of hot.”

      “What?” I said, shocked.

      Danielle grinned and shrugged, as if she knew it was wild and surprising. Only, unlike me, she could laugh about it and dismiss it as an isolated thing. I could tell she wasn’t letting it re-define her entire sexuality like I had been doing. I guess I shouldn’t have been too surprised. That was the sort of talent that came with confidence; confidence that girls like Danielle had.

      “So… you meant to send it to Alec, huh?” I said.

      Danielle nodded. “We’d been exchanging photos for a little while during the week while he was away at college and, well, you probably don’t need to hear all of that, huh?” she smiled.

      “Not really,” I said.

      “We never got to do anything other than send pics, though. I could tell he was nervous about it. I guess he didn’t want to let me down or something? And now it doesn’t matter since we broke up,” Danielle explained.

      “Yeah, well, that’s his loss,” I said.

      “You think so?” Danielle asked. “Look, I’ll show you my body, but you gotta’ show me yours, too. On the count of three we both take off our shirts, okay?” Danielle said.

      I couldn’t believe what Danielle was suggesting. As far as I knew she was straight. But then, I thought I was straight until she sent me the photo of her body—after that, I wasn’t so sure.

      “It’s only fair after you saw mine that I get to see yours, too,” Danielle posited.

      I knew I was stuck. She had me. How could I decline when I had already seen hers? And, if I was being honest with myself (which I certainly was not) I wanted to do it.

      I watched as Danielle started to lift her shirt. She began to slide it up her torso and over her head until I saw her standing in my doorway in a white lacy bra.

      My lips parted open as I looked at her. I must’ve bit my lip without even realizing it because Danielle laughed and grabbed her breasts in her hands. “Ready?” she asked. She started into my room and I backed up until I sat on the edge of my bed. Danielle walked towards me until she was standing only a foot or so in front of me.

      “I bet you want to see more,” she said, resting her hands at the sides of her hips.

      I looked up at her with wide eyes. “What? You want me to… take off your pants?” I said.

      The mere idea left my pussy aching with desire. I was so angry and frustrated that it made me so wet, the idea of seeing another girl’s pussy live and up-close. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted to see Danielle’s pussy so bad. A simple photo of it had made me cum several times. I had no idea what seeing it in-person would do to me.

      I wanted to decline. I wanted to tell Danielle ‘no way—I’m straight. Why would I do that?’

      But instead, I brought my fingers to the zipper of her jeans, unfastened them, and started to tug them down.

      “Go on,” Danielle said coolly.

      I yanked them down, then, and her pussy was right there. It was quite wet.

      “Well? What do you think?” Danielle grinned.

      “I don’t know. It’s...really wet,” I said.

      “That’s it? Because something tells me that’s not all you’re thinking,” Danielle said.

      “Whatever,” I dismissed. Of course, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her beautiful naked hips.

      “I always thought you were a lesbian, you know,” Danielle said. “No offense.”

      “Well, I’m not,” I said. “I mean, if I was, I’d be fine with that. There’s no shame in it, obviously. But I’m straight. I like guys,” I explained.

      “Then why are you eyeing my pussy like you want to lick it?” Danielle said.

      “What? That’s crazy,” I said, trying to argue the notion. But how could I? I knew my every word sounded like a flimsy lie.

      “Come on—you’re turn. Let’s see what you’re hiding,” Danielle said.

      I knew I had to follow through since Danielle had done the same. So, I stood before her, removed my shirt and grabbed my jeans. I started to hesitate. I couldn’t let her know I was so fucking wet. But I didn’t have much of a choice. I reached down and unbuttoned my jeans. I then unzipped them and exposed my pussy.

      Danielle looked down and grinned. “You look like you’re wet.”

      “That’s just because I was, um…” I stumbled.

      “Come on,” Danielle said. “If my body is making you so wet, then get on the bed and show me how much you enjoy it,” she continued with a cocky grin.

      “What?” I said, shocked.

      My body trembled at her words. I eyed her pussy and imagined myself licking her and I felt weak with lust and arousal.

      “Come on,” Danielle said.  She reached behind her and unclasped her bra.  Her breasts were soft and hung perfectly in their natural state.  Her nipples were semi-hard and I found myself wanting to suck them into my mouth.  But I didn’t have the chance.  Danielle reached behind me and unclasped my own bra.  She stared at my small breasts for a moment before pushing me on the bed.

      I knew I couldn’t fight it. I didn’t want to fight it, either. What I wanted was to taste that wonderful pussy on my tongue. I didn’t care if it made me gay or bisexual or whatever. All I knew was that I wanted to devour her.

      Danielle looked down and I watched as she bit his lip. She climbed onto the bed and lay on her back with her legs spread.  I rolled over to look at her, but I didn’t come closer.  Not until she said, “Do it. Show me how much you want it.”

      I brought my mouth to Danielle’s pussy and, as my heart sped and my body felt light with adrenaline, I slid my lips her mound. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I felt my tongue slide over her soft folds. It was delicate and smooth. I could taste her arousal on my tongue, too. I sucked and slid my tongue inside her as Danielle gave a quiet moan.

      “That’s it,” Danielle said. “Fuck…” she sighed.

      I dragged my tongue along her slit and teased her clit with it.  Danielle continued to moan. How could I turn back now, when Danielle was clearly enjoying my mouth? I wondered if we were the same in that we weren’t gay, but we weren’t opposed to enjoying the body of another woman, either.

      I knew it ever since I saw her naked. I’d never thought about other girls in that way, before. And now, I was between her legs eating her out while she moaned endlessly. I could have simply texted her about the whole ordeal, but I hadn’t. And now, it had completely gotten out of control. Now, I was in the very situation I had consciously dreaded but knew that, deep down, I had probably wanted all along; only, I couldn’t let myself admit it.

      But there in my room, with my mouth full of the cheerleader’s wet pussy, I continued to suck and lick it, making her writhe with pleasure.

      “Fuck,” Danielle said. “This isn’t the first pussy you’ve licked, is it?”

      I pulled off and licked my lips, tasting her skin on my mouth. “It is,” I said. “I told you I’m straight. Is this the first time you’ve had another girl eat you out?”

      Danielle only smiled and pulled my mouth back over her pussy. This cryptic response left my body aching.

      So the big-shot cheerleader fucks with other girls. Danielle, the girl all the guys are drooling over, is down-low getting dirty with girls. And now, I’m one of them, I thought, as I watched Danielle’s neatly trimmed bush as my mouth devoured her. I sucked and licked but I looked up and reached for her breasts. I felt them in my hand and they were big and heavy. I couldn’t believe how much bigger Danielle’s breasts had been than my own.

      Danielle rocked her hips, moaning again and again.  When her legs quivered, I could only guess she was coming.  When her moans grew louder, I knew she was.  “Fuck,” she breathed, her eyes on mine as she came down.  “Time to return the favor. Get on your back.”

      My heart sped as I obeyed her. I bit my lip and cracked a smile as I waited in anticipation for whatever Danielle had planned. Danielle crawled between my legs and smiled.

      I suddenly felt Danielle’s tongue slide over my slick folds.

      “Oh… ugh,” I moaned and whimpered. I grabbed the bed-sheets in my hands as I moaned. My brow scrunched at the sudden surprise of having my pussy licked by the town’s head cheerleader. I couldn’t believe she was licking my pussy. And it was fucking amazing.

      Danielle grabbed my hips in her hands and gripped them tight as she held me in place and teased my pussy with her tongue. She switched between small, playful flicks against my clit and long, deep brushes against my entrance. It all left me rolling my eyes and ready to come.

      “Fuck,” I moaned over and over as Danielle ate me out endlessly.

      Suddenly, the very thing I’d considered impossible—letting Danielle taste my pussy—was the one thing I desperately needed from her.

      It was an incredible sensation; a feeling I’d never experienced before. I felt like I had no control over my body, like I could orgasm at any moment. I cried out as I felt the pressure build inside me until it crested into a beautiful release.

      “I’m coming,” I managed to gasp before I was locked into the orgasm of my life. It wasn’t like a normal orgasm. This was a slow build that rose so quiet and calm and took its time. It was not a quick explosion. It was like a flood rising over a levee wall, spilling over. I threw my head back and enjoyed every moment of being devoured by Danielle.

      “Fuck,” I sighed as we both started to catch our breath. I could feel the sweat of Danielle’s body against the sweat of mine.

      “I know,” she said with a concealed grin.

      “What did you do to me?” I said.

      “Nothing that you didn’t already want to be done.”

      After a moment I heard the garage downstairs and knew my mom had come home. Danielle and I got dressed.

      My mom had come home and was coming up the stairs when we stood in the hallway.

      “Hey,” I said to her.

      “Hi, Julie. Hi Danielle,” she said with a polite smile.

      “Are you here to get the stuff Alec left for you?” my mom asked her.

      “Something like that, yeah,” Danielle grinned.

      “I’ll walk you downstairs,” I said.

      My legs could barely make it down the stairs they were so trembly and weak. Danielle clutched the box of things my brother had left in her arms and as I opened the front door she stepped out onto the porch.

      My mom came back down the stairs and stood in the foyer. “Danielle, you know you’re welcome over here any time,” she said to her. “Just because you and Alec aren’t dating anymore doesn’t mean you can’t drop by,” she continued.

      “Yeah,” I said. “Feel free.”

      “I’ll have to remember that,” Danielle said. “Thanks. Julie and I might have to hang out more often, after all,” she said. She held a curious grin on her face as she walked down to her car and I watched. My mom looked at me and said, “What were you guys doing? You look like you’ve just run a marathon.”

      “Oh, um,” I stuttered with nervousness. “We were working out together.  You know, doing yoga,” I improvised.

      “Working out? Well that’s good. I didn’t even realize you two were friends,” she said.

      I could still feel my pussy tingle from the pleasure Danielle had given me as I nodded and shrugged. “We weren’t really. But I guess now we are,” I said.

      “Well, good for you,” My mom said with a smile. “Maybe you can help her feel better after her break-up with Alec, then,” she suggested.

      “Yeah,” I smiled. “I think I might be able to do that.”
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