

​Janie had spent the whole morning at Portia’s apartment. They’d been together working on a joint thesis project for their college degrees. The only problem was that Janie could hardly focus in the presence of Portia. There was something so intimate about being in her bedroom, seeing some of the stuff she was into. She was learning so much about Portia that was just adding fuel to the fire of her feelings. How could Janie pay attention to the work they had to do when Portia was splayed out on her bed? All she could think about was joining her.

​There was a part of Janie’s brain that had such a deep admiration for Portia, and it’s always bordered on the edge of a crush. She loved the way Portia was able to carry herself, her goofy laugh, and her boho style of clothing. It was a combination of her wanting to be like Portia but also wanting to get to know her better. So when the opportunity came around to pair up with her for this project, Janie considered fate to be on her side.

​“Hey, are you hungry? I’ve got stuff around if you wanna eat?” Portia asked.

​Janie appreciated the hospitality, and thought it would be a good idea to escape the bedroom before her thoughts went too far.

​“Yeah. Food sounds good. And I could use a break.”

​“Oh I know, I could tell.” Portia rolled herself off the bed, her words sounded a little ominous to Janie. She could only hope that she wasn’t staring too much.

​Portia stuck her hand out, wiggling her fingers and expecting Janie to grab a hold of it. This was all part of her hospitality, but Janie’s not used to the kind of overt friendliness that Portia has. She grabbed her hand, and let Portia lead her back out into the kitchen.

​The area was cozy, a reasonable size for someone in their 20s. There were a couple cabinets, and a pantry closet stacked with different snacks. Janie was just sifting through all of them when Portia came up from behind her and grabbed both her shoulders. Janie gasped out of surprise.

​“Sorry! Too close for comfort?” Portia asked.

​“No, no you’re good. I think I was just absorbed into all the food you have.”

​Portia leaned her head on Janie’s shoulder, her warmth creeping up to Janie’s face. There was this urge to drag Portia in closer, to turn around and see what would happen if she kissed her. She hummed, and gave Janie’s shoulders a quick squeeze before standing back.

​“So… okay. You’ve seen my cabinets, anything stick out to you at all? Not sure what you’re into.” Portia asked, leaning her lanky body against the fake granite countertops. Long, straight brown hair that faded into gold ombré streaks drooped over her shoulders. Hazel eyes watched for Janie’s reactions.

​Janie was pretty impressed with the whole kitchen set up. It certainly kept up with the bohemian aesthetic that Portia had going on. She kept hanging plants that were attached to the ceiling, and succulents lined the windowsill. Different looking crystals and stones were tucked into corners of the shelves as well. In the air, there was a light scent of lemon; she had definitely cleaned up right before Janie arrived.

​The only thing was that Janie felt bad at the idea of making Portia cook something elaborate for her. She wanted to opt for something simple.

​“Honestly? I’m down for some of that pre-packaged ramen you have in there,” Janie responded, “I just can’t grab it. Short people problems,” she said, with a tiny laugh.

​“Oh, yeah no worries let me get it.” Portia walked back towards her and almost immediately did Janie’s heart start pounding in her chest. The perfume that radiated from her smelled sharp like rosemary, and the warmth of the skin on her arms brushing against Janie’s shoulder made her hair raise up. Why she couldn’t move was the first question on her mind, but she knew very well it was because she didn’t want to. She wanted to savor every second that Portia’s body rubbed up against hers.

​Whoa boy, what is my brain doing right now? Janie thought, watching Portia stand on her toes to reach the packets of ramen from the top shelf. The moment felt so long, and Janie wanted anything to break the silence. But all she could imagine now was what would happen if she were to just wrap her arms around Portia’s waist, and drag her into her body? Would she be punished if she chose to lean softly against her back while Portia cooked for them?

​There’s no way I’m about to develop a crush right now… Embarrassed by her thoughts, Janie instead chose to turn away from her peer and search the drawers for cooking supplies.

​“Hey, uhm,” Janie started, her mouth feeling a bit dry, “Erm, where do you keep your utensils?”

​“Don’t worry about it, I’ll take care of you.” Portia said, placing ramen and an empty pot next to the stove. She brushed in front of Janie, and knelt under the drawer she was searching. It took just a bit too long for Janie to realize she was staring a lot.

​“I’m just… gonna…” Portia looked up at Janie and pointed at the cabinet they were both in front of, signaling a need for Janie to give her space.

​“Right! Right, my bad.” Awkwardly maneuvering her way around the kitchen, not knowing which spot was appropriate now for her to idle at, she finally settled on a corner by the lazy susan to watch Portia do her thing. Janie just didn’t know what to do with herself, she just kept adjusting and readjusting her hair as if it would be enough to pass the time.

​Nothing helped her wandering thoughts, though. Janie was only able to take more notice on how Portia’s overalls hugged her body very nicely. And the cropped tube top that showed between the sides of her overalls accentuated her hips. She even started to admire the moles that Portia had speckled all over her body, somehow missing her slender face.

​Innocent fantasies began to form in her head. In her mind, she saw the two of them laying on top of each other, a pen in Janie’s hand as she traced constellations on Portia’s body. And if she were the ticklish type, Portia would giggle as the rolling ball of the pen glided across her body. Janie could hardly hear Portia speaking to her through her imagination.

​“-thing new going on?”

​“What?” Janie asked, being snapped back to reality.

​Portia laughed, “I said… anything new going on? We haven’t really taken the time to actually chat with all the work we’ve been doing.”

​Janie nodded and shrugged. It’s true they haven’t had a moment really to talk about life. Last time they did was during a house party, and after Janie had consumed a copious amount of liquid social lubricant. Outside of those settings, she really did have a hard time finding something to talk about with people she found attractive.

​“Yeah… honestly not much? Besides feeling extremely stressed about graduation and the fact that I feel like my 20s are just going to fly by.” Janie responded, bringing in a bit of that nihilistic energy to what should have been a tame conversation.

​“I know what you mean. I wish I had more time to experience things, you know? I wanna explore more places, meet new people, fall in love…” Portia’s voice trailed off as she got lost in her own thought. And Janie wondered if they could ever fall in love.

​“Have you ever been in love?” Janie asked. She was willing to risk blowing her cover if it meant being able to talk with Portia more.

​“Hm. I don’t think so. I think I fall in love with the idea of people and getting to know them. Like really getting inside of them. But usually they find me too much to handle. I can be very demanding.”

​Janie’s thoughts began to race as she tried to decipher what Portia was saying. It felt as if it were layered with innuendo but there’s been so many times where her dirty mind misinterpreted harmless conversation.

​“That sucks,” Janie shrugged, “Sometimes demanding is good. It just means you know what you want. But not everyone is willing to give it.”

​“Aw, thank you. You’re so understanding. Maybe you’re the one I’ve been waiting for.” Portia giggled.

​“Oh, well, maybe...”

​“Never take me too seriously, Janie.”

​That statement made Janie a little bit disappointed. Maybe she did want to be the one for Portia. But if she wasn’t serious to begin with, maybe it wasn’t worth pushing the matter. Janie sunk into the corner, convinced that all the earlier flirtations were just all in her head.

​Portia turned her head away from the boiling ramen, allowing it to cook. The steam began to float over her face, and a suddenly serious look appeared on it.

​“Can I be real as hell for a second? I feel like you’re chill enough for me to drop something on you.” she asked, turning the stove off.

​Janie froze. Could she hear my thoughts somehow? Was I a little too negative talking about life? Her thoughts spun up any bizarre reason why Portia would suddenly want to change the subject. But she remembered to keep her cool. She was just a peer, and maybe they could have a decent friendship after this project is over with. If that were the case, then she wanted to be the best peer she could be.

​“Sure! Drop away.” she said.

​“I haven’t been laid in months. Janie. You have no clue what it feels like to be walking in public and having a breeze between your legs be enough to make you come.” Portia gushed about her ailments.

​Janie's face just kept getting redder and redder. That was not what she was expecting to come out of Portia’s mouth. Why was she saying this? She wouldn’t say it if she knew how I felt… unless that’s exactly why… Her thoughts kept working themselves in circles trying to decipher if Portia was trying to be relatable to her or if she was wrong and Portia was actually trying to seduce her. Meanwhile, Portia just kept talking.

​“I mean, yesterday you should’ve seen me at work. I couldn’t focus because of how horny I was. Do you know what I mean?” Portia’s hands beckoned to her as if she was waiting for a response.

​Talking about being turned on was… definitely not the image that Janie had in mind when coming to Portia’s place. All this time she had a very innocent image of the two of them together. She never thought of Portia being this sexually open…until now. Janie didn’t even know if Portia liked women. But she was willing to explore that pathway if Portia was open to it.

​However, an awkward silence filled the air as Janie struggled to pull an answer that wouldn’t reveal the fact that she was imagining what a horny Portia would be like. When nothing came up though, Portia tried to roll back her statement.

​“Oh my god. Sorry. I just sprung this up on you. We can stop talking about it if you want.” Portia giggled, the way it rang in Janie’s ears beckoned her to go deeper into the conversation. It was such a beautiful laugh, and Janie wanted to hear more of it.

​“I do know what you mean!” Janie blurted out. She made up a fake answer to tell Portia. “Sometimes I imagine things in my head when I’m horny.”

​“Like a fantasy?” Portia beamed at Janie.

​“Yeah. Exactly like a fantasy. Uhm… it always distracts me if I’m in class or something.” Janie let out an uncomfortable laugh and she just hoped that Portia didn’t know her enough to see through the lie.

​But Portia only looked intrigued. Her unblinking eyes were trained on Janie's body. And the tension between them felt heavy like a weighted blanket. It was so quiet, Janie could hear footsteps from the apartment above them, and the sounds of cars rolling down the street outside. It was like Portia was trying to make Janie guess what was on her mind.

​Portia leaned forward on the countertop, and rolled side to side on her ankles. “What do you fantasize about?”

​Janie felt herself sinking into her brain. It felt like Portia was trying to get something out of her. Whether that be a juicy tidbit of gossip for later on, or an attempt to get Janie to be as open as she was.

​But Portia didn’t wait for Janie to answer before talking again. “Have you ever fantasized about kissing a woman?”

​“I— uh.”

​“Or better yet, have you ever kissed a woman?”

​The sound of Janie’s heart beating now drowned out all other noise besides Portia’s voice. She felt like she was getting tunnel vision from her nerves firing, and she cursed herself for not being as much of a smooth talker as she wished she could be. And to make matters more nerve wracking for her, Portia began inching closer and closer to Janie.

​“You know what? I’m beating around the bush. Janie, I know you’ve kissed a woman before.”

​A huge breath Janie didn’t know she was holding was released from her body. No way is this happening right now! She thought. It felt so insane to her that someone she admired was being so cheeky with her right now. She didn’t want to let the moment escape her. If she fumbles this chance, who knows if Portia would ever feel as confident about trying to approach Janie again?

​“How do you know? That I’ve kissed women, that is.”

​Portia’s eyes became lidded, and she was so close that Janie could feel her warmth. She could swear that Portia was just as warm as she was. Maybe that meant she was just as nervous?

​“Oh please,” Portia’s words were hushed now, “I know there’s very few gals who you haven’t kissed yet.”

​“Oh, yeah?” Janie felt the gravity between them pulling her closer.

​“Besides me.”

​Her accusation felt more like a request, a challenge for Janie to make her move. And that was the last statement Portia could squeeze out, because Janie had closed the gap between them and sealed it with her lips.

​Janie never imagined so far as to what it would taste like to kiss Portia. As she felt Portia’s face lean into hers, though, the herbal scent of Portia’s body melded into her mouth. It tasted like petrichor, and everything that Janie imagined it would be.

​It was an innocent kiss. Janie wasn’t sure if she should go for a full make out session or if Portia wanted something uncomplicated. Their lips slowly broke apart, hovering just a hair’s width between each other. Janie opened her eyes slightly to look at Portia’s face, as if she couldn’t fully register that it was her mouth that rested on her lips. Portia’s eyes were still closed though, and she could still feel air escaping from Portia’s mouth.

​Time moved in slow motion as she watched Portia’s lips move to let out a single word. “Wow.”

​With a small flutter, Portia opened her eyes to greet Janie’s face which was still lingering a couple inches apart from hers. They held each other, with Portia wrapping her arms around the small of Janie’s back, and Janie weaving her arms underneath Portia’s.

​“What’s ‘wow’?” Janie chuckled. There was so much relief in the break of tension between them. It felt like she was able to relax and be more open.

​“Mm,” Portia shrugged, “An onomatopoeia?”

​Janie flashed her an incredulous look. “That’s not what an onomatopoeia is.”

​“It should be, Janie. It should be— oh!”

​Portia was caught off guard by Janie leaning up to kiss her on the cheek.

​“Smooch. There’s your ‘poeia.”

​Portia let out a deep laugh that rocked Janie in her arms. “You’re funnier than you think, Janie. You know how to dish it back.” Her laugh was absolutely contagious to Janie, and they both laughed in each other’s arms for a moment.

​Janie was blissed out on adrenaline. The world around her looked clearer. There was so much comfort in Portia’s maximalist apartment, and she just wanted to hold on to this moment forever. Her eyes drifted from the hanging plants and macrame, to the different framed musician posters, before landing on the cooling pot of ramen on the stove.

​“Oh shit.”

​“What?” Portia said, with a tilt to her head.

​“The ramen. Uh.”

​“Are you still hungry?”

​Janie had to think about it for a while. She was hungry, but if she had to be honest, she was more horny now than anything. Talking to Portia about sexual stuff and then kissing her definitely took her mind off her stomach. And now her brain was actually distracted this time. It was focused on the idea of trying to get off.

​“No. I’m not really that hungry right now.” Janie said, her eyes now trailing towards the floor. She felt herself unraveling from Portia’s hold, her arms falling back towards her side. Suddenly the memory of why she was even here was returning. She had to wonder if Portia was just trying to change the subject.

​“Hey…” Portia bobbed her head towards Janie, and moved to tilt Janie’s chin up so that her eyes could focus back. Portia’s fingertips felt so soft on Janie’s chin. Looking into Portia’s glowing eyes reignited her. A new fixation was on her mind.

​“There she is,” Portia hummed, “Don’t feel weird about the kiss.”

​“I don’t,” Janie blurted out, “I just thought you were trying to change the subject for some reason.”

​“Oh! No. Not at all. You’re just my guest. I want you taken care of.”

​“You’re doing a good job, don’t worry.” Janie laughed. But Portia’s face just looked serious.

​“I liked kissing you.”

​“Y-you did?”

​“Yeah. I think I wanna explore your mouth a little bit more.”

​“Oh. Okay let’s do it.” Janie smiled and moved in to give Portia another kiss. But before she could get closer, Portia’s thumb blocked her mouth.

​Janie noted the way Portia just kept her eyes on her mouth, and how Portia’s thumb kept moving closer towards her bottom lip. She was trying to decipher what Portia was trying to do, if it wasn’t kissing her again.

​Soon, she felt it press her lip down, and open. There was such a hunger in Portia’s eyes that Janie almost felt scared. Portia mirrored the look she created on Janie’s face, gaping her mouth open while remaining focused on Janie’s bottom lip. Janie just stood still, feeling every brush of Portia’s thumb across her face. Her hair stood up on end as Portia’s free hand crawled around her neck. She felt trapped, but in a good way, it seemed as if Portia didn’t want her to move. It was exhilarating being caught in her grasp.

​“I want you,” Portia repeated, pushing her thumb into Janie’s mouth, “to suck it.”

​Heartbeats pounded in Janie when she heard Portia’s request. She soon felt Portia’s thumb plunge into her mouth, and instinctively closed her mouth around it, letting her tongue press against Portia’s thumb while she watched her. Portia let Janie lick and suck on her thumb, and nodded in encouragement for her to keep going.

​“How does that feel in your mouth? You kissing all over my thumb?”

​Janie just nodded. She didn’t know it would feel so good to have something occupy her mouth like this. Especially knowing that it was Portia that offered her finger to Janie, as if she wanted to fill her up.

​She loved being able to feel every crevasse of Portia’s thumb, and the way Portia would press down on her tongue, making her fight to get control again. It was so mesmerizing to her, and her eyes began to close while she concentrated on Portia’s thumb. Janie bobbed her head back and forth, as much as Portia’s hand around her neck would allow her to, taking in Portia's thumb deeper into her mouth at each turn.

​“You look so pretty when you suck me off like that.” Portia said, moving her thumb to rub up against the roof of Janie’s mouth.

​All the while Janie felt herself getting more and more turned on. It was getting to the point where she was beginning to feel a whimper build up in her body. A whimper of wanting more, more of Portia in her mouth, more pressure around her neck, more stimulation to her pussy. It seemed like Portia could pick up on her feelings, because she slowly pulled her thumb out of Janie’s needy mouth, and left her wondering what was going to happen next.

​It didn’t take too much time for her to wonder, Portia smoothly replaced her thumb with her tongue, plunging it deep into Janie’s mouth for her to play with. And play with it she did, Janie tugged on Portia’s tongue with her lips, moving up and down from its tip. Janie was absolutely obsessed in a way she didn’t think was possible. She just wanted Portia in her mouth as much as possible. 

​Her legs shuffled as her arousal was becoming more and more difficult to hide. Her tongue sucking faded into deeper kisses. They both took turns biting each other’s lips, and teasing each other with nose rubs and chin bites.

​“Goddamn, you have a sexy mouth.” Portia growled, breaking their faces apart.

​They had gotten themselves tangled again in the kitchen, arms locked in with arms, legs between each other’s bodies. Janie was near breathless, but was honored that Portia would think so highly of her abilities.

​“Thanks, I just wanted to live up to my reputation.”

​“You have a reputation?”

​“No, I— I thought I did? I just assumed since you knew I liked women…”

​“Do you wanna know how I know?”

​Janie paused. She was a little afraid of the answer. But at this point she trusted Portia enough to let her stuff a finger in her mouth, so what more could she say? Janie just shrugged a response.

​“I know cause I can tell you’ve been responding to my flirtations.” Portia said with a cocky flip to her hair.

​“Wait what…?” Janie was stunned. When was Portia flirting?

​“I like physical touch. I’ve been trying to get you next to me whenever I can. Your face gets so warm too. It’s very endearing.” Portia pinched Janie’s cheeks again, just in time to feel them warm up again.

​“Oh my god. This whole time I thought I was so in my head about that.” Janie felt vindicated enough to give a good laugh.

​“You were in your head? Were you thinking about me?” Portia teased, rubbing Janie’s lower back in a way that sent electricity up her spine.

​Janie didn’t mean to out herself as having fantasized about Portia today, but she didn’t feel as embarrassed as she thought she would. In fact, it made her want to hold Portia closer.

​“Yeah, I was thinking about you. Especially when you offered to make food for me. I don’t know. It was all very pure thoughts, though. I promise.”

​Portia leaned her head on top of Janie’s. “You know, I wouldn’t mind if you had dirty thoughts about me. I’d honestly love that.”

​“Yeah?”

​“Mhm. I’ve shared my dirty thoughts with you. Now you share with me.”

​It felt like this was the moment of truth for Janie. She could choose to lie again, or push this relationship with Portia to another level. And it’s not that she wanted to lie to Portia, especially with how vulnerable Portia has been. But there was still the idea that Portia could reject her dirtier thoughts, and that would break her.

​“Well,” Janie sighed, “I have had a few. You just can’t mock me for it, okay?”

​Portia moved Janie’s shoulder back so she could look at her. Portia’s eyes looked so genuinely concerned that Janie almost felt bad for accusing her.

​“Janie, I don’t want to make fun of you. I want to have fun with you. If you’ll let me.”

​“Oh!” Janie laughed at herself for being so daft. “Okay, uhm. Where should I begin?”

​“Let’s go back to the bedroom, little lady.” Portia beamed, dragged Janie’s arm towards the room.

​Portia’s bedroom reflected the rest of her apartment. More plants were scattered along shelves, in between stacks of books and random knick knacks. The room was painted mint green; Portia wasn’t the type to care about security deposits she would never get back anyway. And there was a half finished mural on the wall of giant sunflowers, Janie wondered if she would ever come back here to see it finished.

​She had a full sized bed, with a handful of pillows and a huge comforter. It would’ve been the perfect destination to flop on to if it weren’t for their unfinished project strewn across it. There were messy sheets of paper and a camera placed on top of them as if it would’ve been enough to keep everything from sliding away.

​“Ah. Oops.” Portia exclaimed, gesturing to the mess they left.

​“Let’s just scoot it over. Here, I got it.” Janie didn’t want to lose the heat of the moment. She bent over and scooped everything up into her arms. Portia was quick to take the opportunity to slap her ass while she was bent over, which made Janie whip her head around in surprise.

​“Sorry! Too much too soon?”

​“Maybe wait until I put all of these down,” Janie placed everything haphazardly on a cheap desk in the corner with a hope that everything would stay in place, “I love the enthusiasm though.”

​Snark was such an easy way for Janie to break more of the ice between them. And Portia was right, she could dish it and take it. Even though they both had an idea of where all of their flirtations and snarkiness were going, neither knew quite how to get there.

​Portia sat on the bed, crossing her legs playfully while she watched Janie struggle to keep their project from getting too disorganized.

​“Gosh. I feel like you’re such a goody goody, Janie.”

​“Whaddya mean by that?”

​“No, I don’t know. It’s like you want to make sure everything is just right. I feel like your thoughts are too pure or something. Like, look at you with our project. I’m not even thinking about it right now.”

​Janie’s face felt warm again, it felt like Portia could see right through her even with all of her clothes on. She also just wanted to prove Portia wrong. That she could be just as hedonistic as she was cautious.

​“You’re an eager woman.”

​“Always have, and always will be.” Portia proudly said.

​Janie walked towards the bed, and straddled Portia’s legs so their faces were more level with each other. Portia’s eyes reflected mild surprise while her mouth spread itself in a thin, cheeky smile.

​“Well, what are you thinking about, then? You have my attention now.” Janie asked, using her upper body to make Portia lean back on her elbows. Janie watched her hair flow down towards the comforter. She liked the feeling of looking down on Portia like this.

​“I’m thinking about how dirty your fantasies about me could be.” Portia said with a hint of nervousness in her voice.

​“Do you wanna know how I fantasize about you?” Janie wasn’t really asking for an answer, she just wanted to see how long she could hold Portia in suspense. She loved the tug of power in who takes the lead in their dance, to see who would crumble first.

​Portia nodded, unable to support both her and Janie, she let herself fall back onto the blanket, and Janie barred her between her arms.

​“My fantasies would pretty much ruin any pure thought that you’ve had about me. But I think you’re into that.”

​“Mm, yeah. I want to see your naughty side, Janie.”

​“And I want to see you with your top off.” Janie raised her eyebrows, quickly switching gears. She was waiting for Portia to do the work.

​Portia’s hands raised to undo her overalls’ straps, the noise of clinking metal the only sound in the room. Janie watched as Portia unfolded her overalls, and shimmied out of her tube top. There was nothing but Portia’s round breasts underneath the top.

​Janie wanted to dive down on her and take her nipple into her mouth, and feel it going hard as she sucked on it. But instead she waited. She watched as Portia’s eyes looked up at her, waiting for the next command with eagerness. Goosebumps crawled over her bare chest from the cool air hitting it.

​But something else was on Janie’s mind. It came back up when she watched Portia’s lithe hands quickly undo her top. She wanted Portia’s fingers back in her mouth just as much as she wanted them all over her body.

​She leaned down and kissed Portia again, with a fervor that had been building between them since they first entered the apartment. She felt Portia’s hands on either side of her face, stroking her soft peach fuzz and holding her steady. Those same hands worked their way down and cupped her breasts, feeling them from outside her clothes.

​Janie let out a soft whimper that vibrated on Portia’s lips, her massaging was working her up. Her hips grinded against Portia’s, denim on denim pushing the seams of their pants onto under stimulated pussies.

​“Now take your shirt off.” Portia hissed between their kisses, and Janie quickly flung her shirt onto the covers. Portia’s hands grasped at Janie’s chest again, shifting her bra up to give her better access.

​“Wait—.” Janie huffed before Portia gave her nipples a squeeze. Another whimper escaped from Janie, who was struggling to take her bra off.

​“I can’t. I just need to see them so badly.” Portia said, wiggling underneath Janie’s straddling. She playfully bucked her hips, sending more sensation to Janie’s already needy and throbbing body.

​Janie could only think of how dangerous Portia must be to be able to mess with her like this. Like she knew what she was doing and how to really turn Janie on. She wanted to match that confidence, and show Portia that she could play with her just as much. If not more.

​“Try to look, but don’t touch.” Janie sat back on Portia’s lap, making her breasts just out of reach.

​When Portia moved to grab at them again, Janie intercepted her hand with a gentle slap. Portia huffed in surprise, and tried again. This time, Janie grabbed her hand and did what she wanted to do this whole time. She moved Portia’s hands towards her cheek, and let Portia pet her. She then moved her face so that the palm of Portia’s hand was over her mouth, kissing it lightly before dragging her fingers back in her mouth.

​“Ooh my god, Janie. If I knew you were so into this I would’ve done it sooner.” Portia giggled, and Janie watched Portia bite at her own bottom lip while she suckled on her fingers, moaning in satisfaction.

​Janie was in love with the feeling of Portia’s fingers going down her throat. And watching Portia’s chest rise and fall as her breathing got heavier.

​“You’re so fucking hot. I can’t believe it.” Portia moaned. It was just the sound that Janie was trying to elicit from her body. And once she heard it, she was happy to reward Portia by letting her cup her breasts.

​“Here. You’re ready to touch me now.” She removed Portia’s wet warm fingers from her mouth, and placed them on her body, just below her underboob, and let Portia bounce her breast before cupping them again.

​“Fuck.” She grabbed Janie’s breasts, wrapping her fingers back around her nipples, and pulled them in a way to where she could watch them bounce back in place. “Can I please get these in my mouth?”

​“Maybe.”

​“Maybe? You’re so cruel holding out on me.”

​“Didn’t you want to know my fantasy? Well,” Janie felt driven by how turned on she was, “I see you finger fucking me, and you’re so nervous that you don’t know what to do with yourself…”

​“Yeah…?”

​“And then I—.”

​“And then you let me ride your pretty face until I come.” Portia sighed.

​Janie blushed as Portia took the reins back from her. Portia scootched her way from under Janie’s legs, and stripped off the rest of her overalls. All that was left on her was a pair of black panties. Portia waved her finger at Janie as if to tell her to do the same. And soon both women were kneeling on the bed with just their underwear on.

​“I—.”

​“Can w—.”

​Both of them spoke at the same time, prompting them both to laugh at themselves. But the looks they gave each other were all too telling of what they wanted to say, which was ‘Let’s have a good fucking time.’

​Janie moved first, she grabbed at Portia’s hips to beckon her in closer. She let Portia get on top of her body, and the two ended up falling over onto the pile of pillows. Janie slid Portia’s underwear off while they made out, and grabbed at Portia’s exposed ass with a firm grip and a slap.

​“Mmf, do that again.” Portia muttered in between their kisses.

​“Gladly.”

​Janie rubbed Portia’s butt again before giving it a hearty slap, the sound filling the room. Portia squeaked, but it only caused her to kiss Janie harder, so Janie did it again.

​“Oh god.”

​“I didn’t think you’d like being slapped.”

​“Janie, you hardly know me. I’m freaky.”

​“I can tell. You loved having me suck your fingers.”

​“You loved sucking them.”

​“I wanted them nice and wet.”

​“I’m nice and wet.”

​Portia sat up over Janie, and for the first time she could see her fully naked body. Portia had a black and gray tattoo of birds and foliage on one thigh, with stars on the other, like a permanent garter belt. Janie moved her hands over Portia’s belly, admiring how soft it was. And Portia widened the space between her legs as if inviting Janie for a feel.

​“Can I really…?” Janie asked, feeling unsure for the first time this hour.

​Portia leaned back on one hand to give Janie a better angle. She used the other to spread herself open. Her hips wiggled, and Janie could see up close that she was literally dripping wet, Portia’s arousal trailed out of her pussy and was strung in the air. Janie lifted her finger and moved up and down her folds, then positioned herself so that her mouth could reach Portia’s clit.

​“You’re going to eat me out, Janie-lady.” Portia commanded, before lowering herself onto Janie’s mouth. She leaned forward this time to grab the headrest of the bed, and began to roll her hips on to Janie’s tongue.

​Janie hadn’t imagined so far as to what it would be like to taste Portia like this. Her tongue worked up and in between Portia’s pussy, her hands grabbing the back of Portia’s legs. Moans hit her ears like music, and the scent of Portia was absolutely intoxicating, she moved her head more to get deeper.

​“You’re so fucking good, Janie.” Portia moaned. The bed rocked with her bucking as it got more and more intense. Portia’s moan’s crescendoed in octaves and frequency. All Janie wanted to do was drive her crazy.

​So she planned just that. She moved herself back up just a bit, making Portia stop her movement.

​“Wh-what’s up?” Portia asked in confusion.

​All Janie did to respond was push Portia back so that she was laying with her back on the bed. And she lifted Portia's legs over her shoulders. Portia laughed, and it was cut off short by Janie diving down on her, specifically looking at rolling her clit in between her tongue.

​Portia gasped, “Janie… That’s so unfair! That feels so fucking good. You’ll make me come too soon.” Portia gasped and squirmed under Janie’s arms, but Janie was adamant on continuing.

​“I can’t help it. I need to have you in my mouth.” Janie muttered between Portia’s legs, her words vibrating against an already sensitive part of Portia’s body.

​“Shit, why do you have to be so sexy?”

​“Because I like you. I like that you wanted to take care of me.”

​“But I,” Portia could barely speak between her heavy breathing, “I haven’t even done it yet.”

​This time, Janie lifted her head enough so that Portia could see her whole face. Portia looked down at her, knowing she was at Janie’s mercy. And a smirk appeared on Janie’s face.

​“You know what you can do for me? And this would make me feel so fucking good.” Janie traced the line between the folds of Portia’s pussy. She circled it just outside of her entrance, enough to cause Portia to whimper.

​“W-what?” Portia asked, already knowing the answer.

​“Come for me.”

​Janie pushed her finger into Portia’s wet body, causing Portia to shudder and squeeze her legs around Janie.

​“F-fuck…”

​Janie explored Portia’s body like the expert she knew she was. She felt Portia contract around her finger, her tightness encouraging Janie to do more. She made gentle beckoning motions inside of Portia, knowing the all too familiar spot that delivers the most pleasure. And she took pride in the sweet sighs, gasps, and moans that spilled from Portia’s throat. She placed small kisses on her inner thighs, biting when Portia squeezed her legs hard enough, and finally settled her mouth back on her clit.

​“Okay… oh fuck. I’m coming!”

​No sooner did Portia announce that did her body jostle between Janie’s. All the foreplay they did earlier built up into an orgasm that knocked the wind out of Portia. When she was done, her legs flopped on either side of Janie, and she breathed a sigh of relief.

​Janie slid her slicked up finger out from Portia’s body, and made an exhausted Portia watch as she put her own finger in her mouth, sucking off the rest of Portia’s orgasm.

​“Okay, wow.” Portia exclaimed.

​“What’s wow?” Janie asked, with a slight sense of deja vu.

​Portia gave her a playful kick to her back. “You know what wow is.”

​“Mm, no, I want to hear you say it.”

​Portia rolled her eyes at Janie. “You ate my cum. That’s freakier than I am.”

​“You love it.” Janie teased, her teasing voice met with another one of Portia’s serious faces.

​“You’re so bad for not letting me get you off first. Honestly, that’s so greedy.”

​“Oh! I,” Janie felt guilty suddenly, “I’m sorry.”

​“Yeah. You should be. Especially when you’re ignoring what I want.”

​All Janie wanted to do was repair the moment. “What would you like?”

​“Hm… I think I’d like to give you a proper punishment.” a cheeky tone reappeared in Portia’s voice, lulling the worries that Janie had. This was all part of her fun, and Janie was all for it.

​“I think anything you come up with will be fa—.” Janie’s words were cut off by Portia sneaking two fingers into her mouth.

​“Nuh uh, no more speaking. Since you have such an oral fixation, you get to suck on my fingers again. And stay quiet.” There was such a power in Portia’s voice that Janie could hardly resist.

​That's not to even mention the fact that she had to admit that she does have quite the fixation. She loved keeping her mouth busy with Portia’s fingers, sticking her tongue between the spaces and letting Portia occasionally move them deeper as to just barely trigger her gag reflex. She could drool over them for hours. And the wet sticky feeling she got between her legs would validate that.

​“Oh my gosh, Janie. You’re addicted to my fingers in your mouth. This is hardly the punishment I thought it would be.”

​Janie could only nod in response.

​“Well how ‘bout this?” Portia tugged at Janie’s underwear, pulling her forward just a bit while keeping Janie’s mouth occupied with her fingers. When she had her in just the right position, Portia used her only free hand to slide the underwear slightly down Janie’s legs. Just enough for her to fit her hand in between them.

​Janie could only let out a long groan between Portia’s fingers as Portia felt her up. Her hand wavered just below her throbbing pussy, and she was tortured by Portia’s teasing. She moved her hips as if she could catch Portia’s wayward hand, but Portia was quick to catch on and denied her from it.

​“Oh Janie. So quick to wanna finish yourself off. What if I want to play with you for the rest of the day?”

​Portia’s laugh almost felt evil. It made Janie’s eyes roll to the back of her head being treated like Portia’s plaything. And a tiny voice in her head chided her for again choosing to crush on people who looked like they would treat her like a toy. But if she was going to be Portia’s toy for the night, she fully wanted to embrace it.

​Janie pulled Portia’s fingers out of mouth with a small gasp, and placed those wet fingers right over her pussy. “Play with me already.”

​The invitation was quickly accepted, Portia slipped her fingers into Janie’s pussy, thrusting them in and out. All the while Janie bounced up and down in a counter motion to elevate the sensation. It felt so good to her to be riding the hand that had just been in her mouth. Portia watched in awe as Janie’s body rolled with her movements, her play thing taking enjoyment with her body.

​“That’s it, Janie. Fuck my fingers.”

​“They feel so good—!”

​“Yeah? I bet they tasted good too.”

​“Portia…”

​“Yes?”

​“I’m going to come all over your hand.”

​Portia paused, if only to watch Janie’s face scrunch up and around in ecstasy.

​“Good.”

​It was a tiny affirmation, but it was enough to send Janie over that edge. With several heavy thrusts of her hips, she reached orgasm over Portia’s hands and body. She let herself keel over, a sweating mess, onto Portia who was still watching with amazement.

​“That’s… Ahem. Sexy.” Portia said.

​“Yeah, well. You got me there.”

​“Sure, I guess. You know the saying is that it takes two though, right?”

​Portia hugged their naked bodies together with the arm that Janie was laying on.

​Janie felt accomplished. Even though they made exactly zero progress on their project, she was glad that itch she had was able to be scratched.

​“Hey, so… I would still be down for that ramen.” Janie said, intertwining their hands together. She couldn’t believe that very same hand was in her mouth. But she wouldn’t mind if it were in there again in the future. 

​“Well now you know I live to serve.” Portia faked a posh accent. She made eye contact with Janie for a moment before reaching over to smack her with a soft pillow.

​“What was that for?” Janie asked, sitting up.

​“Nothing. Just testing to see how far I can tease you before you get tired of me.”

​Janie only hummed in response.

​“Okay, okay, sorry.” Portia rustled her hair before getting up. “By the way, you never let me have your boobies.”

​Janie paused, and then shrugged. “Maybe next time.”

​“So many maybes.”

​The two of them got dressed again. Not knowing where their actions would take them next. But being that they’re project partners, they were sure to be back in each other’s beds again soon.

***

More Shorts For You To Enjoy~

Seduced by my Sensual Roommate:

“I also felt suddenly hyper aware of myself. She still had on her whole night time outfit, though at this point her breasts had spilled out of them again. Yet here I was partially naked in her arms, and I felt vulnerable and embarrassed in a way that turned me all the way on. I took in the way she looked at me, and watched the way she bit her lower lip in need. Although her eyes never broke contact with mine, it felt as if she were already imagining how she wanted me.”… More here

The Princess Wins her Lady:

“Her skin felt so soft, and yet as she was grinding, Lydia could easily feel Candice’s muscles working at her. She took a chance and gently squeezed Candice’s sides. Candice let out a small moan, just quiet enough that only she heard. “Oh, you’re such a bad girl for that.” Candice whispered while the song blared. I am so bad, but you’re torturing me. Lydia thought to herself. There was a part of her that thought Candice knew exactly what she was doing to her.”… More here

First time for Everything:

“I love you doing that.” Nat said. If she were more bold, she would’ve told Holly that she loved her nipples being played with. That she wanted them to be licked and sucked until she was weak all over. But she was still too shy to speak the lewd words that she wanted to say. And instead had to imagine what it would be like if Holly were on top of her, taking control… More here

The Mistress Tames Her Brat

“Aw, you look so sweet when you show me how excited you are,” Mistress Kay doted on her, and Portia took her praise like oil to a fire. “Panties off.”

Her panties slid off without a hitch. And while she did that, Mistress Kay squeezed a bottle of lube over the tail plug.

“Would you like this in your ass, or pussy, lovely?” she asked with sincerity, “Either way, you need to tell me where you want it. And I want a full sentence, with please at the end.” … More here
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