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Chapter One

Harper stood in front of the full-length mirror in her small apartment, adjusting the waistband of her tight black cycling shorts. The material was thin, stretchy, and tight — it hugged every curve of her ass like a second skin, the high-cut legs riding up just enough to show the smooth, toned length of her thighs. She turned sideways, running her hands over her hips. At twenty-two, her body still had that fresh, perky tightness she sometimes took for granted: full, round breasts that strained against the bright teal sports bra, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when the AC kicked on. Her waist dipped in nicely before flaring out to her hips, and her stomach was flat with just a hint of soft definition from occasional yoga.

She pulled her long chestnut hair into a high ponytail, letting it swing down her back. A few loose strands framed her face — big hazel eyes, full lips still glossy from the chapstick she’d applied. “God, you look like you’re trying too hard,” she muttered to herself with a small laugh. But she wasn’t. Not really. The outfit was practical for a long ride in the heat. Still… it made her feel a little sexy. A little powerful.

She grabbed her water bottle, phone, and keys, then headed out into the warm coastal morning. The bike trail wasn’t far from her place — a winding path lined with palm trees and glimpses of turquoise water. Harper swung her leg over the saddle, adjusted her feet, and pushed off. The first few pedals always felt good. The burn in her thighs, the rush of air against her bare arms and shoulders, the way her breasts bounced lightly with each stroke despite the sports bra.

This is exactly what I need, she thought, breathing deeper as the trail opened up ahead. Just the bike, the breeze, and some quiet. No drama. No overthinking.

Her mind wandered as she found her pace. The breakup with Ryan a few weeks ago still lingered in the background. Six months together, and toward the end it had all started to feel... flat. Comfortable, but empty. Like something important was missing, though she couldn’t quite name what it was. He was nice enough, but the spark had faded fast. Maybe she just needed time alone. Time to figure out what she actually wanted instead of falling into the same routine.

Harper pedaled steadily, the shaded sections of the trail cooling her skin as sunlight filtered through the palm fronds. A light sheen of sweat began to form along her collarbone and down her back. The motion felt good — grounding. Her body moved gently with each rotation, and the seam of her shorts pressed lightly between her thighs with the rhythm of pedaling. It was a simple, repetitive sensation, nothing she dwelled on. Just part of the ride.

She smiled softly to herself, leaning into the handlebars as the path curved gently. The salty breeze lifted a few strands of her ponytail and cooled her flushed cheeks. For the first time in days, her head felt clearer. The worries about what came next — graduation looming, job applications, the quiet question of whether she was really happy with how things had been — started to fade into the background.

The trail stretched ahead, quiet and inviting this time of morning. Harper kept her pace even, enjoying the burn building pleasantly in her muscles and the peaceful cadence of being completely alone with her thoughts.

She took a deep, slow breath, letting the warm, fresh air fill her lungs. The scent of the sea mixed with the earthy green of the palm fronds overhead. Sunlight dappled across the path in shifting patterns, and in the distance she could hear the soft crash of waves against the shore. A pair of bright green parrots burst from the trees with a flash of color and noisy chatter, then vanished again. Harper smiled at the sight, her shoulders relaxing as she pedaled. This was why she loved these rides — the way the world felt bigger and simpler out here, away from the noise of her apartment building or the endless scroll of her phone.

Another deep breath, slower this time. The gentle rise and fall of her chest matched the steady push-pull of her legs. Sweat traced a cool line down her spine, and the breeze kissed the damp skin of her arms and neck. Everything felt lighter already. The quiet question of what came next  didn’t press quite so hard. For these few miles, she could just be.

Up ahead, the trail began a gentle curve to the right, shaded more deeply by a thicker cluster of palms. Harper leaned slightly into the turn, enjoying the smooth flow of the bike beneath her. Her mind drifted again — not to Ryan this time, but to a vague, pleasant daydream of simply feeling good. Of being touched with real attention. Of someone who really saw her, instead of just going through the motions.

She blinked, pulling her focus back to the path. A small bird darted low across the trail just a few yards ahead, and without thinking she glanced down at it for a split second, her handlebars drifting ever so slightly. When she looked up again, the curve had tightened more than she expected. Another cyclist had appeared around the bend — a woman on a sleek bike, moving at a calm, steady pace.

Harper’s eyes widened. “Shit—”

She squeezed the brakes too late. The front wheel of her bike tapped firmly into the rear of the other woman’s bike with a soft but unmistakable thud. Handlebars tangled. Both bikes wobbled. Harper felt herself tipping forward as the woman ahead let out a surprised gasp.

“Oh no — I’m so sorry!” Harper called out, heart pounding as she fought to stay upright.

The bikes tangled with a metallic clatter. For a dizzy second everything tilted, and both women went down together in a slow, awkward tumble onto the soft grassy edge of the trail. Harper landed half on top of the other woman, one leg caught between the frames, her ponytail swinging into the stranger’s face. A sharp sting bloomed on her left knee where it had scraped against the ground.

For a heartbeat they lay there, breathing hard, limbs awkwardly intertwined.

The older woman let out a soft, surprised laugh — warm and surprisingly calm. “Well… that was one way to say hello.”

Harper scrambled to push herself up, cheeks burning. “I’m so sorry, I got distracted by a bird and — God, are you okay? I didn’t mean to rear-end you like that.”

The woman sat up slowly, brushing a few strands of dark hair from her face. She looked to be in her late thirties, with sun-kissed skin, strong shoulders, and an easy confidence that made the whole messy situation feel less disastrous. Her own tight cycling shorts and fitted tank showed off toned, athletic curves that spoke of years of regular rides. She glanced down at their tangled bikes, then back at Harper with a small, amused smile.

“I sure hope not. No real damage done,” she said, her voice smooth and reassuring. “I’ve had worse. How about you? That knee looks like it took the worst of it.”

She reached out without hesitation, her hand gentle but steady as she lightly touched Harper’s arm to help her shift into a sitting position. Her eyes flicked over Harper quickly — taking in the flushed cheeks, the way the teal sports bra clung to her chest from the light sweat, the long legs still half-tangled in the bikes — but it was quick, appreciative, and not lingering in a way that felt uncomfortable. Just… noticing.

Harper winced as she bent her knee. A shallow scrape oozed a tiny bit of blood mixed with dirt, nothing serious, but it stung in the warm air. “I’m fine, really. Just embarrassed. I usually pay better attention.”

The woman chuckled softly, the sound low and pleasant. “Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. These trails can sneak up on you when you’re lost in thought. Happens to the best of us.” She carefully untangled their handlebars, her movements efficient and calm. Once the bikes were separated and propped against a nearby palm, she turned back to Harper and offered a hand to help her stand.

“I’m Lauren, by the way,” she said, her grip warm and firm. A faint smile played at the corners of her mouth as she gave Harper another quick, friendly once-over. “And you are…?”

“Harper,” she replied, brushing dirt from her shorts and feeling the heat in her face refuse to fade. Up close, Lauren smelled faintly of sunscreen and clean sweat, and there was something quietly magnetic about her relaxed confidence. “Seriously, I feel awful. Your bike—”

“Is perfectly fine,” Lauren finished for her, waving it off. She crouched slightly to inspect Harper’s scraped knee more closely, her fingers hovering just above the skin without quite touching. “We should clean that up before it gets dirty. I’ve got a small first-aid kit in my bag if you don’t mind a quick stop. There’s a shady bench just around the next bend.”

She straightened up, meeting Harper’s eyes with that same easy, warm smile. The offer felt genuinely kind, like one cyclist looking out for another, yet there was a subtle spark in her gaze that made Harper’s stomach do a tiny, unexpected flip.

Harper hesitated for half a second, then nodded. “That sounds good… and thank you. You’re being really nice about this. Most people would be super mad.”

Lauren’s smile widened just a fraction. “What can I say? It was just an accident. At least you weren’t speeding on an E-bike.”

Harper let out a small, relieved laugh, the tension in her shoulders easing a little. “Still, I feel terrible. Let me at least help with the bikes.”

Together they walked the short distance to the shady bench just around the bend, pushing their bikes along the edge of the trail. Lauren moved with an easy grace, her strong legs carrying her without any sign of stiffness from the fall. Harper limped slightly, the scrape on her knee stinging with each step, but the pain was minor compared to her embarrassment.

They settled on the wooden bench tucked beneath a cluster of palms. Dappled sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting soft patterns across their skin. Lauren rummaged in the small pouch strapped to her bike frame and pulled out a compact first-aid kit.

“Here, let’s take a look,” Lauren said, her voice low and soothing. She patted the bench beside her. “Sit facing me so I can see it properly.”

Harper obeyed, turning toward her. Lauren’s fingers were warm as she gently took Harper’s calf and lifted her leg slightly, resting it across her own thigh for better access. The contact sent a small, unexpected shiver up Harper’s spine. Up close, Lauren smelled nice — a mix of sunscreen, faint citrus, and the clean musk of exertion. Her dark hair had a few silver strands at the temples that caught the light, and her eyes, a deep warm brown, were focused and kind.

“It’s not deep at all,” Lauren murmured, dabbing the scrape carefully with an antiseptic wipe. Her touch was light but confident, the pads of her fingers brushing the sensitive skin just above the knee. “You’ve got beautiful skin, by the way. This should heal nicely if we keep it clean.”

Harper’s cheeks warmed again. “Thanks… I mean, for the help.” She laughed nervously, trying to play it off. “You’re really good at this. Do you patch up clumsy cyclists often?”

Lauren glanced up, her lips curving into a soft smile. The corners of her eyes crinkled in a way that made her look both experienced and approachable. “Only the ones who apologize so sincerely.” She applied a small bandage with gentle pressure, her thumb lingering for just a moment on the smooth skin beside the scrape. “There. All better for now.”

She didn’t pull Harper’s leg away immediately. Instead, she kept it resting lightly across her lap, one hand resting casually on Harper’s shin as she looked at her. “So, Harper… you ride this trail a lot? I don’t think I’ve seen you out here before. I’d remember.”

Harper shook her head, hyper-aware of the warmth of Lauren’s hand on her bare leg. “Not as often as I’d like. I’ve been… dealing with some stuff. A breakup. This is my first real ride in a couple weeks. Guess I picked a great day to zone out.”

Lauren nodded understandingly, her thumb tracing a tiny, absentminded circle on Harper’s shin — so light it could have been accidental. “Breakups have a way of clouding the head, don’t they? I’ve been there.” She gave a small, knowing shrug. “Sometimes the best thing is to get out on the bike and let the wind blow everything else away. Though I have to say, you handled that little collision with more grace than most people twice your age would.”

The compliment landed softly, wrapped in kindness. Harper felt a flutter low in her stomach. There was nothing pushy about Lauren — she was just… nice. Warm. The kind of woman who made you feel seen without making it weird.

Lauren finally lowered Harper’s leg carefully and packed the first-aid kit away. “If that knee is bothering you, my place is only about ten minutes from the next turn-off. I’ve got ice, proper bandages, and cold drinks. No obligation, of course. Just offering as a fellow rider who’s been in your shoes before.”

She stood and offered her hand again to help Harper up, her grip steady and reassuring. When Harper took it, Lauren held on for half a second longer than necessary, her eyes meeting Harper’s with that same subtle, appreciative spark.

Harper swallowed, feeling the warmth spread from her palm up her arm. “I… maybe. If it’s really no trouble.”

Lauren’s smile was easy and inviting. “No trouble at all. Sometimes it’s nice to ride with a partner, too.”


Chapter Two

Harper bit her lip, hesitating for only a moment. The sensible part of her brain whispered that going to a stranger’s house after a five-minute conversation was probably not the smartest idea. But Lauren didn’t feel like a stranger. She felt… safe. Warm. And there was something in the way she looked at Harper — not hungry or aggressive like some guys did, but appreciative, almost tender. Like she actually saw her.

God, am I imagining this? Harper thought, a flutter of butterflies stirring low in her belly. She’s just being nice. Right? But that smile… and the way she kept her hand on my leg a little longer than necessary. No guy has ever made me feel this… noticed after knowing me for ten minutes.

She nodded before she could overthink it. “Okay. Yeah, that sounds good. If you’re sure it’s no bother.”

Lauren’s eyes lit up with quiet pleasure. “Perfect. Follow me, then. It’s an easy ride from here — mostly flat.”

They mounted their bikes again. Harper’s knee throbbed faintly under the fresh bandage, but the discomfort was minor compared to the strange mix of nerves and curiosity buzzing through her. She kept a careful distance behind Lauren as they pedaled, unable to stop her gaze from drifting to the older woman’s strong back and the way her cycling shorts hugged the full, rounded curve of her ass with each smooth pedal stroke. Lauren rode with confident, unhurried power, her dark ponytail swaying gently.

This is crazy, Harper thought, cheeks warming as another wave of butterflies danced in her stomach. I would never do this with a guy I just met. Never. But with her… it feels different. Like she actually cares if I’m okay.

The ride was short and peaceful. After about ten minutes, Lauren signaled and turned onto a narrow side path that opened into a small, secluded beachside condo complex. Her unit was on the ground floor — modest but charming, with pale blue walls, tropical plants spilling over the small porch, and a single bicycle helmet hanging neatly by the door. It was clearly a one-person home: no signs of roommates or a partner, just a pair of women’s sandals by the entrance and a single coffee mug drying on the rack visible through the open kitchen window.

Lauren unlocked the door and held it open with a welcoming smile. “Home sweet home. Come on in. Make yourself comfortable.”

Harper stepped inside, the cool air-conditioned breeze a welcome relief against her warm skin. The place smelled faintly of coconut and fresh linen. It was tidy and lived-in — a comfortable couch with soft throw pillows, a few tasteful art prints on the walls, and a large window overlooking a quiet garden and the distant ocean. Nothing flashy, but clearly someone who enjoyed her own company lived here.

Lauren closed the door behind them and kicked off her cycling shoes. “First things first — let’s get some ice on that knee and get you hydrated. You can leave your shoes by the door if you want.”

As Lauren moved toward the kitchen, Harper watched her for a moment, noticing again how effortlessly attractive she was: the confident sway of her hips, the way the fitted tank clung to her full breasts, the subtle strength in her arms and shoulders. And those eyes… every time Lauren looked at her, there was that quiet spark, like she was enjoying what she saw but in no rush to push anything.

She’s definitely flirting, Harper realized, the butterflies intensifying into a warm, fluttering heat low in her core. Not in a creepy way. Just… gentle. Like she’s testing the waters.. Why does that feel so exciting instead of weird?

Lauren returned with a cold bottle of water and a soft gel ice pack wrapped in a clean towel. “Here, sit on the couch and prop your leg up. I’ll grab a couple of glasses too.”

Harper accepted the water gratefully and settled onto the soft cushions, extending her injured leg along the seat. When Lauren sat down near her — close enough that their thighs brushed — Harper felt her pulse quicken.

Lauren gently placed the ice pack over the bandage, her fingers brushing Harper’s bare thigh in the process. The touch was light, almost casual, but it lingered just enough to make Harper’s breath catch.

“Better?” Lauren asked softly, her warm brown eyes meeting Harper’s again with that same gentle, appreciative gaze.

Harper nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah… much better. Thank you.”

Inside, her thoughts raced. I can’t believe I’m here. In her house. Alone. With a woman who keeps looking at me like that. The realization sent another flutter through her. It felt dangerous in the best possible way — nothing like the blunt, predictable attention she was used to from men. This felt softer. More electric. And, strangely, she didn’t want it to stop.

Lauren gently placed the ice pack over the bandage, her fingers brushing Harper’s bare thigh again in the process. The touch was light, almost casual, but it lingered just enough…

“Better?” Lauren asked softly, her warm brown eyes meeting Harper’s again with that same gentle, appreciative gaze.

Harper nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah… much better. Thank you.”

Lauren didn’t pull her hand away right away. Instead, she kept it resting lightly on Harper’s thigh, just above the knee, her thumb moving in slow, soothing circles over the smooth skin. The motion felt innocent enough — like she was simply making sure the ice pack stayed in place — but the warmth of her palm sent tiny sparks racing up Harper’s leg.

“You’re tensing up a little,” Lauren murmured, her voice low and calm. “Try to relax, sweetheart. The adrenaline from the fall is probably still in your system.” Her thumb continued its slow, steady circles, gradually working a little higher along the firm muscle of Harper’s thigh. “Does that feel okay? I can stop if it’s too much.”

Harper’s heart beat faster. The touch was gentle, almost therapeutic, yet it made her skin tingle in a way that had nothing to do with first aid. She’s rubbing my leg… is this normal? Or is she… Another flutter of butterflies erupted low in her belly. It felt good. Too good. And the way Lauren was looking at her — soft, focused, like she was enjoying the closeness — made Harper’s nipples tighten faintly against the teal sports bra.

“It… feels nice,” Harper admitted quietly, her voice a little breathy. She didn’t pull her leg away.

Lauren smiled, the corners of her eyes crinkling warmly. She kept the slow, rhythmic rubbing going, her hand now covering more of Harper’s thigh, the heel of her palm pressing lightly into the toned muscle while her fingers brushed the sensitive inner side. “Good. You have such smooth, strong legs from riding. It’s a shame you got scraped up on your first real ride in weeks.”

The compliment landed softly, wrapped in concern. Lauren tilted her head slightly, still watching Harper’s face. “So… tell me more about this breakup. Was it a boyfriend? Or… a girlfriend?”

The question hung in the air for a moment, casual but deliberate. Lauren’s thumb never stopped its gentle circling, now tracing lazy patterns just a few inches higher on Harper’s thigh, dangerously close to where the tight black cycling shorts began.

Harper felt her cheeks flush hotter. She asked about a girlfriend. Not just boyfriend. She’s checking… The realization sent a fresh wave of warmth through her core. She had never been asked that before — not like this. Not with that soft, open tone that made it feel safe to answer however she wanted.

“Just a boyfriend,” Harper said, her voice softer than she intended. “Ryan. It was… okay for a while, but it felt flat. Like something was missing. I don’t know. Maybe it was me.”

Lauren nodded slowly, her expression understanding and kind. Her hand continued the soothing rub, now openly massaging the tight muscle of Harper’s thigh with slow, confident strokes — still light enough to seem caring, but firm enough that Harper could feel the strength in those experienced fingers.

“It’s rarely just you, sweetheart,” Lauren said gently. “Sometimes we’re with people who don’t know how to really pay attention. How to take their time and make us feel… properly seen and touched.” Her eyes held Harper’s for a long beat, warm and steady. “You deserve someone who notices every little detail. Someone patient.”

Harper’s breath hitched. The butterflies in her stomach had turned into a low, fluttering heat that was spreading downward. Lauren’s hand felt so warm against her bare skin, the slow massage making her thigh muscles relax even as the rest of her body grew more aware — more sensitive. She could smell Lauren’s faint sunscreen scent again, mixed with the clean sweat from their ride. Up close like this, on her own couch, the older woman looked even more beautiful: the subtle silver at her temples, the full curve of her breasts under the fitted tank, the confident way she carried herself.

This is definitely flirting, Harper thought, her pulse thrumming. She’s touching me like this, asking about girlfriends, saying I deserve to be properly touched… I would never let a guy I just met do this. But with her… it feels different. Exciting. Scary in a good way. And I don’t want her to stop.

Lauren’s thumb brushed a little higher, just under the hem of Harper’s cycling shorts, the touch still feather-light and ‘helpful.’ “You’re getting flushed again,” she observed softly, a tiny smile playing at her lips. “Heat from the ride, or is the ice not enough? I could get you a cold cloth for your neck… or we could move this ice pack somewhere else if your leg is starting to feel better.”

She didn’t move her hand away. Instead, she gave Harper’s thigh one more slow, deliberate squeeze, her eyes never leaving the younger woman’s face, waiting patiently for whatever Harper would say or do next.

Harper’s breath came a little shallower. She knew she should probably pull her leg back, make some excuse, and head home. But the warmth of Lauren’s palm against her bare skin felt too good, too soothing… too electric. Despite herself, she stayed exactly where she was, her injured leg still resting across Lauren’s lap.

“It feels… really nice,” Harper murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. She shifted slightly on the couch, letting her thigh press more fully into Lauren’s hand. The older woman’s slow, confident strokes were making it harder to think straight. A warm, slippery heat was starting to gather between her legs, a subtle slickness forming inside her tight cycling shorts. She could feel her nipples tightening against the thin teal fabric of her sports bra, two stiff little peaks that made her suddenly self-conscious about how visible they might be.

This is crazy, she thought, heart racing. I’m getting wet from a leg massage. From a woman I just met.

Lauren seemed to notice the small shift in Harper’s posture. Her smile softened, and she let her hand slide slowly downward, moving from Harper’s thigh to her calf. Strong, experienced fingers began to knead the tight muscle there with gentle, rhythmic pressure — working out the tension from the ride and the fall.

Harper’s eyes fluttered half-closed. A tiny, involuntary whimper escaped her lips — soft and breathy, almost a moan. “Mmm…”

The sound hung in the quiet room for a second. Harper’s cheeks burned instantly, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she let her leg relax heavier into Lauren’s lap, silently encouraging the touch to continue.

Lauren’s fingers paused for the briefest moment, then continued their slow massage, thumbs pressing firmly along the back of Harper’s calf while her other hand steadied her ankle. Her voice dropped even lower, warm and intimate. “That sound… you’re carrying a lot of tension in these pretty legs, aren’t you, sweetheart? Let me help you release some of it.”

She worked her way back up slowly, fingers gliding over Harper’s smooth skin, occasionally brushing the sensitive inner calf and lower thigh. Each stroke felt more deliberate now, less like simple first aid and more like an invitation.

Harper bit her lower lip, trying to steady her breathing. The slick warmth between her thighs was growing, her pussy starting to throb gently with every slow circle of Lauren’s thumb. Her nipples were now obviously hard, pressing visibly against her top. She felt exposed, vulnerable… and surprisingly turned on by how gentle and patient Lauren was being.

God, I’m actually getting wetter, Harper thought, a fresh wave of butterflies mixing with the arousal. Just from her hands on my leg. If she keeps this up, I don’t know what I’ll do… but I don’t want her to stop. Not yet.

Lauren tilted her head, watching Harper’s face with that same calm, appreciative gaze. “You’re doing so well letting me take care of you,” she said softly, her fingers still kneading Harper’s calf with slow, sensual strokes. “Most girls your age would have already jumped up and insisted they were fine. I like that you’re letting yourself enjoy this a little.”

Her hand slid upward again, this time resting high on Harper’s thigh, thumb tracing lazy, teasing patterns just beneath the hem of the tight black shorts. The touch was still gentle, still wrapped in concern… but the air between them had grown thicker, warmer, and undeniably charged.

Harper swallowed, her voice coming out huskier than she intended. “I… I don’t usually do this.”

Lauren’s eyes sparkled with quiet amusement and something deeper. “Do what, babe? Let someone take care of you… or let a woman touch you like this?”

The question hung there, soft and open, giving Harper every chance to pull back or lean in further.

Harper’s breath caught. The word “babe” landed low in her belly, warm and intimate. Her body answered before her mind could catch up — she shifted her hips forward just a fraction, pressing her thigh more firmly into Lauren’s hand. The slow, kneading strokes felt impossibly good, and that slick, aching heat between her legs was growing stronger, her pussy now unmistakably wet inside the tight cycling shorts. Her nipples were stiff and sensitive, rubbing against the thin teal fabric with every shallow breath.

“Both…” Harper whispered. Holy shit… is this actually happening? She thought, a dizzy rush flooding her. A woman I just met is touching me like this, calling me babe, and I’m getting so wet I can feel it. I should stop. I should say something. But… God, I don’t want her to stop.

Lauren seemed to sense the subtle push of Harper’s leg. Her smile deepened, and she let her hand glide higher, fingers slipping boldly under the hem of the tight black cycling shorts. The touch was no longer pretending to be purely therapeutic — her palm smoothed over the warm, smooth skin of Harper’s inner thigh, thumb stroking slow, teasing circles that came dangerously close to the edge of her panties.

“You’re trembling a little,” Lauren murmured, her voice low and husky now. “So responsive… I love that.” Her other hand joined in, resting on Harper’s opposite thigh, gently parting her legs just a few inches wider on the couch. “Does this feel good, sweetheart? My hands on you?”

Harper bit her lower lip hard, trying to hold back another soft whimper. The sensation of Lauren’s warm, confident fingers so close to her aching center made her clit throb. She could feel her own wetness starting to soak through the thin fabric of her underwear, a slippery ache that made her hips twitch involuntarily.

“Mhm…” She gasped softly. The sound surprised her. Holy shit, holy shit… What am I doing?

Lauren’s fingers continued their slow exploration, stroking higher, the pads brushing the crease where thigh met groin. She leaned in a little closer, her full breasts pressing lightly against her own tank top as she watched Harper’s face intently.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” Lauren said softly, her breath warm against Harper’s skin. Her thumb traced one more slow, deliberate circle, this time grazing the very edge of Harper’s damp panties. “But if you want me to keep going… if you want me to keep touching you like this… just say yes, baby.”

Harper’s heart hammered in her chest. Her mind was spinning — This is insane. I barely know her. She’s a woman. And I’m so fucking wet right now… — but her body had already made its choice. She pushed her thigh forward again, just a little, seeking more of that delicious contact.

She bit her lip harder, eyes half-lidded, and whispered, “Yes…”

The single word came out breathy and needy, hanging in the charged air between them.

Lauren’s eyes darkened with quiet satisfaction. Her hand slid higher still, fingers now cupping the warm, slick heat of Harper’s pussy through the thin, soaked fabric of her shorts and panties. She gave a gentle, teasing press, rubbing slowly along the seam.

“Oh fuck…” Harper said softly, mainly to herself. It sounded whiny.

“Good girl,” Lauren murmured, voice thick with approval. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

Lauren’s fingers pressed more firmly against the soaked crotch of Harper’s cycling shorts, rubbing slow, deliberate circles over her swollen clit through the thin, damp layers. The pressure was perfect — not too hard, but steady and confident, dragging the wet fabric against Harper’s sensitive folds with every stroke.

Harper’s head fell back against the couch cushion, a shaky moan slipping from her lips. “Ah… oh god…” She bit her lower lip hard, trying to stifle the sounds, but another whimper escaped anyway. Her hips rocked forward involuntarily, chasing the friction. Holy shit, this is really happening. A woman is rubbing my pussy right now… and it feels so fucking good. I can’t believe how wet I am.

Lauren watched her with dark, hungry eyes, never stopping the slow, teasing rub. “That’s it, baby. Let those pretty sounds out. You’re soaking through your shorts already… such a responsive little thing.” Her voice was low and velvety, laced with praise. “Feel how slippery you are for me? God, you’re beautiful like this — all flushed and needy.”

Harper’s breathing grew ragged. Her nipples were painfully tight, and every slow grind of Lauren’s fingers sent sparks shooting through her core. She could feel her own arousal coating the inside of her panties, the slick heat making the fabric cling obscenely to her pussy lips. Another moan tumbled out, louder this time, as Lauren’s thumb found her clit and circled it with firm, practiced pressure.

“I… I’ve never…” Harper gasped, words failing her as pleasure coiled tighter in her belly. This can’t be real. I’m letting a woman I just met finger me on her couch… and I’m moaning like this.

Lauren leaned in closer, her free hand gently stroking Harper’s inner thigh. “Shh, sweetheart. You don’t have to explain anything. Just feel. Your body knows exactly what it wants.” She rubbed a little faster, pressing the heel of her palm against Harper’s mound while her fingers teased along the seam. “Such a perfect, wet pussy… already dripping for me. I can feel how much you need this.”

Harper whimpered, her hips bucking up into Lauren’s hand. The dirty words sent another rush of wetness flooding her core. She was trembling now, biting her lip so hard she was sure it would bruise, but she couldn’t stop the soft, desperate sounds spilling from her mouth.

Lauren’s eyes never left Harper’s face, drinking in every reaction. After a few more slow, torturous strokes, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of Harper’s tight black cycling shorts and panties in one smooth motion.

“Lift your hips for me, baby,” she said gently, her voice warm but commanding. “Let me take these off so I can touch you properly.”

Harper obeyed without thinking, raising her ass off the couch. Lauren peeled the soaked shorts and panties down her toned legs in one go, tossing them aside. Harper’s pussy was now completely bare to the cool air — her soft, dark curls glistening with arousal, lips puffy and slick, clit peeking out swollen and needy.

Lauren let out a low, appreciative hum, her gaze locked between Harper’s spread thighs. “Oh, sweetheart… look at you. What a perfect, beautiful pussy. So pretty and wet for me already.” She ran two fingers slowly through the damp curls, coating them in Harper’s slickness, then gently parted her folds. “Gorgeous... So ready.”

Harper moaned loudly, her head spinning. She’s looking right at my pussy… calling it perfect… I can’t believe this is happening. Oh fuck.

Lauren didn’t rush. She slid one thick finger along Harper’s slit, gathering more wetness, then slowly circled her swollen clit with teasing precision. “That’s my good girl,” she praised, voice husky. “Let me take care of this needy pussy... You’re dripping all over my fingers already… such a sweet, eager cunt on a beautiful girl.”

Harper moaned loudly, her back arching as Lauren’s finger finally pressed inside her, sliding easily into the tight, slick heat. The older woman’s finger curled gently, stroking along her inner walls with slow, deliberate movements. Harper’s hips twitched, chasing the sensation. She was so wet that every thrust made a soft, obscene squelching sound, her arousal coating Lauren’s hand and dripping down between her ass cheeks onto the couch cushion.

“Oh fuck… Lauren…” Harper gasped, her voice breaking. Holy shit, she’s inside me. Twenty minutes ago we were on the bike trail and now she’s fingering my pussy… and it feels incredible.

Lauren added a second finger, stretching Harper open with gentle but firm pressure. The fullness made Harper whimper, her walls clenching greedily around the intrusion. Lauren pumped them slowly at first, then gradually picked up the pace, curling both fingers to rub firmly against that spongy spot inside her with every stroke.

“That’s it, baby,” Lauren murmured, her eyes fixed on Harper’s flushed face and then dropping to watch her own fingers disappear into the younger woman’s hairy, glistening cunt. “Listen to how wet you are for me. Such a messy little pussy… soaking my hand like this. You’re doing so good, taking my fingers so deep.”

The wet, filthy sounds filled the room — slick, rhythmic schlick-sclick as Lauren fingered her harder. Harper’s juices coated Lauren’s knuckles, dripping freely now. Her clit throbbed untouched, swollen and begging, but Lauren focused on fucking her with those two thick fingers, occasionally brushing her thumb lightly over the sensitive nub just to make Harper jolt and moan louder.

Harper’s head was spinning. She bit her lip until it hurt, but the moans kept spilling out anyway — soft at first, then louder, more desperate. Her hips rolled up to meet every thrust, fucking herself on Lauren’s fingers without shame. I can’t believe this… I’m going to cum from a woman’s fingers. From Lauren. It’s too much… it feels too good…

“You’re getting so tight around me,” Lauren praised, leaning closer so her breath ghosted over Harper’s neck. Her voice was thick with arousal. “Such a perfect, greedy cunt. Come on, sweetheart. Let go for me. Cum all over my fingers like a good girl. I want to feel it.”

The words pushed Harper right to the edge. Lauren’s fingers pumped faster, curling harder against her G-spot with wet, messy strokes. The pressure built unbearably fast — a hot, coiling tension that suddenly snapped.

Harper came hard.

Her whole body seized, back bowing off the couch as a loud, broken cry tore from her throat. “Ah— fuck! Lauren— oh my god—!”

The orgasm crashed through her like a wave, mind-bending and intense. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Lauren’s fingers, gushing fresh wetness that squirted slightly around the thrusting digits, soaking Lauren’s hand and the couch beneath her. Her thighs trembled violently, toes curling as pleasure rolled through her in powerful, endless pulses. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe — just rode the overwhelming waves while Lauren kept fingering her through it, drawing out every last shudder.

“That’s my good girl,” Lauren whispered hotly against her ear, still slowly pumping her fingers inside the spasming cunt. “Cum so hard for me… such a beautiful orgasm, baby. Look at you soaking everything. So fucking pretty when you let go.”

Harper collapsed back against the cushions, chest heaving, body twitching with aftershocks. Her pussy continued to flutter weakly around Lauren’s fingers as the older woman finally slowed her movements, gently stroking her through the come-down. Harper’s mind was blank, buzzing with disbelief and bliss.

Holy shit… I just came harder than I ever have in my life… from a woman.

∞∞∞

Harper lay there panting, her chest rising and falling in quick, shaky breaths. Her legs were still spread wide, pussy fluttering with the last little aftershocks around Lauren’s fingers. The older woman slowly eased her fingers out with a wet, obscene sound, then gently stroked Harper’s slick, hairy folds in soothing circles.

Lauren leaned down and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to Harper’s forehead. “There you go, baby,” she whispered, her voice warm and full of affection. “You came so beautifully for me. Such a good girl.” She brushed damp strands of chestnut hair from Harper’s flushed face, her thumb tracing the younger woman’s lower lip. “How do you feel?”

Harper let out a shaky laugh, still dazed. “I… amazing. That was… intense. I’ve never cum that hard before.” Her voice was hoarse. She reached up tentatively and touched Lauren’s arm, as if making sure this was all real. The tenderness in Lauren’s eyes made something warm bloom in her chest. For a moment they just stayed like that — Harper’s leg still draped over Lauren’s lap, the older woman gently petting her thigh and pussy like she was something precious.

But the afterglow didn’t last long. Harper could already feel a fresh throb of arousal building again. Her eyes drifted down Lauren’s body — the way her full breasts strained against the fitted tank top, nipples visibly hard, the curve of her hips in those tight cycling shorts. The realization hit her like a spark: I want to touch her. I want to feel what another woman feels like. Her tits… her pussy. I want to taste her.

Lauren must have seen the hunger flicker across Harper’s face. She smiled slowly, eyes darkening. “You’re not done yet, are you, sweetheart?” She took Harper’s hand and guided it to her own chest, pressing the younger woman’s palm over one full, heavy breast. “Go on. Touch me. I’ve been aching for you since the moment you rear-ended me on that trail.”

Harper’s breath hitched. Her fingers squeezed instinctively, feeling the soft weight and the hard nipple beneath the thin fabric. “Oh my god… they’re so soft,” she whispered, almost to herself. She sat up a little, both hands now exploring Lauren’s tits — kneading them, thumbing the stiff peaks through the tank top until Lauren let out a low, pleased hum.

Lauren peeled her tank top off in one smooth motion, letting her full, mature breasts spill free. They were heavier than Harper’s, with large, dark areolas and thick nipples that begged to be sucked. Harper stared, mesmerized, then leaned in and took one into her mouth without thinking. Lauren moaned softly, threading her fingers through Harper’s ponytail.

“That’s it, baby… suck on my tits. You’re doing so well for your first time.”

The praise made Harper’s pussy clench. She licked and sucked eagerly, switching from one breast to the other, growing bolder. But she wanted more. Needed more. She pulled back, cheeks flushed, eyes wide with nervous excitement.

“I… I want to taste you,” Harper said, voice trembling but determined. “I’ve never… but I really want to.”

Lauren’s smile turned wicked and warm all at once. She stood up, quickly stripping off her cycling shorts and panties. Her pussy came into view — full, mature lips framed by trimmed dark hair, already glistening with arousal. She sat back on the couch, spreading her strong thighs wide and cupping Harper’s face gently.

“Come here, sweetheart. Kneel between my legs. I’ll guide you.”

Harper slid off the couch onto her knees, heart hammering. Holy shit, I’m really about to eat pussy. Another woman’s pussy. The scent of Lauren — musky, sweet, and slightly salty — hit her as she leaned in close. Her hands trembled as she placed them on Lauren’s thick thighs.

Lauren stroked her hair soothingly. “Just start slow, baby. Kiss it first. Lick along the lips… then find my clit. You’ll know when you get it right — I’ll make sure you know.”

Harper pressed her first tentative kiss right to the top of Lauren’s slit. The taste was warm and surprisingly addictive — tangy and sweet. She moaned softly against the wet flesh, then dragged her tongue slowly up the length of Lauren’s pussy, parting the slick folds.

Lauren’s hips twitched. “Mmm, yes… just like that. Such a good girl. Look at you tasting your first pussy. Doesn’t it taste good, baby?”

Harper nodded eagerly, growing braver. She licked again, deeper this time, tongue sliding through the creamy wetness. She found Lauren’s swollen clit and circled it with the flat of her tongue. Lauren’s moan was loud and throaty.

“Fuck, yes. Right there. Suck on it gently… ohhh, perfect. You’re a natural, sweetheart. Such a hungry little mouth on my cunt.”

Harper lost herself in it. She licked and sucked with increasing greed, messy and eager, her face getting slick with Lauren’s juices. She pushed her tongue inside Lauren’s tight hole, fucking her with it while her nose brushed the older woman’s clit. Lauren’s thighs started to tremble around her head, fingers tightening in Harper’s ponytail.

“That’s my eager girl,” Lauren panted, voice growing rough. “Eat that pussy. Bury your face in it. You’re making me so wet… I’m going to cum all over your pretty tongue if you keep going like that.”

Harper whimpered into Lauren’s cunt, the dirty praise making her own pussy throb again. She sucked harder on the clit, two fingers sliding up to push inside Lauren’s dripping hole without being asked. The older woman cried out, back arching.

“Oh fuck, baby — yes! Finger me while you suck my clit. Just like that. You’re going to make me cum so hard for your first time…”

Lauren’s hips rocked against Harper’s face, grinding messily. Her pussy clenched around Harper’s fingers, juices coating the younger woman’s chin and dripping down her neck. Harper was completely lost in the taste, the smell, the sounds — moaning loudly as she devoured Lauren.

With a sudden, guttural cry, Lauren came.

Her thighs clamped around Harper’s head as her pussy spasmed hard, flooding Harper’s mouth with fresh, hot wetness. “Yes— baby— I’m cumming— fuck!”

Harper kept licking and fingering her through it, drunk on the taste and the power of making the older woman fall apart. Lauren’s orgasm seemed to last forever — shuddering, gasping, praising Harper the whole time.

When she finally relaxed, Lauren pulled Harper up into a deep, hungry kiss, tasting herself on the younger woman’s tongue.

“You sweet, filthy girl,” Lauren murmured against her lips, eyes sparkling. “That was incredible for your first time. But we’re not done yet… not even close.”

Harper’s heart raced with pure, eager hunger. She was already aching to do it again.

∞∞∞

Lauren pulled Harper up from between her thighs and kissed her deeply, tasting her own cum on the younger woman’s tongue. When she finally broke the kiss, both of them were breathing hard, eyes glazed with lust.

“Bedroom,” Lauren growled softly against Harper’s lips. “Now.”

She took Harper’s hand and practically dragged her down the short hallway, both women stumbling and laughing breathlessly, still half-naked and slick with sweat and arousal. Harper’s bare pussy throbbed with every step, still sensitive from her earlier orgasm. Lauren pushed open the bedroom door, revealing a large, sunlit room with a king-sized bed covered in soft white sheets.

The moment they reached the bed, Lauren spun Harper around and kissed her again — hungry, messy, tongues sliding together. She peeled off Harper’s sports bra, freeing her perky tits, then shoved her gently onto the mattress. Harper landed on her back with a giggle that quickly turned into a moan as Lauren crawled over her, full breasts swaying.

“I need to feel you properly,” Lauren said, voice thick. “I want your wet little cunt rubbing against mine.”

She flipped Harper onto her side, then positioned herself opposite her, lifting one of Harper’s legs high and sliding her own leg between them. Their pussies met with a hot, slick slap — Harper’s soft, hairy cunt pressing flush against Lauren’s smoother, swollen lips. Both women gasped at the contact.

“Oh fuck…” Harper whimpered, hips already twitching.

Lauren gripped Harper’s thigh tightly, pulling her closer so their clits aligned perfectly. “That’s it, baby. Feel how wet we both are? Now fuck me.”

She started grinding first — slow, deliberate rolls of her hips that dragged her slick pussy lips and hard clit along Harper’s. The wet, slippery sounds were immediate and obscene: slick and messy as their juices mixed and coated each other’s cunts.

Harper moaned loudly, the sensation completely new and overwhelming. “Ah— Lauren… it feels so good…” She pushed back, grinding her own dripping pussy harder against the older woman’s. Their clits rubbed together with every thrust, sending sparks through both of them.

Lauren’s voice grew rough and vocal. “Yes, baby— grind that pretty cunt on me. Fuck, you’re so wet… I can feel your slick little pussy sliding all over mine. Such a good girl, scissoring your first woman like this.”

The pace quickened. Harper grew bolder, rolling her hips faster, their pussies slapping together wetly. Juices dripped freely, coating their inner thighs and the sheets beneath them. The room filled with loud, filthy sounds — skin slapping, wet squelching, and both women’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Harder,” Lauren demanded, gripping Harper’s ass and pulling her in tight. “Fuck me harder, sweetheart. Let me feel that eager little cunt.”

Harper cried out, thrusting wildly now. “Oh god— yes— you feel so fucking good!” Their clits mashed together with every grind, swollen and hypersensitive. Harper’s perky tits bounced with the motion while Lauren’s heavier breasts swayed, nipples brushing occasionally.

Lauren was loud and filthy. “That’s my dirty girl— rub your yourself all over me. You’re dripping everywhere, baby. Such a messy little slut for your first time. I love how greedy your pussy is.”

Harper’s moans turned into near-screams as the pressure built again, fast and intense. “Lauren— I’m gonna— fuck, I’m so close!”

“Me too, baby,” Lauren panted, grinding harder, their clits locked in frantic, slippery friction. “Cum with me. Squirt on my pussy— let me feel you gush all over me!”

The orgasm hit them almost at the same time.

Harper came first, screaming loud and shameless. “I’m cumming— oh fuck— Lauren— ahhhhh!”

Her pussy spasmed violently, squirting hot, clear fluid in messy pulses that sprayed against Lauren’s cunt and soaked both their thighs and the sheets. The sensation pushed Lauren over the edge right after.

“Fuck— yes— I’m cumming too!” Lauren cried out, her voice raw. Her hips jerked erratically as her own orgasm crashed through her, her pussy gushing and squirting against Harper’s in hot, wet bursts. Their combined juices mixed in a slippery, soaking mess, dripping everywhere as they kept grinding through the intense waves.

Both women shook and moaned loudly, bodies locked together in slick, trembling pleasure. They rode the orgasm out with desperate, sloppy thrusts until the last shudders faded, leaving them panting and tangled in a puddle of their own cum.

Lauren pulled Harper close, kissing her deeply, both of them sticky, sweaty, and blissed-out.

“God, you’re incredible,” Lauren whispered, stroking Harper’s hair.

Harper could only whimper, already aching for whatever came next. Holy fuck. Am I dreaming? Did I die on my bike and this is heaven?


Chapter Three

Harper lost track of how many times she orgasmed that first day. By the time the sun dipped below the horizon and the sky turned deep indigo, her body was deliciously spent — thighs trembling, pussy swollen and tender, skin sticky with sweat and the combined wetness of hours of frantic, slippery sex. She barely remembered riding her bike home in the dark, legs weak, a constant throb between her legs reminding her of everything Lauren had done to her.

She collapsed onto her bed the moment she walked through the door, still tasting Lauren on her lips and smelling her on her skin. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. A new message from the number she’d saved only hours earlier:

Lauren: Had an incredible time with you today, sweetheart. Come back whenever you want that pretty pussy taken care of again.

Harper stared at the screen, a fresh flutter of arousal mixing with the exhaustion. She was already hooked.

∞∞∞

Two days later, Harper stood outside Lauren’s door again, heart racing. She had texted earlier that afternoon, and Lauren’s reply had been immediate and teasing: “Door’s unlocked. Come straight to the bedroom.”

The moment Harper stepped inside, Lauren was waiting for her — wearing nothing but a black harness and a thick, realistic strap-on cock that jutted out proudly from her hips. The sight made Harper’s mouth go dry and her pussy clench instantly.

Lauren’s smile was slow and predatory in the best way. “There’s my eager girl. Strip.”

Harper obeyed without hesitation, peeling off her sundress and panties until she stood completely naked, nipples already hard. Lauren stepped close, running her hands possessively over Harper’s body before turning her around and guiding her onto the bed on all fours.

“Since you crashed into me on that trail…” Lauren murmured, voice low and filthy as she ran the thick head of the strap-on up and down Harper’s soaked slit from behind, coating it in her wetness, “…I get to fuck you from behind. Seems only fair, don’t you think? You rear-ended me… now I’m going to rear-end this tight little pussy until you’re screaming my name.”

Harper moaned loudly at the words, pushing her ass back instinctively. “Yes… please…”

Lauren gripped Harper’s hips firmly, lined up the fat strap-on, and pushed forward in one smooth, steady thrust. The thick cock stretched Harper open, filling her completely. Harper cried out, fingers twisting in the sheets.

“Oh fuck— Lauren— it’s so deep!”

Lauren groaned in satisfaction, bottoming out until her hips pressed flush against Harper’s ass. “That’s it, baby. Take every inch. Such a greedy cunt — still so wet for me after only two days.” She pulled back slowly, then slammed in again, setting a hard, deep rhythm. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, mixed with the wet, squelching noises of Harper’s dripping pussy.

“Fuck me harder,” Harper begged, voice breaking as she rocked back to meet every thrust. “Please— I want it rough.”

Lauren laughed breathlessly, one hand sliding up to grip Harper’s ponytail like reins. “My dirty girl. You love getting fucked from behind already, don’t you?” She pounded into her faster, the strap-on driving deep with every stroke, the base of the harness grinding against her own clit. “Look at this perfect ass bouncing on my cock. You’re taking it so well — such a good little slut for your first strap-on.”

Harper was loud and shameless, moaning and whimpering with every thrust. “Yes— oh god— your cock feels so good inside me! Don’t stop— I’m gonna cum—!”

Lauren reached around and rubbed Harper’s swollen clit in tight circles while continuing to fuck her hard from behind. “Cum for me, baby. Squirt all over my cock while I fuck this pretty pussy. Let me feel you gush.”

The combination pushed Harper over the edge fast and hard. She came with a loud, broken scream, her pussy clamping down around the thick strap-on as fresh waves of wetness squirted out around the shaft, soaking Lauren’s thighs and the sheets.

“Fuck— I’m cumming…Lauren… Oh fuck!” Harper whined.

Lauren didn’t slow down. She kept thrusting through the orgasm, drawing it out until Harper was shaking and babbling. Only then did she pull out, flip Harper onto her back, and slide the dripping strap-on back inside her in one smooth stroke.

“One more, sweetheart,” Lauren panted, leaning down to kiss her deeply while grinding deep. “Give me one more. I want to watch your face while you cum on my cock again.”

Harper wrapped her legs tightly around Lauren’s waist, pulling her even deeper. The thick strap-on filled her completely in this new position, the angle letting the base of the harness grind perfectly against her swollen clit with every slow, deliberate thrust. Lauren’s full breasts pressed against Harper’s perky ones, their hard nipples brushing together as they moved.

“Fuck… Lauren… it’s so good,” Harper moaned, her voice hoarse from screaming. She stared up into the older woman’s warm brown eyes, completely lost in the moment. Every deep stroke made her toes curl and her pussy flutter around the thick shaft. “I can’t believe how much I love this… getting fucked by you.”

Lauren smiled down at her, sweat glistening on her skin as she rocked her hips in long, powerful strokes. “You were made for this, baby. Look at you — taking my cock so beautifully on your second visit. Your tight little cunt is gripping me so greedily.” She kissed Harper again, slower this time, tongues sliding lazily while her hips kept up that steady, deep rhythm.

Harper’s hands roamed everywhere — squeezing Lauren’s full ass, pulling her closer, then sliding up to knead her heavy breasts. The wet, squelching sounds of the strap-on plunging into her soaked pussy filled the room, mixed with their shared moans and gasps. Lauren reached between them and rubbed Harper’s clit with firm, practiced fingers, never breaking the kiss.

The pressure built slowly this time, deep and intense. Harper’s moans grew higher and more desperate, her hips bucking up to meet every thrust.

“I’m close again,” she whimpered against Lauren’s lips. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop…”

“Cum for me, sweetheart,” Lauren whispered hotly, thrusting harder while her fingers circled faster. “Let me feel that delicious pussy cum all over my cock one more time. I want to watch you fall apart.”

Harper’s orgasm rolled through her like a slow, powerful wave. Her back arched sharply off the bed as she cried out loud and long, “Lauren— oh shit…yesss— I’m cumming—!”

Her pussy clenched rhythmically around the thick strap-on, fresh squirt gushing out around the shaft and soaking both of them again. Lauren kept thrusting through it, slow and deep, milking every last tremor from Harper’s body while murmuring soft praise against her ear: “That’s my good girl… so beautiful when you cum… such a perfect, messy little cunt…”

When the last aftershocks finally faded, Lauren gently eased the dripping strap-on out of Harper and unbuckled the harness, letting it fall to the floor with a soft thud. She collapsed beside Harper on the bed and pulled the younger woman into her arms, their sweat-slick bodies tangling together.

They lay there for a long time, breathing slowing, hearts still racing. Lauren stroked Harper’s damp hair, pressing soft kisses to her forehead, her cheeks, and finally her lips.

“You okay, baby?” Lauren asked gently, her voice warm and caring now that the intensity had ebbed.

Harper nodded against her chest, a shy but satisfied smile spreading across her face. “More than okay. I feel… incredible. I never knew it could feel like this.”

Lauren chuckled softly, her fingers tracing lazy patterns down Harper’s spine. “Good. Because I have a feeling you’re going to be crashing into my life a lot more often.”

Harper laughed, the sound light and happy. She nuzzled closer, one leg draped over Lauren’s thigh, their sticky, satisfied pussies still pressed lightly together.

She sighed contentedly and murmured, “Best collision ever.”

Lauren grinned, pulling her even tighter against her body and kissing the top of her head. “Mmm, I agree. Though next time you rear-end me on the trail… I might just have to pull you over and give you a proper ticket — bent over my bike.”

Harper let out a soft, sleepy laugh, already feeling the familiar flutter of arousal stir again at the thought. She pressed a lazy kiss to Lauren’s collarbone and whispered, “Deal.”

“Deal,” Lauren replied, her voice warm and teasing. “Just keep riding those trails, sweetheart. I’ll be waiting for the next accident.”

Harper nuzzled deeper into Lauren’s warm chest, breathing in the comforting mix of sunscreen, sweat, and sex that still clung to her skin. A quiet, happy glow settled over her as she listened to the steady beat of Lauren’s heart. For the first time in a long while, the future didn’t feel uncertain or flat — it felt exciting. Full of possibility.

She smiled to herself in the dimming light, already imagining the next ride… and the beautiful woman waiting just around the next bend.




Lauren and Harper lived Happily Ever After…

The End!


About The Author

Lexi Lush

Lexi Lush is a naughty wordsmith who loves writing short, steamy first-time lesbian erotica. She specializes in innocent girls discovering their deepest desires with confident, experienced women. When she’s not writing, Lexi enjoys long baths, strong coffee, and imagining all the delicious ways her characters can surrender to pleasure.

Thanks for Reading
Thank you so much for reading Rear Ended!
If you enjoyed Harper and Laurens scorching hot journey, please consider leaving a quick rating or review on Amazon. It helps independent authors like me so much!
Looking for more?
Browse my full catalog of stand-alone shorts for more lesbian erotica packed with heat, first times, and sweet surrenders.
Don't forget to follow me on Amazon to never miss a new release!
Lexi Lush xoxo


Books By This Author

Her Yoga Teacher: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Sapphic Short Story (ff erotica)

A dripping-hot first-time lesbian erotica by Lexi Lush — short, spicy, and wet.

When shy, straight 22-year-old Kat steps into a scorching hot yoga class, she has no idea her body is about to betray her.

Her confident, older instructor Valentina notices everything. From the way Kat trembles under her hands, the way her thighs clench during every stretch, and just how flushed she gets from a simple correction.

One private “advanced flexibility” session later, Kat finds herself loosening up in ways she never bargained for. What starts as innocent stretching quickly turns into something far more dangerous...
A soaked, playful and dirty first time age gap lesbian experience by Lexi Lush that will leave you breathless!
Enjoy!

Winter Awakening: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Spicy Romance

It all started with a pastry...

She came for solitude.

Bailey thought a week alone house-sitting in her aunt’s snowbound mansion would be quiet reflection. Then Celeste arrived—older, French, impossibly confident—with warm baking and a gaze that stripped her bare.

A storm locked them in. A swim in the heated pool unlocked everything else.

From tentative touches to commanding nights, Bailey discovers pleasure she never knew existed under the guidance of a woman who knows exactly how to make her beg, tremble, and come totally undone.

First time. Age gap. Toys. Sinfully sweet.

If you love intense lesbian awakenings where curiosity turns into craving… this scorching novella will keep you warm on a cold winters night...
Enjoy!

Lesbian Erotica Bundle: Her First Taste Short Stories Collection

Indulge in Five Scorching First-Time Lesbian Encounters!

Dive into the next sizzling installment of Lexi Lush’s bestselling Her First Taste series with this delicious 5-book bundle – packed with forbidden first times, explosive awakenings, and irresistible age gap passion.

Inside you’ll find:

    Taming Her Tutor
    The Toy Shop
    Her Hostel Mix-Up
    The Changing Room
    Spread by Her Doctor

Five standalone short stories dripping with explicit heat, where curious women surrender to their very first taste of another woman – from slow, teasing seduction to intense strap-on surrender – and can’t get enough.

Over 45,000 words of spicy lesbian erotica... Enjoy!

Picking Her Up: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Romance (ff short stories)

A dripping-hot first-time lesbian romance by Lexi Lush — short, spicy, and wet. Sweet girls. Age gaps. No holding back.

When straight and recently divorced Eve takes a long drive to start over, she doesn’t expect to find temptation standing on the side of an empty highway. Twenty-one year old Sierra is younger, free-spirited, and running from her own heartbreak. One impulsive decision—to pull over and offer a ride to a stranger—sets them both on a collision course with the potential to change their lives forever...

Picking Her Up is a steamy and explicit first time lesbian romance about two women finding freedom, passion, and unexpected love where the road runs out.
Enjoy!


Until Next Time




[image: ]


OEBPS/image_rsrcN6.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Dedication

		Contents

		Rear Ended

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		About The Author

		Books By This Author

		Until Next Time




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47






OEBPS/image_rsrcN7.jpg





