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Chapter One

His name was Taylor, I think. I met him at a frat party. Kegs and room temperature beer in red plastic cups, cheap rope lights stapled to the ceiling, music playing from Bluetooth speakers. Typical Saturday night.

Taylor didn’t have much of a personality, or maybe it was just hard to gauge someone in a crowded frat house, but he had a nice smile and looked like he hit the gym. I wasn’t in the market for conversation, anyway.

For once, I just didn’t want to spend yet another Saturday night alone in my bed.

I didn’t drink. Not for legal reasons – I was twenty-one years old – but because I hated the taste of beer. I’d have settled for a glass (or cheap plastic cup) of white wine, but for this party it was Natty Ice or tap water.

Taylor wasn’t drinking, either. I didn’t make much of it at first.

We were sitting on some beaten-up loveseat, frayed edges and held together with duct tape, when Taylor leaned in close, his voice just barely creeping over the swell of trap music blaring on the speakers.

“Do you wanna see my bedroom?” he asked.

“Yes,” I told him flatly. Yes, yes, yes. I’d been hanging on his hip for over an hour, hoping he’d make a move. Not because I found him overly attractive or inherently interesting, but because sometimes I felt like the only single chick on this goddamn campus.

He promptly stood up and made for the stairs. Didn’t offer me his hand to help me up. Didn’t even give me a gentlemanly gesture to follow. Oh well, beggars couldn’t be choosers.

Not feeling particularly excited about the proposition but finding it preferable to another night alone, I followed him.

I texted Kendra.

‘Found a guy. I might actually get lucky tonight.’

Her response was almost immediate: ‘Just don’t settle for less.’

‘I don’t mind settling for less. Settling for less beats settling for nothing.’

‘I’d offer a feminist quip but it’s almost midnight and I’ve been hitting this THC vape for hours. I’m damn near crossed-eyed. Be careful, Honeybuns.’

I smiled. ‘Will do, Sugarcheeks.’

That quick back-and-forth text with Kendra raised my spirits. It felt good, knowing she had my back. She was my first roommate, and so far, only roommate since my freshman year. We hit it off from the start and had been inseparable since.

If only finding a boyfriend could have been so easy.

Anyway, I was feeling good again. At the very least, it seemed like I might actually get laid for once. It would be with a dude who had the personality of a wooden doorknob but it wasn’t personality I was looking for tonight.

I followed him into his room. He flicked the lights on.

“Oh Christ.”

Photos on the wall. Not posters, just pics printed from the internet. Jacked gymfluencer guys. A wannabe artsy shot of Jordan Peterson in black and white. Grindset affirmations.

Taylor peeled his shirt off, showing me his admittedly good physique. Low body fat, well-defined muscles. Abs like you wouldn’t believe.

I couldn’t help but notice, however, that his hands were soft. A telltale sign of an upper-middle-class upbringing, the kind of hands that had never known real work.

He wouldn’t look me in the eye, either.

“Lacey, do you ever think about your legacy?” he asked, his voice dropping to a practiced baritone, when all night it had a distinctly higher pitch.

“Why are you talking like that?” I asked.

“I think about my legacy a lot,” he went on, forcing his voice to go deeper. “I think about my lineage. My bloodline.”

“Taylor, what on Earth are you talking about?” I asked.

I felt pretty. I was pretty. I did my hair tonight. Wore an eye-catching but tasteful outfit, a denim skirt that came to my mid-thighs, a halter top with a zip-up pullover, one shoulder exposed. Not only was I pretty, but I was very much putting myself out there. Not desperate, not slutty, but a young woman who was obviously looking for a date.

And this idiot couldn’t stop looking at a framed pic of Andrew Tate sitting prominently on his bookshelf.

“I want to live on a farm,” he said. “I want a wife who strives to be a mother. I want six kids and a traditional lifestyle.”

“Earlier you told me you were majoring in finance,” I said.

“I’ve traced my heritage back to England,” he said. “Don’t you think it’s important to keep your heritage pure, and to…hey, where are you going?”

I was already back out in the hallway. “Elsewhere, Taylor,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’m going elsewhere.”

“Can I come?”

“No, Taylor, you very much cannot.”


Chapter Two

Kendra was on the couch when I got back. She wore a tight sleeveless white tank top and the tightest, tiniest pair of shorts I’d ever seen. A bowl of assorted candy sat beside her. She was jamming a handful in her mouth as I walked in. With her diet, Kendra should have been as big as a house, but she apparently had a mutant metabolism that left her with an effortlessly perfect body.

She had her laptop hooked up to our television. A game controller in hand, her eyes were locked on the screen as she played a twenty-dollar horror walking simulator she found on Steam.

“Indie games and vapes, again?” I asked as I fell onto the couch next to her.

She munched on a mixture of chocolate, peanut butter, and gummy worms. She thrust the THC vape into the side of her mouth, took a drag, and blew the vapor toward me.

“You know it, Honeybuns,” she said. “I take it you didn’t get laid tonight.”

I sighed, plucked the vape from her hand, and took a gingerly drag. The high-percentage indica blend immediately made my head swim. I blew the vapor from my nostrils and handed it back to her. Up on the television screen, a techno-demon lumbered onto the screen.

“I don’t mind that guys like to get jacked or work really hard or whatever,” I said as I kicked off my shoes and stretched my legs. “But what’s all this bullshit about lineages and bloodlines?”

“Bad fathers, a lack of friends, and the atomization of society,” Kendra said, shrugging with a THC glaze in her big brown eyes. “And the internet. Mostly it’s just the goddamn internet.”

“You’re online constantly,” I said.

“I’m different because I’m so well-adjusted,” Kendra said, then stuffed another fistful of candy into her mouth. She was engaging with the techno-demon. A dialogue box popped up. Poorly written walking simulator ‘girl who finds herself’ dialogue scrolled past. Kendra tossed the controller aside. “This game blows.”

I sighed and lay my head on her shoulder, my cheek pressing against her bare skin. “Why can’t I find a boyfriend?”

“Because dudes are lame,” Kendra said. She took a peanut butter M&M from her candy bowl and offered it to me.

I opened my mouth and she popped it in. My bottom lip brushed against her fingertip. “Don’t try to sell me on women again, Sugarcheeks,” I told her.

Kendra was bisexual by nature, lesbian by choice. She’d been with exactly three guys and that’d been it for her. “Cocks are wasted on men,” she liked to say.

In spirit, I was sympathetic. Women were certainly prettier than men. Smoother, softer, less functional. They definitely smelled better. I’d have been lying if I said I never got turned on by a female, but…

“Your stupid religious upbringing poisoned you, Lacey,” Kendra said. She slipped her arm around me, her hand slipping down the middle of my back.

“You know I don’t judge you, Sugarcheeks,” I countered. “But the whole girl-on-girl thing just seems weird to me.”

“Because you never tried it,” Kendra shrugged.

“I’ve seen videos.”

“And I’ve seen tutorials about how to do an oil change on YouTube, but that doesn’t make me a mechanic,” she said.

“You’re stoned.”

“I am,” she laughed. “But I’m still right.”

It was kind of intimidating having a lesbian for a roommate. Though Kendra had never made a move on me, sometimes I got into my own head about it. Did she not make a move on me because she didn’t like me? Because she didn’t find me attractive? Or just because we were best friends?

“You’re thinking about it again,” Kendra laughed through a haze of weed vapor.

“No I’m not,” I giggled. She offered me the vape again but I waved her off. I was already feeling stoned. “I just think it’s cute that you like to sell me on it.”

Kendra leaned down and kissed me on the head. Her kisses were purely platonic, she’d done it a million times before.

“I’m just saying…” she said, then trailed off before really saying anything.

“What?” I asked, my cheek still on her shoulder.

“Nothing.”

I looked up. “No, it’s not nothing,” I said, laughing as I poked her in her obscenely (and unfairly) tight stomach. “C’mon, say what you want to say, Sugarcheeks.”

“Well Honeybuns,” she went on, smirking. “If you ever want to give it a shot, you know where my bedroom is.”

My heart went still. My lips froze in a curious half-smile. There was a strange, vaguely nervous tingling sensation in my stomach.

“You’re offering to…?”

“Give you what some frat house dickhead never could,” she shrugged.

“You’re stoned,” I said again.

“I am,” she said. “But you’re still curious.”


Chapter Three

I had a strange dream. One of the weirdest, most vivid dreams I ever had.

In the dream, I was in bed, but I wasn’t alone. Someone was moving under the covers, tickling me between my thighs, giggling.

And no, it sure as hell wasn’t Taylor down there.

In the dream, I held my breath as the mysterious visitor peeled my panties off. An unmistakably feminine touch moved along my inner thighs, toward my mound. I twisted the sheets in my fists as I felt her tongue moving delicately along my opening, toward my button.

“Ready, Honeybuns?” Kendra whispered from under the blanket.

“Ready,” I panted.

Then her tongue shifted across my clitoris. I curled my toes and moaned, my sweat-stained body writhing in the sheets…

*****

It was still dark when I woke up with a dry mouth. Kendra’s THC vape had put me on my ass and I slept hard for a few hours, but the cottonmouth stirred me awake. I sat up, drowsy but no longer high, my eyes adjusting in the dark.

I clicked my phone, wincing at the screen glaring back at me. 4:37 AM. My body ached for more sleep but my dry mouth wouldn’t relent.

I crawled out of bed in my pajamas. In that strange dream, I’d been sweating, and that translated to some real-life perspiration. My brow was clammy, my skin slick. I even felt a particular moisture between my legs…

Except that isn’t sweat, I thought as I stood there in the dark. Not between my legs, anyway.

I shook my head, trying to rattle those thoughts from my brain. It was just a dream, nothing more than that.

I tramped out to the hallway then out through the living room, dying for a glass of water. Turning the corner into the kitchen, white light slashed through the dark. Kendra was there, rummaging through the fridge.

Illuminated by the light of the fridge, I saw her in her panties and socks and a tight T-shirt that left her waist bare.

My dry mouth grew even drier as I watched her, my eyes locked on her ass, the bright pink cotton panties clinging to her cheeks. She bent over to grab a carton of orange juice. Her ass thrust out, her panties clung tighter, the pink cotton shifting subtly inward from her right cheek, revealing an extra inch of bare flesh.

My pulse quickened. She stood up straight, orange juice in hand, and tilted the carton back to take a sip. Her hair tumbled back. Her soft pink lips closed around the opening. Kendra’s throat shifted as she swallowed.

She drank deeply, too much. A bead of orange juice fell from her lips, trickling and zigzagging down her jawline, then down her throat, curving inward over her clavicle.

Kendra turned slightly to the side, the fridge lights further illuminating her profile, accentuating the firm, feminine curves of her fit body.

The shifting light and shadow danced over her fit, bare stomach, making her toned abdominal muscles more pronounced.

She stood up perfectly straight. Kendra wore no bra beneath that sinfully tight T-shirt and in the pre-dawn chill, not to mention the cold air from the refrigerator, her hard nipples were both eager and very, very visible.

That bead of orange juice continued its zigzagging downward trajectory. With Kendra standing in profile, I saw that orange bead vanish down her shirt, trickling down the narrow crevice between her breasts.

She saw me from the corner of her eye, lowered the carton, and smiled sleepily.

“That vape knocked you out, didn’t it?” she asked.

I nodded, attempting to look her in the eye, but I found myself gazing at the sculpture of her ass, instead. Her thin waist, the fit, shapely curves of her backside. Those skimpy panties holding on for dear life.

She laughed. “Lacey, what’s up?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said, a paper-thin denial.

Kendra had known me long enough that she saw right through my little white lie. She raised one curious eyebrow, her sleepy smile shifting into something more playful.

“Bad dreams?” she asked.

“Good dreams, actually.”

“Anything you’d like to share?”

I walked over to her, grabbed the orange juice, and swallowed three big mouthfuls. I wiped my lips on the back of my hand, took a very deep breath, then looked my best friend in the eye.

“I had a dream you were eating me out,” I said.

“That does sound nice,” she said.

“Hey Sugarcheeks?”

“What is it, Honeybuns?”

“I’m curious,” I admitted. “I’m really, really curious.”


Chapter Four

“Go back to your bedroom,” Kendra told me back in the kitchen, “and I’ll meet you there in five minutes.”

Her words were ringing out in my mind as I lay on my bed, my body wrapped snugly in my long-sleeve cotton PJs, the moisture between my legs as intense as it was after I dreamt of Kendra’s face buried against my mound.

The door was open. My desk lamp was on. Shadows pooled in the doorway, the dark hallway beyond, dueling with the dim golden lamplight in the corner of my room.

I studied the door, heart pounding, wondering how deep my curiosity went, whether I’d go through with this, whether I’d get cold feet at the last second.

And then, suddenly, Kendra appeared in the doorway.

She leaned against the door, facing me, her body bent at the waist as if in mid-dance, her right hip thrust out, her hand resting on her left side, delicate fingertips perched on her trim belly.

Kendra had pulled her hair back lazily, yet even that hasty style was delectably cute. A smile on her face, caught between playful and sensual, had the effect of making my heart race while simultaneously comforting me.

I’d known Kendra for four years and counting. I was safe with her, perfectly and utterly safe, yet the silent gulf between us seemed unfathomably wide. Me on one side, her on the other, curiosity and quiet lust sitting in between.

The lamplight cast its dim glow on her, more light and shadow. I risked a glance at her panties, sinfully tight cotton. I hadn’t noticed back in the kitchen, but looking now, I could spot her cleft through the fabric.

Her mound, possibly shaved bare. A slight gap between her upper thighs, hints of her pussy lips resting snug in her skivvies.

Kendra grinned, the tip of her pinky finger perched against her lips. She chewed lightly on her pinky fingernail, her bright eyes drinking in the lamplight and expelling a gleefully subdued sexual energy.

I was too nervous to speak, too unsure of how to proceed. Kendra seemed to be in no hurry at all.

For just one second, a horrible thought occurred to me: What if I caught Kendra at exactly the worst time? What if she’d been staying up late puffing her vape and getting stoned? What if she was too high to even think straight, much less consent to what I suggested?

My voice clicked in my throat. “Kendra, are you still stoned?” I asked, dreading the answer.

Her laughter was light, breezy, and nonchalant. Though her body language was relaxed, the energy in her eyes crackled brightly.

“It takes a lot more than a few hits from my vape to keep me stoned for long,” she laughed. “I’m here because I’ve been dreaming of this, Honeybuns, and I’m not stoned at all. In fact, I’m stone sober.”

“Oh,” was all I could manage to say. I was relieved, yes, but nervous as hell. I wanted this, asked for this, but part of me was wondering if I had the courage to go through with it.

“I’ll go slow,” Kendra whispered. “It might feel weird at first, doing these things with me, but I promise it won’t hurt…unless you want it to.”

Her suggestion, half-joking but half-serious, made my stomach dance with a twinge of excitement. I just then noticed that Kendra had one hand behind her back, and had been holding it there since she first appeared in my doorway.

“What do you have behind your back?” I asked, my voice like a faint whisper in the wind, like a secret whispered between two lovers at midnight.

“A little something special if you’re up for it,” she answered, but kept the item hidden. “Do you want to see it now, or keep it a surprise?”

A nervous grin, uneasy laughter.

“Keep it a surprise,” I whispered.

Kendra grew quiet. She kept chewing on the tip of her pinky finger. She lifted her right foot, bending her knee slightly, her socks pulled up to her lower calves, her toes curling. She plucked her pinky from her lips and ran it down her chest, leaving a thin trail of saliva glistening just above her breasts.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, wondering why she’d gotten so quiet.

“Nothing’s wrong,” she answered promptly. “You just look so delicious lying there in those cute PJs.”

She started toward my bed, her hand still behind her back, her feet padding softly across the hardwood floor. I curled my knees up, my legs clenched tight, my dew-drenched panties wet between my thighs.

Kendra sat down next to me. She bent down and slid the item she’d been hiding under my bed. I was tempted to look, but when she settled her open palm on my belly, I forgot the hidden item completely.

My breath got trapped in my throat. Kendra’s fingers pushed delicately under my shirt, against my bare belly, and she circled the pad of her thumb around my navel.

“I never told you how I prefer having sex,” she whispered, and her thumb crested below the waistband of my pajamas, dipping further, pushing under my panties.

“No, you haven’t,” I answered, and reflexively opened my thighs a little. Kendra was eager, but not overly so. Though I’d opened my legs and given her permission to go farther, she kept her hand where it was, tickling my waistline, teasing me by keeping her distance.

“I like to start slowly,” she said, then slipped her thumb further. I only had the barest patch of pubic hair, just a thin strip, but she found it quickly, brushing her thumb across the little coiled hairs. “But if the mood strikes, I like to get a little more intense.”

“Intense?” I asked.

Her smile was charged with lust, yet also comforting. Her touch made my nerve endings sizzle, but also eased my nervousness.

“Intense, yes,” she echoed, smirking.

Though Kendra had never been explicitly open about how she had sex, I did have some ideas. We’d been living together for years. Obviously, she had women over.

And yes, obviously, I could hear them from my bedroom.

Panting. Screaming. Sorority girls and art school goths and lipstick lesbians crying out her name amid the background music of squealing bedsprings.

“What do you mean by intense, though?” I asked.

“Let’s cross that bridge when we get there,” she whispered, and her thumb slipped lower, creeping along the crease where my hip met my upper left thigh, slipping inward, and I wondered if it was possible to orgasm from the mere sensation of having one’s thigh touched.

I very well might have, especially when Kendra kissed me.

Her lips were so unlike the guys I’d kissed. Soft and hairless, no beard or stubble, no clumsy thrust of a tongue. I melted into that kiss, the softness of her lips, the patience with which she eased her tongue into my mouth.

My head swam with vertigo. Her tongue unfurled across mine, her lips planted on my mouth, and I had a vision of the first time we met. Both of us eighteen years old. I was nervous, she was confident, the two of us standing in our first dorm together.

She smiled first. I’d been so relieved that she smiled first.

Now those same lips were on mine, the sharp, witty tongue was inside my mouth. Her hand plunged lower. I was vaguely embarrassed at how wet I’d gotten. Drenched through and through and we’d barely even started.

But when Kendra felt it, she broke our kiss, then looked at me in disbelief.

“I’ve been with a lot of women,” she whispered. “And none of them have ever gotten this wet this quickly.”

“Sorry,” I said, feeling foolish for reasons I couldn’t vocalize.

“Sorry for what?” she laughed, then pulled my shirt off, my bra following, and teased her forefinger around my nipples. They were so stiff they ached, tingling so intensely I could have cried out, yet Kendra remained patient.

A frat guy might have buried his face between my tits and stuck his fingers straight into my pussy, but Kendra’s patience and pensive teasing went on until I thought I was going to scream.

“I’ve been dying to taste you since we met,” she whispered.

“Then do it,” I panted. Her touch had reduced me to a panting, writhing creature, a thing boiled down to its basest sensations. Touch me, lick me, kiss me, and watch me squirm. “Taste me, please…”


Chapter Five

She wiggled me out of my pajama pants, then my panties. Her lips found my stomach, kissing softly and patiently.

Her lips were soft as heaven. Her tongue slick and precise. Kendra slid between my legs and curved her hands around my thighs.

Her fingertips pressed into my skin. The pads of her thumbs tickling lightly up my inner thighs. She kissed me everywhere. My hips. My legs. Even my knees. She sucked my fingertips then eased them into my breach, kissing my wrists, my forearms, then back down to my pubic strip.

She kissed me everywhere except my heat, my dripping lips or my nub. Even so, the delicate delights of her tongue had me on the edge.

Kendra had slipped my forefinger and middle finger into my sex. She removed them. I felt her exhale, her breath blowing sharply against my lower abdomen, and she took my fingers deep into her throat, sucking them clean.

She shifted my hands to the side, settling comfortably between my legs. Her curious, pensive gaze. Her eager mouth. I ran a hand through her hair.

Kendra kept her eyes on mine as she slid her tongue across my breach, soft and slick from my lower lips, cresting upward, stealing the breath from my lungs when she finally blessed my clit with her taste buds.

I wrapped my left leg around her, then dug my heel into her spine. I felt a sheen of sweat on her lower back, a sensation forgotten in a storm of pleasure when she closed her lips lightly around my button.

My hips moved all on their own. Writhing, swirling, like I was writing cursive across her lips.

I felt like I was outside my body, watching from above. My thighs tightened around her face as I came but her mouth kept moving, her tongue still dancing, and I had to bite down on my knuckles to keep myself from screaming and waking up the entire building.

I was lost in my bliss, trapped in a prison of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm me. I prayed it would. I could have stayed here forever, trembling at Kendra’s gentle touch, her face buried between my thighs until the end of time.

She looked up at me, her lips glistening from my discharge. When she licked her lips, I almost swooned.

She’s enjoying this as much as I am, and that thought filled me with a sensual, lustful satisfaction I’d never felt before.

“We can stop now if you’d like,” Kendra said as she gently stroked my inner right thigh. “Or…”

“You said you like to get intense?” I asked, my voice insistent, yet brittle and somewhat nervous.

“I don’t know if you’re ready for that quite yet, Honeybuns.”

“Maybe we can see?”

A gleam in her eye, a tightness in her smile. “Maybe we can,” she whispered, her voice melting into a throaty, sensual tone. “What would you like to try?”

“I wouldn’t know where to start,” I countered. “You could surprise me.”

“Do you trust me?”
“With my life.”

She licked her lips again and rolled me onto my stomach. I went along with it willingly enough. Kendra eyed up my ass. She ran her finger down the valley between my cheeks. I didn’t know what I’d been expecting, but when my best friend suddenly cracked her open palm across my ass, the small, yet sharp flash of pain left my pussy tingling as if she hadn’t even touched me yet.

“God!” I yelped, clenching the sheets, biting my pillow.

The clap of her spanking ran out in the otherwise silent bedroom. Kendra inhaled sharply, moaned quietly, and slowly peeled my ass cheeks apart. “I think I want to punish your ass, Honeybuns.”

“Then punish it,” I whispered, because by then, I would have consented to anything Kendra wanted.

I’d never dreamt of being spanked. I hadn’t dreamt of having my best friend’s tongue up my cunt, either.

Now that she’d given me a taste, I was eager to see what other hidden pleasures had been locked up in Pandora’s box.

“Your ass is so pretty with a bright red handprint on it,” she whispered.

“Spank it,” I whispered. “Spank it again.”

She did, harder, clapping her palm across my ass, lower this time, partially striking my pussy lips.

The sudden, sharp flare of pain was exquisitely pleasant. Kendra pulled me onto her lap, situating me just so, making sure my mound was pressed firm against her bare thigh. Another crack, another bright red handprint, and when I squirmed, my clit began to grind against Kendra’s flesh.

She knows EXACTLY what she’s doing.

And so I gave myself over to her, fully and completely. I’d never dreamed of having my asshole eaten before, yet when she buried her face in my ass crack, I thrust back against her, moaning as her busy tongue slid into my hole.

She was whispering something, just a few words, repeating them like a prayer. I could barely hear it with her mouth pressed up against my knot.

“…little fucking slut, that’s right, little fucking slut…”

Hearing my best friend say these filthy things about me set my heart ablaze, awaking something deeper.

“Fuck your little slut,” I whispered back to her, rocking my hips, grinding my nub against her knee. “Oh Kendra, fuck your little slut just the way she likes it.”

Kendra bent forward slightly, keeping me balanced on her lap, and reached under the bed. I gasped when I saw the vibrating dildo, twelve-plus inches of high-quality rubber.

“Guess where this is going, Lacey?”

I looked up at her, greedy and filthy and submissive and eager. “It’s going to go wherever you want to put it.”

A flash of a smile. Another hard crack across my ass. Kendra held the dildo close to my face.

“Spit on it,” she commanded.

Her dominance, my degradation, her insults mixed into a cocktail of lust. Without question or hesitation, I spat on the rubber cock several times. Kendra spat as well, then carefully massaged the toy until every inch of it was slick and glistening.

“Relax your asshole,” she told me. “Take a deep breath and don’t clench.”

“Yes, Kendra.”

She pressed the tip against my petals. I did as she said, relaxing my entry. I figured it would hurt going in, but I knew Kendra wouldn’t stick it there unless the pleasure would be worth it…but I didn’t expect how easily it fit.

She slid that rubber cock right into my asshole. Slowly but efficiently, she entered me, one smooth, gradual thrust that reached deeper than I’d have believed.

My belly shifted. A floaty feeling danced through my tummy, the kind of sensation you felt on a roller coaster, and a grunt escaped my lips. I never knew anal penetration could make my pussy gush, yet…

“Oh fuck!” I cried when she slid her fingers into my slit, her fingertips moving in a gentle caressing motion around my G-spot.

I worked the rubber dick in and out, sliding smoothly, stretching my rim while she tickled my inner heat. I just couldn’t take it. This time, when I came, I didn’t think to bite down on my knuckles to stifle my screams.

I was incapable of coherent thought, incapable of anything except grinding my hips as she penetrated me.

Kendra rocked her legs upward, raising my ass, and she pulled the dildo from my hole and spread my pussy open wide as a gushing explosion shot out of me.

I twitched and shook on her lap, breathlessly panting. Up until now, I hadn’t even thought I was capable of having a squirting orgasm, but the delicious evidence was right there, a lovely puddle on my bedroom floor.

“Kendra, my God…” I panted. It was all I could say as I trembled on her lap, tears of lust dripping between my legs. “Kendra, oh my God…”


Chapter Six

We dozed in our embrace, nodding in and out of sleep. Waking now and again to one of us kissing the other, both of us lying in the wet mess of my bedsheets.

The room smelled like sex. Like passion. I opened my eyes, rising from a broken slumber, and saw Kendra looking back at me, a pleasant smile on her lips.

“I’m so glad you were curious,” she whispered.

“Oh, I’m still curious,” I laughed.

“You’re saying you want to do it again?”

“I’m saying I want to do it forever,” I giggled.

My phone buzzed. Blearily, I took it from my bedstand. Taylor was calling.

I laughed so hard I snorted and blocked the call.

“You’re not taking calls from any guys today?” Kendra asked.

I curled into her, nestling against her neck, kissing her lightly. “I’m not taking calls from any guys ever again,” I whispered.
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