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The day Davina moved in with me, I carried her across the threshold and brought her all the way to the couch.  Kneeling before her, I said, “This is our home now, yours and mine.”

“That’s fine,” she said with a flick of the wrist.  “But I don’t do windows.”

It turned out that she didn’t do dishes either, or carpets or floors, or laundry.  She didn’t make beds, she didn’t make dinners.  She didn’t scrub tubs or plant flowers or dust bookshelves.  Household chores were not her style.

And my Davina had style, that was for damn sure.  She was a fame-hungry femme if ever there was one.  She wanted a taste of celebrity, and though she probably knew in her heart of hearts she’d never reach that particular pinnacle, she didn’t mind acting as if.  

That’s not to say she didn’t have her own successes.  Davina was much loved at the talent agency where she worked as receptionist, but she was obviously waiting for the break that would never come.  

My girl was a butterfly beauty: stunning, but fragile.

So I laughed along when she went on her little “imaginings” about us as the next lesbian power couple.  She’d joke about unleashing a sex tape (at least, I hope that was a joke...) or she’d host a house tour for make-believe talk show cameras.

“You never know where the paparazzi’s going to find you,” she’d say as she pulled me into the shower.  Her perfect perky breasts would bounce as she rustled her hair beneath the spray.  “That’s why I need to look my best at all times.”

“You always look incredible,” I’d tell her, cupping her mound and squeezing.  “All the time.”

I’d kiss her under the stream of shower water, and she’d pull away, laughing. “You really think so?”

“God, yes.”  I’d crush her fine form to my hefty body, kissing her until the wetness between her pussy lips let me glide right in.  Her body devoured me, finger by finger. 

I’ve probably made my girl out to sound like a total nutbar, but everybody has a fantasy life, right?  Davina just daydreams out loud.  If you knew her as deeply as I do, you’d understand that the flashy colours and designer flair are all a mask.  Davina lived through horrors she wouldn’t want mentioned here, and if she needs to paint the world a little brighter to make it through the day, all the power to her.

That said, every relationship reaches its points of frustration, and ours is no exception.  I love Davina, but love and everyday practicalities don’t always go hand in hand. When one partner doesn’t contribute to the household, when she racks up credit card debt buying clothes but refuses to help with the rent, when she’s never washed a dish in her whole damn life, the other partner’s bound to get a little testy.

One day, it came to a head.

“Just pick up after yourself for once!  You’re not a poodle, princess.”

“But I am a princess,” she shot back, hands on hips. “You’re supposed to take care of me, Greer.  I’m yours, to have and to hold!”

“You are not mine, Davina.”  How could I make her understand?  “You’re not just a trophy that sits on my shelf. You’re a person in your own right, and this is a partnership, not ownership.  This is our house that we need to maintain.”

She perched precariously at the edge of the couch. When her lip started quivering, that did me in.  I was a sucker for Davina’s tears, crocodile or otherwise.  She brought out the hero in me, the nurturing rescuer of damsels in distress.

Still, I had a point to make.  I got on my knees and softened my tone to ask, “Do you really want me to see you as just another finicky houseplant?  You’re so much more, honey.” 

Gazing down at me, she batted her glistening lashes and dabbed at the corners of her eyes.  She was so precious, so beautiful, so delicate.

“I’m sorry,” Davina said.  Her voice cracked, and that’s how I knew the tears were real.  “You’re right.  I haven’t been much of a partner.  No excuses this time.”

The pity I felt for her made me want clean the whole damn castle for my queen, but I wouldn’t let our weaknesses win.  

“You might enjoy a taste of domesticity if you gave it a try,” I said.

She laughed, scrunching up her nose.  “Enjoy is a strong word.”

Something about the straightness of her spine gave me a brilliant idea, and I ran up the stairs, shouting, “Wait right there!”  

I riffled through her drawers and pulled things from the closet.  When I’d laid out the absolute perfect homemaker outfit, I called Davina up to take a look.

She gasped, and then giggled.  “Oh, Greer!  You naughty thing.  You expect me to clean the house wearing this?”

I raised an eyebrow.  “I’ll be waiting downstairs with the vacuum.”

Davina was still chuckling in the bedroom when I skidded down the stairs.  I grabbed the vacuum from the broom closet and set myself down on the couch.  As usual, she made me wait, but the waiting only got me so hot and wet and ready that the second I heard the click of her heels on the stairs I just about soaked my shorts.

“Fuck, woman.”  I tried to whistle, but I’d never mastered that particular art form.  Instead, I clapped my hands.  “You look like a million bucks.”

Most red-blooded dykes would probably have laid out a French maid’s outfit for their sweety, but not me.  I wanted something altogether different, something to fulfil a fetish I never knew I had.

I wanted my woman to vacuum in pearls.

Not just pearls, mind.  High heels, too, and silk stocking with garters, an A-line skirt, a minty green sweater set.  She was a ghost of the mid-century modern mom.  I almost couldn’t keep it in my pants when she grabbed hold of the vacuum like she knew just how to handle it.

“Nice day at the office, Greer?”  Davina winked, as if to tell me she knew exactly what I wanted.  “Shall I fix you a drink, darling?”

“No, no.  I’m happy just to watch my lady work.”  I reached out to cup her ass, a perfect handful. 

She giggled, smacking my hand away.  “Why, Greer, it’s still daylight out!  What if the neighbours see?”

“If we’ve got neighbours skulking in the bushes, a few dust bunnies are the least of our concerns.”

Davina gasped as I traced my fingers down her thigh, past the hem of her skirt, and across the sensual silk of her stockings.  Her calf muscles were so taut in those heels that I just wanted to rub my throbbing pussy all down her legs.  

Waiting was the sweetest torture.

Stretching both arms across the back of the sofa, I spread my legs wide.  My pussy was aching so badly I couldn’t have kept my thighs shut if I tried.  But I wasn’t going to touch myself.  I’d wait until she came to me, even if it took all night.

“Do you know how to start that thing?” I asked, nodding to the vacuum.

“Why, surely I do!” Davina said with a fluttering giggle.  

She looked the vacuum up and down, still chuckling with nerves, until she finally found the foot pedal.  She pressed down with the toe of her designer shoe, but nothing happened.

“Problem?” I asked.  My pussy was raging so hard I could have sworn I heard it through the silence.

“Well I...”  She looked at me sheepishly.  “I’m afraid it must be broken.”

I pointed to the electrical cord wrapped around the side. “Why don’t you try plugging it in?”

“Oh.”  Davina’s face went instantly pink—a pleasant shade on her.  “Greer, darling, what would I do without you?”

“Live in a dirty house.”

As she leaned forward to unwrap the length of cord, I watched the sweet sway of those gorgeous tits under too many layers of fabric.

“Hey, why don’t you take that off?”  I pointed to her top.  “Don’t want to ruin your clothes if you work up a sweat.”

“Women don’t sweat, we glow.”  Davina shot me a sneaky sort of smile.  “But I’ll do as you wish, darling.”

She undid her sweater slowly, pressing each mother of pearl button through its rightful hole.  She then paused to glance at me.  I must have looked mesmerized, or lost in space, because she laughed every time.  She shimmied to shrug the sweater from her shoulders, and then she tossed it at my head.

“This too?” she asked, grabbing the hem of her green camisole.

I nodded slowly, deliberately.  No sense rushing things.

“I’ll have nothing on but my brassiere.”

I could feel my gaze darkening, intensifying.  “Good.”

With a shrug, she said, “You’re the boss,” and she pulled the knit camisole over her head, tossing it into my lap.

The bra I’d picked out was dusty rose mesh, a vintage style with cone cups.  It matched the high-waisted panties I’d laid out for her.  The more I thought about the ensemble, the more I had to see it.

“Take off the skirt too,” I said as she leaned down to pick up the vacuum cord.

“Whatever you say.”  She turned around, backing up until her perky ass was right there in front of me.  “Unzip me, will you?”

How could I say no?  I unfastened the little clip at the top, then slid the zipper down until her skirt fell to a puddle on the floor.  The sight of her nearly-naked ass made me want to bend her over and lick her perfect little rosebud.  I wanted to take her right then, but I restrained myself.  

I’d wait until after she’d vacuumed.

“Thank you,” she said, and stepped beyond the skirt’s borders. 

Her ass cheeks looked amazing inside her see-through panties.  I watched those cheeks go as she walked away from me.  

When she bent at the hips, her beige garters spread around the sides of her ass, showcasing her squeezable cheeks.  A groan burbled up in me, but I bit my tongue, watching in tortured silence as she plugged the vacuum into the wall socket.  That border of flesh where her stockings gave way to skin was the most awe-inspiring image I could fathom.

“Are you ready?” she asked, taking hold of the vacuum.  Her heel dug into the carpet, but her toe hovered over the pedal.  “Shall I start now?”

My throat felt like cotton.  It took all I had to mumble, “Uh-huh, yeah.”

She stepped down on the pedal, bringing the vacuum to life.  Obviously she didn’t realize what a monster it was.  Its suction drew her forward and she struggled to overpower it.  The behemoth was loud.  I didn’t try to speak over it, and neither did she.  

She vacuumed and I watched, lost in desire.  

I didn’t know where to look.  Her calves were so muscular, but her ankles were strong too, and I loved the way they gave to her feet, letting them showcase her high-heeled shoes.  

But then there were her breasts in that vivacious vintage lingerie, swinging and swaying each time Davina pushed the vacuum forward.  If I let my gaze slide down her front, I could watch the eager contortions of her abdomen with every pull.  There were those panties, gorgeous mesh overlaid by a classic garter belt, and then I was back down at her stockings.

More than anything, I loved the way her pearls hung stoically around her neck.  When she bent forward, they swung away and when she straightened up, they slapped her chest.  The string wasn’t terribly long, but the pearls themselves were perfect smooth spheres, white like innocence itself.

It wasn’t long before the carpet was clean.  When Davina turned off the machine and its engine whirled toward silence, mine was just getting revved up.

“Nice work,” I said.

She unplugged the vacuum and smiled.  “I think I’m getting the hang of this cleaning game.”

“You just need an audience.”

Her expression fell for a split-second, then revived with a grin.  “Touché.”

“You know what else you need?”  I was so turned on I could barely breathe.

Davina took two steps forward and asked, “What?”

Grabbing her wrist, I tugged her into my lap so her beautiful bum waved in the air.  “A spanking!”

“Oh, Greer!”  She propped her head up off the carpet to look at me tenderly.  “A hard one, please.”

“My pleasure.”  I slapped her ass, feeling her flesh rebound inside the pink mesh of her panties.  The garters looked good, but I felt like they were in the way, so I struggled with those finicky little latches until I could flip them up.

“Another one?” she pleaded, panting already.

“Anything for my girl.”  I let my next spanking fall against her ass, and she gasped.  That was a good one.  “Even more?”

“Yes!”  She answered without pause, so I smacked her hard, same cheek, same spot.  I could feel her muscles tensing in anticipation.  She wanted it so bad I could feel her ache as strongly as my own.  

My breath came slow and hard as I traced my palm up her spine, all the way past her bra, until my fingers met the latch of her necklace.  I don’t know what inspired my nasty little move, but I took off her pearls and held them in front of her face.

“Suck on these,” I said.  “Get’em good and wet, because they’re going in your ass.”

She gasped, but slurped the string of pearls like spaghetti.  I expected her to fight me, and when she didn’t it was like dawn breaking through an open window.  It was the start of a new day.

I spanked her again, and because she’d waited so patiently I didn’t stop at just one.  I punished her ass until my hand started to buzz, and then I took a break to glide my palm across the fine mesh of her panties.  

Her ass crack was lusciously visibly through the sheer fabric, like the cleave of a peach.  As much as I wanted to take a bite out of her, I tore her panties down instead.

“Oh!” Davina squealed, despite the mouthful of pearls.

The moment her ass was bare I smacked it good, watching her lovely cheeks ripple in response.  I hadn’t realized how pink her skin had gotten while her panties were on, but my goal now was to turn them red.

“Do you know how hot you look?”

She moaned “Mmmm” around the pearls, wiggling her ass in my lap.

“Do you deserve another spanking?”

He bum bucked up in the air as she cried, “Mmm-hmm!  Mmm-hmm!”

I couldn’t bear to tease her any longer.  Letting my hand fall against her exposed ass, I slapped her so hard she started inching forward, out of my lap.

“Not so fast, little lady.”  I kept one leg under her tight belly and wrapped my other one around both of hers, locking her in place.  “You think you can get away that easy?”

“Mmm!” she hollered, so urgently I knew the pain was real.

“Three more,” I said.  “I’ll do the countdown, since your mouth is busy.”

I got a throaty chuckle out of her for that one.

And then I surprised her with a quick smack.  “Three.”

“Mmm!”  The sting of it was audible in the strain of her voice.

I traced my palm around her sizzling ass.  Which was hotter—my hand or her flesh?  We seemed to get each other’s temperatures rising, and although I loved spanking my girl I was almost glad I only had two to go.  My palm couldn’t take much more.

With Davina locked in place, I smacked her ass.  The sting ran up my arm like a bolt of lightning.  She cried out around the pearls and I could feel her pain in my body.  It was getting to be too much for both of us.  

One more.  Just one more.  

“Gimme,” I said, tugging the pearls from my girl’s mouth.  

They came out slippery and wet.  

Perfect.

“They’re going in my ass?” she asked, sounding partly terrified and partly exhilarated.  “God, Greer...”

“Hold your cheeks open, babe.”  They were rosy red, and she hissed when she touched them.  “Wow, Davina, you’ve got the prettiest little asshole.”

She chuckled as she arched off the ground. Her breath came harder, faster, as I ran the pearls down her crack.  I can’t overemphasize how alluring she looked with her garters undone at the back, her panties pulled down to her thighs, and a string of pearls cascading between her rosy cheeks.

“Keep spreading them,” I told her.  

Her arms were shaking, but I wouldn’t keep her in that position too long. She moaned when I poked the pearls into her ass, filling her with gleaming spheres until there were only a few poking out. 

“That’s a good girl.  You can let go now.” 

Davina’s hands fell in front of her, and she sighed in moderated relief. 

“Ready for one?” I asked as a courtesy.

“Yes,” she cried.  “Please yes!”

I took a breath and lifted my palm from her ass, but I didn’t spank her.  She might have been ready, but I wasn’t. This had to be memorable.  It had to be perfect.  I took another breath and held it.

“Please?” she asked in a whimper.

I released my breath and took another.  

Third time’s a charm.  

I brought my palm down on Davina’s ass and the shock was like fireworks.  She screamed, arching so high off the floor she reminded me of one of those carved mermaids on the front of old ships.  She slumped back down, whimpering, and her pure emotion gave me needs I couldn’t set aside any longer.

“Stand up,” I said, releasing her legs.  “Stand.  I want your pussy.  Now.”

Davina scrambled to her feet, panting, almost gulping air into her lungs.  Her ankles gave out in those high-heeled shoes, but I caught her before she could fall.  

Diving between her thighs, I snuffled her pubic hair like a wild hog.  I felt crazy with lust, like I couldn’t control myself.  The musky-sweet scent of her pussy was my love drug, and I parted her lips with my thumbs, thrusting my face into her wetness.

She held my head as I pressed one cheek flush to her clit.  I then turned, teasing her with my lips, circling the other cheek against her clit.  I could feel her all over my skin, but that wasn’t enough.  I had to taste her too.

Parting my lips, I lapped at her pussy.  She pushed down on my head like I was a crutch, like her legs wouldn’t support her otherwise.  I tried to go slow, lick her at a reasonable pace, but I was beyond restraint.  My tongue had a mind of its own, and it felt no pain.  Davina squealed as she fisted and twisted my hair.  Still, no pain.  Everything was for Davina, all for my girl.  

I wanted to make her come so hard her legs would be out of commission for a week.

And then I remembered the pearls in her ass, and I knew I’d better work them before she came all down my chin.  

Releasing her pussy lips, I wrapped one arm around her thighs and sought the string of pearls with my other hand.

“Oh, Greer!”

Whenever she said my name, everything inside of me rattled. I pulled on the pearls, but they resisted, so I refocused my energies on her clit.  Splaying my tongue against it, I shook my head side to side, making her hiss and whine.  

She was getting close to the brink.  I knew the signs.  So I gave the pearls another tug and felt her resistance weaken.

“Baby, you get me so hot!” Davina cried, and I looked up at her, past her dusty rose mesh bra and crimson lips, into her huge hazel eyes.  “I’m gonna come, sweety.  Suck my clit.  I’m gonna come!”

It was obvious who had the control.  I couldn’t resist her.  She asked, and I obeyed, sucking her clit between my lips and teasing, taunting, building suction.  Her ass eased up, letting me pull a few pearls through its tight ring, and then a few more.  

I sucked her clit like a nipple, then I sucked it like a cock.  That really got her going.  She bucked against my face, giving her all, tightening her ass and then releasing more pearls.

I kept at the string, and I kept at her pussy.  Her moaning and shaking made me wild, and I bobbed between her thighs like I was giving her clit a blow job.  I licked and sucked and smashed my lips and cheeks and chin against her pussy.  She gave me pearls when I pulled, a few at a time, stringing me along.

“I’m gonna come!” she cried.  

That became her mantra.  She chanted it again and again as my jaw ached and fingers tugged.  The pearls worked their way out of her ass a little more with every pull, and I knew just what would put her over the edge.

I thrust three fingers up her snatch and she howled, arching onto her toes.  She was so wet they slid in without a hitch, but I spread them as I fucked her.  Every time my hand came up, it smacked me in the chin, but I just kept at her, beckoning her orgasm with my mouth.  

Screeching desperately, Davina plunged her pussy down on my face, stroking against it in sweeping circles.  She pulled my hair unapologetically, and I ate her harder, licking and sucking in alternation.  With her lips spread across my face like a mask, I could hardly breathe, but I didn’t care.  The only thing in the world that mattered to me was Davina’s pleasure.  She was everything to me, and I had to make her come.

Backing off for a moment, I looked up at her and read the pleasure painted across her face.  Her eyes were closed and she was panting, muttering nonsense.  And then she must have realized I wasn’t licking her and my fingers had stilled inside her pussy.  She looked down and, when she met my gaze, her whole expression changed.

She smiled and said, “I love you so much.  You know that, right?”

I could have said, “I know you do, babe,” or “You mean the world to me.”  I could have said a lot of sappy things, but in that moment I wanted to take charge.  

That’s why I challenged my girl by saying, “Prove it.  Come on my face.”

Shoving my face between her thighs, I went at her clit so furiously she screamed.  The harder I went at her, the more feverishly she praised my efforts.  Her fingers were back in my hair, tugging hard, and that’s when I yanked the string of the pearls from her ass.  

The pearls put her over the top.  She hollered my name, stroking off on my tongue, flooding my mouth with pussy juice.

“Oh yes, Greer!  Yes!”  Davina squealed and yelped until her affirmations transformed into, “No, Greer. No more.”

My jaw was killing me as I backed away from her brilliant red pussy.  I’d worked her so hard she fell onto the couch and then bounced back up, hollering, “Ouch!”

I laughed.  “Let’s see that ass.”

She turned and I got a good look.  Her cheeks were bright pink.  The garter straps hung limp down that rounded flesh.  Dropping the pearls on the carpet, I swatted Davina’s ass.  She shrieked, tumbling to her knees, bum in the air, face on the couch cushion.

“Had enough for now?” I teased.

She turned to face me.  Her smile was deliciously coy.  “For now.”

I sat beside her on the floor and we breathed together, sharing a conspiratorial grin.  “So, how’d you enjoy your first foray into vacuuming?”

She laughed, turning her face into the cushion.  “You’re silly, Greer.”

“That’s not much of an answer,” I teased, nudging her with my elbow.  “Get used to playing domestic diva.  After dinner, you’re washing the dishes.”

“Before dinner, you’re washing my necklace.”  Laughing again, Davina leaned over and kissed my cheek, then bit my earlobe.  “If I’m forced to do chores, I’m doing them in pearls.”
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“I made...something...”

“You made...something...?”  

The sight of Melanie with a spatula made Jocelyn cringe.  With Melly in the kitchen, it was a wonder the fire alarm wasn’t blaring.  

“What kind of something did you make?” Jocelyn asked, with palpable trepidation.

“I don’t know exactly.”  Melanie turned her back on Jocelyn as she hovered over the glass pot.  “It might be a dessert.”

“Give me strength,” Jocelyn sighed.  Though, to be fair, the kitchen did smell wonderfully decadent, like cream, warm cinnamon sugar and... “Did you use my Tahitian vanilla?”

“Guess so.”  Melly shrugged, glancing over her shoulder.  “Why?  Is it bad?”

Jocelyn nearly choked.  “Is it bad?  I paid eighteen dollars for that bottle!”

“Oh.” Melanie sucked the spatula.  The shifty look in her eye suggested she was wondering whether or not to say what she was thinking.  “I guess I shouldn’t have used so much.”

Sinking into her chair at the breakfast table, Jocelyn let her head fall into her hands.  She let out a deep chuckle.  What was a little vanilla if it kept Melly occupied?  

“Happy day, then?” Jocelyn asked.  Her heavy hope stretched to heaven, like a helium balloon lined with river stones.  It was the question she always had to ask and never wanted to ask.

Melanie cocked her head in consideration.  “Yeah, good day.  Not a psycho-dizzy-giddy day, just a good one.”

“Calm?”

“Yeah, exactly,” she replied, nodding more slowly.  “Calm.”

Jocelyn closed her eyes and breathed in the soothing aroma of Tahitian vanilla.  “So, tell me what you cooked.  Smells gorgeous.”

Hopping on the spot, Melanie clapped one hand against the spatula, sending splatters across the cooktop.  “I think it’s going to be really good.  Probably the best thing I’ve ever made!”

“All right, so what is it already?”  Jocelyn traced a finger down Melanie’s back.  Lost in some distant land of rain and fog, Melanie didn’t seem to sense the touch.  She stared into her creamy creation.

“What did you make, Melly?”

“Oh.  Well, you know those peaches in the fridge?”

“They were on their last legs.”

“Yeah, they were getting all wrinkly and dried out.  I looked at them this morning and they made me really sad.  They reminded me of old women, withering away in a basket, and I thought, ‘I have to do something about that.’  So I decided to make them into...something...”

“You’re still not sure what?”

“Maybe it’s a soup.”  Melanie lifted the vat from the stove and poured its creamy contents into the big glass bowl waiting patiently on the breakfast table.  “Like a dessert soup?  That’s a real thing, right?”

“Yes, there are dessert soups,” Jocelyn replied, feeling somewhat like she was talking to a child.  “I’ve had a lovely cold cantaloupe soup with a raspberry drizzle.”

“No, this one has to be warm,” Melanie interrupted, her countenance brightening.  “Did you ever play bobbing for apples when you were a kid?”

Jocelyn laughed.  “Umm...let me think about that.  Did I ever plunge my head into ice-cold water infested with the germs of countless other children?  No, I can’t say that was an appealing activity.”

“But you’re not worried about my germs, are you?”  

Jocelyn’s lips turned up at the sides like broken window blinds.  It had been ages since Melanie had been in the mood for love, but Jocelyn could play the coquette too.  “What are you proposing?”

Melanie squealed.  “Let’s go bobbing for peaches!  I took out all the pits and cut the peaches into halves.  Come on, it’ll be fun.  Cross your hands behind your back.”

Plump cooked peaches floated at the top of the bowl of vanilla milky-ness.  It did smell wonderful.  How bad could this mixture taste, if it was basically just milk and peaches?  And, really, what harm was there in shoving her face into an aromatic soup?  There was always a chance it would improve her complexion.

“Okay, I’m game,” Jocelyn said.  “But I’m taking off my blouse for this.  Seems like it could get a little messy.”

“I hope so.”  Melanie giggled, helping Jocelyn with buttons before tearing her own top off over her head.  

Though her hair had been tied back in a messy bun, pulling off her tight shirt loosened it so golden strands hung against her shoulder.  Her bra was bright yellow. It didn’t suit her, but Jocelyn didn’t tell her so except by reaching around to unlatch it.  Melanie hopped in place until the straps fell from her shoulders and slid down her arms.  Because her wrists were already crossed behind her back, it stopped there and hung around her hips.

“I love your tits,” Jocelyn sighed as Melanie leaned into the big bowl.  She dunked most of her face into the milk, chasing peaches around until she came up with a gasp.  

“I didn’t get one.”  Thickened milk dripped from her nose and chin, running down between her breasts and soaking her ugly bra.  Jocelyn couldn’t keep herself from laughing, but Melanie was happy as a clam.  “It’s your turn now.  Your bra’s going to get all dirty.”

“Oh, right,” Jocelyn chuckled, taking it off.  Hers was white and expensive and not at all ugly.  “So, I just put my mouth in there and try to catch something?”

“Yeah, but it’s hard.  They’re slippery.”

Peach halves bobbed unsuspectingly in the creamy white liquid as Jocelyn planned her surprise attack.  If they didn’t see her coming, they couldn’t react.  

She dove at the bowl, aiming for one in a cluster of peaches.  When her mouth hit the milk, they scattered in all directions like frightened sheep.  She chased them through warm liquid all around the edge of the bowl, but she had to retreat, breathless.

“See?  It’s hard.”  Melanie laughed at the warm milk dripping from Jocelyn’s hair and all the way down to her stomach.  “How did you get so messy?”

“I had my head in a bowl of milk.  What do you expect?” Jocelyn chuckled, feeling quite relaxed as the soft milk streamed down her chin.  “Your turn again.”

When Melanie eased her head into the bowl, Jocelyn was sure her technique would fail until she drew right back out with a peach in her mouth.  She squealed, even with the slippery thing between her lips.  “Uhh eeeyy.  Aaa ahhh eiiiiyy!”  

Translation: Come here.  Take a bite.

Jocelyn sunk her teeth into the peach.  It melted in her mouth like sponge toffee.  The taste could only be described as gorgeous.  In fact, the only thing more gorgeous was the sensation of Melanie’s soft, wet tits against hers.  She felt a thump of ignition between her thighs as she pressed her milk-softened body against Melanie’s, whispering, “That tastes incredible.  I’m very impressed.”

Reaching into the bowl, Jocelyn fished for another peach half.  Even grabbing them with her fingers was tricky.  When she managed to secure one between her fingernails, Melanie cried out, “Cheater!” and ate it from her palm.

“I have you eating out of my hand, do I?” Jocelyn chuckled, picking out another peach.

“Put that back!” Melanie snapped.  

This time Jocelyn backed away and popped the slippery fruit half in her mouth.  

Melanie’s indignant jaw tightened.  “You’re doing it wrong!”  She picked up the bowl, holding it against her stomach like a pregnant belly.  

With a playful laugh, Jocelyn plucked out another peach and crammed it in her mouth.  She took off like a shot.  

Milk splashed against Melanie’s breasts as she chased Jocelyn down the hallway and into the bathroom, cornering her in the shower stall.  The opportunity to have fun together arose so rarely that Jocelyn wanted to take full advantage. 

“Is this a stand-off?” Jocelyn asked, watching warm milk melt down Melanie’s bare chest.

“You bet it is,” Melly teased. “And I’ve got all the ammunition, so you’d better take off those pants.

Her best trousers had absorbed a significant amount of milk.  Normally, she would have been peeved, but the scent of Tahitian vanilla soothed her troubles away.  When she’d tossed her pants and underthings outside the shower stall, Melanie crept in like a mouse.  She turned her back to Jocelyn. “Now take off mine?” she said, her voice a raspy whisper.

Inching forward, Jocelyn pressed her naked breasts against Melanie’s back.  Before she could even think of undressing the girl, she had to nuzzle close to Melly’s perfect neck.  Her hair smelled of the wonderful things she’d been cooking.  

Jocelyn sighed at the divine pleasure of having a woman in her home.  Though she never knew what to expect when she walked through the door, she always knew Melanie would be there.  Some people need to be needed.  Jocelyn was like that.

Reaching around, Jocelyn traced her hands under the waistband of Melanie’s yoga pants.  Melly giggled at the touch of fingers on her bare stomach.  She grasped the big glass bowl as Jocelyn pulled her bottoms to her feet.  When she turned around and kicked her clothes from the shower stall, Jocelyn’s heart pounded. Melanie was unconscionably beautiful, like a mermaid with legs.  

Melanie held the bowl for Jocelyn to dunk.  “Try again?”

Jocelyn shook her head in disbelief.  If they’d asked her at the office, “What are you up to after work?” this was the last thing that would have come to mind.  

“Why not?” Jocelyn said, and plunged her head in the delicious milk.  As she sought a peach with her mouth, the bowl started tipping.  Had Melanie lost her grip?  When Jocelyn’s hands sprung up to catch it, they met with resistance.  Melanie was pushing.

Jerking her head up and out of the bowl, Jocelyn nearly lost her cool before hearing the laughter like bells from Melanie’s lips.  Melly dumped almost half the fragrant milk over Jocelyn’s naked body before setting the bowl outside the shower stall.  

“You’re so smooth,” Melly gushed, licking a path up Jocelyn’s leg.  She didn’t stop at the dark hair dripping with milk.  No, no, no—she traced her soft tongue up Jocelyn’s stomach.  

Jocelyn’s belly leapt in response.  A warm mouth settled on her nipple, sucking vanilla milk from her skin.  

Oh, that sensation!  Jocelyn was lost in Tahitian vanilla heaven.  A warm mouth against her tender pink nipple, suckling in wet, straining pulses?  It was beyond heaven.  Her pussy responded big time, clenching for something, anything to hold on to.

“Oh Melly, baby, that feels amazing.”

Jocelyn sent a loving hand through Melly’s hair, releasing it from its tie.  Her golden locks flew as she shook her head side to side.  She sucked one tit, and then licked between Jocelyn’s breasts before sucking the other.  Even as milk dripped from her skin, Jocelyn felt wetter and wetter.  Each time Melanie’s luscious lips met Jocelyn’s breasts, a surge like lightening coursed straight to her cunt.

“Finger me, Melly.”  

Jocelyn gazed down as Melanie looked up, an expression of sheer supplication glinting in her eyes.  

“You’re getting me so wet, baby.  Fingerfuck me, okay?”

“Okay.”  Melanie traced her fingernails through Jocelyn’s sopping pubic hair, zeroing in on Jocelyn’s erect clit.

Jocelyn jumped when Melanie touched it.  God, her clit was sensitive.  It hadn’t been touched, not by Jocelyn, not by Melanie, not by anyone, in a couple weeks at least.  

“Oh God,” Jocelyn said in a pant.  “God, Melly, that feels good.”  

Melanie traced circles around Jocelyn’s clit with the pad of her thumb.  Her skin was incredibly soft from the milk and the peaches, and suddenly Jocelyn craved the taste of it.  Melanie crouched in front, her pink lips hovering over Jocelyn’s nipple.  The position didn’t work for reciprocity.  

Jocelyn would just have to wait.

“You want my fingers in your pussy?” Melanie asked, a divine little tease.

“God, yes.”  

Without removing her thumb, Melanie pressed two fingers into the welcoming warmth of Jocelyn’s pussy.  When was the last time she’d been this wet?  Maybe never.  She could have sworn pussy juice was streaming down her thighs, but it could have been milk.  Hard to say. 

“Oh, that feels so good, Melly.”  Jocelyn’s knees buckled with the intense pleasure of being filled, being slowly fucked by two languid fingers.  “Give me another one, baby.”

Melanie gurgled with delight, pressing a third finger inside Jocelyn’s pussy.  “It’s so hot in here.  And wet.  Like your body’s on fire and it’s trying to put itself out.”

That thought had never occurred to Jocelyn, and it made her laugh.  The giggles subsided when Melanie picked up the pace, reaming Jocelyn with that thick bundle of fingers.  The wet squelching sound resonated against the shower walls. 

“I love your pussy,” Melly said, her breath hot on Jocelyn’s nipple.

Jocelyn set her hand on the back of Melanie’s head and pressed it flush to her breast.  Without delay, Melanie started sucking again, gently at first, and then a little harder, a little faster, until Jocelyn couldn’t handle the rough strain of that sensation.

“You’re gonna kill me with that mouth of yours!”

“What a way to go,” Melanie said, still fucking Jocelyn with such voracity her knees went weak and she had to lean back against the wall.

Giggling like a pixie, Melanie moved to the other nipple and licked it with the fullness of her tongue.  Her face looked so pretty like that, so youthful and fresh.  God, Melanie had a wide tongue—and a soft tongue, soft as velvet, and warm, warm as a cashmere blanket on a cold winter night.  And wet.  Wet as Jocelyn’s pussy, which clasped Melanie’s furious fingers as they reamed it. 

“Mmm!”  Melanie backed off Jocelyn’s breast.  “Your tits are delicious, but they need more peaches.”  

Before Jocelyn could respond, Melanie extracted her fingers and reached for the milk and peaches.  She stood, rocking with the bowl like she was trying to build momentum.  On instinct, Jocelyn grabbed it too, and they struggled somewhere between playful and serious, each vying for control of the warm milk.

Melanie shrieked when it started spilling over the edges, splashing her arms.  Jocelyn flicked the bowl from underneath, sending milk and peaches flying at Melanie’s chest and soaking her tits.  When Melanie squealed, Jocelyn did it again, getting some backsplash on her own breasts and jerking the bowl even harder in Melanie’s direction.

“Oh no you don’t!” Melanie cried, trying to lift the rather heavy glass bowl over Jocelyn’s head.

“Oh yes I do!” Jocelyn shot back, turning the bowl just enough that it splashed mostly over Melanie.

Peaches flew everywhere.

Melanie set the almost-empty bowl outside the shower and rose like a flower to the sun, tall and proud.  Droplets of cinnamon-specked milk dripped from her pebbled pink nipples, and Jocelyn dove at them, pressing those big breasts together like two pallid water balloons.  

“God, you’ve got great tits.”  Jocelyn licked them, tracing her tongue over every curve, every valley of Melanie’s perfect spheres. She never could get over the natural shape of those tits, or the way her own nipples sat in the perfect position atop them—pointing slightly upward, but not too much.  “They’re perfect.”  

That was really the only word for them.

Jocelyn pressed her face between those vanilla-scented orbs, getting her cheeks all sticky and wet, licking that syrupy sweetness from her woman’s fresh skin.  She was dizzy with desire now, her head spinning with lust, her mouth salivating for another taste.  

For a not-so-sweet taste.  

For the musky, supremely feminine aroma of Melanie’s cunt.

Falling to her knees, Jocelyn spread Melanie’s downy golden pussy lips and leaned in close.  Everything inside of her was calling out, “Suck that clit!” but Jocelyn knew if she attacked such a sensitive spot Melanie wouldn’t be able to handle the pleasure.

“Oh, you’ve got a pretty pussy.”  Jocelyn licked those glistening pink lips as gently as she could bear to, suppressing her drive to ravage the girl.  “You’ve got such a pretty, perfect pussy.”

Melanie cooed like a mourning dove as Jocelyn licked her clit, just teasing it with the tip of the tongue.  Jocelyn could feel her body trembling, and licked her clit with firmer strokes, building pressure, coaxing pleasure from that lean body.

“That’s good,” Melanie said, panting.  Her eyes were closed, her head down, soft pink lips planting unconscious kisses against her own shoulder.  Both arms cradled her big tits, hugging them, rocking them like a child.  “Oh God, honey, don’t stop.”

Jocelyn licked harder, nodding her head, pressing her face against Melanie’s pussy.  That golden hair tickled her nose, and she wanted to sneeze, but held that sensation in her belly like a building orgasm.

“Suck it, honey.”  Melanie lifted her milky tits to her mouth, sucking one nipple, sucking the other.  

That image nearly put Jocelyn over the edge, and she reached between her soft thighs to find her clit protruding rudely between her pussy lips.

“Suck my clit!” Melanie said, letting her nipple fall from her mouth and then taking it up again, sucking with her eyes gently closed.

Was there anything hotter than watching a woman suck her own tits?  Jocelyn was so turned on by the image she wouldn’t let herself blink.

Pressing one finger against her fat clit, Jocelyn rubbed in tight circles and nearly came on the spot.  It felt so good beyond good that she almost wanted to stop.  Her thighs tightened around her hands, trying to squeeze her out.  She persevered, stroking herself while she sucked Melanie’s slippery clit.

“Oh God!”  Melanie squirmed, hugging her big breasts close to her face like she could bury herself in their warmth.

Everything tasted faintly of peaches and vanilla as Jocelyn consumed Melanie’s pussy in messy licks and sucks.  She loved the way her woman squirmed, squealed, shouted and shook.  Melanie’s thighs tightened.  Her belly muscles clenched noticeably.  She was about to come, and Jocelyn wanted to be there too.

Opening her thighs a little wider, Jocelyn rubbed her engorged clit with her whole hand.  It felt so good she started bucking against it, ramming her wet pussy against her fingers, her palm.  Her hips jerked of their own volition, circling, cycling, thrusting rigidly until she started slapping her cunt, spanking her clit.  Oooh God, it felt so good she sucked even harder between Melanie’s legs.  She trembled, hearing the woman she loved pant and moan.

“Yes, honey, yes, I’m coming!”  Melanie squirmed and writhed, still cradling her pale breasts, kissing them, licking.

Jocelyn’s skin felt sticky and taut as she rubbed herself off, getting higher and higher, building toward orgasm, feeling it sitting there, just there at the base of her belly.  Ready.  It was ready to come when Melanie was, waiting for release.

Bucking wildly against Jocelyn’s face, Melanie shrieked an incomprehensible string of syllables.  Jocelyn’s pussy pulsed and spasmed against her hand, throbbing so hotly she reached behind Melanie’s legs to turn on the shower.  

She couldn’t take any more.  The pleasure was much too much. 

Melanie squealed and jumped.  Her eyes flew wide open when the water came out cold.  “What the hell?”

The shower warmed as Jocelyn stood on trembling legs, taking Melanie in her exhausted arms and kissing her deeply.  Melanie released her hold on her own breasts, wrapping her arms around Jocelyn and returning the kiss tenfold.

Steamy air took over the shower stall, and Jocelyn pressed her sticky tits against Melanie’s, mashing their bodies together until she could feel Melanie’s pubic hair meshing with her own.

They moaned in each other’s mouths, kissing while the shower washed all traces of milk and vanilla from their skin.  There were still mashed peaches underfoot, crushed by their feet and toes, making them giggle.  

“Jocelyn?”

“Yeah, babe?”

Melanie gazed into her eyes for a long, long time.  “Thanks for taking care of me.”

Jocelyn’s heart felt too big for her chest when Melanie’s eyes filled with tears.  She hugged Melanie hard.  Their wet breasts pressed together under the cascade from above.  “You don’t need taking care of.”

They held each other, rocking in the shower’s mist.

“Can I tell you something?”  Melanie asked, hooking her chin over Jocelyn’s shoulder.

“Anything.”

With a sigh, Melanie admitted, “Sometimes I’m afraid that if I don’t need you, you’ll leave me.”

Jocelyn’s impulse was to laugh, to ask, incredulously, “Why on earth would I do a thing like that?”

But she didn’t laugh, because Melanie wouldn’t have appreciated it.  Melanie was being honest, and so Jocelyn replied honestly.  

Running her fingers down Melanie’s slick back, she said, “I’ll never leave you, baby.”  She kissed Melanie on the cheek, on the lips, deep, hot, wet.  “I’ll never leave.”
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Thieving Fairies
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“When I married you,” Shelagh said, “you promised to feed me, clothe me, and pay the rent.”

Honoria let out a wry cackle.  “You must have been at the wrong wedding, woman.  I never promised any of that.”  She raced through her best recollection of their vows, counting them off on her fingers.  “Let’s see... I Honoria take you Shelagh to be my lawful wedded wife, to have, to hold, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness, in health, until death do us part.  Where I come from, that means I may be skint but you’re stuck with me.”

Shelagh tightened the belt on her ratty fleece housecoat.  Leaning back in the easy chair, she stared blankly at the TV.  “My mother always said we were wrong for each other.”

“Yeah, because I’m not purebred like some people,” Honoria shot back.  “Or rich, at the very least.”

It wasn’t her fault she was a fairy mutt.

Shaking her head, Shelagh muttered, “Shoulda taken Mum’s advice.”  

Picking up the jug from her TV tray, she poured milk over her big bowl of store brand Fruity-Oh’s.  When she dug in with a soup spoon, the sound of her teeth smacking made Honoria shudder.  Shelagh’s noisy eating habits made her nauseous.  

Clearing junk mail out of the way, Honoria fell onto the ratty old couch.  She tried to sit on her anger, but that only inflated it.  “Do you have to chew so loudly?  You sound like a troll.”

Shelagh shrugged.  “You don’t like it?  Leave the room.”

“It’s a bachelor apartment!  Where do you want me to go, the crapper?”

Instead of offering one of her trademark snarky responses, Shelagh grabbed the remote and turned the volume way up.  A loud Australian on TV interrupted their passive aggression to ask, “Are you strapped for cash?  Do you need money now?”

“Great Mother of Seelie!”  Honoria nearly jumped out of her skin.  Grabbing the remote from Shelagh’s hand, she cried, “Would you turn this thing down?” 

“Shut up for a second.  I want to hear this.”

“Gold has never been so valuable.  If you have used or unwanted gold, you can turn it into fast cash.  What would you rather have: ugly old jewellery that’s just collecting dust, or money for a vacation cruise?  A shopping spree?  A new car?”

Honoria imitated his accent.  “Groceries?  Rent?  A new toothbrush?  The possibilities are endless!”

“Shhh!” Shelagh hissed. 

“Just go to our website or give us a call and we’ll send you a free postage-paid envelope.  Fill it with gold, return it to us, and within three business days you’ll receive a cheque in the mail.  It couldn’t be easier!  We guarantee the highest pay-out around, so call now.”

“I think I will,” Shelagh said to the TV.  Tossing herself like a sack of garbage from her lounge chair, she scrambled for the phone.  

As Shelagh dialled the toll-free number flashing across the screen, Honoria shook her head.  “I hope you realize you first need gold to put inside the envelope.  Unless you have a cache somewhere I don’t know about...”

“Shut up for a sec.  It’s ringing.”

“Or is that why our bed feels so lumpy?  You’ve got gold hidden under the mattress?”

“Oh, hello.  I’d like to order one of those free postage-paid envelopes, please...”

Sneaking to the bed, Honoria got down on her knees and heaved the mattress up a few inches.  Something shimmered in the darkness.  It couldn’t be!  Had her wife been hiding gold from her?  Where did it come from?  Was it some sort of dowry?  How come Shelagh hadn’t mentioned it?

“...I just saw the commercial on TV.  Yup, with the Australian guy...”

Reaching between the mattress and the box spring they’d found beside a dumpster, Honoria grasped the golden bar.  It felt thin and suspiciously light.  As she pulled it from the darkness, Shelagh’s face lit up.  

“My chocolate bar!”  She snatched it from Honoria.  “I forgot about that.”  When the voice on the line squawked in confusion, she said, “What?  No, sorry, my wife just found my candy stash.  Anyway, you can send the package to Honoria Goodfolk.  The address is...”  

The voice interrupted again.  The volume on the phone was so loud Honoria could make out every word from across the room.  

“Honoria Goodfolk.  Yeah, it’s a real name.” 

“It’s not your name,” Honoria said under her breath.  If Shelagh planned on committing even minor crimes, why did she insist on setting Honoria up to take the fall?  Some marriage partner!  

Popping two squares of chocolate in her mouth, Shelagh winked at Honoria and gave the customer service rep their address. “Thanks so much.”  Hanging up the phone, she shot Honoria a saccharine smile.  “Honey...”

“No,” Honoria said to pre-empt whatever unlawful request she was about to make.  “I’ve gotten myself into enough trouble for you.  Do it yourself this time.”

“You don’t even know what I’m going to ask.”

“Yes I do.”  Honoria shook her finger like a turn-of-the-century schoolmistress.  “You put on those puppy dog eyes and spin me a tale about criminal behaviour solving all our money problems.  You know what would solve our money problems?  If you got a damn job!”

Shelagh threw her head back.  “Oh, right, like this is all my fault.  Maybe if you could last more than a week at a job without getting fired...”

“Hey, I told you I’m not good with people.  Those managers want you to be sickeningly perky all the time.  You should hear the way customers talk down to me!  I’m not going to put up with that shit.” 

Tightening her housecoat around her waist, Shelagh took a deep breath.  The argument was not ingratiating Honoria to her idea.  “Well, my plan doesn’t involve interacting with people.  Exactly the opposite.”

Honoria tried to ignore her.  She picked up a novel from the bedside table and flipped through it.  She couldn’t reject Shelagh’s idea without at least hearing it out, though, could she?  That didn’t show much respect.  

Picking up the TV remote, Honoria hit the mute button.  “You get one pitch.  Make it good.”

Her wife’s eyes lit up even brighter than when she’d caught sight of the missing chocolate.  “Okay here’s what I’m thinking: gold is at a record-setting price right now...”

“Yeah, I heard the Australian too.”

“So you fly out to Rosedale...”

“No flying!” Honoria cried.  Shelagh should know better than to try that one.  Honoria had a hard and fast rule about flying in the city.

“Fine.”  Shelagh took a quick breath, and the saccharine smile once again reared its syrupy head.  “You take the subway out to Rosedale, sneak into a few houses, get us some gold, and send it off in the convenient postage-paid envelope.”

Honoria stared right through Shelagh’s pyjama-clad body to the muted talk show.  The caption at the bottom of the screen read Did I marry a molester?  She cringed.  Okay, so there were worse things in life than being married to a thieving fairy.  

“You want me to steal for you,” she stated calmly.  

“For us.” Shelagh turned off the set.  “The alternative is fairy gold.”

Honoria couldn’t believe her ears.  She shook her head.  “You sure know how to get me riled up, woman.”  

“I’m just saying...”

“No.”  Honoria put her foot down.  Nobody back home believed she could survive in the city without using her gifts.  She had to prove them wrong.  They would starve before she’d resort to magic.  

“What could be easier?” Shelagh asked, in a nursery maid’s sing-song.  “You go outside, fetch a clump of grass, say a few words and poof!  We have gold.”

Honoria had said no, and she’d say it again.  “I’m not going to cheat.  You know I won’t so stop tempting me, okay?”  

If only Shelagh would put her powers of seduction to work in the bedroom, maybe they wouldn’t argue so much.  Gone were the days of furtive glances and playful grabs, nails dragged across backs and fists pounding the wall while neighbours shouted, “Keep it down in there!”  

Maybe they needed an actual bedroom before they could re-ignite their bedroom eyes.

“You know exactly what’ll happen if we send fairy gold.  We cash our cheque and ten minutes later our gold turns back to grass cuttings.”

“But it’ll all be mixed in with other people’s gold by then.  They won’t know it’s ours.”

“No, Shelagh, no!  You can’t think that way.”  A shooting pain coursed through Honoria’s temple and she pressed her palm to the side of her head.  It hurt her physically when they quarrelled.  “You have to assume that whatever can go wrong will.  If we get caught cashing in fairy gold, what happens?  We get found out.  They track us down thinking we’re aliens or whatever.  We get forced into some military testing facility like Adrianna was.  I can’t let that happen to us, babe.”  

With a deep sigh, she considered the big picture.  Rent was due in two weeks’ time.  Where the hell was it coming from, if not Shelagh’s little scheme?

“What’s the worst case scenario if you’re caught breaking and entering?” Shelagh asked, though she must know the answer.  Jail time.  Second strike, so the sentence would be harsher than before, but at least she already knew how to play the game.  

Crossing her arms, Honoria said, “I’m not doing this alone.” 

“What do you mean?”

“If I’m going on this little scavenger hunt through the mansions of Rosedale, you’re coming with me.”  She stood her ground despite her wife’s wide-eyed panic.  

Shaking off her obvious distress, Shelagh picked up her cereal bowl and walked it to the kitchen.  “Oh, you don’t want me there.  You’re so skinny you’d fit through a window no problem.  I’d probably break the sill.”

Honoria didn’t move a muscle, except to say, “You’re coming with me or this scheme ends here.” 

Shelagh washed her bowl in the sink.  She never washed dishes.  After setting it in the dish rack, she seemed to realize her stall hadn’t worked, and she returned Honoria’s anticipatory stare with one of resignation.  “Fine.  I’ll do it.”

“Don’t sound so excited,” Honoria said, rolling her eyes.  “It was your idea, remember.”

* * * *
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“YOU ARE NOT WEARING that, are you?” Shelagh asked after another night in the Bed of No Touching.  

Glancing down at her red silk corset and knee-high oxblood boots, Honoria said, “What?  I always wear stuff like this.”

Shelagh pulled a bag of clothes out from under the bed.  Plucking a predictable outfit of black track pants, T-shirt, and hoodie, she said, “You’ll attract attention.  Burglars wear black.”  And then, “Turn around so I can change, will you?”

Honoria looked out the window because her own wife didn’t want to be seen naked.  “Why would you want to look like a burglar?”

“It’s better than looking like a prostitute,” Shelagh said under her breath.  “Why are you wearing a garter belt over a miniskirt?” 

Smiling at the sun in the sky, Honoria said, “It’s called fashion.”  At least Shelagh was looking at her for once.

An unforeseen thrill ran up her spine in anticipation of misadventure.  It was damn hard surviving city life without breaking a few rules.  To keep food on the table, she was either going to break The Man’s laws, or stop following her own decree.  The social mores claimed it was wrong to take a set of cufflinks from a fat cat’s giant house.  She didn’t mind rebelling against rules like that.  He wouldn’t even know they were gone, and she and Shelagh could eat for a week.  Stealing from the rich seemed the proper thing to do, when she thought about it like that.  It restored urban balance.

“You can turn around now,” Shelagh said as an unseen courier slipped a package through their mail slot.  She rushed to pick it up and burst out with laughter.  “Holy Ferrishyn!  Come look at this.”  She held up the envelope for Honoria to see.  It was addressed to Gonorrhea Goodfolk.  “No wonder the woman on the phone thought I was using a fake name.”

It was a pretty funny mistake.  Honoria couldn’t deny that.  “Ha ha.  Maybe I’ll get a legal name change.  How would you like being married to a woman named Gonorrhea?”

“Are you kidding?  That’s what I’m calling you from now on.”  When Shelagh had grabbed her purse and their canvas loot bag, she gave Honoria’s ass a good slap.  “Come on, Gonorrhea.  Let’s commit some B&E.”  

Honoria straightened up.  A slap on the ass?  Wow.  It’d been so long since Shelagh’s hands had come anywhere near her lower body.  

As they walked to the subway, she daydreamed of their bygone days of sexual adventure.  What had happened to them?  They’d been such a fun couple in the beginning.

“Don’t you wish we had wings like the pretty little fae in all the paintings?” Shelagh mused.

Honoria’s veins tingled with the fear of being overheard. She looked in every direction, but nobody was within earshot.  “No, I don’t wish we had wings.  We’d have to figure out a way to keep them covered without crushing them.  It’s easier the old way.  Just a wish and a whim and whoop!  We’re in the air.”

“I guess.”  Shelagh traced her fingers across Honoria’s back.  “But I think you’d look great with a nice set of butterfly wings.  Black and white would suit you.”

At a loss, Honoria replied, “Thanks.”  

Shelagh must have something up her sleeve.  Although, as their subway tokens plinked in the turnstiles, she recalled their years of more intense criminal activity.  Her then-girlfriend had always been turned on by danger.

When the train stopped at Rosedale station, they darted through the chiming doors.  

“Do you know where you’re going?” Shelagh asked as Honoria led the way.

“To the ravine.”  They trudged along the wet sidewalk.  “A lot of the mansions back onto it, so we climb up the hill, scout some locations and get in through the backyard.  There’s less chance of being spotted than if we approach from the street.”

Shelagh clapped her hands as they cut into the brambled woods.  “Perfect!”

Neither mentioned the spring buds on the trees or the crocuses surging through the soil. Honoria avoided nature as much as possible.  Too much a reminder of home.  

Despite an innate aversion to iron, she actually liked this city of steel.  She liked its sleek hardness and its strength.  Whenever she saw a crane lifting a big girder up to the top of a new skyscraper, she felt a surge of force.  If she didn’t know better, she’d think it was iron coursing through her anaemic veins.  Humans building towers—it was the ultimate act of conquering Nature.  She’d seen what travesties Nature committed.  That bitch deserved to be reined in.

They held on to trees and each other as they climbed through dry leaves and new growth.  When they reached the top of the hill, Honoria stamped her toe into muddy soil.  “Damn it!”

“What?  Are there people around?”  Shelagh looked through the modest wire fence into a big backyard.

Rolling her eyes, Honoria said, “There’s still snow on the ground.  All these trees must block the sunlight.  Damn!”

“Oh, I get it.  If we walk across the backyard, we leave footprints.”

“Exactly.”  

Honoria waited for it.  She knew what was coming.

Shelagh said, “We could fly.”

Fly...

Despite Honoria’s opposition to using her magical abilities, her heart raced at the prospect of breaking into someone’s house.  Plus, it’d been ages since she’d seen Shelagh so excited.  Honoria’s exhilaration boiled over.  Who knows?  Theft might be good for their marriage.  

Grabbing Shelagh’s hand, Honoria whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”

“Leig sinne dèan iteag,” Shelagh repeated as the wind picked up behind them.

The more the wind blew, the lighter Honoria felt. As her feet lifted off the forest floor, she held tighter to Shelagh’s hand.  True, Shelagh had put on a few pounds, but that shouldn’t prevent any fairy from becoming airborne.  

“Seelie, help us out here,” Honoria whispered as she rose in the air.  Her elbow felt like it might dislocate if she didn’t let go of Shelagh’s hand.  “Honey, say the words again.”

“Leig sinne dèan iteag,” Shelagh repeated once more.  

This time they worked like a charm.  The pressure on Honoria’s arm eased as her wife joined her in the air.  

“Where to?” Shelagh asked.  “Which window?” 

Honoria had forgotten how marvellous it felt to hover off the ground, hand in hand with the one she loved.  Giving Shelagh’s hand a squeeze, she nodded to a second-floor window. “That one there.”

Carried on the wind, they looked inside at what must be the master bedroom.  The bed itself was huge, and quaintly draped with a white Provençal quilt.  Four oak posts scraped the ceiling.  In the sunlit space, bits of jewellery gleamed on the honey-coloured dressing table.  Score!  The chest of drawers against the far wall complemented the wood on the floor, which gleamed except where it was covered by a simple area rug.  

“Wow,” Shelagh whispered.  “Our whole apartment could fit in this one room.  Do you think anybody’s home?”

Honoria shook her head.  “The people who own these houses work all the time, and with a room this tidy there’s no way they have kids.  The worst we might encounter is a cleaning lady, but if we do I’ll handle it.  Let’s see about getting this window open.”

Opening a window from outside was no easy task and she wasn’t about to use any more magic, but this wasn’t Honoria’s first break-and-enter.  She pried it open before somersaulting inside.  Grabbing her wife by the forearms, she gave a good tug.  As Shelagh glided through the window, they both tumbled across the floor.  Honoria’s back met the side of the bed. Shelagh’s front collided with hers.  With Shelagh on top of her, giggling and out of breath, Honoria looked into her wife’s cheerful face.  She wanted nothing more than to kiss her, but instead scolded, “Shh!  Be quiet for a minute.”

Her heart pounded against her ribcage as they listened to the silent house.  Not so much as a creak.  

“Nobody’s home,” Shelagh whispered.  

It had been so long since their bodies had pressed together like this.  Honoria could hardly suppress the need to giggle as well.  All she could do was hope Shelagh wouldn’t move, hope she’d stay right where she was until Honoria could lean forward to press a kiss to her lips.

Without shifting, Shelagh ran thick fingers through her hair.  Honoria remembered a joke she’d heard, and stifled a laugh.  In a whisper, she said, “Shelagh, what do you call a lesbian with pudgy fingers?”

Leaning in close, Shelagh asked, “What?” 

“Well-hung.”  

Honoria tried not to chuckle, but she couldn’t stop herself.  Shelagh’s warm, breathy laughter heated her neck.  It wasn’t often they laughed together.  It felt so wonderful that Honoria sent her arms around her wife’s waist.  With a growl rising in her throat, she took a big chance and squeezed Shelagh’s curvy bum.

Their hearts pounded together.

“It turns you on, doesn’t it?” Honoria asked.  “The possibility of getting caught...”

“It’s not just that...” Shelagh’s hair normally looked mousy, but it took on a whole new shimmer as it fell from her hoodie.  “It’s everything—being somewhere we shouldn’t be to take what’s not ours.  I love it when you steal things, because you do it for me.  You do it so we can have a better life together.”

“Yes,” Honoria said, cupping Shelagh’s cherubic cheeks.  “I want to take care of you, baby.”  She kissed her full lips.  They tasted like cherry lip gloss.  “I want to give you everything.  I’ve been a rotten provider up until now.”

“Shh.”  Shelagh soothed her worries, patting her head.  

As Honoria looked into her wife’s fairy eyes surrounded by those gorgeous dew-drop lashes, her pelvis fluttered.  “God, woman, you are gorgeous!”

“You’re the gorgeous one,” Shelagh giggled.

Their hands wandered the terrain of each other’s clothed bodies until the clothing became too distracting.  Shelagh grasped Honoria’s red corset.  In one swift motion, she pulled the fabric down with such force Honoria’s tits burst out the top.  

Honoria gasped as the cool air of the bedroom plumped her nipples into tight little buds.  

“Shhh!” Shelagh teased.

With a silly smirk, Honoria spread her legs as far as her tight skirt would allow. “So sorry.”

Shelagh pressed her lips to Honoria’s ear and whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dean iteag.”  

Lost in each other’s arms, they floated off the floor and glided onto the bed, leaving Shelagh dominantly between Honoria’s open thighs.

A keen grin bled across Shelagh’s lips as she crawled down Honoria’s body, watching her breasts rise and fall.  Nothing could scare Shelagh off now.  Grabbing a breast in each hand, she lunged at Honoria’s chest to suck her perked nipples.  Shelagh seemed to hear nothing but the call of her own desire.  

The sensation of a soft tongue on her cold tits sent butterflies straight down to Honoria’s pussy.  She’d nearly forgotten how marvellous it felt when her girl devoured her like this.  She squirmed under the assault of Shelagh’s warm mouth, pulling her tight skirt up above her hips.  

“Somebody’s getting antsy,” Shelagh whispered. 

Honoria pulled Shelagh’s pretty face up to meet her mouth with a kiss.  “Oh, babe, it’s been so long.  I’ve missed you like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Oh, I believe it!”  Shelagh slipped off the bed and pressed a deliberate palm against Honoria’s waiting mound.

Honoria’s mouth swung wide open, but no sound came out.  The feeling was so intense her body was lost for words.  She simply gaped at the hand rubbing over her black lycra panties.  She propped herself up on her elbows to watch while Shelagh’s palm drew circles around the wet silhouette of her lips.  Short fingernails with chipped blue polish dug into her mound. Oh, the delicious pleasure! The delicious pain!

“I love what you do to me.”  Her words emerged like hiccupped clouds of worship as her body went quickly into spasm.  

Shelagh’s hoodie shrouded her smile as she took one of the clasps on Honoria’s “fashionable” garter belt between her fingers.  Her stockings stayed up on their own.  The belt was just for show.  

“I know what you like,” Shelagh said.  She raised the clasps to Honoria’s nipples and clamped them on.  When those little pincers closed on her tits, she had to stifle a shriek.  The pain felt wonderful.  “I pay attention to the signs your body gives me.”

She dug her fingers into the pristine bedding and ran her feet up the side of the bed.  “Hey, hey,” Shelagh scolded.  “Stop that!  Your boots are all muddy.  You’re making a devil of a mess on this quilt.”

“I’ll clean it later,” Honoria assured her.  She didn’t want the pleasure to end for the sake of the bed linens.  “My grandmother was a Brownie.  Chores are in my blood.”

“Funny,” Shelagh said in a whisper. “Then why’s the apartment always such a mess?”

“Shut up and eat me!”

Bending down, Shelagh unlaced one boot and the next, and then slipped them off, letting them fall heavily to the floor.  

“You know what Brownies are like,” Honoria went on.  “We only tidy other people’s houses, not our own.”

With an endearing roll of the eyes, Shelagh lifted Honoria’s right foot to her mouth.  Through ripped thigh-high fishnets, she kissed the heel full on, followed by the arch, and then the pad.  When their gazes connected, the look of desire in Shelagh’s eyes nearly brought on a spontaneous orgasm.  Honoria’s insides rattled in anticipation of the wet moment when her wife would take a toe inside her mouth and suck it.

Whoever said anticipation was better than the real thing obviously never had her toes sucked by a fairy.  

The moment Honoria’s big toe entered Shelagh’s warm, wet mouth, every muscle in her went into spasm.  As her curvy wife sucked, she couldn’t stop herself from twisting and writhing on the bed.  

Through torn stockings, Shelagh ran her tongue along the base of Honoria’s toes.  Every time she took those toes in her satin mouth, Honoria bounced on the bed like her ass had a mind of its own.  She couldn’t keep still.  

“Mmmm!”  Honoria pressed her lips together, but she couldn’t keep quiet.  “Oh Shelagh!  Baby!  Honey!  Sweety!  Oh yeah!”

“Shhh-shut up!”  Grabbing a pillow, Shelagh tossed it at Honoria’s head.  “If you have to scream, scream into this.”

When Shelagh wrapped her mouth around the toes of Honoria’s left foot, her body swelled and heaved.  Reams of pleasure shot up from her toes and spread through her body.  The magnificent sensation of a tongue worshipping her feet warmed her pelvis.  Her pussy swirled and clenched.  

Honoria came in an instant, shrieking praises into a clean white pillowcase.  Before a minute was up, she couldn’t take any more.  It was too good.  

Pushing the pillow from her face, Honoria whispered, “Shelagh, honey, babe, you have to stop.  I’m dying.”

With a smile on her face, Shelagh dropped Honoria’s foot.  Her heel smacked the side of the bed, but she was too blissed out to feel any pain.  “Come on, you.”  Shelagh tiptoed to the dressing table.  “We need to get thieving.  Or did you just come along for the sex?”

If Honoria could have come up with a snappy response, she certainly would have, but her brain was fried.  She unclamped her tender nipples and watched their compressed shape return to normal.  Setting the pillow under her head, she said, “I can’t move.”

“A likely story,” Shelagh teased. Turning her full attention to the project, she dug through a shiny black jewellery box.  “I think the key is to take crappy old gold.  That way they won’t notice it’s gone.  If we take the quality stuff, they’ll know right away they’ve been burgled.  Better to go middle-of-the-road at best.”

Honoria nodded against the pillow.  “Yeah, that sounds good.”  Her eyes barely had the power to focus as Shelagh picked out broken chains, a bracelet, a brooch, some old rings.  Everything went directly into her loot bag.

“I think that’ll do.  We don’t want to take too much from one house.”

As she watched her wife steal from the rich, Honoria’s heart thudded.  She understood the turn-on Shelagh mentioned earlier.  

Though her body and mind were exhausted, her pussy was empty.  Rolling onto her front, she shifted her panties down her thighs.  Leaving her heavy head on the pillow, she got on her knees with her butt in the air.  

Shelagh laughed when she caught sight.  “What’s this all about?”

“Please?”  She felt like a child begging for candy.  “You know I love it when you fuck me with your fingers.”

Closing in on her, Shelagh placed the bag of gold on the floor.  She ran both hands over Honoria’s cheeks.  “You’ve got a pretty little ass, you know.  I’d feel like a supermodel if my butt was half as tight as yours.”  

She gave it a slap and Honoria’s pussy clenched with jealousy.

Honoria couldn’t let herself feel good without offering some consolation.  “We’re different people with different bodies.  You shouldn’t compare yourself to me.”

“I know, I know,” Shelagh said, like she’d heard it all before.  “Your mother is a sylph, my mother is a selkie.  It’s all in the genes.”

Honoria might have offered some comforting follow-up if Shelagh hadn’t blown her mind just then.  Pressing a thumb inside her wet slit, Shelagh ran it up to her asshole.  Honoria turned to the pillow and released a deep moan.  The moaning only continued as Shelagh slid a finger into her pussy.  A thumb poked its sneaky way inside her ass.  Honoria’s tits swung low, grazing the quilt.  Everything evoked such a visceral response she felt halfway possessed.  Hugging the pillow, she thrust back as Shelagh plunged a second finger in her slit.  

Holding her ass steady, Shelagh slid her plump fingers into her pussy and brought them back out.  With Honoria purring into the pillow, Shelagh gave her clit a mini massage.  Honoria kicked at the bed with stocking feet until those reliable fingers returned to her wet slit.  

Turning her head to the side, she whispered, “Fuck me.  Do it so hard I still feel it three days from now.”  

Honoria glanced back to catch sight of the huge smile growing across Shelagh’s face.  

Shelagh wasted no time in obeying Honoria’s plea.  The moment those words fluttered from her lips, her wife’s fingers dove inside.  Two, and then one more to make three.  They felt huge inside her cunt.  Honoria rocked her hips uncontrollably as Shelagh pounded her.  The motion was so rough and wild she felt gritty. The more she threw herself at Shelagh’s fingers, the faster they flew in and out. The thumb in her ass soothed the insanity of the thrusting.  When Shelagh pressed the pad of her other thumb against her throbbing clit, Honoria had to bury her head in the pillow to scream.  She seized up so forcefully her wife’s fingers were almost trapped inside her cunt.

When Honoria collapsed face-down on the bed, out of breath and barely conscious, Shelagh crawled across her back.  They lay there, cuddled together like two lazy housecats.  Neither moved except to breathe.  

“We’re stupid to stick around like this,” Honoria finally managed to say.  “In a stranger’s bed after breaking into their house and stealing their gold?”

“I know.  I know and I just don’t care.”  Shelagh kissed Honoria’s cheek and, under that relaxed weight, Honoria felt perfectly at home.

“So when do I get to mess with your bits?” she mumbled against the pillow.  

Shelagh released a breathy chuckle.  “In the next house we break into.”

An exhausted smile grew across Honoria’s lips as she thought of all the houses in the city just waiting to be stolen from, and all the beds in the city just waiting to feel them fuck.  If they kept up a steady pace and didn’t get caught, it wouldn’t be long before they’d be eating pomegranates and living in an apartment with more than one room.  

Honoria sighed at the comfort of protecting and being protected.  And wasn’t that a fairy’s true purpose—to protect others?  Even if they had to cause a little mischief along the way...?

They were both near snoring when a car pulled into the drive.  

“Grab the gold!” Honoria hissed, pulling her corset and panties up and her mini skirt down.

“Get your boots on!” Shelagh said a little louder.  “And put that pillow back.  And clean the dirt from this quilt.”

Shelagh opened the window.  Honoria tried unsuccessfully to shake off her daze.  Sex really took it out of her and she realized she’d lost the charm to fly.  

A key sounded in the lock.  

Her blood ran cold.  

She turned to Shelagh.  “Will you carry me?”

“Oh, get on my back, will you?” Shelagh growled as she climbed aboard. “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”

Oh, that’s right...

Shelagh took off into the thick ravine.  “We should get on the subway soon,” she warned, setting Honoria down on a fallen tree.  

When Shelagh sat beside her, she set her head on her wife’s comfy thigh.  

“I like being married to you,” Honoria said, still lost in relaxation land.  

Petting her hair, Shelagh laughed. “Right back at ya, Gonhorrea.” 

Honoria’s eyelids wouldn’t stay open.  She struggled to stay alert, but she was fighting a losing battle.  When she let them fall closed, all the world seemed beautiful.  In combination with scent of laundry detergent on Shelagh’s track pants, the ravine’s woody fragrance reminded her of home.  

Hugging her wife’s curvy middle, Honoria said, “I love you, you thieving fairy.”  

Soft with bliss, Honoria realized her wife was her home.  City street or woodland stream, as long as they were together, home could never be a terrible place.  

As she drifted into sleep, Shelagh whispered, “Ban-righinn, leig sinne dèan iteag.”  They rose into the darkening sky to glide on the wind toward their sanctuary.  
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Apron Strings and Wedding Rings
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Everything had to be perfect.

Not for any reason in particular.  Wendy was only doing this because she could.  She and Rae were finally married now, so it was time.  Rae kept saying nothing would change if they had a wedding, signed the papers, made it legal, but Wendy was out to prove her wrong.  Yes, she had a few tricks up her sleeve.

Rae took one look at Wendy in that June Cleaver outfit and left the kitchen laughing her ass off.  “I must be in the wrong house,” she called from the front hall.  “Pardon the intrusion, ma’am.”

“Ma’am...”  Wendy rolled the word around like a cherry in her mouth.  “I like that.”

Sure enough, Rae was still laughing when she walked back into the kitchen.  “Seriously, what’s with the Stepford Wives get-up?”  Her bright eyes shimmered with mirthful tears, but Wendy saw the flame of lust glowing beneath that surface gleam.

“Admit you like it.”  That was Wendy’s challenge to Rae.  “You know you can’t resist a woman in a pink apron.”

Pink roses with mint green stems set against a creamy white background, actually.  But no sense splitting hairs.

Rae leaned her heft against the counter as Wendy gave a little twirl.

“Nice pearls.”  Rae said it in her snarky voice, but Wendy knew she meant it.  “Where’s the Beaver?”

“You tell me, babe.”  Wendy winked as she sauntered by Rae. Her hips swung as she step-step-stepped toward the oven.  Click-click-click.  Heels on floor.  Switching on the oven light, she bent to get a look.  “Mmm...the ham’s coming along nicely.”

“We’re having...ham?”  Rae gulped, like a big gush of saliva had flooded her mouth at the very thought.  “Potatoes, too?”

“Oh yes, my darling.”  Wendy switched off the light and circled her arms around Rae’s middle, resting her head on that strong, protective shoulder.  “Ham and potatoes and roasted onion and carrots.”

Rae’s foot tapped against the floor the way a dog’s would if you scratched behind its ear.  “Ohhh baby!”

“Oh baby is right.”  Wendy pressed her breasts flush to Rae’s.  She had on a mauve cardigan under her apron, and a powder pink A-line dress with little yellow stripes running on the diagonal.  And under her dress...?  “I put on my wedding garter, and the silk stockings too.”

Throwing her head back, Rae let her tongue loll out of her mouth.  She made that gurgling “awwgggllll” noise that sounded like Homer Simpson when he fantasized about donuts.  

But Wendy was pretty sure Rae had something else in mind.

“Get up on that table.”  Rae’s breath sizzled in Wendy’s ear.  “Hop up there and spread those legs.  Let me eat your pussy, babe.”

There was a distinct snarl to Rae’s voice, and that animal tenor sent bolts of arousal streaming through Wendy’s body.  Without any panties on, her pussy juice spread quickly down her thighs... but she couldn’t give in.  Not yet.  She had a plan, and she was sticking to it.

“You laughed at me.”  Wendy backed out of Rae’s arms and stood by the solid oak table.  She didn’t crawl on top of it and she didn’t spread her legs.  God, she wanted to...but she didn’t.  “What a mean thing to do, laughing at your wife’s clothes.  I don’t laugh at your clothes, Mr. Suit Jacket and Jeans.”

Rae looked down at her outfit, holding her arms at her sides, smiling.  “Hey, I am stylin’—anyway, jacket and jeans is the dress code of the college professor.”

Too true, and Wendy wanted to laugh but she wouldn’t let herself break character.  “Aren’t we the self-righteous one tonight?  And you never even apologized for laughing at me.”

There was a swagger in Rae’s step as she approached the dinner table.  “Well, then, how about I make it up to you?”

“That was not an apology, mister.”  Wendy slipped out of Rae’s grasp, twirling unintentionally on her way to the drawer beside the oven.

“You keep calling me mister and I’m going to assume you wanted a husband instead of a wife.”

“Well, too late for that.  I’m stuck with you now.” 

Wendy didn’t want a husband, of course—what a silly thought.  She only wanted Rae.  And though she’d had Rae in her heart and in her house for a lucky thirteen years, now they had the marriage certificate as well.  It was perched on the mantle. Wendy couldn’t recall ever seeing a marriage certificate on display in any straight couple’s house, but she didn’t know any straight people who’d had to fight for the right.  So she and Rae displayed theirs with pride, like a college diploma or a business certificate, something they’d had to earn.  It sat alongside photos from the wedding and little lesbian bears their seven-year-old niece had made them out of modelling clay.  The white bear was Wendy, the purple one was Rae.  They both had on makeshift dresses made of shiny ribbons, though Wendy doubted if Rae had ever worn a dress in her life.

“You still haven’t apologized.”  Wendy rifled through the drawer until she found what she was looking for, and held it up for Rae to see.

Rae left out a laugh that sounded like pffft!  “Is that supposed to be some kind of threat?”

“Threat?”  Wendy opened her eyes wide and set her free hand daintily against her chest, like she was taken aback at the very idea. “I would never threaten anybody—especially not my wife!  No, honey, this is what’s called a punishment.”

She was Rae’s and Rae was hers.  They belonged to each other.

“And you’re punishing me for laughing at you?”

Wendy nodded.  “For laughing at my clothes, yes.”

Rae nodded too, mockingly.  “Ahh, I see.”

“So bend over on the table.”  Wendy pointed with the wooden spoon.  “Unless you want me to bend you over my knee.”

“I think I’m a little too big for that, don’t you?”

With a casual shrug, Wendy sauntered toward the table as Rae flattened her palms against the wood and stuck her butt in the air.  Wendy had worked herself up so much she couldn’t wait, and she brought the wooden spoon down hard against Rae’s pants.  And again.  Once more, but Rae still didn’t react.

“Are you just about done?  Because I’m ready for my appetizer.  After all these years I still daydream about your pussy.”

Those words weakened Wendy’s knees, and she had to grab the table to stay upright.  She tried to speak, but all that came out was a squeal.

Clearing her throat, she stood up straight and said, “Drop your pants, mister.  You still haven’t learned your lesson.”

“Whatever you say.”  Rae leaned against the table.  Latching her thumbs around the waistbands of her jeans, she wiggled her bottom, pushed her pants to the ground.  Stepping out of those big granny panties she always wore, she kicked everything aside.

The sight of Rae’s plump behind wasn’t unusual, but it didn’t regularly make an appearance in the kitchen.  Wendy reached for that dimpled flesh, tracing her palm in a figure eight around both cheeks.  Despite the bumps here and there, Rae’s skin was actually smoother than Wendy’s—something she’d always been jealous about.  If she hadn’t already been so aroused, fondling Rae’s ass would have done the trick.

Rae gazed back at her, then, and the look in her eyes was more serious than before.  “Hey, don’t hurt me, okay?”

A blush rose to Wendy’s cheeks.  “I know, hon, I won’t.”

“If I say enough, that’s enough, right?”

Wendy nodded.

Rae wriggled against the table.  “Okay, I guess I’m ready, then.”

If only Wendy had something clever to say, the way movie villains always did.  Superheroes, too.  But her mind drew a blank, and all she could think to do was begin.  The first attempt was nothing more than a tap, the way her mother had tapped her little hands away when she’d reached up to touch the hot stove as a child.  Rae didn’t even react.

Wendy geared up for the next one, telling herself this was going to be hard.  When she brought the wooden spoon down, Rae lurched forward on the table.  Her ass cheek rippled wildly.  When she spun her head around to look at Wendy, those great green eyes were wide with earnest alarm.

Forcing herself to stay cocky, Wendy raised an eyebrow. “Problem?”

After a moment, the alarm dulled.  “No.”

“Okay, then.”  Wendy swung back and smacked the other cheek, which rippled as wildly as the first had.  This time, Rae whimpered, and Wendy knew they’d found their stride.  She brought the spoon against Rae’s ass crack this time, but the effect wasn’t as pronounced, so the next time, she aimed right at the middle of Rae’s left cheek.

“Holy fuck!”  Rae’s gravel voice did justice to those words as only she could.

“How do you like that, huh?”  Wendy brought the wooden spoon down on Rae’s right cheek this time.  Both were getting pink.  She didn’t realize it would happen so fast.

Rae screeched when Wendy spanked her more rapidly, without waiting so long between smacks.  She wanted to get those cheeks all nice and rosy.  Rae would have to eat dinner standing up—no way she’d be able to sit on this red ass.

“Oh, Jesus...”

“Had enough?” Wendy asked, just to be sure.

She waited, but Rae didn’t answer.

And then Wendy felt something entirely unexpected: Rae’s fingers were crawling up her leg.  For a moment Wendy thought it was a spider and she nearly jumped away before realizing Rae had a hand up under her skirt.  She wanted to keep going with the spankings, but she was just too mesmerized by the motion between her legs.

Rae’s fingers slid against the juice Wendy’s pussy had leaked down her thighs.  “My God, are you ever wet!”

“I know.”

Those fingers kept moving slowly, torturing her, until they met the heat of her pussy lips.  Wendy opened her legs even wider. This wasn’t part of the plan, but how could she resist anything that felt this good?  Bunching up the front of her dress with one hand, she inched around Rae’s side until the reach wasn’t so awkward.

When Rae turned to look at Wendy, her eyes grew simultaneously wide and dark with desire.  It was the garters—had to be.  And the stockings, too.  Wendy’s neat and trim pussy was unobstructed by underwear of any kind, just the way Rae liked it.

“I love your eyes,” Rae said, and Wendy laughed because she’d been sure Rae was going to say, “I love your cunt.”

“Awww, that’s so sweet.”  Wendy felt a blush.  Her cheeks had probably gone the colour of Rae’s hot ass.  “I love yours, too.”

“Why did you stop spanking me, eh?”

Wendy’s clit throbbed against Rae’s fingers.  “Oh...”

“Keep going,” Rae said, like a challenge.  She probably didn’t believe Wendy could do any real damage or cause any serious pain.  And, hell, with those fingers rubbing little circles, big circles, maybe she was right.  “Go on, now.  Spank your wife, Wendy.”

Was it the tone that got her?  Or was it the use of her name?  Or maybe it was that word, wife.  Spank your wife, Wendy.  Whatever caught in Wendy’s craw, it also spurred her to act.  She brought the wooden spoon down on Rae’s backside harder than ever.

Rae hissed.  For a moment, her fingers stopped moving on Wendy’s clit.  In fact, Rae didn’t move at all.

Wendy didn’t wait for the go-ahead.  She smacked Rae’s ass again, striking those burning cheeks with three brutal clouts, one on top of the other.  Rae’s eyes were closed now, clenched shut, but she whimpered with each blow, curling her ass in closer to the kitchen table.

“Why did you stop stroking my clit?” Wendy teased, revelling in her own quick wit.  “Make your wife come, Rae.”

Rae didn’t open her eyes, but her hand awoke between Wendy’s legs, sneaking fat fingers between wet pussy lips.  God, Wendy was aroused, so juicy, so ready for it.  Rae entered her easily.

She tightened up, hugging Rae’s fingers.  They moved like sea life, searching for the next centre of pleasure.  Rae zeroed in on two perfect places, rubbing Wendy’s clit with that meaty palm while stroking her g-spot with fingers that had been everywhere and still came back for more.

More and more and more and more...

Wendy rained down spankings on her wife’s blazing butt.  Was this meant to be cathartic?  Because it certainly was!  Wooden spoon, meet red-hot ass.  Her muscles tensed and tightened as she smacked the living hell out of her partner, her lover, her friend and sometimes foe.  Every fight came to mind, and every moment of bliss.  Wendy used it all as fuel while she slapped her wife with a kitchen utensil.

“Okay!” Rae cried.  “Enough!  Enough!”

Wendy didn’t want to stop, but she’d given her word.  Anyway, she was so dizzy with lust she probably wouldn’t be able to stay on target much longer.

Tossing the wooden spoon into the sink, she draped both hands across Rae’s backside.  An astounding amount of heat came off those scarlet cheeks, and Wendy gathered from Rae’s wincing that it hurt when she touched them.

“Oh, baby...”  Wendy wanted to apologize, but wouldn’t that defeat the purpose?  Instead, she snuck her fingers between Rae’s thighs and found a pussy just dripping for affection.

Rae worked harder on Wendy, stroking her g-spot so expertly Wendy got that feeling like she was going to pee.  She just about doubled over in pleasure, taking care not to land too hard against Rae’s backside.  Those pussy lips were so blatantly engorged, so carelessly wet and just as deep red as her butt cheeks.  It didn’t take much motion or pressure to get Rae moaning.

Sometimes orgasms were sharp and precise, easy to pinpoint, and other times orgasms were blurry waves of pleasure that went on endlessly into the night.  This one had elements of both.  It had been building the whole time Wendy was spanking Rae.  Now that she’d stopped, now that she was rubbing the thick, wet flesh between Rae’s legs, she felt it full on.  She bucked against Rae’s hand, clenching her apron and skirt to her chest, hollering like she didn’t even care if the neighbours heard.

It certainly wasn’t sanitary to squirt on the kitchen floor, but fuck it.  She came all over Rae’s hand, hollering and moaning.  Rae grunted, making low-pitched noises against the table the whole time Wendy stroked her.  There was something about orgasms—one always inspired another.  They came together just to bask in the fullness of each other’s pleasure.

The fluid of Wendy’s orgasm dripped down her thighs as she fell into one of their wooden chairs.  “Fuck, Rae...”

“Seriously.”  Rae was still draped across the wooden expanse, breathing hard.  When she raised her head, her cheek and the side of her forehead were as red as her ass.

Wendy laughed.  “Your cheek’s all red.”

Rae smiled wistfully... or perhaps just exhaustedly?  “What was all that about, kid?  The June Cleaver outfit, the wooden spoon.  You’ve never talked about spanking me before.”

“Just want to keep you on your toes is all.  Don’t want you getting bored or anything.”

Rae shook her head and laughed.

“What?”  Wendy knew she was whining, but she always felt like a little girl when Rae laughed that way.  “What’s so funny?”

“Just...”  Rae pulled a chair over with her foot, but when she sat on that blazing ass, she sprang right back up again.  “Ooh, that smarts.”

Wendy chuckled.  She’d certainly done a number on her wife’s fine posterior.

The oven timer dinged, and Wendy coaxed her body out of her chair to check on the ham and all the fixings.  The potatoes were golden.  Everything looked perfect.  She’d never been much of a meat and potatoes cook, and she was pretty impressed with all she’d done.

“Dinner is served!”  Fitting oven mitts over her shaking hands, she beamed at Rae, who was standing next to the table.  “This looks amazing.”

Nodding, Rae said, “It smells even better.”

Wendy’s smile grew until her jaw hurt.  She knew her cheeks were rosy from more than just the heat of the oven.

“Wendy?”

Setting the oven dish on the stove, she closed the door with her knee, knocking the dish towel to the floor as she did.  She bent to pick it up, suddenly remembering she’d left a puddle by the kitchen table.  “Hmm?”

“I’m not bored.”

Wendy stood, towel in hand, and gazed across the kitchen at Rae’s downy expression.  Her throat went dry.  Was it hot in here, or was it just her?  “Yeah, I know...”

With a tilt of the head, Rae asked, “Are you bored?”

“No!”  The idea hadn’t even occurred to Wendy, and she wondered if Rae had been equally surprised at the suggestion.  “No, I just thought I’d... you know, just shake things up a bit.  Be an ideal wife and all that.”  She felt silly saying it.

Half naked, Rae made her way across the kitchen and hugged Wendy around the waist.  “I’m still craving that sweet pussy, you know.”

Despite the ache in her jaw, Wendy couldn’t stop smiling.  “I guess we could skip dinner and go straight for dessert...”
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Little Pink Hearts
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She bought me these panties, these pretty little panties. She put them in my stocking at Christmas.

When I saw them, I laughed.  White cotton panties with a bright pink band, a pattern of bright pink hearts? Not to mention the size!  There was no way in hell they’d fit. 

A cute gift nonetheless, a reminder that I was her little wife.

I set those panties aside for months, but she called me from work one day and told me to have them on by the time she got home. 

“And do you mind,” she asked, “if I’m a little... aggressive?” 

Scary and exciting, that word... aggressive...

I told her she could be as aggressive as she liked. But first I jumped in the shower and shaved my pussy.  When I opened my underwear drawer, the pink-hearted little panties called out to me.

I put them on. 

God knows how they fit. They shouldn’t have.  They were so tiny. But the elastics didn’t even dig into my skin too much. They fit just like tight cotton panties should.

When she opened the door, I was ready for her. In fact, I was naked but for those little panties. I dove into bed, or at least onto the bed, and got on my hands and knees: butt in the air, head on the pillow.

She swaggered into the bedroom like a cowboy, eager to get it on. And I couldn’t wait for her to discover my sweet surprise.  I didn’t shave my pussy all the time, but when I did it turned her on like crazy.

Although, I think she was already turned on by the time she got home from work. 

She situated herself at the foot of the bed and traced her hands across my cotton panties.  Then she leaned in and surprised me... by biting them!

She bit my panties, bit the bright pink elastic, then shifted the cotton into my ass crack so she could bite my ass.  It was all so unexpected and thrilling.  She crept up on the bed and bit the gusset of my panties, digging her teeth into my pussy lips.  

Could she tell they were shaved?  

She must have suspected.

I wasn’t sure whether I should be thrilled or disappointed when she pulled down my panties.  Because, here’s the thing: she didn’t pull them down all the way.  She pulled them down so they were no longer covering my ass cheeks, but she stopped short of revealing my smooth little pussy.

One thing I will admit is that I loved the way that pink elastic hugged my thighs.  Made me feel ready for anything.

Or so I thought.

Because when she dove between my ass cheeks, I really wasn’t ready for that.  

I shrieked when her teeth met my asshole, but she didn’t seem to be paying attention to my reactions.  She only cared about tracing her teeth along my squeaky clean ass crack. I wouldn’t have let her do this if I hadn’t just showered, but the reason I found it particularly strange was that I’d mentioned quite a few times that I’d love to eat her ass.  She’d always said no way, sounds gross. 

Never in a million years would I have thought she’d shove her face between my butt cheeks... and lick.

Part of me couldn’t believe she was doing this, licking my clean little asshole.  My pussy was prepared for her. My ass was taken by surprise. But I wouldn’t ask her to stop, because, wow, did it ever feel good.

When she dug her fingers into my ass cheeks and planted her face between them, I was in heaven.  I’d never forget those first little licks, because my skin felt so dry and her tongue felt so wet.

Soon everything felt wet.  She slathered a sloppy tongue up and down my crack.  She sucked my hole. She nipped at it.  It felt so good, so dirty and raw. No one had ever done this to me, but I’d wanted it for as long as I could remember. 

Maybe that’s why I’d offered to do it.  I was looking for that counteroffer, tit for tat.  I wanted her to eat my ass, but I didn’t know how to ask.

As she went at my ass, she pulled my panties all the way down to my knees.  When she backed away to take a look, I said, “I shaved for you.  All for you.”

She didn’t have to tell me how excited that made her.  

The growl in her voice said it all.
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Dildos and Donuts
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Barb knew how weird I felt about sucking a fake cock.

It just seemed a little silly, getting down on my knees and licking the rubbery tip of my wife's strap-on dildo.  I did it because I knew how much it turned Barb on to watch me take that fat cockhead between my lips and imitate fellatio.  It was real, to her.  Not that she could feel it, but watching me suck was her favourite form of foreplay.

So I did it.  For her.

“You gotta embrace the strap-on,” Barb told me as she chopped carrots for the stir-fry.

I picked one up and hugged it, pretending the fat orange veggie was a dildo.  “Oh, I love you so much!  Kiss, kiss, kiss.”

Laughing, she grabbed it from me.  “Don’t play with your food, Missy.”

“Well, I like when you fuck me with the strap-on.”  I started unpacking the groceries she’d left on the table.  Barb had a habit of putting away anything that had to be refrigerated or frozen, and leaving the rest for me.  “Actually, I love it when you fuck me with that thing, especially when you take me from behind and press those little finger vibes against my clit.  Oh my God, I come so hard when you do that.”

“Oh yeah?” Barb teased.  “I hadn’t noticed.”

I rolled my eyes, reaching into Barb’s shopping bag and pulling out a box of honey crullers.  Those definitely weren’t on the list.  I held them up and asked, “Donuts?”

“Those are for later,” she said.

The more I looked at the box, the more I wanted one now.  “It won’t spoil my appetite if I eat just one.”  

“No,” she snapped, smiling.  “You be a good girl and you can have one after dinner.”

Those donuts were all I could think about.  Dinner was delicious, but donuts would be divine.  We ate, we washed the dishes, we watched TV, but for some reason Barb kept telling me to wait.  “Not yet, not yet.  I’ll tell you when.”

Mmm... I could almost taste that honey sweetness on my tongue.  

I wanted a donut.

Barb turned off the TV and picked up the box of honey crullers en route to our bedroom.  That’s when I realized something was up.  I can’t believe it took me so long to clue in.

As she undressed, she said, “You know what I’d like to see you wearing?  That sheer thing, like a babydoll but kind of slit down the front.  You know which one I mean?”

I opened the closet and sorted through the hordes of lingerie I couldn’t stop buying.  It was the black babydoll she had in mind.  The part that cupped my breasts had buttons at the front, but it was open down my belly, and very see-through, just like the matching g-string.  I changed in the walk-in closet because I always liked to make an entrance, and when I opened the door and sprang back out, I think I was more surprised than Barb.

“There are donuts on your dildo!” I said, laughing.  There were two of them wrapped like cock rings around that big black dong.  It was the most hilariously alluring thing I’d ever seen.

“I know,” she said.  “I put them there.”

“Is that what you bought them for?”

She nodded, leaning against the bed.  Barb had taken off her pants but not her button-down shirt.  She’d done up the harness over her underwear, and tucked her shirttails in at the sides to keep them away from the sticky donuts.  

What a playful mess I was about to become.  I couldn’t wait!

“It’s finally time for dessert, huh?”  

“A double dose of dessert,” Barb said with a chuckle as I fell down before her.

“This is the babydoll you were talking about, right?”

The strap-on bobbed when Barb nodded wolfishly, and a nice little drizzle of honey ran down the top of the dildo, pooling when it reached the realistic cockhead.

“Oh God, I need to lick that.”  I couldn’t resist. 

Leaning forward, I extended my tongue just enough to find a little droplet of honey glaze at the base of my wife’s cockhead.

My senses went wild when that sugary syrup hit my tongue.  Maybe it was just because I’d been looking forward to those donuts all evening, but I think I had a foodgasm.  I licked circles around Barb’s tip, sucking the rubbery plastic for any traces of honey.

When I looked up, my wife was gazing down at me, seeming every bit as hungry as I felt.  My belly ached for sweet dough.  “May I?”

Barb reached forward to press her sticky fingers to my lips, and I sucked them eagerly.  Oh, I wanted sugar.  I wanted more and more, and the mingling taste of her skin only added to my desire.  She pushed her thumb inside my mouth, and I sucked that too, circling my tongue around and around.  Her skin was delicious.

Once I’d licked every trace of sticky sweetness from her fingers, she traced them though my hair, holding my head and guiding me around the side of the dildo.  

“Bite,” she instructed, and I did, eagerly.  

The buttery donut melted against my tongue, filling my mouth with a gush of warmth.  Honey crullers were my favourite, delicate and sweet as gossamer fairy wings.  

I took another bite, careful only to consume the outside and leave the inner ring intact around Barb’s dildo.  The last thing I wanted was for my precious donuts to fall on the floor, so I cupped my hands underneath just in case.

“Now yank it down right to the tip,” Barb said, guiding my head to the other side of the dildo.

I latched on to the donut, but it tore every time I tried to pull it with my teeth.  They were finicky, honey crullers.  It took more than a little finesse to ease the nearest one down, right down, all the way to the tip.

“Good girl,” Barb said, scratching behind my ear like I was a dog.  “Now eat.”

I didn’t need to be asked twice.  Wrapping my mouth around the donut and dildo, I sucked, and the pastry melted against my tongue.  When I’d swallowed every trace of that first cruller, I just kept sucking, certain I was still tasting honey in the pores of that rubberized plastic.

“Very good,” Barb applauded.  “Oh Missy, you look incredible sucking my big cock like that.”

I gurgled, feeling at once pleased and bashful that she was watching me suck her strap-on dildo.  Still, I didn’t feel as weird as usual.  There was a purpose to my sucking.  I was driven by donuts.

“Eat the other one,” Barb instructed me, tracing gentle fingers across my cheek.  I shivered at the spark in her touch.  I wanted so much to please her.

Arching around the side of the big black dildo, I tore into the second cruller, barely chewing before swallowing the fluffy outer layer.  As before, I drew the inner ring of pastry down my wife’s cock and sucked the thing until all traces of donut had disappeared.

“Keep going,” she encouraged, petting my cheek as I sucked the tip.  “Oh, you look so good down there.  You look so beautiful, baby.”

Those words anchored my arousal.  When I looked up to find her gazing down at me with fire blazing in her dark eyes, I came undone.  Every insecurity went out the window, and I dove at her fat cock, grabbing the still-sticky base and devouring the shaft.  

Her mushroom tip tickled my throat, but I wouldn’t gag, not today.  

High on sugar and lust, I sucked my woman’s fake cock as though it were real, as though the rubber were flesh and the honey was precum.  I devoured her hungrily, because I wanted her to feel the love on my lips.

Squeezing her black shaft, I stroked as I sucked, but my sticky palm adhered to the dildo.  Every time I shuttled my hand down the strap-on, I ended up whacking the harness against Barb’s mound.  She arched beside the bed, her feet sliding against the carpet, moaning incredulously with every pass.

“Yeah, Missy,” she panted.  “Don’t stop.”

Her breasts heaved under her shirt as she struggled for breath, but I just kept sucking her dick and pummelling my fist down the shaft.  Barb’s harness must have been rubbing or smacking against her clit—I couldn’t tell which—because she issued a steady stream of appreciative curses as her eyes rolled back in her head. 

She thrust her hips, driving the dildo into my throat, but I didn’t care.  I just wanted to get her off and I knew she was close.

“Come for me,” I cried around the dildo’s respectable girth.  “Come on, wifey!  Make me eat cream.”

Boston cream!

Maybe my words put her over the edge, because Barb’s whole body shuddered against the side of the bed.  Trance-like, she closed her eyes, shaking from head to toe.  

“Oh yeah!” she cried, running her fingers through my hair, latching on and tugging.  “Fuck yeah, baby.  Choke on my jizz.”

And I did choke, not on jizz, but on the dildo shoved halfway down my throat.  My eyes watered as I gagged on her length.  

When Barb finally released me, I fell away from her, staring up through bleary eyes.  

I’d never seen Barb so ecstatic from a blow job.  It still seemed strange that she could come so hard when I wasn’t even touching her, but her enjoyment made my belly glow with sweetness and warmth.

“Barb,” I asked.  “May I have another donut please?” 

She smirked.  “You can eat the whole box while I fuck you from behind.”

My pussy belonged to Barb.  She could have it wherever and whenever she wanted it, and I always gave myself with the greatest of joy.  

Hungry for dildos and donuts, I climbed up the bedcovers and bent over.
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The Other Side of Ruth

A Lesbian Novel

By Giselle Renarde

RUTH LOVES HER HUSBAND, but she keeps secrets from him. Big secrets.

When a notoriously lesbian neighbour returns home to Toronto from Art School in Montreal, Ruth finds herself unmistakeably attracted. Agnes is quirky, creative, and significantly younger. Despite their age difference, Agnes welcomes Ruth’s attention. 

But Agnes has secrets of her own. She plays hide-and-seek on Ruth, disappearing for months at a time. Where does she go? And what emotions are brewing between Ruth’s husband and his closest friend? Everyone on the block seems to be hiding something, and Ruth isn’t sure how long she can conceal her true self from the neighbours.

After twenty-five years married to a man, can Ruth find a place in her life for ambiguous, artsy Agnes? Or will the younger woman’s demons devour them both?

Now Available as an ebook, audiobook, and in print!
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Giselle Renarde

Canada just got hotter!

Want to stay up to date? Visit http://donutsdesires.blogspot.com!

Sign up for Giselle’s newsletter: http://eepurl.com/R4b11
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