





Prologue: Fleeting Fantasies



All Christa could hear were the cries and moans of a voice that wasn't her own. As she fondled her breasts and rubbed her fingers over the outside of her panties, all she could feel was an unending pleasure buzzing in her head, up her spine, down to her toes. Every time she looked up, the sky shifted like a Romance painting, and every time she looked down, her dreamscape changed to match. A palacial bedroom covered in satin sheets, rolling green fields dotted with flowers... and then... Christa could see her. An angel; everything she was not. Christa's blonde hair to her red, petite to curvy, short, straight hair to long, flowing locks.



She was completely naked, staring at her from only a few feet away, legs spread, mirroring every movement Christa made (or was Christa mirroring her?), every tweak, every buck of her hips, perfectly imitated and in sync with Christa. Christa's eyes wandered, from the woman's pert, full breasts to her wide Hartman hips. The figure across from her smiled and crawled over to her. Even on her hands and knees the woman's head hovered over Christa's, blanketing her in soft, wispy red hair. With a whisper like the whistling wind, she said "Are you ready?"



Uncertain, Christa jerked her head back to look the phantasm in her beautiful, emerald eyes. Out of everything Christa was insecure about, her deep blue eyes were never one of them. She knew they were beautiful. But staring into that shifting green sea, dotted with darker specs, she felt bested, overwhelmed, consumed. She knew in that moment, she was lost. Christa bit her lower lip, unable to find the words she so desperately needed. At last, she said, "U-uh-huh."



With the gentlest touch, the redhead passed her hand over Christa's, first following, then replacing it as the instrument of Christa's pleasure. Her long, slender fingers stroked up and down Christa's increasingly wet panties, spurred on by Christa's ragged gasps and whimpers.



The redhead's hand slipped down Christa's panties, fingers dipping into her and becoming slick with her secretions. Christa let out a low moan as the other woman began to explore her sensitive pussy with skin soft as silk. Her other hand went to Christa's face, caressing her cheek and guiding Christa's quivering lips to her's, moulding her mouth to the redhead's liking, each kiss, each slow, sliding movement of her hands taking more and more away from Christa until nothing remained but a needy, pliant animal, devoid of human reason or will.



Christa yelped and almost jumped back when she felt the woman's thumb begin to push up against her hood. "Oh, did you like that?" the sultry spectre purred. "You're so sensitive..." Christa could only manage the tiniest squeak affirming and submitting herself to the ministrations of the mysterious woman...



Christa woke in a sweat to the high-pitched whine of her alarm.



Fuck.





Chapter 1: Grasping Yourself



Christa stepped off the bus and onto the sidewalk, the buzz of cars and calm but constant hum of a small college town induniating her to her new home; the start of her adult life. Christa had a slight Appalachian tinge in her accent, a relic of the eighteen years of her life spent in Bumfuck Nowhere, West Virginia (actually a very nice little town, other than the complete absence of people not old enough to remember the Civil War firsthand) and a slight stutter that was most notable when she got anxious (and she was usually anxious).



Physically, she was... petite. She hated being called short, though she was pretty damn short, standing at 5 feet (and a half an inch, she would insist), and just heavy enough to serve as a paperweight, if there wasn't too much wind. She had golden-blonde hair left hanging down around jaw-length, and big, deep, vibrant blue eyes. Dressed in jeans, a t-shirt, and an unbuttoned, old, one-size-fits-none brown leather jacket her grandfather gave her on her 13
 th
 birthday. It was big around the shoulders and hung just below her waist, but she wouldn't've given it up for the world.



A few blocks from the bus stop, along a row of houses upon a hill alongside the main road, she trudged up the stone steps outside of her grandmother's quaint little home. Before the front door whose blue paint had begun to chip and wear away to the wood beneath, she hesitated for a moment, searching for a doorknocker or doorbell. After taking a deep breath, Christa knocked on the door.



It had been almost three years since she'd last seen her grandmother, at her grandfather's funeral. They'd talked since, but always over the phone, and not often for very long, with her parents always nearby. When she opened the door, she looked much better than she did at her grandfather's funeral. She'd lost weight after his death, and looked like she wasn't much further from the grave than him. Since then, she'd clearly returned to a healthier weight and mienne, her black hair having lost some its lustre to the grey of age, but her face broad and happy as Christa remembered her when she was a little girl.



"H-hi grandma!" she said and waved awkwardly.



"Oh, it's so good to see you, sweetie!" Her grandmother ushered her in, holding her jacket sleeve with a kind of curious nostalgia. "Oh, you still wear Gus' old jacket."



She looked down in panic. "Oh, uh, y-yeah," Christa rubbed her arm nervously. "it's... my favorite." Was it appropriate? Should she've not taken it? Did it bring up painful memories? Did her grandmother's new husband feel slighted? None of those questions were answered because all of them were ridiculous.



"Oh, give your grandmother a hug!" No choice was given. Her grandmother's house was, somewhat conspiciously to her eyes, absent the religious regalia and dcor she was so used to at her own home. In their place, the television blared some modern show, the soft glow of the desktop computer illuminated a plain, spartan room, and two small, fluffy dogs engaged in mortal combat over a small piece of napkin. "And you remember Richard, of course."



"Y-yeah. H-hello." She shook hands with her grandmother's (relatively) new husband. Richard was a kind-looking old man with a greyed, balding head. She was no substitute for her grandfather, may he rest in peace, but he seemed to make her grandmother happier, and for that, Christa was grateful.



Christa then had to turn her attention to the two dogs attacking her ankles and yapping so fast Christa had to stop and wonder how they found to breathe. Kneeling down scattered them both, but only a few moments passed before they returned to the attack. Her grandmother scooped the two of them up in her arms, planting kisses on their tiny little heads. "And these two are Foxy and Teddy Bear." The two small dogs both had clearly earned their names. They were puffy little Pomeranians, Foxy a reddish-brown, and Teddy Bear a brownish-red.



"They're adorable!" Christa had always loved dogs. When her Schnauser, Captain, died, the dog she had known since they were both knee-high to a grasshopper, it broke her heart. It was one of the many, many reasons she was eager to not remain in her parents' house: there were too many memories, too many habits she repeated by rote until she remembered that she no longer had to open the door for Captain, or fill his bowl whenever she went to get a glass of water. No early morning walks or vacuuming every week to suck up a full bag of dog hair in the winter, summer, and most of the fall and spring too.



Those two spoiled little shits brightened her day.



She hadn't brought much, and she hadn't much to bring. She'd packed a suitcase of her clothes, hygiene products, and grabbed her laptop bag before she left her parents' house on a Greyhound bus. Truth be told, she didn't miss it, or them. It was when she was alone in that house she felt most... at home. The prospect of being out from the shadow of Deep Appalachia and her overbearing mother was enough for her.



Over the next two weeks she settled in her grandmother's house before the Fall semester started. She learned that, unlike herself, her grandmother and her husband were anything but homebodies. They were constantly out walking their dogs, meeting with old friends, church, clubs; she wondered how they kept it up at their age. Christa felt adventurous if she'd been outside that day. When she began her college career, she found the first day introductions to be tedious and pointless, but eagerly dove into the meat of the classes once it was offered before her. Leaving the third day (a Friday) of her Philosophy 101 course, she cheerily waltzed down the sidewalk from the humanities building, only to be stopped by a rather upset looking blonde girl.



She poked at Christa's chest. "Excuse me? What's
 that
 ?"



"This? It, uh..." She looked down at her shirt. It had a picture of Bob Marley on it; unlike most such shirts, her's indicated only an appreciation for Marley's music, and not for herbal self-medication. "... is a shirt?"



"Don't you understand what cultural appropriation is? You can't just wear a PoC like a token of black culture that you can claim and use for yourself!"



She clutched her book close to her chest. "I, uh, I-I didn't mean anything by it..."



The other girl sneered. "That doesn't mean you aren't part of the problem. You have so much privilege as a white-"



Another girl, with dark skin, brown hair tied back in a loose ponytail that left a strand hanging across the edge of her face, in a khaki jacket, cut in with a blaise and annoyed tone. "Don't give me that bullshit." She recognized the girl from her the class she'd just come from – Basics of Philosophy – but she'd never even spoken to her before. Her classmate put an arm around her shoulder and said to Christa, "Don't worry, I'm not offended." ... thanks? Christa subconsciously inched closer and a little behind the taller girl, who had well over half-a-foot on her, in the face of her assailants.



The self-righteous leader of the group of college students crossed her arms. "You're really going to stand for casual racism from someone who doesn't appreciate-"



"Nah. Racism doesn't exist anymore."



"Are you kidding me? Can't you see-"



"Can't I see what? My own experiences as a PoC? Oh, what, the little brown girl is too stupid to see her own oppression? Thank you so much for showing me. Wow. The White Woman's burden must be really goddamn terrible. How many times have you lived the life of a PoC? Oh, my opinion doesn't matter? My experience doesn't matter? Okay, have fun with that." Playing the race card; it was like a royal flush against the overwhelmingly WASP-y, obsessive group embracing a half-assed view of social justice. They had no response – or at least, no response of any consequence. Yvonne didn't let them get a word in edgewise before she spun the other way, Christa in tow. "C'mon." Christa followed suit, hanging as close to the taller girl as she could.



They walked in silence for a little while, her classmate's arm still across her back. Christa took note that she had a strong nose and freckles just barely visible against her burnt sienna skin, with her hair thick but straight, messily tied back into a ponytail. Christa was so engrossed in her that she nearly jumped when the taller girl spoke again. "Jesus. What a bunch of stupid cunts." Her arm lifted from her back and dove into her jacket to retrieve a lighter and a small filter paper.



As she lit up and the unmistakable scent of weed wafted with the sweet summer breeze, Christa cleared her throat. "Um, t-thank you. For that. Before."



"No problem. I hate prissy bitches like that."



Christa could feel blood rush to her face as she struggled to make sense of everything that had happened. "You don't think that... I mean, race is still... you know... a thing." Was it her place to say that? She didn't know. She nervously curled and uncurled her toes inside her running shoes as her khaki-clad savior cast an aside look her way.



"Huh? Oh, that. Nah, I was pressing their buttons. I just don't like that self-righteous tone. They're as bad as the Jesus-freaks who want to get you in a circle and 'pray for you'. I mean, I call out people on being racist assholes all the time, but only if they're
 actually
 being assholes about it." She took another puff and offered Christa the blunt. Christa awkwardly muttered a polite refusal. The older girl looked a little surprised and amused before taking another puff. "Getting angry over Bob Marley on a shirt is just looking for things to be pseudo-offended by. Luckily, I got the 'get-out-of-SJW-free card' in my genes."



"I didn't know you were..." Looking at her, Christina still couldn't tell what ethnicity she possibly
 could
 be. Was that appropriate to bring up? Shit! Her voice trailed off as she tried to figure out a way to blunt the question. "uh..."



"My grandparents came over from Ethiopia in '73, after the coup." She didn't seem to care about, or indeed notice, Christa's internal panic attack. "Had an American kid, and that American kid wormed himself into a pure Aryan bloodline. Thus creating your's truly." She grinned.
 "Yvonne Teka." She held out her hand, and Christa tentatively shook it.



"N-nice to meet you." After a moment, it dawned on her that she hadn't introduced herself. "Oh! Um, I'm Christina Devoir! B-but you can call me Christa. I-I mean, everyone does. Did. Does."



"Uh, okay Christa." Yvonne seemed more amused than creeped out. She had a broad, confident smile that laughed at the world, and encouraged you to laugh with her. "You should hit me up on Facebook sometime."



"D-definitely!" Christa felt... brave. Adventurous.
 Social
 , even! She sat down on a bench near the curb and Yvonne joined her. "So uh, what're you majoring in?"



"PoliSci. You?"



"Medieval Studies. A-and International History."



"Double major?" Christa nodded eagerly. "Jesus. You're crazy."



"That's why I came here! For the history program, I mean. N-not because I'm crazy."



"Where'd you go to school at before?"



"Uh, I was... homeschooled."



"Homeschooled?" Yvonne's smile turned incredulous. "Was it homeschooling for Jesus?"



"No, no, it wasn't religious. I... I..." What could she say? Had a private tutor? She hated admitting her family's wealthy background, and her parents were entirely supportive of her attitude. "… the local schools were really bad." And the nearest schoolbus stop was a half-hour away.



Yvonne laughed. "Are they actually 'good' anywhere?"



"They're really bad in the middle of the Appalachians."



"Really? Say 'our hour's are our's' three times fast."



"Auh auhs auh auhs?" Realizing that what she said would be uncomprehensible to anyone living less than 2000 feet above sea level, Christa looked away in anger and embarassment.



Yvonne noticed and slapped her on the back. "C'mon, having an accent is cool. Be proud of it!"



Christa tried to change the subject. "D-does the bus always run this late?"



Yvonne flipped open her phone and began tapping away at something. "Actually, it's usually early. You probably missed it. Next one doesn't come for an hour."



"What?" Christa dug into her jacket pockets and unfolded the bus schedule. Sure enough, Yvonne was right. The little detour with her made her just miss the 3:05 bus back to the west end of town. She doubted her grandmother and Richard were home. And neither she nor they had a cell phone. She put her head in her hands and groaned.



Yvonne caught her by the shoulder as Christa dejectedly stood and turned back towards the college lobby. "Hey. C'mon, you can ride with me. Maria won't mind another passenger."



Christa's first instinct was to politely reject her, but... she seemed nice enough. And waiting an hour in the college lobby around a bunch of strangers wasn't high on her priority list. "I-if you're sure..."



"Hey, look, if you're cool with waiting for the bus, that's cool. I'm just trying to give you an out."



Christa scratched her neck anxiously and averted her eyes. "I just... don't wanna be a bother."



"Nah, no bother. If you were taking the bus you live in town, right?"



"Y-yeah. Um, thank you."



"Don't mention it." Yvonne said, "If you do, make it more dramatic. You, lost in the middle of the woods, thunderstorm raging, me, pulling up in my limo, Maria at the wheel..." A hideous blue-green sedan pulled up at the curb as she spoke. "Speak of the devil!" As the car drew to a stop, Yvonne opened the rear passenger side door and with a flourish of her hand ushered Christa in. Yvonne closed the door as Christa got in and muttered her quiet thanks, and then slipped into the front seat with the fluidity of a serpent.
 "Hey, Maria!"



"Hey Yvonne!"



Yvonne twisted around in the seat to look at Christa and said, "Christa, this is Maria Ishikawa. Maria, Christa." Maria was pretty and fair-skinned, with long, dark hair drooping down to her elbows, with a streak of blue running down the right side. "This is my roomate, chauffeur, and collaborator extraordinare," Yvonne turned to Christa and said, "and this is the lost waif from my philosophy class who blew in with the wind."



"Yeah, yeah, and you just couldn't leave her there." Maria flashed her a quick smile before turning her eyes to the road and pulling away from the curb. "Nice to meet you, Christa."



"Y-you too. Or, me too... o-or..." She shut her mouth before she could reverse again and embarass herself.



"Onward, charioteer of the gods!"



"Don't let Yvonne scare you. Her bark is worse than her bite."



"Woof woof."



"I can't
 wait
 until your car's out of the shop."



"I can. I don't even wanna see how much they're gonna overcharge me."



"Your parents are paying for it!"



"It's the principle, Maria."



Christa was... nervous. She was almost always nervous, but she was particularly nervous around these two older girls. Maria caught her eye in the rearview mirror.
 "So, Christa, you know anyone around here?"



"J-just my grandmother. A-and her husband."



Yvonne piped up. "Like I said: blew in with the wind."



"Don't worry. People are always coming and going-"



"And cumming." Yvonne added.



Maria pointedly ignored her. "you'll do okay." She glanced at her passenger in the backseat through the rearview mirror. "C'mon, don't look so scared. We aren't playing 'prank the freshman' if that's what you're worried about."



"Well, uh, n-no, but..." Now that she mentioned it... that would explain why they'd went so far out of their way to help out some little blonde girl they didn't even know. Or Yvonne and Maria could just be decent human beings.



Christa thought the first explanation much more likely. But that wouldn't be polite to say aloud. "But what?"



"I-it's just... I'm new." Christa finished lamely.



Maria hit the brakes. Traffic. "Dammit! This is what I get for driving a couple of
 humanities
 majors home. You're bad luck, both of you."



Summoning her courage, Christa asked, "... how do you know I'm a humanities major?"



"Would anyone else take a philosophy course?"



"People with an appreciation for knowledge." Yvonne said.



"Yeah, humanities majors."



Christa spoke up again. "What are you majoring in?"



"Bio. I'm gonna take the long way." She pulled off onto the freeway. "Hey, let's swing by Fernetti's!"



"Oh God, no."



"Have you ever been there Christa?"



She shook her head before realizing that Maria probably had her eyes on the road. "No."



"It's great. Great food, great atmosphere, shitty staff, though."



"I work there. She comes in to torment me every once in a while."



"The world doesn't revolve around you, Yvonne. I go there
 in spite
 of you."



"Literally metaphorically trash." Yvonne propped her feet up on the dash and shifted her seat back, almost crushing Christa. "Besides, we gotta get our passenger home instead of wasting two hours watching you stuff your face."



"Bitch, I don't eat that slow!"



"But you do stuff your face."



"Girl's gotta eat, right?"



Looking at her upside down from her seat-turned-recliner, Yvonnea asked Christa, "You mind if I turn the radio on?"



"I do." Maria said. "It keeps making my speakers shake with this hideous screeching sound. No one's touching it until I get that fixed."



"Well, I guess I'll make my own music!"



"Oh, God..."



Yvonne melodramatically cleared her throat and began,
 "I feel pretty! Oh so pretty!"
 Maria, for all her exagerrated annoyance, was quick to join the impromptu rendition of West Side Story. Two slightly off-tune songs later, as they pulled off the freeway and passed the plaza across from her grandmother's house, Christa cleared her throat. "Uh, um, you can drop me off here, if-if it's not too much trouble."



"Nah, change in plans," Yvonne said. "we're gonna kidnap you."



Maria pulled to the side of the road and stopped. "Here ya go!"



"T-thanks again." Maria said as she stepped out of the car. "To b-both of you."



"No problem!" Yvonne said.



"Nice meeting you Christa!" Maria said as she drove off.



"You too!" When the sedan was out of sight, Maria buried her face in her hands. Her cheeks burned like they were on fire. As if she needed more proof of how socially awkward she was. She reflected on how much she must've annoyed Yvonne and Maria.



But... they didn't
 seem
 to mind her. But maybe they were just too polite. From what little she'd seen of Yvonne, though... Christa fished around in her bag for the front door key as she made her way up the steps to her grandmother's house, noting that their car wasn't back yet. She opened the door and was promptly attacked by the two tiny Pomeranians who ruled the house. Absent-mindedly, she knelt down to pet the little shits. If they didn't mind her, maybe it was just Christa who was bothered. And if it was just her... that wasn't so bad, being social for once. With people her own age.



It didn't take long for Christa to look up Yvonne and find out they had more in common than their pursuit of a liberal arts degree. Behind the cool glow of her laptop in her room, fingers on the keyboard, Christa felt no need to be nervous, no need to shrink back and stay silent, and Yvonne's easygoing nature soon extended that sense of comfort to their meetings outside of the 'net. Maria was pretty cool too, but even at a (metaphorical) distance, she could tell that Maria was a bit more of a party girl, which just... wasn't Christa's scene. By the end of her first month in college, she found herself talking (or rather, typing) to Yvonne almost every night.







>>wait, you weren't allowed to watch tv?



>>so violent video games are a-ok but no movies?







>>Most of the movies I saw came from the library.



>>And yes.



>>There's no sex in shooters







>>gods forbid



>>u might get... ideas! =o



>>it starts with seeing people as attractive



>>then u kill kittens by touching urself at night



>>and before u know it bam, sucking dick in an alleyway for satan



>>much worse than becoming the next columbine shooter



>>i know how these things work







Christa sat there for a moment and tried to make sense of the joke. After half a minute or so, she gave up and just asked,



>>How does touching myself kill kittens?







Yvonne's reply came as fast as Christa could read it.



>>well, were all pretty insignificant in the grand scheme of things



>>america is huge, the earth is huge, the solar system is huge, the milky way is huge



>>but baby jesus always has time to tell you not to masturbate



>>and if kittens need to die for that message to get through, SO BE IT







Oh.
 Touch
 herself. She got it.



>>I never actually



Christa stopped, cursor blinking at the end of 'actually'. Bit by bit, she deleted it. Too much information.



>>I'm more of a dog person anyway







>>heathen







Christa sighed and glared at the clock on her computer screen. 2:04 AM. She'd put off logging off as long as she could, but Yvonne had the luxury of all afternoon classes tomorrow and Christa most decidedly did not.



>>I gotta study now. Test tomorrow.







>>laame



>>drop out



>>come watch movies with me







>>Stop sabotaging my future!







>>only if you ask nicely







Christa smiled and shook her head.



>>Good night Yvonne. =)







>>sweet dreams!







'Sweet dreams'? Normally Yvonne just logged off when the conversation was over instead of saying good night or anything. Why 'sweet dreams'? She pushed the thought out of her head, gently putting the laptop on sleep and closing it, hefting her inordinately heavy textbook onto the bed with her and trying to remember what Badenburg's economy was based on.



Despite her best efforts to study for her first major test in the class, she couldn't help but flip idly through the textbook, unable to focus on the intricacies of economics in 18
 th
 century German principalities, her thoughts continually looping back to her earlier conversation with Yvonne. Touching herself made baby Jesus kill kittens. Other than the image of an infant chasing after kittens with murderous intent, which she found much funnier than she should have, the question kept coming up... why
 hadn't
 she ever masturbated? It wasn't something her parents discussed with her, although they were loathe to discuss anything with her other than God, Jesus, and our God, Jesus. Her first introduction to the idea was reading a library book of commentary on medieval Zen-Buddhist Japanese haiku, which were surprisingly, if sometimes obliquely, sexual in nature. And even those haiku still had nothing to do with a woman's autoerotic attentions.



Her stare at the wall had little to do with the coinage of trade leagues and more to do with the logistics of... imitating sex on oneself. At last, curiousity overwhelmed her. Obviously she wasn't just going to go crazy depraved on herself. It was just an intellectual kind of curiousity. She could just look it up. For Science. She pulled her laptop back up onto her bed, put one earbud in and cautiously typed in 'how to masturbate' in the search engine.



It couldn't be that complex, could it?



To her great relief, the question was not nearly as absurd as she thought it was. Pages upon pages of stories and suggestions for sexual exploration made her feel a little less self-conscious about her complete lack of sexual experience. Her parents had succeeded at 'protecting' her from that much, at least.



Scrolling through the search results, a video caught her eye. It was a woman, legs spread and camera facing her front. Christa always was a visual learner... her cursor hovered over the video link, swaying back and forth as she pretended to debate whether or not to open the video. Subconsciously she'd already made up her mind – she didn't put her earbud in so she could
 read
 about masturbation.



When she opened the video, the redhead began with an almost tantalizing gentleness, her eyes softly fluttering and closing as her chest heaved and her fingers began to rub the outer edges of her bare sex. Christa watched, entranced by the dexterity of her movements and the high frame rate of the video. It fascinated her as an intellectual excercise. And aesthetically. She couldn't deny that the masturbating woman was stunningly beautiful.



The spare bedroom she'd commandeered at her grandmother's house felt unbearably hot as Christa very carefully avoided accidentally unplugging her headphones at full volume. Christa took off her shirt. Honestly, she should've taken it off earlier. Wearing a shirt to bed was uncomfortable. That was it. Her pants were next. Who wore pants in their bed? And she didn't need to jump into her pajamas on a warm early September night like this. She'd just overheat and end up stripping anyway. She pushed her short blonde hair out of her eyes and renewed her attention on the redhead on the screen. She could see how it 'worked' now. It didn't look difficult at all. It seemed almost like something she should've stumbled across on her own.



Fuck it. She'd come this far. Watching porn was way further than masturbation. And what was wrong with masturbation? She wasn't going to turn on her webcam or anything. This was private. She could do what she wanted in the privacy of her own room. She just wanted to see a little of what it felt like. Just a little. She undid her bra and cautiously raised a hand to her breast to imitate the woman in the video.



There was a little tingle as her hand explored the warmth of her body. As she followed the woman's motions, kneading her breasts, taking her hardening nipples between her thumb and pointer finger, the slight tingle turned to a pleasant kind of ache, and migrated from her breasts to her panties, with her other hand unconsciously following suit. It was such a distracting feeling, like a hunger, but a hunger she had begun to crave.



She laid back on the pillow and spread her legs wider, like the redhead on the screen. She bit her lower lip as she watched the woman on the screen, exploring herself with a gentle caution, breaths coming slower and heavier than before. She ran a finger along the outline of her pussy through her panties, enjoying the pressure and moisture through the thin cotton. But it still wasn't enough. It felt good... but it was also almost... frustrating. She pulled her white panties down and ran her fingers along her bare slit faster and faster.



Looking back at the redhead to 'refine' her technique, she followed suit and touched her clit. She rubbed a slow circle around it, put a little pressure on it, and brushed against the tip. She smiled with an innocent, uplifted enthusiasm. It wasn't so hard. Her heart pounded against her chest with an almost giddy rhythm. She ran her left hand across a now-firm and sensitive nipple and breathed a little satisfied sigh.



The woman's pleased moans and the way she wiggled her hips as she touched herself mesmerized Christa. Christa's breath came heavy and fast as she played with herself more and more; she became acutely aware of the sensations all along her body, the cool satin sheets against her skin, the drops of sweat trickling down her forehead and back, the moistness of the breath passing by her lips...



Her enthusiasm rapidly changed her tempo, and as she pressed two fingers up against the top of her slit, she felt her world light on fire. Her arm shot up from her breast so she could chomp down on the thumb of her free hand, desperately trying not to cry out in agonizing ecstasy. She managed to quell it to a muffled whimper.



The woman on the screen didn't matter anymore. There was no outside world. Christa was lost in herself. She took a heavy gasp of air, desperately, single-mindedly focused on her own pleasure, blissfully oblivious to the outside world.



Taking her clit between her finger and thumb while letting two of her other fingers continue stroking the outside of her lower lips, she played with herself in an increasingly rough and agitated manner. The slickness from her fingers only served to speed her autoerotic ministrations, sending rolling wave after rolling wave of dizzying pleasure echoing through her body.



Christa could feel a rising heat in her pussy, building and building, some instinct deep inside her urging her onwards to a goal she had hardly ever considered before. Rubbing herself with maddening speed and biting her thumb hard enough to draw blood, only the quietest of cries escaped her throat as her world dissolved with the explosion of pleasure that shot up her spine and burned her brain right out of her pretty little head



Chest heaving with heavy, exhausted breaths, Christa gently rubbed her pussy, basking in the afterglow of her first orgasm. She let her her sleepy subconscious submerge in the moans and whimpers of the beautiful redhead still masturbating on her screen, and drifted off to sleep.









Chapter 2: Moving In







Christa was lost.



Where she was lost at... well, if she knew that, she would be marginally less lost. She was as lost as lost gets. Where to go, where she could go, where she was, where she came from... just lost. Her world was spinning. An endless forest of trees whirled past her eyes until they came to rest on a red-haired woman, standing in a clearing she would've sworn wasn't there a second ago. Christa was small and slight, petite some might say (to her chagrin), but this mystery woman was... full-figured. Her breasts were shapely and firm, not drooping or sagging with weight, her legs were long and ivory-white, and her wide hips accentuated every aspect of her beauty. The woman took a step towards Christa, sending the anxious young girl tumbling backwards. As she knelt over Christa, who'd only managed to raise herself to a sitting position, she said, "Lost, little dove?"



"Um, y-y-y... yeah..." Christa's jacket was scrunched and tangling with her arms, so she slipped it off. It was too warm for it anyway.



"Do you know where you're going?"



Christa's pants felt rigid, constraining, trapping her under the redhead, but when she slipped out of them with surprising ease, the woman crawled forward to match her, bringing her face ever closer to Christa's. "Um, n-n... no, I guess not."



"Here," she purred, "let me help you." To her surprise, the mystery woman laid a kiss on her mouth, softly, slowly, like a secret gift. Christa's heart battered at her chest as she propped herself up on her elbows. A firm hand grasped her thigh, keeping her grounded as the woman settled her weight in Christa's lap. Legs spread in a kneeling position over her, Christa couldn't even sit up now without getting a faceful of the taller woman's boobs.



"Oh, um, well, th-that's very k-kind of you, b-but..." The woman put her hand over Christa's and guided it down to her panties, her pussy already sensitive against the smooth, silky fabric. Christa gasped and pushed forward with her hips a little, pressing against the woman on top of her.



"W-wait," Christa stuttered, "I d-d-don't know about this...." The woman laughed, low and husky, and nibbled on her ear. Christa bit her lip. She... she had to resist. Right? She couldn't think of why, but it seemed terribly important for some reason...



The red-haired woman straightened her back and pressed her boobs against Christa's face, her enticing, pert pink nipples "What's there to wait for?" She leaned back to give Christa a full view as she played with her breasts, licking her lips. "Don't you want this?"



"Y-yes, but..." The woman smelled kind of... sweet. Like a blooming strawberry. Christa took a deep breath of her, looking up at the redhead with wide, blue eyes. The taller woman just smiled sweetly and put her arms around Christa's shoulders, pulling herself (and her not-insignificant bust) closer to the petite blonde. Christa obligingly took one of the redhead's nipples in her mouth as she leaned forward again, enjoying the firmness as she traced it with her tongue.



"But?"



Christa took her lips from the woman's nipple. "I-I'm not gay."



"Really? Can you prove it?" Prove it? Christa couldn't think of a way to prove a negative. She shook her head. "Then I guess we'll just have to stay here until I prove the reverse." She planted sweet, soft kisses all down Christa's neck, hand gently pressing against the moistening fabric of her panties, fingers tracing the outline of her pussy... Christa looked up at the sky, searching desperately for something to save her. Then, with the grace of a swan, the woman's hand dove down past the elastic of Christa's panties.



Christa stopped searching.



Her long, slender fingers explored the edge of her sex first, tracing it from bottom to top, before pushing against her tensing body and entering her. "Do you like that?"



"Y-yes!" Christa loved the feeling of the woman's fingers setting every nerve in her aflame, loved the sparks shooting through her body, her legs, her belly, loved the warmth, loved the feeling of another person putting themselves inside of her...



She felt a third finger push its way into her slavering snatch, and cried out. Instictively, she widened her legs and pushed against the pleasant pressure of the redhead's weight pressed against her. The redhead leaned in closer, hissing in her ear, "Do you want more?"



Christa's mouth was open, her panting rapid and heavy. "G-God, yes!"



"Then... wake up."



"W-what?"



"Wake up. Wake up." The woman's voice slowly became more robotic and monotonous. "Wake up. Wake up. Wake up."



With one earplug still in from her 'exploration' the night before and the adult video site she 'explored' playing another ten minute long video of masturbation and dirty talk, and her alarm repeating its mantra in her other ear, Christa awoke very conflicted indeed.



With a strength she didn't know she had, Christa smashed the clock's snooze button hard enough to crack the casing. She dragged a pillow over her head and groaned. Fuck alarms.







-----







Christa's self-inflicted first orgasm was followed a night of extremely explicit dreams, assisted by the continued presence of one earbud and the autoplay function on an adult video site. Her test on Medieval Economics the next morning was somewhat less assisted by her little attempt at sexual self-discovery. Her first semester otherwise went by smoothly and uneventfully. Christa, always diligent, aced her classes and impressed her professors (so long as she wasn't expected to speak).



Christa Devoir was just an ordinary, if somewhat sheltered, 18-year-old college student in her second semester. She was slight, slender, short, but she insisted, not 'petite', a word which for some reason earned her ire. Standing at 5 feet tall (and half an inch, she would remind anyone who forgot) and 98 lbs, a sufficiently strong wind could've carried her away.



With her newfound friends, Maria Ishikawa and Yvonne Teka, inducting her bit by bit into the college life of ignoring work and last-minute panic/essay construction, Christa felt... at home, probably for the first time in her otherwise solitary and lonely life.



Yvonne was nearly Christa's polar opposite. Where Christa was quiet and hesitant, Yvonne was boisterous and adventurous. Christa was half an inch away from joining the lollypop guild and too light to use as a paperweight, while Yvonne was tall and athletic. Christa's pale skin seemed even paler next to Yvonne's deep, lustrous bronze tone, and her blonde pageboy haircut seemed to only emphasize her timid nature, while Yvonne's thick jet-black hair was tied up in a loose ponytail, with the occasional strand needing to be brushed out of her face.



Eating lunch with Christa one early spring day, Yvonne Teka picked halfheartedly at her box of General Tso's take-out, clearly deep in thought. Christa didn't mind – the few silences she shared with the normally talkative Yvonne were as comfortable as their conversations. In Yvonne's presence she was... content in a way she couldn't quite describe. When Yvonne put down her chopsticks with a click on the table, she continued to dismantle the silence, asking, "Hey Christa, you got that work-study, right?"



Christa looked up from her sandwich, wide blue eyes taking a moment to adjust from interruption to disenchantment. As she swallowed and smeared a napkin across her face, she said, "Ugh. D-don't remind me."



Yvonne was uncharacteristically silent for a few more seconds before saying, "Maria's transferring to some university in NYC at the end of the semester."



That got Christa's attention. She straightened in her seat. "W-what?"



"Yeah, some bullshit about a better bio program or something. I guess she's too good for this little town." Yvonne's barb held no sting, but a hint of melancholy. Yvonne and Maria had been best friends since grade school, and even though it was totally cool that she was pursuing her dreams... it still hurt to see her go... "Anyway, I'm looking for a new roommate, and since you got that now I figured I'd ask you first since you still live with your grandparents."



"M-me? W-w-well, I-I..." She put a hand over her mouth to stop her stuttering until she had something resembling an answer.



"If you can't, that's cool, I'll find someone else. But uh..." Yvonne stretched and leaned her chair back. "better to live with a friend than a stranger, right?"



"Y-yeah." Christa realized her silence was right in conversation where a normal person would've given an answer, and hastily stammered, "I-I mean, that sounds really great, b-but... can I think about it?"



Yvonne rolled her eyes. "No, you got 60 seconds to decide. C'mon, Christa, what do you think?"



Christa actually knew what
 her
 answer was: a resounding yes! Being roomies with her best friend sounded fun and like such an essential college experience! But... her grandmother and her husband were the ones who got Christa out to college in the first place. If her parents had their way, she would've remained in Bumfuck, Nowhere for the rest of her days, housewife for a good, Christian man. Being able to pack what little she cared about and walk twelve miles to the nearest bus stop was only enabled by her grandmother's encouragement; saying that she didn't have to stay in a dead-end town and waste her sharp young mind.



Her parents didn't take it well, but they hardly took anything well. Two weeks and one very supportive grandmother later, she was standing outside of apartment #212 with two suitcases and a big stupid grin on her face. She knocked on the door twice. A voice echoed from inside, "Just a minute!" The sound of a spray can and the distinct scent of strawberries from behind the door did little to hide the pungeant smell of weed wafting through the air. The door swung open to reveal a smiling Yvonne. "Hey! Didn't expect you so early!"



"I-is that a problem?"



"Nah, c'mon in. Lemme help ya with that." Yvonne took one of Christa's suitcases and dragged it into the apartment after her. Yvonne looked back at Christa as she followed and said, "So, only one free room here and I'm not movin' mine."



"That's what I figured." Christa laughed.



As Yvonne helped Christa unpack, her open laptop on the coffee table started to hum a cheerful tune informing them that she was recieving a webcam call. Yvonne hit the 'answer' button without even bothering to look at the screen and Maria's face came up. Before Maria could say anything, Yvonne said, "Traitor."



"Oh, stop it. Hey Christa!" Maria adjusted her camera and waved cheerily.



Christa waved back and smiled. "Hey Maria!"



Maria's motion-blurred face followed Yvonne across the room. "How're you holding up without me? Failed all your classes yet?"



Yvonne threw her arms around Christa melodramatically and adopted the accent of a faux-Southern belle. "Were it not for the kind words of the dearest Ms. Devoir, I would be inconsolable! Inconsolable!"



"Unconsolable." Maria corrected.



"A-are you sure?" Christa laughed. "I think it's inconsolable."



"Well,
 I
 think you're both wrong." Maria stuck her tongue out. Maria's video call was brief, since she'd just gotten to her new place and wanted to check out New York, New York (what a wonderful town).



Christa looked over into Yvonne's room as she put her hygeine stuff in the bathroom. "N-nice Ghost in the Shell poster."



"Thanks. Most people just ask why I have a naked woman above my bed." Yvonne ruffled Christina's hair. "I knew I liked you for a reason."



Christa took stock of her new home. The apartment was a little small, truth be told, though she didn't realize just how small until the prospect of living in it was brought up. Spending evenings trapped between Maria and Yvonne on the couch didn't quite compare to making it her living space. There were only five rooms – two bedrooms, a bathroom just large enough for a stall shower, a entrance that doubled as a rec room, and an open-wall kitchen attached to it. It took a few minutes after she'd shoved all of her stuff roughly where she wanted it for the fact that she was living on her own! With someone else, sure, but on her own! "Oh w-wow, we're t-totally having a movie night!"



"Alright, but you pick something this time. I'm tired of pickin' classics to deprogram you from your Amish upbringing."



"W-we weren't Amish! A-and we used t-technology!"



"Yeah, yeah, get to pickin', shortstack." Yvonne tossed herself onto the couch while Christa fiddled with her laptop, jumping from site to site, searching for a free video site that had her favorite movie – Stalker, by Tarkovsky. Artsy and pretentious as fuck. She absolutely loved it.



"Got it!" Christa smirked triumphantly and hooked up her laptop to the big screen. "It's in Russian. But it's really great!" She sat down near Yvonne's feet on the other side of the couch, though she knew from past experience that Yvonne would have wrapped herself across every inch of the couch before the night was over.



"I, the greatest film critic known to man, will make that judgement."



"Your favorite movie is b-basically sci-fi pulp."



Yvonne waved her off. "Details, details." Yvonne had an unnatural ability to hang herself over any given object in any given position, like a human throw-rug. When the movie started, she had managed to lodge herself somewhere between behind, beside, and in front of Christina, and half-buried herself under the sofa cushions for good measure. No matter where she shifted, Yvonne always seemed to consume most of the couch, leaving Christa trapped, at various points, under her legs, torso, and squished against her ribcage.



Not that she minded.



Yvonne, however, had little patience for the slow, mystic start of the movie. Watching three people on a railroad for five minutes was not her idea of fun. "Fukkit. This is boring as hell. I'm out. Hand me my laptop."



Christina had to essentially climb over her winding, snakelike torso to get a good look at her face. "Boring? You watch C-Span!" Yvonne shrugged. "C'mon. G-give it a chance!"



"Alright, alright." Yvonne let her arm reaching for the laptop go limp and fixed Christa with a mock exasperated glare. Christa was unaffected, however, quickly drawn back to the slow, atmospheric pacing of the movie. Almost completely engrossed in a movie she'd seen almost a dozen times, by the time the credits rolled, she was only conscious of Yvonne insofar as she could hear her soft snoring beside her.



-----



The morning sun peered through the closed blinds, illuminating the living room and its two occupants in a dull off-tan light. Christa yawned and looked over at Yvonne. Yvonne's drool soaked the couch cushion she had half-rammed against Christa and half-rammed against the now-bare sofa's arm.



Yvonne's body and head were warm and comforting in the face of that cool spring morning. It was... nice. Christa almost didn't want to get up. But the thought of waffles was too tempting to delay. Christa shook Yvonne's head gently. "How was the movie, sleepyhead?"



"... was good.”



Christa let Yvonne's head drop to the sofa as she got up, smiling as Yvonne clutched at her makeshift pillow. “You fell asleep halfway through.”



“... didn't.”



"L-liar."



Yvonne stiffened her arms and tried her best to forget that it was morning. "Me?" A string of drool desperately tried to cling to her lips and the pillow simulatanously. It succeeded for an unnervingly long time. "Nah."



"I watched you fall asleep!"



"My eyes were open. Most of the time." Christa looked unconvinced. Yvonne tried to shake the sand out of her head before continuing. "The dog, representing the Zone, never fully with them or leaving them, the three of them discussing what they wanted deep in their hearts in front of the wish-granter, the speech at the end... fuck, that speech by the guy's wife was beautiful. 'Better than a grey life...'"



Hearing her pick out points of the movie in some detail convinced Christa. She paused her waffle preparation and perked up like a dog being offered a walk. "Y-you really liked it?"



"Yeah. I'm not normally one for those slow, artsy movies, but it was just... beautiful. Haunting, kind of."



"Sombre, l-like a ruined cathedral overrun with ivy, natural and yet unnatural, material and yet spiritual."



"Look at the poet. Sounds like creative writing 101 is paying off."



"It's 105." Christa smiled, despite herself. "And y-yes, it is."



Yvonne looked at the clock lazily and did a surprised double take. "Fuck, is it 11 already?" Yvonne dragged herself to her room and slammed the door, only to emerge a few seconds later in a wrinkled t-shirt and jeans. "Jesus Christ... I fuckin' hate labs. See ya, Christa."



"What, no waffles before you go?"



Christa found the routine of living with Yvonne oddly pleasant. Moreso than she expected. To be entirely honest, she was expecting Yvonne's energy to run her ragged, but while they still hung out, much of the time in the apartment they just... co-existed comfortably. One afternoon Christa was typing away at her speech. It had to be perfect... but the sound of the door opening drew her attention away from the laptop to see Yvonne and a pretty brunette standing at the doorframe, with Yvonne inching in and her friend staying on the other side of the threshold. The new girl cooed, "Bye, babe."



"Yeah." Yvonne muttered as she accepted a brief kiss from the other girl. "Bye." Yvonne closed the door softly with a weak smile and looked back at Christa, who pretended very badly like she wasn't looking.



After a few seconds, Christa mustered her most innocent tone and asked, "W-who was that?"



"I dunno. Jamie."



Christa raised an eyebrow at that. Yvonne was almost never uncertain. "You don't know?"



She tossed herself onto the couch. "Pshh. You're too busy for all of this. You've got your history and your other history to do, double major."



"I'm actually free right now."



"You aren't studying?"



"Th-this? It's not for my classes." She quickly shut the laptop cover to show she was paying her full attention to Yvonne. Christa folded her hands and sat on her knees next to the couch, listening with a sincere interest that would've seemed sarcastic on anyone else. But Christa... Christa exuded authenticity and innocence. Like she couldn't not be genuine.



Yvonne slid down beside her, body sprawling across the floor, long, toned legs stretching beneath the coffee table, and sighed. "I dunno. She's really into me, but I don't know that I'm feelin' it. And it's not getting any better, you know? I just don't know what I'm gonna do. Or I know what I'm gonna do, I just... I don't know how to fuckin' do it."



Sheltered as she was, even Christa knew better than to say, 'Oh, I didn't know you were gay!'



Christa said, "I didn't know you were..." Fuck. She snapped her mouth shut.



Yvonne finished for her anyway. "A dyke?" Christina's face turned red. She didn't know if Yvonne's droll tone meant she was offended in a pitying kind of way or if she was just being provocative, as usual. "Your gaydar needs a tune-up. I get hit on all the time."



Of course, Christa had had... thoughts, and got off for the very first time watching another woman touch herself, but that didn't make her
 gay
 . Everyone had those feelings and experiences. And sure, she'd had no interest in boys, but that was because she was homeschooled and lived in a really small town so she had no boys to fantasize about, and this past semester she was really focused on her schoolwork. Intensely focused, in fact.



Except for that time when she missed a due date for an essay because Yvonne invited her to come along with Maria and her to the regional ComiCon. Or when she fell asleep in class and bruised her head on the desk because Yvonne and her had stayed up the night before binge watching anime at Yvonne's apartment. Or that time she missed a lecture because she just said fukkit and stayed in bed eating chips the whole day.



...



3.5 GPA, therefore, the result of intense focus. Any accusations to the contrary were lies, damned lies, or statistics.



A thought entered Christa's head. "U-uh... w-were y-you and M-M-Maria...?"



Yvonne looked at her for a moment to try to figure out what Christa was asking before a potent concocture of horror, amusement, and surprise crossed her face. "No! God no!" Yvonne laughed. "What, just cuz we were living together you think we were fucking? I'm not fucking you, am I?"



Two fuck-ups in rapid succession. Christa's face was red as a boiled beet. "S-sorry..."



Yvonne didn't seem to notice the apology, or take offense for that matter. She looked at her phone, threw her head back, and sighed. "Shit... I got two hours before I gotta go. Pass me my lighter."



Christa pawed through the pile of papers and styrofoam cups on the coffee table, pushing aside Yvonne's rubik's cube she habitually fiddled with and never solved. "Y-you're going somewhere at three?"



"Yeah, driving three hours for a three hour event. And then three hours back. Special offer: fuckin' last chance to save my grade in business presentation." Yvonne dug a spliff out of her jacket pocket and put it in her mouth.



Christa stopped and gave her an odd look. "... why are you taking business presentation? Isn't your major International Relations?"



"I heard it was an easy course!" She ran her hand over her forehead, reflecting on just how wrong that information was. "Ugh. I don't wanna stress about it right now, y'know?" Christa handed her the lighter, and Yvonne wasted no time in lighting up. She looked at Christa for a few moments after taking a puff.
 "C'mon. Chill with me.” Yvonne offered her the blunt. Hesitantly, Christa took it. Growing up around cigarette users had given her a certain tolerance for the acrid burn of secondhand smoke, but actually taking a puff herself was a first. She coughed a little, to Yvonne's amusement. "Good shit, right?"



Still sputtering, Christa passed it back to Yvonne and said, "How do you tell?"



"You just do. You'd know that if you went to a public school." Yvonne grinned. "Y'know, you never told me why you got home-schooled."



"Yep, I know."



"Smart-ass." Yvonne insistently passed the blunt back to Christa. "So, spill it!"



She rested a hand on her cheek and took another lazy puff. "Mostly it just sucked living around a bunch of people three, four times my age." Christa answered Yvonne's questioning glance with, "Everyone sent their kids to boarding schools. Except lucky little me, who got a private tutor and state-approved tests at home."



"So why didn't they?"



"They didn't want to expose me to the sinful outside world. As far as they were concerned that little town could be my entire existence."



"And how the hell did you get out here to Soddom and Gomorrah?"



"Well... I got some help from my grandmother. She lives up here and she said I could stay with her if I wanted to attend."



"Your parents were okay with that?"



"I didn't give my parents a choice." Christa laughed bitterly. "They didn't take it well."



"I bet." Yvonne's hair had grown over one of her eyes just enough to be a bother instead of an embellishment, even with most of it tied back in a ponytail. Yvonne brushed a strand away.



Seizing the opportunity to change the subject, Christa flicked Yvonne's hair playfully. "Your hair's getting long."



“Yeah, gotta get a haircut soon. Keep up my rainbow street cred. Maybe I'll get a pixie cut.” She grinned.



Absently, Christa bounced the wayward strand of Yvonne's hair up and down with one finger. "It's pretty like this." Christa giggled. "I forbid you to cut your pretty hair."



"
 Verboten? Jawohl, mein fuher!
 I can see that German heritage coming out in you."



Christa looked at her out of the corner of her eye. "Devoir's a French name, Yvonne."



"You're blonde, therefore Aryan, therefore German. I know these things. My daddy may be Ethiopian, but mom's a blonde."



"Is she German?"



"No." Yvonne found that inordinately funny for reasons she didn't understand. "Her maiden name was Norwegian. Or Swedish. I don't really remember. Scandinavian. Maybe Danish? Plus I think she was part Slavic or something too."



Christa let out a low, relaxed sigh. "Someone could travel the world inside you."



Yvonne raised her eyebrows in mock surprise. "As soon as you find out I'm gay you start getting frisky? Tch, tch, tch."



"N-not like that! You're such a pervert." Christa hit her shoulder.



"Nah, you're just young and naive like I once was, young padawan."



"As you say, master jedi." Christa said. Then, after a moment's contemplation, "Why is jedi the plural and the singular? Like fish. Fishes. Jedi, jedis. Jedis." She spoke as if trying out the word for the first time, letting it roll across her tongue to judge its aesthetic appeal. "It doesn't sound like a real word now."



"Cuz it's not."



"Real words can be made-up!" Yvonne repeated each word, one after the other, to give Christa time to think about the ridiculousness of what she said. Ridiculous, of course, did not mean untrue.



After that, they laid on the couch in peaceable silence for a few minutes. Yvonne had a funny little smile on her face, the kind that Christa had never seen on her before. It was almost... proud. Yvonne broke the silence. "See, why can't you be like this all the time?" Even through her calming buzz, that hurt Christa. Yvonne didn't seem to take notice. “You're fucking great when you aren't freaking out about everything.”



Christa took a puff from the blunt and blew smoke in Yvonne's face. It was the closest thing to a 'fuck you too' she could muster in her relaxed state.



After some time spent in silence, Yvonne spoke up. "Hey, you're pretty quiet. You takin' your first toke okay?"



"Yeah, just... chilling." Christa gave her a weak smile and looked back up at the ceiling.



Yvonne finally seemed to realize something was wrong. The older girl's little smile disappeared as she studied her petite friend with an ever-increasing intensity and concern. "Hey, Christa..." Yvonne waited for her to lazily turn her head to face her. "I don't think I've said this, but you're a cool kid. You gotta stop sellin' yourself short, even if you are short." Yvonne ruffled Christa's short blonde hair. "You're really great, y'know? Always, not just now."



Christa smiled absently. "Thanks, Yvonne."
 She'd never noticed before, but Yvonne had the most striking amber eyes... bright, cool, steady... maybe it was just that Yvonne was striking.



Christa felt so freed of the anxiety that normally gripped her. She didn't even stutter. With Yvonne... there wasn't any barrier of etiquette or nicety to put up. She let you know what she thought and wanted you to do the same. Around her... Christa felt like she could let go.



Yvonne looked over at the clock next to the TV with a puzzled look, then to her phone. Again to the clock, and then to her laptop, sitting across the coffee table. A sudden panic seized Yvonne. "Shit!" She jerked up, almost flipping the coffee table as she stood.



"What?"



"My fucking phone's wrong! It's 4:00! I was supposed to leave an hour ago! I'm gonna be late!" 'Wrong', perhaps, wasn't quite the right word. 'Technically correct' would have been more accurate – Yvonne kept the time on her phone set an hour ahead normally to keep her on her toes. It just so happened that her latest update reset her clock to the 'right' time.



Christa didn't move an inch. "Just don't go."



"Not the way it works! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She splashed some water on her face and practically jumped out of her clothes as she tried to move to two rooms at once. She wore the most boring plain white bra and panties, but her sleek, athletic figure more than made up for them.



Not that Christa took notice of that or anything.



"You're going out high as a kite?"



Yvonne rolled her eyes. "This isn't 2012. They don't arrest you for smoking the doobies anymore."



"No, but you'll still get a DUI."



Yvonne took a quick glance at the mirror. "Look. Look, I'm fine. See?" She took a second, closer look in the mirror. "Do my eyes look red?"



"Yes." Christa said automatically, calmly taking another puff. "You know, I have a friend who injects the marijuanas. Do you think that's what made her gay?”



“Not the time, Christa!” she said while she frantically unpacked the hygiene products she should've taken out of the bag yesterday when she got them. “Okay, okay, shampoo. Soap... shit!” Yvonne half-jumped, half-stretched back over to her bedroom to snatch her clothes from her closet. She laid her dress clothes next to the TV, and slipped into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. Shortly after the shower turned on, Christa heard a bump followed by Yvonne shouting, “Fuck!”



“Do you need help?”



Venomous sarcasm dripping from her words, Yvonne shouted, “Yeah, grab a sponge!”



Christa almost got up. Almost. Within the minute Yvonne came out shaking like a wet dog, her frantic self-drying making her towel slither around her body and giving her the look of an exotic dancer.



"When'll you be back?"



Her dress shirt half-buttoned up and her bra sticking out, with her pants unzipped and only half-covering her hips, Yvonne said, "I dunno. Probably not 'til tomorrow. Dammit, where's my bag?"



"Which one?"



"My only one! My laptop bag!" Christa looked beside her and gently patted the offending case. "Here we go. Thanks. I'll see ya tomorrow, Christa!"



"As my ancestors would say, guden lucken!" she said in a singsong voice.



"That's not even real German!" Yvonne said as she closed the door. Christa shrugged, even though Yvonne couldn't see her. Christa definitely felt... looser. Unravelling, maybe, and unconcerned with the fact. She leaned back against the couch cushion and took another brief puff off the blunt. Maybe she did just need to relax...



A few hours later, as Christa was undressing to take a minimally-clothed evening nap in the pile of pillows on her matress, already nestled between and under four separate pillows like a blanket (and not one for her head) her ringtone for Yvonne went off. She flipped her phone open and said, in a calm, mellow voice, "Yeah?"



Yvonne's voice, frantic and pleading, buzzed from the other end. "Please, please, please tell me you aren't still blazed."



Christa looked at the half-smoked blunt in the ashtray and suppressed a smile. Maybe a little. But Yvonne didn't need to know that. Christa sat up, slipping her blouse back on even though Yvonne couldn't see her. "What's up?"



"I didn't bring my stupid flash drive! I think I left it on my desk..."



"Something on it?"



"Yeah, my whole fucking presentation!" Yvonne wailed with an intensity of distress Christa'd never heard from her before. "Christa, please... I really need those files. It's gonna take like a hundred e-mails but you gotta do it fast-"



"Get with the future, babe." She giggled. Okay, maybe she was still more than a little blazed. "All the hip kids use dropbox."



Yvonne was less amused. "Fine, whatever, just... send me the shit! Please! Everything on the drive! It should be the only folder."



"Sure thing. Uh, let's see..." Christa plugged the errant flash drive into her computer, and sure enough, there was just one folder, labeled 'fuck it'. Christa dragged it around the screen and dropped it in the file upload box. "Sending the link now. Didja get it?"



A few moments of silence, and then, "You're a fuckin' lifesaver, Christa." Yvonne's sigh of relief could be heard loud and clear even over Christa's crappy phone.



"Aren't I?" Christa hummed with a stupid smile on her face. "Have fu-un!" Christa flipped her phone shut and dropped back on her bed. The fading evening sun and comfortable warmth of her body and blankets soon lulled her to sleep.



When Christa eventually consciously stretched her limbs again and pushed the ten or so pillows which had been drawn to her like matter to a black hole away, the clock blinked next to her "12:11". Not too bad. She yawned and sat up. The heavy smell of pot still lingered in the air. Christa blindly groped around for the light switch, the harsh glare of the artificial lights lighting every corner of the room and burning Christa's still-drowsy eyes.



She and Yvonne had similar schedules during that spring semester, so between classes and work, she never got a lot of alone time in the apartment, and she had an intense urge to have some... fun with herself. It must've been the pot. She'd read somewhere about marijuana being an aphrodesiac. How true that was was... questionable, but Christa was in no mood to debate her desires. Over the past few months she had become a master at not debating her desires.



And with Yvonne gone until tomorrow, she had all the time in the world to do so. Christa licked her lips eagerly and wasted no time in getting to work. Her bra slipped off, but her panties stayed on – awkward as it might sound, Christa always felt like she was a little more safe, a little more hidden, or private, when she jilled with her panties still on. And she was still very acutely aware that though she was in her room, it wasn't just her apartment. She turned on the stereo in the living room to blast some awful pop as cover noise.



Her hypocrisy was notable, however, in that she left her own door open (hardly private!) and in that her panties were just as boring as Yvonne's. It'd never occured to her before then to stylize her undergarments. She wondered idly if she should. She wondered if Yvonne ever did. Did she ever wear 'interesting' underwear? Somewhat distracted, she started to rub her breasts, gently teasing her nipples. If Yvonne did have sexy panties, what were they like? Did Yvonne ever do this? Wonder about Christa's choice in underwear? Masturbate?



... did Yvonne ever think of
 her
 when she masturbated? Christa laid back and tried not to think about it. Those were silly questions, all of them. And she shouldn't wonder anyway. Just because Yvonne was gay didn't mean she wanted Christa.



And even if she did, Christa wasn't gay! Obviously! So nothing would happen. It was just a thought. A curiousity, really. As she reached down to her panties with one hand to rub the soft fabric against her moistening sex, Christa could feel a slow, building tension in her chest, shooting down to her pussy, and spiraling out to her hips and legs, making her feel light as a feather.



Could Yvonne please Christa like Christa could please herself? Could she be better? Could she reduce her to nothing but a whimpering mess of desperation and desire? Her hand plunged down her panties to play with her pussy directly. Yvonne had long fingers... how would they feel exploring her? Covered in Yvonne's saliva, already slick and slippery, coating and coaxing her cum from her cunt, the lubrication only making her drive in and out of Christa faster and faster... Christa tensed up and grabbed her breast with her free hand.



Christa's two fingers danced in and out of her pussy, while her thumb anchored and guided her motions, occasionally brushing by her clit to send her spiraling away from conscious, logical thought and into a world of wet, warm dreamworld. Would Yvonne kiss her? Where? On her cheek, on her lips, on her neck... working her way down Christa's cute little body, stopping at her breasts to take a nipple in her mouth and swirl her tongue around it...



Christa could feel the little spasms building up in her, feel her hips instinctively buck against her needy hand, feel the deep, animalistic craving controlling her body. Fuck... Yvonne wasn't what she wanted to think about as she got off! She didn't want to think about Yvonne planting kisses all down her neck, didn't want to think about Yvonne's lithe, athletic body pressed against her's, didn't want to think about Yvonne's skilled hands gliding across her body, knowing every inch of her body as well as she did, no, better than she did. She didn't want to think about how the light hit her bare, dusky skin, how little beads of sweat would run down her body, how she would push against her, eager and hungry, but also controlling; corrupting the sweet, innocent straight girl before her...



Christa grabbed her breast with one hand and came hard all over her other with a soft little cry she couldn't quite suppress. A broad, satisfied smile spread across her face as her breathing began to slow and her eyes flitted open. Oh well. A little fantasy never hurt anyone, after all.



But once was never enough for her. Her thumb went to her nipple as her right hand dove back to her sensitive little slit. She drew long teasing strokes along her lower lips with her middle finger as her eyes fluttered, no longer fighting the phantom Yvonne in her head and unmindful of the world around her. Or almost so. From the corner of her eye, she saw she'd left Yvonne's bedroom door open. And on top of her desk was... Christa stopped and sat all the way up to get a better look.



Fuck.



It was a vibrator. Just laying out in the open.



Christa bit her lip and tried not to laugh. It was funny, right? That something so private was left in the open? She considered checking it out. It would have been a terrible breach of Yvonne's privacy; Christa had no right... but she was just going to take a look. There was no harm in that, right? Panties back on, slipping off her bed of pillows, she curved around the coffee table and crossed the threshold into Yvonne's room. It was an odd little gadget, and looked like nothing so much as a plastic egg on the end of a flashlight.



She picked up the wand. She just wanted to see how it worked in person. It was such a funny little thing, after all. She almost dropped it after considering that Yvonne may have been using it – and judging by the state of her room and general standards for neatness, that it might still be... dirty. She also belatedly released that her own hands weren't exactly clean at the moment.



Hesitantly, she grabbed a paper towel from the bathroom and rubbed the toy down with cleaning alcohol. That would work, right? Still a little nervous, she lifted the toy by its handle and tried to stifle a fit of giggling. She felt a little juvenile for finding her face heating up and a sense of embarassment and amusement deep in her chest because of a sex toy, but... really? Really, Yvonne? She pressed the button and let the wand shake for a few seconds before turning it off and putting it back on the desk. Just like she found it. No harm, no foul, right?



She tossed herself back on her bed and put her hand back down her panties, but her eyes flitted back to Yvonne's desk, just barely visible from the doorframe of Christa's bedroom.



It's not like it was actually sharing anything if she cleaned it before and after.



... right?



She wouldn't even touch her bare skin with it. She was trying it out. To see if she should get one. For Science. Besides, she had to conquer this childish nervousness about all things sexual. It was for her own good. Cautiously, nervously, like a thief in the night (which, technically, she was), Christa crept back to Yvonne's room. She picked the vibrator back up and gave it a long, curious stare. For hygiene's sake, she cleaned it again with alcohol and a towel, just in case she wasn't thorough enough the first time. It was weird enough trying out her best friend's sex toy, no way was she going to make it worse with the idea of sharing fluids.



Did Yvonne leave it out on purpose? Christa mused over that. It was ridiculous, but fantasies generally are. As she sat back down on her bed, the whole thing felt more and more like a bad idea. But she'd come too far to stop. A flick of the switch, and the buzzing began again. She touched the vibrator to her still-wet panties and took a deep breath. That breath was quickly released in an involuntary moan. When she flicked that switch it was like someone flicked a switch in her head and turned the rational, civilized part of her brain off like a light. Only the barest hint of conscious thought caused her to stop for the briefest of moments to try to silence herself.



But she realized... it was her apartment too. She could make all the damn noise she wanted. She let out a little gasp as she circled the vibrator again. "Oh, f-fuck..." All inhibitions faded in the face of the electric current running down her spine, Fuck it. It's not like her panties weren't soaked with her secretions anyway. Christa eagerly kicked her panties off and pressed the vibrator to her bare sex. She let out a high-pitched moan and grasped at her bedsheets with her free hand, eyes fixed on the vibrator, her whole world encapsulated in the little toy buzzing between her legs. Every instinct she had told her to push harder, but every time she did all she could think about was how
 good
 it felt rumbling ever-so-lightly, barely touching her. It felt so damn good.
 She definitely needed one of those. Science Said So. She spread her lips further, teasing herself all up and down her gold-maned pussy as she ran the vibrator up and down with barely restrained enthusiasm, slowing and speeding up to find the perfect rhythm to let her cum her brains all over her good sheets.



And as she came to a blissful and very vocal orgasm, she heard the sound of a key being put into the apartment door. The clock blinked 1:26.



Christa sat there, equally dazed and shocked, stupidly holding the still-running vibrator to her quivering quim. Only a miracle stopped that door from opening and Yvonne finding her best friend taking her vibrator for a test run. A cautious knock followed the short silence after Christa's cry faded from her ears. Yvonne's voice, low and probing, came from the door. "Hey, uh, Christa? No rush, but I'm kind of tired and I wanna sleep in a real bed. Just... gimme the go-ahead to slip into my room and I'll be outta your hair."



As Christa's mental faculties began to return after the dual shock of the best masturbation session of her life and her best friend almost interrupting her, she flipped the vibrator off and blindly groped around for the paper towel and cleaning alcohol. "J-just a m-m-minute! D-don't open the door!"



She prayed to a God she didn't believe in that the sound of the music drowned out the vibrator at least. She knew the incoherent sentence of expleitives and affirmations she'd cried out definitely overcame (hehe) the little stereo. After giving the stolen, sorry, 'borrowed', artifact a quick rub down, Christa tried to place it on Yvonne's desk as quietly as she could before she flipped the music off and went for the door handle. Only the nighttime chill she felt on the metal doorknob reminded her that she was ass-naked and prevented her from accidentally flashing her best friend. She grabbed the first thing in her room she could find and pushed it down over her head



Christa could feel her sensitive nipples push against the thin fabric of her white blouse. She could only hope Yvonne wouldn't notice. She looked back at the front door. It was still unlocked, but unopened. Christa took a deep breath and turned the doorknob, shame written on her face. She covered her eyes in embarrassment as the door swung open. "S-shit, Yvonne... I-I'm so sorry."



Tired and ragged, her suit all out of sorts and jacket thrown over her shoulder, Yvonne looked more amused than upset. "Sorry for what?" Yvonne laughed.



"I-I t-thought you were going to be out 'til t-t-tomorrow?"



"I was. It's past midnight." Yvonne slipped in and tossed her laptop bag on her bed. Christa's eyes flitted to the vibrator on her desk and Yvonne's face, simultanously hoping she didn't notice anything out of place while giving Yvonne all the guilty glances she needed to try, convict, and execute Christa. Luckily for her, Yvonne wasn't in an attentive mood. Though she had plenty of more obvious ammunition to work with. "Hope I didn't interrupt you." she said sweetly. Christa groaned and covered her face. After a moment, Yvonne seemed to realize that Christa's embarassment was mixed with guilt, and she shook her shoulder reassuringly, which did not help Christa's sensitive nipple problem. "I'm just teasing. It's cool, everyone does it." she said, almost sympathetically. "I should've called to let you know I was comin' back. I'll text ya next time.”



Under ordinary circumstances, Christa would've made a comment on Yvonne's abbreviations and mistakes, but instead she just stuttered, "Uh, um, y-y-yeah... I m-mean..."



"Good night, Christa." Yvonne cooed as she slithered behind her bedroom door and closed it. "Sweet dreams!"



Laying in her bed that night, thrashing about and covered in sweat... 'sweet' wasn't quite the way Christa would've described them.



Darkness swirled around her. Christa had become used to it; comfortable with it, even. She closed her eyes. Like a lover's embrace, she leaned into it, letting her naked body drink in the warmth and supple firmness of the fog. Worlds seemed to pass her by. When she opened her eyes, a familiar phantom was leaning over here, bodies pressed against each other and lips mere inches away. "What's the matter?" The redheaded dream pouted. "Don't you like me anymore?"



"I-..." It wasn't like Christa wasn't turned on. She was. Her heart was slamming against her chest, desperate to feel the redhead's full, round chest press against her, to feel her breath, light and moist, against her neck, to feel her tongue lash around her nipple, to feel the pressure and pull of her mouth as she laid back and moaned... but her mind was elsewhere.



"You've got your eyes on someone else, don't you?"



"Um..." Christa suddenly felt very trapped under the weight of her own imagination. "... n-no..."



"You can't lie to yourself." The phantom hissed. "What's she like? Does she satisfy you more than I do?"



"We-she's-I'm-it's not-..." Christa's mind's eye wandered back to Yvonne, her smooth, dark skin, watching her (innoculously!) take her shirt off from behind, the sway of her hips as she took her belt off... "I mean, there isn't... anything... going on." Christa felt dizzy in that weird way when you realize a dream's a dream but can't do anything about it.



"You haven't even touched her? So you're ignoring me for a fantasy?"



"Well..."



"So in a way, you're unfaithful to both of your fantasies."



"Er..."



The redhead was rough with her now. She pulled one of Christa's nipples between her fingers, causing Christa to cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Nothing but disdain in her eyes for the pathetic creature she loomed over. *** Christa whimpered, but the taller woman only said, "Shut up, you cheating slut."



She shut up.





Chapter 4: Performance Problems



Christina Devoir (Christa to her friends, and aquaintances, and really anything that wasn't an official document) opened the invitation again and held it against her chest in joy. It was for a rally for women's rights, and she'd managed to squirm and beg enough for her speech to be read by someone, however low in the hierarchy. And they liked it! The subject, the tone, and when she came to speak in person, she absolutely killed it in that little office. Christa was nervous – hell, she was always nervous, a little blonde wreck, even – but after taking that speech class and learning how to get up in front of an entire classroom, she felt like she could really do this! Her little heart soared with nervous enthusiasm as she clutched the little piece of paper as she laid on the couch.



Yvonne Teka, her roommate and best friend, on the other hand, was nonplussed. She almost always was. Dark hair, dark skin, and dark humor was her domain. If anything ever surprised her, she greeted it with a stretch of her lanky limbs and a lazy smile. All life, really, was a joke to her. If her skin was caramel, her heart was licorice. "What're you so hyped about?" she said lightheartedly.



Christa positively beamed. "I've been invited to the Annual Rally for Women's Rights!"



"Really? When's that?" Yvonne said half-heartedly.



"Next week. I have a speech to make."



That got Yvonne's attention. She shot up and looked at Christa. "
 You?
 You're making a speech?"



"I'll have you know I actually don't do too bad reading off of a script." Christa said smugly. "It's calming." A thought entered her head. "Y-you wanna come with me?"



"Nah. That shit annoys the hell outta me."



Christa deflated a little. "Okay."



Yvonne looked at her sad little face for a few moments. "Rallies, I mean. Not you speaking." Yvonne chose to press her for information she didn't really care about to move past that kind-of-mistake. "When you gonna speak?"



"About two hours from when I get there."



"And how're you gonna get there without a car?" Christa's sense of frugality had prevented her from getting a car when she lived within walking distance of work, school, and the walking mall.



Christa sat up and said, "I'm c-catching a bus early and then I'm just gonna stay there for the night."



"Hell, I'll drive you both ways if you wanna save on the motel room. No sense in wasting 50$ for a two-hour show."



"It's a three-day event. I was th-thinking about g-going to the second day too."



Yvonne slinked (slunk?) off the couch and righted herself in the most inefficient way possible. "Fuck it. Me driving is still cheaper than a bus and a room."



"I couldn't ask you to do that, it's two hours away."



"Good thing you ain't asking. I'm offering." Yvonne stretched dramatically as she stood and feigned disinterest. "Look, if you'd rather hang out with the freaky bus crowd all the way there, that's your choice-"



"Alright, alright, p-point taken." Inside, it made Christa feel light as a feather that Yvonne was willing to take that inconvenience to help her out. But that's what friends were for – right?



-----



The week seem to fly by for Christa, like a child flipping the pages of a book they couldn't read. Before she knew it, she was on the passenger side of Yvonne's car, settling in a (uncharacteristically) clean seat. All the trash that normally posed a falling hazard on the passenger seat had been moved to the back floor. "Thanks for giving me a ride, Yvonne."



Yvonne slipped her one-size-fits-none army surplus jacket on as she closed the driver-side door. "Yeah, no problem. This way you can't sexile me again when you get home tomorrow."



Christa turned a deep red. She'd never live down screaming in ecstasy coincidentally just as Yvonne came home. "M-maybe if you texted ahead that wouldn't've happened."



Yvonne scoffed as she turned on the car and pulled out of the driveway, only half-focused on the road. "You always bitch about my texting anyway."



"Cuz you text like an old lady!"



"Pfft. I'm just 'with it'."



Christa rolled her eyes. "Yeah, m-maybe ten years ago."



For the most part, the drive was uneventful, the radio's soft (and inconsistent) buzz punctuated only by the banter of Christa and Yvonne. "Y'know, I'm kinda glad I'm driving you out here."



"Glad? Why?"



"Cuz you're always cooped up in the apartment, studying, or working. You need to get out sometimes, live a little! Playing trading card games in the lobby with the rest of the
 nerds
 doesn't count."



"You play too."



Yvonne ignored her. "Fuck someone. Fuck anyone! Meet someone at this convention-rally-whatever. I'm sure there are 'thenthative' men there." A devilish grin crept across Yvonne's face. "Oh, that's why you're going, isn't it?"



"This is exactly the kind of attitude we're trying to stop." Christa said, only half-joking. "You should come with me. You might l-learn something."



"Ain't learnin' nothin' on my day off. 'sides, rights rallies always bore me to hell. Always stating the obvious or the stupid." Yvonne poked her in the arm before shifting gears. "You, on the other hand, need to learn how to get some action, miss 'I want to do everything because I did nothing the first 18 years of my life'."



"And who's gonna teach me? Y-you?" Christa immediately regretted saying that.



Yvonne didn't miss a beat, though. "Nah, I don't do one night stands. Even educational ones. Maybe especially educational ones. I don't need competition." She winked at her. "But really, I'm the best person to take advice from. I know all about the trials and tribulations of romance and/or the horozontal tango."



Christa scrunched her face up and studied Yvonne intensely. "Didn't you just have a break up l-like a month ago?"



"Yeah, that means I got experience."



"Really? Like-"



"Oh shit!" Yvonne swerved right with a suddenness and intensity that bounced Christa off the car door. There was no shortage of yelling and honking horns in response from the drivers around her. "Sorry." Yvonne said apologetically. "That was our exit."



There was something... something funny about that, but Christa couldn't put her finger on what. *** The clock blinked 11:52. If they'd been going the speed limit, it would've been closer to 12:20, but Yvonne's lead foot could not be denied.



When they arrived at the hotel, Christa leaned over the console and said, "Thanks Yvonne!" She gave her a warm, soft hug. "I'll see you later today, r-right?"



"Yep! Just gimme a call and I'll come runnin'. I've got nothing better to do today." Yvonne laughed as Christa left her car. "Break a leg!"



Christa crossed her fingers and smiled. The convention center itself was impressively large, but kind of makeshift. But everyone was nice and made her feel welcome, even though Christa was normally at odds with large crowds. In a back room, she rehearsed aloud, with a full, clear voice. Speaking off a script felt so natural to her. After a few flawless solitary rehearsals, she heard a voice from behind her which made her instinctively startle and almost drop her papers. "Hey, Christa! You're up next."



Suddenly, she felt all the anxiety she thought she'd suppressed fall down on her like a collapsing mine. As she stumbled up to the podium and the mic, she felt the glare of the lights and the stare of the crowd acutely. Her mouth was dry. Drier than she'd ever felt before. Sahara dry. "I, uh... I..." Water. There was a glass of water right there on the podium. Breathe. Breathe.



She felt like a politician flubbing a debate on national TV. 'Let's dispel with the fiction that Christa doesn't know what she's doing. She knows exactly what she's doing. She's fucking up.' She shuffled her speech and realigned them by tapping the papers against the podium. She became acutely aware of how much of that sound the microphone picked up



"... and uh, uh..." Shit, shit, shit! She half-stammered her way through the introduction, but it was to no avail. She was in tears by the end of it. Christa stumbled off stage to the consternation of the organizers, dropped to her hands and knees, and promptly threw up.



-----



First were the tears. Well, first there was the vomit. Then tears. Then apologies, begging forgiveness, explaining she wasn't sick, feeling guilty and sorry for herself, tears again... everyone behind the little stage seemed very understanding about it, but... Christa knew she'd fucked up. She would've said she felt numb, except for the fact that she felt so sore. Curled up on a bench in one of the backrooms, she wrapped her jacket closer around her and struggled to her feet. She had resolved to quietly slip away to avoid the well-meaning questions that would undoubtedly follow once the convention was a little less hectic. ***



One foot in front of the other, Christa trudged to the sidewalk unfocused, like she was in a trance. The cool night air taunted her, an easy autumn breeze chilling her exhausted little body. She sat down on the curb and jumped as she bumped her phone in her pocket. She opened it up and stared at the screen for a long while. Five texts from Yvonne blinked onscreen, all of them unopened and unread.







3:12 >> knock em ded :)



5:30 >> u killed it rite? or r killing it



7:02 >> i can hear u partying from here r u staying or wat



8:10 >> still there? txt me and ill com down



10:42 >> Hey Christa, are you okay? I can come down any time you need me. Please message me back!







The attention to detail in that last text... Christa always bitched about Yvonne's poor grammar when texting. Christa checked the time on her phone: 10:55. Fuck. Lethargically, Christa tapped her phone to navigate to her contacts list, and hit 'call'. The phone rang twice before Yvonne picked up. "Hey!" Yvonne's tone rang with usual familiarity, and unusual concern. "Shit, Christa, you had me worried!" Yvonne paused, and then said in a more even, calm tone. "I mean, I figured you'd be, y'know, out earlier."



Christa felt words she didn't think she had catch in her throat as she heard Yvonne's voice come over the phone. What the hell could she say? What the hell had happened? Christa wasn't even sure she'd come to terms with how collosally she fucked up. So she settled on, "H-hey, Yvonne..."



"Are you alright? You sound..."



"No." Christa said curtly. She tried to hold in all the emotion that welled up within her. "... n-n-no, I'm n-n-n-not alr-r-right! S-s-since when have I been a-a-alright? F-f-fuck, I fucked up, so f-f-f-fucking b-bad!" Christa ground her teeth together and choked down a sob.



"Christa, what happened?"



"I-I d-d-don't f-f-fu-fucking know! I g-g-got up th-th-there and I, I..." An ugly sob crawled out of her throat and sent her spiralling into a series of gasps and hideous croaks in the place of human speech.



"Look, I'm gonna be there in just a moment, alright? Alright? Christa? Christa! Alright?"



After a few seconds, she croaked out a weak, "A-alright..." She was just tired. She was so fucking tired. Christa hit the end call button, stared at the ground, and sobbed.



'Just a moment' meant a two hour drive covered in an hour ten. When Yvonne got there Christina had already cried her eyes dry and red. She just sat on the curb outside of the motel she'd originally planned to stay at, too drained and miserable to shed any more tears. When she saw Yvonne pull up, Christa stood up to walk over to the old beat-up sedan, but Yvonne, who looked like she hardly stopped to get dressed in her black tanktop and pajama pants, was out and on her feet before she could even reach the car door.



Yvonne didn't say anything. The look on her face said everything she needed it to. Concern, fear, empathy... when Yvonne wrapped her arms around Christa, all of her emotions came flooding back again, brought out by knowing that someone she cared cared cared. She had no more tears to shed, but she half-coughed an ugly croak into Yvonne's shoulder anyway.



Yvonne didn't ask how she was, or how she was holding up. She didn't ask what happened. She just held Christa. And in that moment; tired, temples tingling, throat sore, eyes red... that was what she needed. She needed the simple human contact, physical and emotional, that Yvonne so freely offered her. And she was grateful for it. Just barely tall enough to reach Yvonne's shoulder, Christa buried her face in the slightly rough fabric of her tanktop shoulderstrap, cheek pressing against Yvonne's cool, goosebumped skin, and closed her eyes.



It felt like a long time before Christa finally pulled away. She couldn't even look Yvonne in the eyes, staring at her own feet and stuttering, "I-I'm s-s-so s-s-sorry-"



Yvonne tipped her chin back up, refusing to let her stare holes of self-loathing into the sidewalk below. "Nope. Don't be. Just don't." Yvonne smiled a little, visibly trying to comfort Christa. "I said I'd pick ya up. I meant it. Nothing I didn't sign up for, right?" There was a softness in her eyes, a familiar humor, tempered with sympathetic warmth. Yvonne helped her to the passenger side door, step by step. Physically, there was nothing wrong with her, but Christa felt so drained and pathetic and weak that Yvonne's gentle arm around her waist was a godsend. When she hit the seat, she let her head fall back against the cushioning and stared blankly ahead.



What a fucking disaster.



Christa turned her head as Yvonne got back into the driver's seat and turned the car back on. Looking at Yvonne, her eyes on the road, only occasionally glancing back or to the side to regard Christa with worry. Christa sighed. She was so lucky to have a friend like Yvonne. As she sighed, a look of... concern... passed Yvonne's face. "Uh, Christa, I'm here for you and all, but..." Yvonne took one hand from the steering wheel to cover her nose.



"Oh, shit!" Mortified, she dove into her purse and pulled out several sticks of mint gum. "I'm sho shorry." she said as she stuffed them all into her mouth at once.



"'s'alright." Yvonne smiled, amused, but also sympathetic. Inbetween glances at the road, she said, "Y'know, we can stop somewhere if you need to talk, Christa."



"Hell no!" Christa shocked herself with the sudden outburst, and turned away as quickly as she snapped. "I'm... I just wanna get home and collapse in my bed as f-fast as I can. I don't really w-wanna stop."



Yvonne said, soft and concillatory, "Alright, no problem." A few moments of silence, and then, "You wanna go back tomorrow? I don't mind-"



"N-no! Please, God, no. I never want to show my f-face there again."



"I'm not tryin' to pressure ya, but y'know, even if you don't make a speech, it's not like they'd exile you from the audience or whatever it is."



"I... I really just... don't."



"Alright." Yvonne could tell Christa didn't want to talk about it, and she respected that boundary. She stayed quiet.



That made Christa want to talk about it. "It was awful." she muttered unprompted, after about five minutes of silence. "A complete fucking disaster."



"Hey... what was your speech about?"



"... how sexism is a double-edged sword, and injustices against one sex are automatically injustices to the other. B-because we're all individuals, and sexism a-always erases that, even if it 'favors' one side or the other."



"Maybe you could read it to me. I can be your audience."



"No." Christa really just... didn't feel like it. She looked up with a little less lethargy than before. "But... thanks." Yvonne smiled back at her, happy to hear something out of Christa's mouth that wasn't pained and miserable.



Yvonne looked over at Christa for a moment. At least she was smiling a little now. It absolutely broke Yvonne's heart to see her as broken as she was. Yvonne looked out at the road and sighed. This was not how she expected the day to end up. Her best friend (Yvonne paused for a moment when she thought that) went out telling her to get ready to pop champagne and toast her success or community activism or whatever, and she gets a call after hours of radio silence which consists mostly of tears and gasping. She leaned her head back against the headrest ever-so-slightly, eyes lethargically following the curve of the highway as she drove nearly twice the speed she thought she was. She needed a drink...



A scratchy little voice next to her nearly whispered, "You're my superhero, Yvonne."



Yvonne shook the sand from her head and let up on the gas. "Yeah, and my superpower is drivin' a stick shift." She grinned at Christa, who'd kicked off her shoes and curled her legs up onto the seat. Slowly, she slid over the console, resting her head against Yvonne's bare shoulder.



"You're really soft."



"Soft?"



She rested her cheek against Yvonne's shoulder. "Like a hairless puppy."



Yvonne smiled. "That's an image I didn't need."



Christa's head was so heavy and fuzzy... consciousness was pain to her; consciousness was the tingling in her temples and the banging in the back of her head, consciousness was sore limbs and sore eyes, consciousness was the ringing, stinging pain of shame even hours and miles away from her embarassment. She closed her eyes, all-too aware of the pain in her eyelids and tried to blot out all the world.



When Yvonne noticed she'd begun to drift off, she gently nudged Christa back towards her seat so she could shift gears without jostling her head around. Yvonne thought about turning on some music to keep her focused, but decided not to when she looked over at Christa. Let her have her rest.



Pulling up into the parking lot of the apartment complex, Yvonne put the sedan in park and looked over. Still out cold. "Hey," she said softly. "we're home, Christa." She touched her shoulder gently, but Christa didn't even stir. She may as well have been in a coma. Yvonne sighed, got out of the car, and opened the passenger side door. She could've woken her up, but... Yvonne brushed her hand across Christa's hair and smiled, a little absently. Call it pity, call it empathy, call it a weakness for cute girls. It didn't matter. Yvonne struggled a bit to pick her up without jostling her around too much. "C'mon, let's get you to bed."



Fiddling with the keys with Christa in her arms smooshed up against her boobs was probably one of the most awkward things she'd ever had to do. "'vonne...?" Christa's muffled voice vibrated against Yvonne's chest, coming out as a ticklish little buzz against her tanktop.



Yvonne turned the key and tipped the door open with her foot so she could carry Christa in without smashing her head against the doorframe. "Yeah, I'm here."



Yvonne felt Christa's arm put weight on her shoulder as she tried to turn her bleary, red eyes to look at Yvonne's face and not her left breast. "... are you carrying me?" ***



Christa's bed was probably about 90% pillow and 10% mattress. Yvonne had no idea which way was up, what blankets and sheets went where... and knocked over a half empty can of soda on top of the dresser next to the door. "Goddammit, Christa..."



Christa's other arm wrapped around Yvonne's neck and, eyes closed, in a small, guilty voice, she said, "... sorry..." Fuck. She didn't even know what she was sorry for. Yvonne told herself she'd wipe it up after she got Christa to bed. Yvonne collapsed onto the mattress full of pillows along with her little 98 lb bundle of dried tears and exhaustion and laid there for a moment. Then she closed her eyes. Just for a moment.



Just for a moment...



-----



At some point during the night Christa had managed to tangle herself around Yvonne like a vine (even while still remaining covered in pillows).



Yvonne could feel the heat of her skin press against her body



"Hey." Yvonne shook her gently. "Hey, Christa." Christa muttered something and snuggled closer to Yvonne. "Christa? Christa. Christa!"



"... Yvonne?" Her face turned bright red as she realized she was wrapped around Yvonne like ivy. "Oh! Um..." Christa let go of Yvonne and awkwardly shuffled into a kneeling position, surrounded by her pillows.



Yvonne couldn't help but smile at her. "Good morning, sleepyhead." she teased. "You passed out in the car last night."



"Oh! I'm s-sorry." Still kneeling, Christa leaned on her hands in front of her. "About all of it. The l-late call... t-t-the... the..." Where should she begin? Where should she end? Yvonne shook her head.



"Eh, what are friends for? A midnight drive or two keeps me on my toes. We'll just say ya owe me one." Yvonne smiled. The sleep had done wonders; it was good to see Christa back to her normal, anxious self, as opposed to the broken little girl she was when all of her anxieties came true.



Christa smiled back and said, "Maybe you should start a tally."



Yvonne stretched and cracked her sore back. She didn't know how Christa could sleep pillows piled above and below her every night. A firm mattress would've been much more welcome for her. She looked over at Christa, whose face had taken a more melancholy tone as she stared unfocused at the bed. Yvonne gently put her arm around her. "Hey... you okay?"



Christa tensed at first, but leaned into Yvonne after a second's hesitation. She shook her head."I w-wanted to m-make a d-d-difference... but n-now it's all f... fucked. I f-fucked it."



"You think you can't make a difference now? Bullshit, Christa. Even I know that's bullshit." "Christa, you're hella smart and dedicated. You make ten times the difference most people can. Yeah, okay, so you messed up once. It's one time. Everyone messes up."



"It's more than that!" Christa wailed as her grip around Yvonne slid down her body until she was hanging from her hips more than anything. "I t-thought I could g-g-get up there and speak and I couldn't!"



"So you'll knock it dead next time. It's no big deal."



"D-d-do you think t-that I can g-get through my field without having to speak? I'm not an a-archeologist! Sp-speaking..." Her voice dropped, and she spoke with uncharacteristic certainity, but not a hint of confidence. "... speaking was my stupid little dream."



"It's not stupid. And it can still be your dream."



"W-why do you always do this?"



"Do what?" Yvonne was genuinely confused. "Do what?"



"Th-this!"



"Christa, I seriously don't know what you're talking about!"



"Don't... I don't know... encourage me."



"The fuck is that supposed to mean?"



"J-just let me be the f-fuck-up I am."



"Christa... you fucked up. You're not a fuck-up." Yvonne ran a hand through her untied hair, sending it cascading down across her shoulders. She looked kind of... sweet, with her hair down like that. "You can't let this define your whole life, Christa. Failure doesn't matter. Reach for your goals and damn the consequences. If you fail, you fail, so what? Try again, or find some other way. Don't give up. You're too smart to just give up."



They laid on the bed in silence for a while. Yvonne's arm around Christa, and Christa's arms around Yvonne, hooked at her waist. A little scared, discouraged look crossed Christa's face, but it was quickly replaced by determination. Yvonne became aware of just how close their bodies were as Christa's nose brushed up against her cheek, looking up with big, blue eyes. Yvonne didn't draw away. All she did was whisper, in a voice so soft even she could barely hear it, "What're you doin'?" She didn't need an answer, though. Didn't want one either.



"I dunno." Christa's eyes darted up and down her face. "Being brave, I think." Yvonne wasn't pulling back. She didn't seem shocked. She was just... waiting. Christa kissed her. It was soft, but there was no mistaking it for a friendly peck. She was pressed so close to her that Yvonne could feel her little heart beat against her chest like a drum.



This was not part of the plan. This wasn't part of any plan, in fact. Neither of them had given any serious thought to the other... just fleeting, (relatively) innocent fantasies. But with Christa there tucked against her neck, little breaths shallow and quick, hands hooked around her hips; with Yvonne there, arms around her, normally nonchalant face scrunched with concern, dark eyes searching desperately for some hint or hope of lifting Christa's spirits... it was too much. Instinct took the place of discretion. And instinct was not ready to release the reins.



Christa opened her eyes and looked up at Yvonne, hesitant about what she'd just done. "Was that...?" The uncertainity in her eyes was replaced with a sudden determination and eagerness. "Yvonne... you're so beautiful." Her kisses became less chaste, more aggressive, if somewhat clumsy. Rising from her almost laying position to push herself over Yvonne, she fumbled awkwardly with her hands, wrapping them around Yvonne's shoulders and waist. There was a savagery to her that neither of them knew existed before; a deep-seated urge in her to take Yvonne like a tiger takes her prey, to see Yvonne pinned beneath her, writhing in agony, begging for mercy... when there would be none. Christa's chest heaved with every breath as she slipped out of her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse, not letting up on Yvonne for a moment.



Yvonne had some reservations... but eventually, she just said fuck it. They were both fucking adults, right? If her instincts were telling her to ruin this sweet little girl for marriage, who was she to argue with instinct? Yvonne took control, effortlessly and gracefully swapping places with the petite blonde on top of her who had no idea what she was doing. Christa squirmed and squeaked as she tried to wiggle out of her pants without taking her attentions from Yvonne, while Yvonne slipped her pants and top off effortless and almost gracefully, with practiced ease. A voice chirped between ragged gasps of arousal. "Y-Yvonne..." She stopped. Christa was looking up at her with big, concerned blue eyes. Yvonne cusped her face in her hands, but Christa pushed her head into the crook of Yvonne's neck.



"Hey... Christa...?" Yvonne ran a hand through her hair softly, resting it on the back of her head for a few brief seconds of silence as Christa clung to her like her life depended on it. "You okay? We don't have to do anything you don't want..." As sincere as Yvonne was, goddamn did she want to ravish Christa's fragile little body, make her scream, poison her mind with thoughts of Yvonne forever.



"I-I want..." Christa leaned in closer to Yvonne's ear. "I want you to fuck me." Her breathing was fast now, and shallow. Christa laid back, excitement mingling with the uncertainity in her eyes. She bit her lip. "Don't hold back." Her hands ran down the taller girl's hips, settling at her thighs as Yvonne's drooping dark hair curtained their faces from the outside world.



Yvonne grinned confidently and kissed her. "I can do that." she said. The mixture of vulnerability and excitement on her face... fuck, was it hot. The anticipating smile tugging at the corners of her mouth, the warm moist feeling of Christa's breath against her neck, the sound of her short little gasps... Yvonne didn't need to be told twice. With deft fingers (that certainly excited Christa), she undid Christa's bra and pushed against her, kneading her bare breasts and teasing Christa's little pink nipples with her fingers.



Each kiss Yvonne planted against her lips, down her neck, on her sweet little nipples, drove Christa insane. She'd never felt the warm, sensual touch of another woman's lips against her soft, supple skin, never felt a raw, naked body press against her, never felt so at one with another person. Her movements were slow, clumsy, inexperienced, but Yvonne knew just how to match her, to gently guide her with a push of her hips or a patient, leading hand against her back, her waist, intwining the fingers of their free hand together...



It was all too much for Christa. It overwhelmed her. But all she could do was dive deeper into it, abandoning herself in the sensory overload that twisted her conscious mind into knots. She was in control of her body, sure... but she had no control over herself. No agency. The rational part of her mind only woke for brief moments, and then only to act to heighten the pleasure every part of her craved. Christa helplessly rubbed herself against Yvonne's thigh as she sprung up, desperate for another kiss from the domineering young woman above her.



Yvonne slipped her fingers around the top of Christa's panties and softly pulled at them. The feel of the fabric shifting against her pussy was almost unbearable. Her hand occasionally brushed down to stroke up and down the outside of her panties with tantalizing slowness. Yvonne pushed up against her, kissing her neck and nibbling on her ear before whispering, "You getting nice and wet for me?" Christa could only manage an affirmitive hum. Yvonne grinned, confident and purposeful. "Good girl." she cooed. Christa shuddered. Her left hand dove to the sheet and grasped it so hard it almost tore, while her right, paradoxically, loosened its grip, splaying fingers as far as they could go while still in Yvonne's grip. How could two words have that power over her?



Yvonne's fingers slipped down her panties and began... exploring. She realized then, it wasn't the words, but Yvonne who had that power over her. Only Yvonne. Her dark eyes gleaming with lust, but softened with affection, her kisses hungry and sensual, her touch demanding but generous... Christa couldn't keep quiet. She let out a long, weak moan inbetween ragged gasps for air. Rather than releasing her pent-up tension, it amplified it, and encouraged her tormentor.



Slowly, Yvonne started to grind against Christa's thigh, locking eyes with her and displaying her own pleasure with gasps and moans like she was dangling a sweet prize in front of Christa's face. It worked. It worked incredibly. When Yvonne's slender fingers brushed against her clit, it was almost unbearable. When they rubbed across the tip... Christa cried out a high-pitched little squeak. She looked up into Yvonne's eyes with a hint of embarassment. "That was... I was..."



Yvonne didn't miss a beat. She knew how much it sucked cumming before you were nice and built up. "Y'wanna keep going?"



"H-hell yes." Even though her answer was strong, she looked as meek as ever, biting her lip, head almost tucked into her shoulders, head tilted so she could just see Yvonne out of the corner of her eye.



Yvonne was ready to return to the attack. And she was already in position. Yvonne pressed her weight against Christa, two fingers buried inside of Christa, and her other hand relieving some of her burden on top of Christa. When she thrust against her, pushing her fingers deeper inside as she did, Christa cried out – not softly, as before, but loud, uncontrolled. Christa's body pushed back, heedless of her conscious mind, hips begging for more, her sweet snatch slavering all over the bed and Yvonne's fingers. Yvonne thrust again, and got the same reaction. It wasn't surprise that unchained Christa's cries. It was that heady feeling of pleasure that hazed her mind, her eyes, even the nerves in her body. It was the sensory equivalent of a flash of red, quick, but undisputable, drowning out everything else and fading away like a receding tide. Yvonne's skillful fingers stroked her as she built a momentum, driving Christa insane, screaming ever louder with each push of her hips.



Yvonne slowly slid her fingers out of Christa's dripping snatch, one by one, and made a show of tasting her sweetness. It was a self-feeding cycle. The wetter Christa got, the wetter Yvonne resolved to make her before she let her cum. Yvonne was going to touch her spine and burn out her brain. All Christa could do was whimper in sweet agony as she watched Yvonne wrap her smooth, beautiful lips around every finger she'd had inside Christa. "You been quiet, Christa." Yvonne said in a silky, sultry voice. "Don't you want me to keep going?" Yvonne put on a mock pout. "... don't you like it?"



Christa tilted her head, like she wanted to look away from Yvonne's eyes but couldn't. "Y-yes..."



"Then let me hear you say it." she hissed in Christa's ear as she ran a teasing finger along Christa's more... sensitive lips.



"Ah-! Y-yes! I like it!"



A satisfied smile crossed Yvonne's face between sweet, swift kisses planted on Christa's neck. "Is it just alright? How much do you like it? A little?"



"A lot!" Christa's hand pressed on top of Yvonne's. "F-fuck! I n-need it!



"Never say I never did nothin' for ya." Yvonne grinned triumphantly as she stripped Christa and herself of their panties and mounted Christa's thigh. Yvonne could feel her nipples getting hard and played with herself a little, only to be interrupted by Christa's warm, wet mouth enveloping one of them, with Christa's blue eyes, curious and encouraged. Her tongue swirled around Yvonne's brown nipple, Christa relishing its pebblelike firmness. Yvonne let out a little moan and a quiet laugh, like a teacher proud of an exceptionally bright pupil.



Christa's head felt full of sand, ethereal, dreamlike. But she was more aware than she'd ever been in her life. She helplessly wrapped her arms and legs around Yvonne with the next thrust, unable to think beyond the touch of her skin, the feeling of Yvonne inside her, the moistness of her breath, the electricity arcing through her limbs and binding her to her tall, dark sexual mentor.



It didn't take long for her to reach her breaking point. She couldn't even vocalize what was happening to her. She was too far gone. "N-nn-ah!" Her long nails scraped Yvonne's back, hard enough to draw blood. Yvonne didn't care. Not while hearing Christa wail the only thing she could, "Yvonne...!" at the top of her lungs. Christa's eyes unfocused as the first pulse shot up her spine, and her head rolled to one side as her arms dropped back to the bed, unaware of the damage they caused, and her hips weakly bucked against Yvonne's firm hand.



Yvonne guided her head back to look at her and planted a kiss on her lips as she bucked her own hips, each grind against Christa's thigh becoming quicker and longer. Christa couldn't get enough of her, sitting up and almost bumping heads in her eagerness to reciprocate. Yvonne's hands gripped Christa's shoulders anchoring herself to the blonde as she rocked herself on Christa's thigh, before biting her lip and, with a little laugh and a familiar smile, cumming hard all over Christa's leg. When she let go, Christa's drained little frame collapsed onto her back, and Yvonne followed, elbows propping her up just above Christa.



Nestled together, breathing heavy, bodies bare and entwined on the bed, they both basked in the afterglow of their orgasms. Sweat poured down their bodies, piercing like pinpricks as they the cold morning air cooled and condensed them. They shared a look of pure contentment, the kind that springs from when two people come together as one, for the briefest of moments, and speak in a language beyond words.



Christa looked up at the beautiful woman above her in both awe and appreciation. "Yvonne.... I love you."



She drew back and half-laughed before kissing her again. "I know I'm dynamite in bed, but I'm not that good."



So Christa doubled down on it. "I mean it." Yvonne scoffed with an amused kind of scepticism, trying to give her an easy road out of awkwardville. "Yvonne, you've always been there when I need you. I never feel like I have to hide or be ashamed about anything around you. I love talking to you and hanging out and I'm comfortable with you like I am with no one else. I feel alive and light and my heart b-beats..." She bit her lip hesitantly as every burned-out nerve in her brain started to light up and whisper her insecurities to her again. "I-if you're not... if you aren't 'feeling it', or, that's... okay." Christa slid a pillow over her face as her cheeks burned in shame and embarassment. "F-fuck..."



Yvonne went dead quiet and contemplated Christa's line of thinking. Obviously, she'd jumped the gun a bit, but she also had the approximate romantic experience of a nun raised in hermitage. And the mutual, animalistic attraction they shared, that spontaneous degeneration into primal, mindless beasts... fuck, that was amazing. It always was. Christa half-peered out from the pillow to see Yvonne's reaction. Looking into her eyes – God, those deep blue eyes – she couldn't deny that Christa was the cutest thing she'd seen in a long time, and that they'd really touched as friends the past year. And she loved her innocent, nervous enthusiasm in bed. She fucking loved making sweet little angels like Christa cry out for a mercy they didn't want. But was she dating material? Yvonne went over her in her head. She was a innocent little dork, but not so much that she was completely naive. She was smart, bubbly when you caught her alone, fun, she had the cutest smile, Yvonne loved to hear her laugh, make her laugh, loved to just... hang out and be with her, doing whatever...



Yvonne realized that thinking all of that probably meant 'yeah, give it a shot', and also realized that her extended silence was making poor Christa even more anxious than she already was. She gave Christa a soft smile (which terrified Christa even more). "You really want to do this?"



She breathed a cute little sigh of relief – but remained on her guard. "W-well, you already told me you don't do one-night st-stands."



Yvonne pulled Christa against her firmly and hissed in her ear, "You're so cute... I could eat you out."



"... y-you mean up?"



Yvonne laughed. "Lesbian practice session #2 commencing in 3... 2... 1..."









Chapter 5: Midterm Evaluation



The laptop on the coffee table hummed with a loud ringing noise, reminiscient of a phone. Christina Devoir (Christa to just about everyone), a pale, petite little blonde ending her second year of college, who had miraculously managed to drag herself out of bed on a Saturday, groaned from the couch she had sprawled out on. "Yvonne! It's your computer. Make it stop." She took one of the couch cushions as a makeshift pillow and pulled it over her head.



Yvonne Teka, her taller, darker, roommate-turned-SO, dragged her lanky limbs with slow, pained steps, like she was half-filled with sand. Her thick black hair was tied in a sloppy ponytail even though she'd not even woken up enough to put on real clothes. When she sat down in front of Christa on the couch, she squinted at the screen and put her head in her hands. "Fuckin' Maria..."



"You're a-answering?"



"Yeah, it's Maria. What are you so worried about?" Christa wasn't wearing anything but her underwear. Yvonne, as per usual, was in boyshorts and a loose white tanktop, and felt no need to cover herself up any further. Christa, red as could be, scurried off to her room. Yvonne shrugged and hit the 'answer' button on the laptop program. The webcam flashed white and Maria's smiling face appeared on the screen. But before she could so much as say hi, Yvonne said, "What are you doing up so early?"



Maria looked down, as if checking the time, and raised an eyebrow. "It's ten."



Christa finished slipping a shirt over her sleepwear and sat back down next to Yvonne. "Y-yeah. Early!" Christa had a nervous stutter to go with her slight Appalachian accent that she never could quite suppress.



"Ten is nothing. Try six!"



"No thank you." Yvonne stretched her long, toned arms and yawned.



Maria was always an early bird. She sighed. "Up here it's all so hectic... I can hardly sleep." Maria Ishikawa's transfer to a fancy New York uni had separated her from Yvonne, her former roommate who she'd known since she was knee high to a grasshopper, and Christa (who'd she'd not known nearly as long) two short semesters ago. She always kept in contact though.



"Yeah, if you slept you wouldn't be able to party." Yvonne said. Maria acted offended, but she didn't deny it. She looked over at Christa and smiled, and Christa smiled back. It was small, but triggered a more thorough examination from Maria.



Maria's eyes shifted from one to the other, then back again. "What's been going on with you two?"



Maria was looking at Yvonne when she said it, but Christa couldn't shake the feeling that she was the one being interrogated. She shifted nervously, unsure as to whether she should press closer to Yvonne or put some distance between them. Hesitantly, she decided to make herself more distant as to not appear suspicious.



Yvonne was nonplussed. "What're you talkin' about?"



In the sweetest, most faux-innocent voice, Maria turned her head to Christa and said, "So Christa, I didn't know you were gay." Christa yelped and jumped like she'd been stuck with a needle.



"Wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-wha-wh-wh-why-wh-n-n-n-no!"



Maria laughed. "You're no good at lying."



Yvonne looked at Christa with no end of amusement. "She's right, y'know." Christa glared at her, but that didn't stop her from hooking arms and trying to fuse bodies by pressing into her shoulder.



"Be careful, Christa. Yvonne's a real heartbreaker."



Christa turned even redder. "I-is it that obvious? U-us, I mean?"



"When you stare at her when she's not looking and smile with that dreamy look in your eyes? And Yvonne doesn't tease you about it? Yeah, it's obvious." Christa blushed, but Yvonne and Maria just laughed.



In truth, things had changed very little since Christa and Yvonne 'got together'. Christa was anxious (when was she not?) when she walked across campus with Yvonne, holding her hand... but no one gave them so much as a second look. When Yvonne twirled her around one day before she could leave and kissed her goodbye, Christa could feel her face reach temperatures she didn't think possible – but she didn't feel ashamed. It all just felt so... natural, so normal.



It was better than anything she'd ever dreamed of.



Later that morning, after Maria'd signed off her webcam to go to her classes and Christa changed back into the half-dressed sleepy student she was, Yvonne and Christa chilled on the ragged little couch in the rec room, Christa with her laptop (nearly as big as her) resting on top of her, and Yvonne with her new tablet. "Hey," Yvonne said, "y'know, I've never met your parents. How'm I supposed to embarass you by learning childhood stories you never wanted me to hear?"



Christa laughed bitterly. Or nervously? "G-good luck getting them out of their Appalachian shell."



"I guess I'll have to drive up and meet them then. Then your dad can give me the classic interrogation. 'So, what are your plans for my daughter?'"



"Oh G-God.... I don't even want to think about my p-parents even m-m-meeting you!"



"Not LGBTBBQ friendly?"



"Th-they'd stone half of San Francisco if they had the chance."



"I think half of San Fran is usually stoned anyway." On her way to the bathroom Yvonne gave Christa a lascvicious kiss which stunned her for a few moments. Partly because of Yvonne's awful morning breath. "So you're a moral degenerate and I'm the seductress who corrupted their little angel. What could go wrong?"



Christa was keen to change the subject. "What about your parents?"



"My parents? Pfft. They're godless liberal scum. Comes with the doctorate. My grandparents though, they keep trying to set me up with nice Orthodox boys." She laughed before squeezing out too much toothpaste on her toothbrush. "Luckily, there's no Orthodox church around here my grandparents can bug me to go to, so I only have to deal with it when I visit 'em down in DC."



"There's an Orthodox church just down the road, though?"



With a mouth full of foam, Yvonne gurgled, "Not Ethiopian Orthodox. We're Super Special apparently. Cuz, I dunno, we're the blackest around, I guess." Oriental Orthodox churches like Ethiopia's had several doctrinal differences with Eastern Orthodox churches, despite the similar-borderline-synonmous names, but Yvonne didn't really care about any of that shit. She spit into the sink. "I guess there're worse reactions to finding out your granddaughter is a sodomite."



"I thought sodomite referred to doing butt stuff?"



She leaned back through the doorframe, smile perched on her face and eyebrow raised. "Did someone say I don't?"



Christa had only an awkward half-laugh in response to that. After a minute of nothing but the sound of Yvonne desperately trying to brush 20 years of erratic tooth care away, Christa said, "Um... t-that's not happening, r-right? The butt stuff?"



She washed out her mouth and looked back over at Christa. "Right now? No." Yvonne had a predatory look about her, but it turned to disappointed annoyance when she saw Christa blanch. "Jeez, don't look so scared. I'm not gonna surprise you with a foot-long dildo from behind." Yvonne checked herself in the mirror. Sans having almost all of her molars full of metal, her teeth were in pretty good shape anymore. She silently cursed her twelve-year-old self trying to wring every bit out of those last few Halloweens spent trick-or-treating. "But I promise you, the day will come when you
 beg
 me to eat your ass. And I will oblige."



Christa had so many questions. Christa didn't know if she wanted answers. So she changed the subject again. "Have you ever had a dog, Yvonne?"



"Not a big dog fan." she said.



"Not a big dog fan, or not a fan of big dogs?"



"Yes." Yvonne tossed the towel she used to wash her face on the tub's edge, to Christa's annoyance. "Dogs aren't all bad, they're just... not my thing. Dogs are way better when you visit them. Not so much when you live with them. I guess if I had to pick a dog I liked, I'd say a golden lab. But not a big one. I mean, I want it to be a puppy permanently, with big floppy paws and light enough that I don't have to worry about it knocking me down.”



Christa laughed. “No, you don't. You've obviously never had a puppy. The cuteness wears off after you find a hole chewed through your couch or your favorite socks.”



“You had favorite socks?”



Christa didn't realize that was weird until that very moment. "... n-n-n... no..."



"You're a horrible liar. Favorite socks? Really? Were they lucky?"



"Luck is the devil's work."



"Were they a different color than the rest of your socks? Were they pink? I bet they were pink."



"P... purple."



"Oh my God, I've seen you wear those. You still have them?" Yvonne hopped onto the couch, trapping Christa beneath her, Yvonne's long arms cutting off any route of escape.



"... no." she lied. "T-those are... different socks."



"You have tiny feet, but wow! How long've you had them? Five years? Six? Ten? Were they your booty socks in the maternity ward?" Yvonne twisted around so her legs were in the air as she pretended to examine Christa's feet.



"I didn't know you had a foot fetish."



Yvonne wiggled Christa's big toe and waggled her own eyebrows. "Sexy."



"G-gross." Christa laughed.



A pile of envelopes plopped in from the oxidized brass-ish mail slot on their apartment door. Yvonne flipped herself upright and bounded over. "Hey, more kindling for the fire!"



"We don't have a f-fire."



"We should make one. Finally get some use out of all this." Yvonne tossed each envelope, one after the other, with more enthusiasm than accuracy, like ninja stars across the room and in the general vicinity of the wastebasket. "Junk, junk, junk... something for you, junk, junk, bill, which is basically junk."



Christa set her laptop down and sat up attentively. "S-seriously, don't let the internet go out again. I h-hate going to the college library."



Yvonne threw herself back down on the couch as she tore open the letter. "Calm your cute little tits, I've got it under control."



Christa opened the envelope addressed to her by the college and let her eyes run over it with an uncharacteristic nonchalance. Until about two-thirds of the way down the page. "Oh... f-fuck..." Christa seized up, like she was in a state of shock.



"What? What is it?" "Ooh, got them grades in. Let's see what you fucked up in!" Christa offered no resistance as Yvonne snatched the paper to glance over it. A... A... A... A... F. Yvonne had never known Christa to get below a B, much less fail anything. "Really? Bio 101?"



Christa got up unsteadily, vision unfocused. Yvonne followed shortly behind her. "This c-can't be happening... this isn't happening..."



Yvonne scoffed. "Oh, c'mon. You're acting like you got Asian parents or something."



"My p-parents have n-nothing to d-d-d-do with this!" God, Christa could hardly breathe. Her chest expanded and contracted, her ribcage straining to hold in each deep-yet-unsteady breath.



"You really just bombed it? Lame. I thought you had more skillz than that." Hand over her mouth, in an artificially deep and drawn out voice, Yvonne groaned, "Fai-il-u-ure!"



"J-J-Jesus, Yvonne, st-stop it!" Christa shoved her away, a bit roughly.



"Jeez, alright!" Yvonne felt like the whole fucking situation was just so ridiculous. How could Christa take it seriously? Ms. Straight A Student fails one class. It was something to laugh off, not freak out about.



Christa's frantic pacing would've worn a trench through the cheap carpet, if she weighed more than a paperweight. "Jesus... I f-f-f-feel like I'm fr-freaking out.”



"That's because you are." Christa glared at her, but Yvonne chose not to pay any attention to that. "Don't worry. I like my women like I like my dogs: small, blonde, and neurotic.”



“I'm n-not neurotic!” she snapped.



“You're a little neurotic.” Yvonne fixed her with an unamused stare that slowly turned to pity as Yvonne watched how torn and close to tears Christa was over failing a single class. "Look, just retake the class next fall and it'll be like it never happened. Everyone fails a class or two in college. Even miss brilliant double-major."



Christa grabbed her head and squeezed her hair between her fingers. "It's not that s-simple!"



Yvonne was never very patient. She dropped the lighthearted attitude. "Oh, of course. Please, enlighten me, madam professor on how different academia is for you than it is for poor fucking peasants like me." Christa's glare was tempered with pain. "Look, don't get angry at me for failing a fucking simple class that a freshman could do. Jesus Christ, Christa, everything doesn't have to be the end of the fucking world. You always freak out over the littlest things. You wanna know why you failed the class? That right there, I fuckin' guarantee it."



Her breathing was slow and heavy, tears in her eyes, but it was anger written on her face, not sadness. Anger, and pain. She shook her head, eyes fixed on her. She walked, carefully composed, chest heaving but silent, back into her room and calmly shut the door.



She could just barely hear her sobbing through the door.



Yvonne rarely admitted to her mistakes, even to herself. But then, Yvonne knew she fucked up. She fucked up bad, yeah, but... Christa could be so fucking fragile sometimes. She put her head in her hands and blew a little air out her lips. Was it better to wait it out? She considered dipping into her stash, but decided against it. Giggly and relaxed probably wouldn't be a great way to greet Christa once she was done avoiding Yvonne.



She played absentmindedly with the rubik's cube on the table. She never really got anywhere with it. It was just something to finger when she was idle (and Christa wasn't available). After a few minutes, when she could no longer hear her crying, she knocked on Christa's bedroom door. No answer. "Christa?" She knocked again. "Christa, c'mon."



Christa's voice came back like the crack of a whip. "Fuck off!" It actually rattled Yvonne a little. She'd heard her angry before, but there was a sharpness to her tone that Yvonne'd never heard before. Deciding not to press her luck, Yvonne retired to the couch again. She checked her phone constantly, obsessively. Ten minutes? Eleven? Twelve? She had to wait at least an hour for Christa to cool off.



Twenty minutes later, she was standing nose-to-door at Christa's room. There was a deep weight in her stomach, like she'd swallowed a pound of lead. Her hand formed into a fist and unfolded at least half a dozen times before she decided not to knock.



Jesus. It was just a class. If Yvonne wasn't going to apologize, she was going to be goddamn angry. She slammed her ass back onto the couch and sprawled out. If Christa wanted to sulk, she could sulk alone. She picked up the rubik's cube again, for lack of interest in actually doing anything. She fiddled with it without being able to summon the marginal focus she usually needed to twist it around and get the colors lined up 90% right, which was, of course, usually completely wrong.



Yvonne stared at the ceiling. It was such a fucking overreaction. If Christa hadn't gotten so pissy in the first place it all would've been fine. But... that look in Christa's eyes when Yvonne was teasing her... normally, it would be fine, but... she looked so hurt. So fucking hurt. It was like kicking a puppy. Christa trusted her.



Fuck.



She trusted Yvonne to know when to stop. To not add to the chorus of voices in her head telling her she was a failure, was always a failure, would always be a failure. With a long, mournful glance towards Christa's door, she put the cube down and stood up again. Her indecision weighed on her. Yvonne wasn't indecisive. Not normally. And she didn't like being indecisive then.



Her heart broke to know that Christa was really, genuinely angry and hurt... and to know she was the one who caused it. Yvonne leaned her back against the wall for a few more seconds before knocking softly with the back of her hand. "Hey." she said with more uncertainity than she meant. "Can we talk?" Silence. Then, the door clicked softly and creaked open to reveal a sullen and sore-eyed Christa.



Yvonne leaned against the doorframe, trying to think of what to say. What should she say? Sorry? Yvonne, say sorry? Might as well try to make a cat swim.



But... she did regret it.



Christa's glare didn't meet Yvonne's eyes, but was no less powerful for that. Yvonne felt like she didn't even get Christa's anger, just her disgust. There was a sharpness that hadn't left her tone when she said, "What?"



Yvonne mulled over what to say. What the fuck could she say? Unwisely, she decided on: "I didn't mean it seriously." Christa almost exploded. Like she didn't fucking know that? That wasn't the point!



... that wasn't the point...



But Yvonne continued before she could say anything she'd regret. Offhand, rambling, she was at her best. Her most honest. Her most open. "Christa... you're the best. And I'm not just sayin' that. You're ten times the student I am." She grabbed Christa by the shoulders, lump forming in her throat. "You're fucking brilliant, and I never wanna say anything other than that. You're the sweetest person I know. You're fucking great, all around. And don't let anyone else, not me, not you, not any of those losers out there, tell you different.



Fuck that you failed a class. Fuck it. It's not a reflection on you. I know you get jumpy about these kinda things, but it's not. And even though I love teasin' ya, it breaks my fuckin' heart to actually see you hurting." Christa slowly lifted her head and met Yvonne's eyes. The anger wasn't fully extinguished, but it guttered like a candle open to the elements. "Christa, I don't want ya to hurt. And I definitely don't wanna be the one doing the hurting."



Christa looked like she was going to cry all over again. Yvonne inched closer and let Christa tuck her head against her. Christa's arms wrapped around Yvonne and her body sidled up to her's, drinking in the simple human contact and closeness of their bodies. She took a deep breath, and exhaled.



Christa had surprising strength for her small size. Yvonne felt like she was trapped in a slowly tightening vice grip. Yvonne involuntarily coughed, and Christa loosened her death grip. Head tucked just under Yvonne's chin, eyes closed, she felt some fragment of serenity come back to her heart. They stood there like that for... what seemed like ages. Until Christa's tears had dried. At last, Christa said, without moving, buzzing into her chest, “You're l-lucky you're so soft and squishy.”



Voice shaking with emotion, Yvonne tried to respond in kind. “Or you'd never forgive me, right?” That was the closest Yvonne'd ever get to admitting guilt. She felt so... tense. Was this what Christa felt like all the time? Yvonne had made apathy into an art form over the years, learning not to sweat the small stuff, or the big stuff for that matter.
 Que sera, sera.
 But... she felt like she was finally faced with something she didn't want to happen. No, that she was desperate not to happen.



Maria wasn't entirely wrong when she called Yvonne a heartbreaker. She was stubborn, and, to a degree, she was selfish. When things went sour, when personalities clashed and tempers flared, Yvonne wasn't the one left at home sobbing with a tub of ice cream or a bottle of vodka and no company. She was out and on the prowl. Fuck 'em. If anyone didn't want to deal with her, she had no problem not dealing with them. No skin off her back. She didn't give a fuck if she hurt someone if she thought they were the ones who fucked up (and she always did).



But she... didn't want to hurt Christa. Not then, not ever. She didn't care that her anger, in her own mind, was justified. She didn't care that she was in the right. She... just wanted to see Christa... not hurting. She kissed the top of Christa's head as she ran her hands through her short blonde hair.
 "C'mon. I'll make you waffles."



"N-no you won't! You always burn them!" Christa separated herself from Yvonne and looked up at her with amusement in her deep blue eyes piercing through traces of tears. "
 I'll
 make the waffles."



Yvonne didn't see the big deal about having a little crunch in a waffle. Smother it with butter and syrup and no one would even notice. Still, she couldn't deny the sheer fluffiness of Christa's decidedly unburnt waffles. So she didn't put up a fight, even though she was the one trying to comfort Christa.



A little light banter passed between them as they made a terrible mess on the kitchen counter in pursuit of the perfect waffle batter, but the silence that settled as they waited for their wafflemaker to finish the first of their batch was much more important. It was comfortable. Tired. Drained, maybe. But comfortable.



After they'd both arguing over and split the first waffle and poured in the second, Yvonne fixed her with a concerned stare, like she was searching Christa for any hint of what had transpired less than an hour ago. At last she risked, "Hey, Christa... you wanna talk about it?"



Christa, mouth full of syrup and waffle, wiped her mouth with her arm. She knew exactly what Yvonne was asking. And... she didn't feel nearly as worried talking to her about it. At least when she wasn't being an insensitive asshole. "N-not really. You were right. I-it's just one class. And I can retake it to fix my GPA."



Yvonne stirred some coffee in her milk and sugar, trying to figure out how to ask what she wanted to without upsetting Christa again. Eventually she said fuck it; if she fucked up, she'd apolo... apolo... apololo-... "How'd you, of all people, get a bad grade in it? I mean, you're smart as hell Christa. Half the time you don't even need to study for your classes."



Christa laid her head against the fake, glossy wood of their kitchen table and stared absently at the shadow of her reflection in it. "I always felt s-so lo-lost in the labs."



"Hey..." Yvonne put a hand to Christa's cheek and lifted her head back up. "Y'know, I didn't do too bad in Bio." She'd actually taken several bio electives in past semesters for the sake of squeezing her schedule into three days instead of five. "I can help ya next time if you need it."



Christa felt a little guilty. Guilty that she hadn't even considered asking Yvonne. Guilty that she thought she was 'the smart one' of the two. It wasn't a conscious rejection of Yvonne's intellect, it was just an unspoken assumption. She could be so goofy, got mediocre grades, skipped classes... but Yvonne was just as brilliant as Christa. She just had different priorities. "... alright." She sighed heavily and pressed her head against Yvonne. All Christa would've had to done was say something... "I didn't think it'd affect my grade that bad..."



"Christa, Bio is basically nothing but labs. They're all of your grade." The timer for the wafflemaker went off and with lightning speed, Yvonne changed gears before Christa could even think of saying anything. "Dibs! Called it! That's the law."



As she got up to claim her prize, Christa said to her, "Hey, Y-Yvonne?"



"Yeah?"



"S-since we're getting every-everything out in the open n-now... uh, I... can I... I open up about... something bad I did? Something that involved y-you...? It's... it's... um, bad..." She anxiously traced little circles of stray syrup on the table. She was gonna have to clean it anyway... "... but I don't wanna fight again..."



Cheating? So soon? Nah. Yvonne couldn't imagine Christa doing that to her. Christa's heart was bigger than a manatee that got into a tussle with a wasp nest. Her little body had to exist in four dimensions just to be able to hold it inside. Yvonne was fairly certain she could handle just about anything else. "Alright." she said. "Shoot."



"I s-stole your vibrator."



Was that it? Yvonne scoffed and ruffled Christa's hair as she sat back down. "I know."



Christa looked up at her in shock and fear. "W-what?"



"Yeah, I figured it out pretty quick. The morning after, you naughty little minx." Yvonne booped her nose.



"Y-you aren't m-mad?"



"I was annoyed, ya little creep, but I do always tell you to loosen up and enjoy yourself. I figured the loss of one vibrator was a small price to pay in exchange for your sexual awakening." Yvonne winked. "That goes double now that I get to enjoy it personally."



Christa's eyes narrowed. She *knew* she'd seen the vibrator since. "So... you got rid of it?"



Now it was Yvonne's turn to blush. "Uh... well, no, not exactly, y'know. Vibrators ain't cheap. And I cleaned it pretty good. Really good, I mean. Not that I thought you didn't clean it." Yvonne bit her lip, then shrugged and smiled. "Fuck it. We're fucking now, so... no reason to lie. Openness, right? I guess I found it kind of hot. I wasn't into trading fluids or anything," she added quickly, "but y'know... imagining you on your bed, vibrator lodged between those tiny pale legs of your's, mouth open, heavy breathin', eyes unfocused... " There was that look in Yvonne's eyes again. Almost predatory. But this... this was charted territory. Christa enjoyed this. Yvonne took on a severe tone. "Seriously though, don't ever do that again. I mean, to anyone else.
 I don't mind swapping fluids so much anymore."



"It was j-just spur of the moment."



"frn't fu funna frab fra frother fraffle?" Yvonne sprayed bits of breakfast on the table as she spoke. Gross.



"I'll have it later. I'm too full now." Not entirely true. It was more that she was feeling a... different kind of hunger.



Should she tell Yvonne she was thinking of her when she got herself off with the other girl's vibrator? She'd already embarassed herself jumping the love gun. Where was the 'creepy' or 'clingy' line drawn? Eventually, Christa decided her old fantasies were a minor detail when she had the real, flesh and blood Yvonne right in front of her and ready to ravish.



She stood up and turned to the window, stretching nonchalantly. She could feel Yvonne's eyes on her. She never could resist an eyeful of half-naked Christa. Watching her shirt ride up with her arms to show off her panties and a glimpse of the small of her back in the cool morning sun... Yvonne had an appreciation for the finer things in life. One of the finer things being Christa's cute little butt. Christa put her hands on the counter and pretended to yawn and look out the window before casting a sly glance back at Yvonne. She saw the blood rush to her face as she looked up from Christa's snow-white butt and smiled innocently, without a hint of guilt. Christa could almost see the halo above her head.



"T-they say the best way to stop being angry at someone is to d-do something nice for them." She cuddled up to Yvonne.



"Is that why you made me waffles?" Yvonne teased. "I can't believe you ever stay angry at anyone."



There was a weird kind of confidence Christa had when playing the role of the seductress. Maybe it was the pheremones. Maybe it was psychological, some deep evolutionary reptilian part of her brain switching on. Maybe it was just a role she felt comfortable in. But goddamn did she have it. Christa sidled up to Yvonne, pressing her boobs against her back and throwing her arms around her neck. "I never do anything
 this
 nice for anyone else." she whispered in Yvonne's ear.



Yvonne twisted around in her grasp to meet her lips. "Maybe," Yvonne said inbetween kisses "that's just cuz I make you angrier than anyone else."



"You make me happier than anyone else too." Yvonne, quite literally, tasted sweet as Christa's tongue brushed up against her lips and parted them the same way she was about to part Yvonne's legs. Yvonne's soft gasp, with a mixture of anticipation and the heady intoxication of arousal, sealed the deal. "So let's call it even."



They could hardly hold off until they got the ten feet to Yvonne's room. Wandering hands, clashing lips, shed clothes; and then, when the door closed? That's when the real fun started.



Christa loved untying Yvonne's hair. Christa knew she probably let her hair down under other circumstances, but Christa only ever saw her hair down when they were getting intimate. It felt like she was the only one allowed to see Yvonne that way, like Christa was the only one allowed to untie it, to run her fingers through the thick, cascading black hair coalescing just below her jawline, like their little secret. It was amazing how much different Yvonne looked with her hair down. Yvonne normally looked cool and controlled, with her dark and blase smiles mocking the world around her, but with her hair down, she had kind of a raw, primal look. And when she looked up from those locks, eyes no longer bright and alert, but drawn, soft, half-lidded, all their focus on Christa and Christa alone... it burned her up inside.



She kissed her hungrily on the lips, but it was their bodies that truly craved one another. Yvonne pressed her thigh between Christa's legs as she grabbed and anchored her hips to Yvonne's body, resulting in a little yelp and a giggle from the smaller girl. Yvonne smiled. God, she was so fucking cute. Christa closed her sore, tired eyes and drank in the sensation of Yvonne's warm, smooth skin, her scent, the soft sound of her breathing...



It didn't start off great when they first hopped in bed together. Christa was definitely able to keep up with Yvonne's libido, but clumsy hands and stuttered apologies stunted Yvonne's pleasure for the first few weeks as she taught Christa the ins and outs of her body.



It wasn't long before she wished she hadn't.



Christa wasn't a 'giver' in bed. She didn't 'give' Yvonne pleasure. She
 took
 Yvonne's pleasure. She
 took
 Yvonne's low, quiet moans from her. She
 took
 that final moment, looking at Yvonne slowly losing control, feeling her quiver against her thigh, against her hand, at the tip of her tongue. It was agony. It was unbearable. She teased and tanatalized her with paradise only to take it away. And Yvonne fucking loved it.



Not to imply that it was at all one-sided. It's just that Christa was just so much easier to reduce to a quivering, crying mess, legs shaking so hard she couldn't stand, wrapping her arms and legs around Yvonne, clinging to her like the last piece of debris after a shipwreck. Yvonne would have said that it was no fun without a challenge, but that would've been a lie. Christa's sensitive little body was like plucking a harp – just because you knew the sounds it made didn't mean it wasn't beautiful all the same. And Yvonne was a world-class musician.



She always liked sleeping with Christa. There was a warmth, an intimacy, and usually a little cute awkwardness. If you weren't a primal, lustful animal before it started, you sure as hell would be by the time it ended. But when they were both like cats in heat, when all that consumed their minds was the pounding between their thighs? When Yvonne spent all day in a state of sexual frustration and texted Christa 'get ready ;)))' to come home and find her on the bed, holding her legs up, biting her lower lip, already as flooded as Florida? When Yvonne was at the apartment desperately trying to study despite the instinctual urges telling her to get her fucking clothes off and frig herself silly, and Christa would knock instead of just unlocking the door herself? When Yvonne would open the door and Christa would throw herself at her, limbs and lips locking with Yvonne, only barely held off the ground by Yvonne's wavering arms, not weak, but
 made
 weak by Christa?



She always liked sleeping with Christa. But she fucking
 lived
 for those days.



Yvonne ordinarily enjoyed all sorts of props and toys for her horozontal tangos, but Christa craved the warmth and softness of skin against skin. Christa was usually just... Christa in bed. Topping or not. The sideways glances, the little smiles, the nervous stutter... it was fucking adorable. But when she decided she wanted Yvonne to
 scream
 , it was like she was a completely different person. She was always a tease, patient and steady in coaxing orgasm after orgasm out of Yvonne, but when she wanted to... she turned teasing into torture.



Yvonne wanted Christa to bringing her to a screaming, intense orgasm, but Christa never did. Not for lack of ability, or arousal. No, Christa was cruel. Her touch was so soft and sensual, so light that it was almost unnoticeable, until those gliding hands, the restrained touch of her body against her's, those lips brushing against Yvonne's skin, felt like they were everywhere at once, setting her every nerve from head-to-toe on fire. Christa would wait for that. Watch, like a wolf eying her prey. She was quick to pick up on Yvonne's gradually increasing sensitivity in orgasm after orgasm. And she was quick to exploit it. When Yvonne's cool nonchalance faded, when her amusement turned to attentiveness, that was when Christa went for the kill. She'd take her silk-smooth hand, covered with her own juices, up and down Yvonne's lips, with each stroke pushing in a little bit more, a little faster, pushing Yvonne to the breaking point, and then gently, slowly caressing her clit until a long, gentle orgasm bubbled up out of her, switching off every part of her as it spread, piece by piece, until Yvonne knew nothing but empty, dreamlike contentment throughout her whole body.



Laying there, head buzzing, Yvonne knew that wasn't the end. That could never be the end. Not for Christa. She was too cruel for that. Especially now that she knew Yvonne's weaknesses. There would be no escape.



Gentle lips and gentle fingers dragged on for what seemed like hours, painfully stretching a second, a third, a fourth, each one more intense than the last, each one just gentle enough to whet rather than fulfill Yvonne's appetite. After the fifth bubbling orgasm, Yvonne, calm, confident, cool Yvonne, was just a whimpering mess begging for that one final release. Her big, amber eyes pleaded with Christa, like a dog rolling over to submit. "Christa..." Yvonne whined plaintively. "Please..."



"Revenge." Christa whispered. But Christa had no real taste for vengeance. Her revenge was... love. She laid a sweet, almost chaste kiss on Yvonne's lips. And then, at long last, she threw herself into it completely. All pretenses of sensuality and romance gone, replaced by the final, aching, primal lust in both of them. The long, sliding motion of Christa's sex against her's, the look on Christa's face of her slowly losing control, eyes closed, her shaking arms almost unable to support her, her cute little moans...



Yvonne's mind switched off like a city experiencing blackout. First was the explosion, the point of impact, where Christa and her met. It felt like an electrical overload. Sparks flew, vision faded, and a siren's scream pierced the air. Bit by bit the pleasure overwhelmed her, seizing control, wracking her body, and draining her soul until nothing was left but the sweetest surrender, the kind she wanted to go on forever. With Christa's soft lips on her neck, her hand between Yvonne's legs, extending the aftershocks of her orgasm with slow, gentle motions, she felt like it could.



Stars danced in front of her eyes as she struggled to get her breath back, chest heaving, supporting a similarly-exhausted Christa, looking up at her with a mixture of pride and admiration of her own handiwork. When Yvonne could finally move again, she just shifted her head to kiss the little blonde laying on top of her. "You're the best, Christa."



Christa giggled and returned a lazy kiss of her own. "Cuz I make you c-cum the best?"



"You do, but that's not why you're the best. You're sweeter than sugar, shortstack." Yvonne kissed Christa's forehead and let out a contented sigh.



"Sweeter than syrup, you mean." In that moment they were...



... happy.





Chapter 6: Taking The Wheel



Christa was only half-awake. In the pleasant warmth of the summer's sunlight, the petite young blonde basked and stretched. Her short pageboy haircut was splayed all across the dozen pillows that consumed (or made up) her bed. She could almost see her girlfriend, Yvonne Teka, in her mind's eye. Dark-skinned, hair pulled back into a messy ponytail, amber eyes... she was the very picture of athletic beauty.



In fact, it almost felt like she was there with her.



She heard Yvonne's voice, soft, calm, friendly. "Hey."



"Yvonne..." Christa stirred. "Yvonne...!" Her bedroom. Her bed. Her pillows. The noon sun peeking through the blinds. The soft warmth of summer creeping through her pillows. But something was off. A slickness between her legs turned to a slow, sliding lick and elicited a surprised moan from her. "Yvonne?"



"Hey there, sleepyhead." she purred, "I need you to...
 cum
 with me."



Christa was more than willing.



-----



Christa looked at her phone again. She'd ignored the text when it first woke her since she couldn't figure out what Yvonne meant. She put the phone in her jacket pocket as she slipped it over her shirt. "T-that's what you were trying to say? Your text speak is absolute g-gibberish. It's even worse than your typing." With a smirk, Yvonne took out her own phone and began tapping on the screen with her finger. "What are you doing?" A buzz from her pocket a moment later answered that question.
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Christa just glared at her. She used chatspeak like an old lady. Yvonne seemed to deflate a little and she looked away and stretched her arms behind her head in that seemingly nonchalant way she did anytime she wanted to clarify that she really didn't care about whatever was going on at the moment (whether she actually cared or not). "Anyway, point is, I don't wanna drive all ten hours alone. You free to take the wheel and be tortured with me for the weekend?"



Christa smiled ever-so-brightly and nodded eagerly. She could call off work Sunday. "A-always." she said. "So what is it, exactly?"



"A 'cross-cultural exchange'. Fuckin' mandatory. I'll be practicing my
 Trke.
 They want me to do a little dance and jig in person for them. Guess my reputation has made the rounds."



"I've never seen you dance." Christa teased.



"I used to be a big Alizee fan. I have all of her albums. I used to schlick to her."



"Schli-? Oh, gross."



Yvonne laughed. "What, you don't like 15 year-old me exploring her sexuality to a video of sexy French pop stars?" Yvonne tipped Christa's chin up playfully. "I practiced for hours and hours... I'm pretty sure I still got the muscle memory..." She backed away from the clutter of their living room and twisted and turned her hips in the most alluring ways, all while softly repeating the lyrics of some French pop song, wiggling perfectly with the rhythm.







"J'ai pas de probleme



Je fainante



Pas de malaise



Je fainante..."







Yvonne's hair brushed over one eye as she spun around and winked at Christa, moving her body like a wave through steady seas... holy fuck... how had she known Yvonne for over a year and never seen her dance?



After about half a minute of choreography, Yvonne finally noticed Christa gawping at her. "Hey? Hey! Earth to Christa!" She laughed. "What, do you want me to wear a silk leotard and thigh-highs with heels now?"



Oh, hell yes.



She shook the fuzz of fantasy out of her head. "H-how is it that you can move like that and st-still trip over your own feet?"



"You can't walk down the street on rote. There're people and obstacles and shit." Yvonne turned her focus back to her phone. "Speaking of people and obstacles, I gotta get to my 2:00 lab soon."



Sitting on the couch as Yvonne sat in front of her, Christa tied Yvonne's hair back for her. It was such a small gesture, but she loved doing it. It was... calming. Intimate, in a way. She ran a hand through Yvonne's thick black hair. She couldn't help but think about what Yvonne said, about exploring her sexuality. "Um, hey, Yvonne?"



"Yeah?"



"How long did you k... know?"



"Know what? About my lab?"



"You were... you know..." Jesus Christ. She was fucking a woman. Fucking. A. Woman. She'd kissed her in public. She'd screamed Yvonne's name in bed loud enough that they got noise complaints from the landlord. And she still couldn't come out and just say 'gay'? "... like we are?"



Yvonne responded by twisting around in her arms and pinching her cheeks. "Have I ever told you how adorable you are?"



Christa pretended to be unamused as Yvonne stretched her face out. "Yeth."



"Why d'ya wanna know?"



"N-never mind."



"C'mon, I won't laugh. Promise."



"I d-didn't think you were g-g-going to laugh!" At least, not before she brought up the possibility. "I f-feel... kind of... retarded."



"Woah there, watch the R-word." Yvonne said, not even half-seriously.



"I mean it l-l-literally. L-like, slow to develop." Christa mused for a moment."I was resigned to... marrying some nice evangelical g-guy for so much of my life... didn't even know there was any other path in life. And then, a-all of a sudden, I meet you and... it just feels weird for me to have these feelings n-n-now." Realizing what it might sound like, she held up her hands quickly and sputtered, "Not the feelings! The t-timing!"



"Well, now you've got a slightly mean Orthodox girl. So maybe you're still on the righteous path. It's destiny, babe."



That was exactly what she was afraid of. That Yvonne would wiggle out of having a serious conversation with her, as always. "I'm just... scared that this is all so s-sudden... that my f-feelings are f-f-f... less right because they came late."



"Oh, babe..." Yvonne fixed her with a sympathetic look, and for a moment, Christa thought that they might have a real talk about her feelings. "You know you never have to worry about cumming late with me." Yvonne teased. Predictable. So fucking predictable.



Christa huffed and crossed her arms as Yvonne returned to tapping on her smartphone. "You want me to pick up anything on my way back home tonight?" After not recieving an answer for several seconds, she looked over at Christa and her mood dropped like a rock. In a slightly exasperated voice, she said, "C'mon, what did I say?"



"N-nothing."



"There's a lot of something hidden in that nothing."



"Just drop it!" she snapped.



Yvonne sighed, shrugged, and dropped it without another thought.



Poor communication kills.



-----



Christa's suitcase contained one change of clothes and three pillows.



"Why do you need pillows?"



"I get uncomfortable!"



"They do know about the invention of the pillow at the hotel, I guarantee you."



Fuck her. Christa was still tense about the other day. Tense, but not particularly angry. A pillow connected with Yvonne's face, and Christa's lips followed soon thereafter. "Mm..." Yvonne made a deep, throaty moan that drove Christa wild. She couldn't help it, even though she knew the timing was so fucking terrible. "Mm, babe, I know I gotta undress, but you're makin' me want to stay undressed."



"L-let's drive up there naked." Christa teased.



Yvonne slipped into her room and half-closed the door as she said, "Somehow, I don't think that'll go down as well as a suit at the conference-exchange-thing."



"You're wearing a suit?"



"Yeah, I thought I'd at least try to look professional." When she emerged, she hesitantly spread her arms and let them fall to her sides. Christa was struck speechless. With an uncharacteristic sheepishness and a nervous grimace, Yvonne asked, "Is it that bad?"



It wasn't bad. It wasn't bad at all. Yvonne's sleek body framed by a smooth black suit jacket and black slacks... seeing Yvonne unconfident in her appearance - or anything, really - was an unusual sight for Christa. She failed to suppress a smile and said, "If you dress up like this more often, I'm gonna have to undress you more often."



It was like flipping a switch. Yvonne almost immediately perked up. Yvonne raised her eyebrows and smiled. "That good?"



Christa sidled up to her, running her hands up Yvonne's sides, feeling her taut, athletic frame underneath the dress shirt. "B-better."



"Hey, you'll ruffle my shirt!"



"I'll do more than that." Christa purred. She unbuttoned Yvonne's top button with her mouth. She looped her fingers around Yvonne's pants' belt loops and pulled her closer (or more accurately, pulled herself closer). Her leg between Yvonne's firm, athletic thighs, she pulled herself up along her body, running her hands up the taut, white dress shirt to feel Yvonne's tensing muscles beneath.



Yvonne let Christa pull her backwards onto the couch. Resisting Christa when she decided she wanted to play seductress was the hardest thing she'd ever had to do, and she took a course on Wittgenstein. Christa's hand ran through her hair as she hungrily, greedily, even, pushed against her, kissing her lips and neck again and again and again...



Oh, God, and then she made that breathless high-pitched little cry she always did when Yvonne pressed back against her, grinding her thigh between her legs. How was she supposed to fight
 that
 ? She had to act fast. Yvonne knew what time it was, but made a show of looking up at the clock anyway. "Shit, we gotta get going."



Christa groaned. She knew Yvonne was right, but couldn't she have been irresponsible and just... ignored that inconvenient little fact? Just for a little while? Any other occasion she would have. But needs must, and for once, Yvonne was the one to drag Christa away for the sake of pleasureless business.



In the car, Yvonne took the first five hours, dull focus fueled mostly by coffee and a slightly unsteady driver's seat. She hated long drives. Christa, on the other hand, loved road trips. They made her feel so... adventurous. Though she was sure Yvonne was at most amused by her tame sense of adventure. She'd lived a bit of an insular life before going off to college and meeting Ms. Tall, Dark, and Beautiful.



Christa looked over at her as Yvonne watched the road with the approximate interest and attentiveness of a late-night security guard with a hangover. Christa always felt self-conscious in bed with Yvonne. Forget the fact that she was like 5'9 and America's Next Gay Model; Yvonne had tons of experience and the open, easygoing confidence to back it up. Christa, just once, wanted to be the one pushing their boundaries. But it seemed every boundary was new for Christa, and an old hat for Yvonne. Christa sighed softly.



"Maria says she'll gut us like fish if we don't visit her tomorrow."



Christa shot a terrified look Yvonne's way once she realized she had her phone balanced against the steering wheel. "Don't text and drive!"



"C'mon, no one's even here. It's not like I'm gonna crash with fuckin' no one on the road. 'sides, I've got experience." As she finished speaking, Christa's phone buzzed to tell her she got a text.







>> 2 spk the langage of ur people: git gud scrub







"I hate you so much."



"Hate me all you want, shortstack, I know you'll be comin' back for more." Yvonne stuck her tongue out at her. Christa wanted to bite it, to draw her in with pain and blanket her with pleasure. But she restrained herself.



On a long stretch of backroad to avoid tolls, roads as dead as the little mining towns they passed by, Christa got a terrible idea. An awful idea. A dangerous idea. Naturally, she immediately glomped onto it and plotted out how to execute it. "You know, we're on a road trip."



"Just figure that out now?"



"You know what that means?"



"That
 you
 get to drive through Pennsylvania? And Jersey?"



"Going on a road trip means getting road head!"



"Yeah, you're gonna find some ergonomic problems with that. You see, you and me being of the female se-Christa, what the hell are you doing?"



Christa had taken the opportunity to crawl over the console and into Yvonne's lap. "Fixing the ergonomic problems!"



"This is not how road head is supposed to work!"



"That's why I'm fixing it!"



Yvonne giggled. "Oh, shit, Christa, stop, I can hardly see!"



"C-c'mon, shift your seat back! I know you can!" Figuring there was no use arguing with Christa's cute little tits in her face, Yvonne shifted the seat as far back as it'd go. Christa managed to worm her petite form between Yvonne's legs and below the steering wheel, if only barely. "How's this?"



"If I need to hit the brake we're screwed." Her leg only barely reached the gas at an awkward angle and Christa's body filled up the rest of the little recess. She let the car slow to a crawl. "How the hell do you even fit in there?"



"I'm flexible." she purred with pride.



"If we die, it's your fault." But unspoken was a rush, the thrill of anticipation, of the novel, of the unknown.



"L-lift your leg a little." Contorting herself , she stripped Yvonne of her pants. "Ooh, red lingerie? Was someone planning on getting laid tonight?"



Yvonne could feel herself blush. Any other time she would've responded with a joke or a barb, but... there was something about Christa between her legs that stopped her dead in her tracks. Metaphorically speaking, since she couldn't reach the brake still.



"Fuck... it's a good thing you're so tiny."



Christa stuck her tongue out just a little, with a teasing smile. She'd make sure Yvonne had more good things to say about her once she was done with her.



Christa began by kissing the inside of Yvonne's thigh, pressing her own body against the floor to enjoy the gentle rumble of the rickety old car humming through her own body. Christa slipped a hand down her own jeans to rub herself through her panties, shifting to press her thighs around Yvonne's leg. She pushed forward with her nose, enjoying the smell of Yvonne's arousal, extending her tongue to cautiously taste her before running it up and down the slick folds of her dripping snatch. "Oh ff-uck..." Looking in those deep blue eyes between her legs, playful and mischievious, watching her face intently for each and every reaction, drove Yvonne crazy. She bit her lip involuntarily as she looked down at the cute little blonde and took a deep gasp of air.



Her left hand went gently to the top of Christa's head, laying on her hair light as a feather, stroking her hair, resting there as her right squeezed the steering wheel, pressure varying with the peaks and valleys of Yvonne's pleasure. Her mouth opened, her breath coming in short, uncontrolled gasps as Christa happily, teasingly lapped between her legs, deftly exploring Yvonne, tongue running up her hood and swirling around her clit, making Yvonne shudder with each rhythmic rotation, sucking and kissing it to drive her pleasure ever higher. Christa offered a free hand to play with Yvonne's stiff nipples, sensitive and firm even through her bra and shirt.



Christa was sensitive to Yvonne's pleasure, speeding and slowing her pace as suited her. "C-Christa, c-c-c'mon!" Yvonne cried. Christa decided to show mercy. Burying her face in her wholeheartedly, Christa eagerly licked and Her other hand almost involuntarily shot down to Christa's head, desperate for release. For all the tension built up in her body, her hand barely skimmed the surface of Christa's hair. "G-God, God, yes!" Her foot pressed against the gas, her body helpless and uncontrollable in the throes of a soul-shattering orgasm. Fire raged through her limbs, the igniting spark at the tip of Christa's tongue, a wildfire of pleasure numbing her to the outside world and setting her skin aflame to the slightest change in temperature or brush of air.



It almost made her crash the car.



Only half aware, her right hand realit on the steering wheel.



Christa continued to tease her sensitive clit with the (surprisingly nimble) tip of her tongue and nuzzled against Yvonne's inner thigh as she brought herself over the edge with a pleased little gasp and pulsed against Yvonne's leg.



"Okay... okay... I gotta fix my suit." Yvonne pulled over in a suitably abandoned stretch of road and untangled herself and Christa. Half-hopping back into her pants, she cursed quietly at the dusty side of the road soiling her good dress shoes. No regrets, though.



"Don't worry." Christa licked her lips suggestively even though Yvonne's gaze was focused on her suit. "I made sure to clean up your mess." She wrapped her arms around Yvonne from behind, hands settling on her hips and cooing in her ear, "Are you sure you want to fix your suit? I might just decide to wrinkle it again later."



Yvonne turned her head to kiss her. "Fuck, you're so perfect." Yvonne wanted nothing more than to throw the car keys as far away as she could and waste the rest of the weekend in the middle of Nowhere, Pennsylvania fucking Christa's cute little brains out. Fuck cross-cultural exchanges; she had a flexible blonde babe to take care of.



She sank comfortably into the (less rickety) passenger side seat as Christa gently accelerated back onto the road. Her shirt was wrinkled, her pants scrunched, she looked unprofessional as all hell... and she didn't give a fuck. "You just did that to keep me drivin' longer." Yvonne teased. If anything, Christa wiggling between her legs switched them earlier than planned, but facts are inconvenient little things.



"It worked, didn't it?" Christa grinned widely back. "What, n-nothing for me?" she teased



"I couldn't fit in there even if you broke every bone in my body."



A little period of comfortable, contented silence passed. "Hey Christa?"



"Y-yeah?"



"You ain't gotta be worried about comparing yourself to some standard. There's nothing wrong with you. You're great." She laid her hand gently against her cheek. Christa's little heart beat against her chest even faster than it was when she was eating her best/girlfriend out. Yvonne's voice had a soft, sleepy tone, but no less warm and affectionate for that. "100%. I mean it. You're the most wonderful girl in the world just the way you are."



It was such a little thing. It shouldn't've assuaged any of Christa's fears or anxieties. But... it did. Hearing Yvonne say that, so simply, washed away so much of the self-doubt she'd been bottling up. It was no solution to her worries... but it was a comfort. She looked over to see her girlfriend's big amber eyes looking at her with a steady, serene kind of adoration. Christa couldn't help but blush. "Thanks Yvonne." She smiled back at her. God, was she beautiful...



"Anytime." Both of them sat there, content simply in each other's presence. After several seconds, Yvonne at last raised her eyebrows and said softly, "We're gonna crash if you keep tryin' to drown me in those eyes, babe."



Christa reluctantly turned her attention back to the road.



Christa didn't mind driving. For Yvonne, it was a matter of constant attention (attention she usually failed to pay), but for Christa, driving was almost like dreaming. It came naturally and passed almost subconsciously. In the long silence that passed between them the only sound was that of Yvonne's old clunker hummed along the backroads and highways of Pennsylvania. Soon enough, Yvonne's head was tucked against her shoulder and drool was running down her face and onto her good suit. Christa tucked a napkin from the glove department inbetween Yvonne's chin and jacket. She had such a cute way of falling asleep so serenely after sex... normally, in Christa's arms (or arms wrapped around Christa).



Several hours later, Yvonne stirred to wakefulness with the first dips of the evening sun. "Oh, wow. We really burned through Jersey."



"No we didn't. You just f-fell asleep."



"Did I?" Yvonne yawned and stretched her arms. "I was just so warm and comfy..." And coming down off a cozy feeling of post-orgasmic bliss.



Christa pulled into the parking lot of the hotel they'd reserved a room in, shifted the gear into park, and laid her head back against the headrest. "Here we are." She muttered and sighed, tilting her head towards Yvonne to see her beautiful face.



They looked at each other and just smiled.



-----



After a short argument with the hotel clerk over the spelling of 'Devoir', the couple slipped into their assigned hotel room. Yvonne desperately tried to dry four hours of drool off her jacket's shoulder in four minutes. "Ugh. I didn't think this through. I should've changed when we got here..."



Christa felt only a little guilty as she unpacked the pillows she brought, spread them on the bed, and collapsed. After about ten minutes, she heard Yvonne's voice from the bathroom doorframe. "Hey, I'll be back in about two or three hours. 'kay?"



"Nuh-no... I'm comin' too." Christa muttered as she futilely struggled to pick herself up off the pillow explosion she had created. "'m your plus one..."



"C'mon, Christa. It's fine. You didn't sleep the whole way here." Yvonne kissed her and gently stroked her short blonde hair, destroying all desire to move from the bed. "Get some rest, sleepyhead."



"... 'right..."



She spent the next few hours in a fitful and uneven state of half-wakefulness. When Yvonne half-stumbled into their hotel room at 9:00, she found Christa laying in bed, lights off, facing away from the door. Yvonne smiled and closed the door before collapsing in bed beside her, not even bothering to strip or change. Christa tilted her head back a little and smiled before they shared a wordless kiss and Christa shifted to fit comfortably in Yvonne's arms.



Christa felt Yvonne's hand stroke her hair gently for a few seconds before she said, in an unusually soft and restrained voice, "Hey, you haven't told me ya love me since we, y'know, first got tangled together in your bed."



Christa's face burned with embarassment even though Yvonne couldn't see it. "Y-yeah, I uh..." Her voice trailed off. What could she say?



Yvonne waited a few seconds for her to respond before saying, "Still think ya feel that way?"



Christa half-twisted out of Yvonne's grasp to try to look at her as she explained herself. "... y-yeah, I do, but... I mean, you know, you d-don't have to-"



Yvonne kissed her forehead. "<3 u 2 bbg."



In her arms, Christa slept without a care in the world.
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