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Lesbian Sex With My BFF's Bitchy Little Brat


I’m no superhero, but when my bestie calls for help, I’m there for her. It’s the least I can do, even after more than 20 years.
We had a rocky start back in school. I was a bit of a bitch to her in junior high.
Okay, so I was an absolute fucking cunt to Kristy, until she stood up to me on day one of senior year. She made me realize how I was acting, and more importantly, acting out.
I’m just thankful she forgave me for all my shit, and from that point on we’ve been inseparable.
I pull up out front of Kristy’s place, ready for a shit-storm. As I swing my leg over my Bonneville and dismount, there’s a barrage of high-pitched bitching sounds coming from inside the house. They’re so loud I can hear them even through my helmet.
This is gonna be a tough one, but I’m sure I can do it. I’ve never been a mother, and never will be. But Kris’s like a sister to me, and I’ve always felt I was born to be the tough love auntie.
I head up to the front door, letting my biker boots announce me as I stamp my feet on the door mat. With the Kevlar knuckles in my gloves it makes me sound like a dude when I knock hard.
Kristy herself opens up, her face a mask of tension and fear. She’s the same age as me, but since she married James six years ago I swear she’s aged visibly. We’re both 35, but she looks more like 50.
And it’s all because of her bitchy little stepdaughter, Paige. That was her whiny voice I heard raging a moment ago.
“Aubrey,” my bestie says in relief. “Thank goodness.” She turns around to call out to her husband’s daughter. “Paige. Aunt Aubrey’s here.”
“Whoop-de-doo. I’ll get the fuckin’ confetti.”
Kristy flinches and turns back to me. “She’s worse than ever, Aubs. Are you sure you can handle this?”
It’s clear my bestie needs some time away. A week in the Poconos is gonna do her and her husband no end of good. Let them remember what it’s like to be humans, rather than parents or providers.
Back in my late 20s, I did toy with the idea of getting myself knocked up. There was a drive inside me that I didn’t understand or even welcome, and I had plenty of options for sperm donors.
But in the end, Paige is one of the main reasons I decided motherhood isn’t for me. I’m fine being a hard-ass to other people’s kids. Even the ones who’re technically adults. I honestly don’t know if I could be a good disciplinarian to kids who came from within me.
Kristy’s never really been comfortable with confrontation. It’s like that one time she stood up to me took everything she had, and more than anything she just craves harmony. The problem there is that confrontation seems to be the only thing Paige brings to their relationship.
Personally, I’ve always thrived on conflict. It brings out the fire inside me, and it’s just plain fun.
“I’ll be fine, Kris. Where’s James?”
Kristy rolls her eyes. “In the garage, waiting to back the car out.”
“Coward,” I mutter.
“To be fair, he’s had a lot more of her than I have over the years.”
As if we said the girl’s name three times in a mirror, Paige suddenly steps out into the entrance area and glares at me. She’s in tight black jeans and a sleeveless T. Braless, barefoot and with a hairstyle that looks slept in. Weirdly, it just makes her more beautiful than ever.
“I know you old cows are talking about me.”
What strikes me most about the girl is how much she’s matured. Physically, at least. Everything tells me she’s still a spoilt little 5-year-old at heart, despite the fact she’ll be 19 in a few months.
The girl is absolutely stunning, and I have no doubt that’s an enormous part of where her attitude comes from. Not everyone’s equipped to handle being desired by every person they meet.
“Kris, go,” I murmur. “I got this.”
Kristy sighs with relief. She turns to bid her stepdaughter goodbye, but the little dark-haired minx just flips her the bird and walks back into the living room.
My bestie shakes her head and the quiver in her body tells me she’s fighting back tears. I recognize it from junior high, when I was the one making her cry, in pretty much the same ways that Paige does.
I give Kristy a quick hug, and reassure her once more that I can handle this.
“Are you sure, Aubs? You’ve never had kids.”
“That makes us even, then. Right?”
Kristy screws her mouth up as she reluctantly acknowledges that little truth bomb.
“Go,” I say. “Take a break. Get some dick. Whatever.”
She kisses my cheek and then scampers out to the car and her waiting husband.
They back out of the driveway and James burns a little rubber in his haste to get away from his daughter.
I guess I can’t blame him. He’s never struck me as a strong disciplinarian, either. He might have had the best intentions, but Paige clearly worked out early just how to wrap daddy around her little finger.
Now Kristy and James are gone, it’s down to just the two of us. Aubrey versus Paige.
I head through to the living room and dump my gloves, helmet, and riding jacket on the nearest chair. Paige is on the sofa, face down, staring at her cellphone.
“You can fuck off too, Aunt Aubrey. I don’t need a babysitter.” She puts such venom in the word aunt, but all it does is make me smile. This is gonna be a fucking fun week.
“Yeah, and you can stow that shit, you little bitch.”
I’ve done some security work in my time. Though I’m tall for a woman, I’m not all that big. But like I say, conflict is my wheelhouse. I’m used to handling people who aren’t…living their best life. And my heart soars with pleasure when the girl gasps and rolls over to face me. “You can’t talk to me like that.”
I stride over and stand right there, towering over her. Even if she was to get to her feet, she’d still be half a head shorter than me.
“Listen, Princess, your dad and stepmom aren’t worried about you. They’re worried about their house, and the many and varied ways you’re likely to fuck it up while they’re away.”
She scoffs. “And you totally think you can stop me, don’t you?”
“I don’t think it. I know it.”
“Fuckin’ bull dyke.” She tosses that out there like she’s fishing. Or just thinks it’s the worst insult she can throw at a mid-30s single woman.
“You’re wrong about me, honeybun,” I say, in a low murmur. “I’m much more of a lipstick lesbian.”
Paige halts for a moment, her mouth hanging just slightly open. It’s a brief flash of something. An emotion I don’t quite get time to read.
But I’m pretty sure I understand exactly what just happened. Interest, maybe even fascination. Suddenly, I’m wondering if her shitty attitude is less about her parents and more about questioning her own sexuality.
But then, before I can ask any questions, she curls her top lip in a petulant sneer. “Yeah? Figures.”
I bend at the waist and jam my forearm against her throat, pushing her against the backrest of the sofa. Not so hard that I cut off her air, but I definitely have her attention. She even drops her cellphone to the floor.
“You see, my pretty little princess, before this week is through—fuck, before this night is through—you’re gonna be a whole different girl.”
“Fuck you.”
“You’re gonna speak to me with respect, or you’re gonna give up that sweet little pussy to me.” My turn to go fishing.
“What?” Despite how ludicrous my statement was, I can’t help noticing the flash of heat in her eyes. “No way, bitch.”
I press harder, and she winces with pain. “Sorry, honeybun. I misspoke. I said or, when I meant and. You’ll be giving me respect…and pussy.”
Then I stand again, just as quickly, and glare down at her. There’s all kind of pretty color in her cheeks now, and she puts her hand against her throat as if I’d actually hurt her.
“Never gonna happen, Aubrey. Even if I happen to swing that way—and I admit nothing—you’re too old to qualify for this pussy.”
“On your feet, missy.”
“On your bike, dyke.”
I pick her cellphone up off the floor and walk slowly away, stopping when I’m holding the thing just above the fish tank. “You were saying?”
Paige stands immediately, genuine fear in her eyes now. “I hate you.”
“Then we’re off to a great start.” I tuck the phone into the back pocket of my jeans and sit in the nearest chair. “Come over here and take my boots off.”
“Oh, you must be joking.”
“You’d think. But you need this, honeybun.”
“Why the fuck you calling me that?”
I flash a quick wink at her. “Because I plan to show you that you’re so much softer and sweeter than you think you are.”
She rolls her eyes and shakes her head, until I reach down toward that phone again. Then she scurries forward and kneels before me.
“Mm,” I say. “I could definitely get used to this.”
“Ugh. Perve,” she murmurs.
“C’mon. At least say it like you believe it.”
She just glares at me and unzips my boots. A little bit of hard tugging and she has them off me.
“Ah, that’s better. Maybe you should give my feet a rub.”
“Oh, go fuck yourself.”
She starts to stand, turning on the spot. Ready to swan off into her bedroom, no doubt. I lash out and scoop her hair into my hand, and I pull back just hard enough to land the girl on her ass.
“Ow! Hey!”
I scoot forward and reach over her shoulders, taking hold of her beautiful face in one hand. As I squeeze her cheeks between thumb and fingers, I hiss into her ear.
“Enough, Paige. It’s time you stopped acting like such a spoilt brat all the fucking time.”
“Yeah?” She sneers again, even bigger than before. “Make me.”
“Oh, damn, missy,” I hum. “You sure you know what you’re taking on, here?”
“Do your worst, you cow. I can take anything you can dish out.”
I say nothing else. Just make a short little grunting sound. Then I release her gorgeous face and slide that hand down to her throat. Her soft, velvety throat.
One quick little squeeze really gets Paige sitting up straight. She gasps in reaction and I glide my hand down to cup her firm little breast.
My best friend’s stepdaughter jolts like she’s been spanked, and I squeeze her flesh harder. My lips are just a hair’s breadth from her ear, and I’m sure my breath is like a tornado to her.
“Fuckin’ bitch,” she hums, then she licks her lips. When I give her hair a yank, she closes her eyes and moans.
“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet, honeybun.”
Her nipple hardens in my hand, and I can’t resist any longer. I sink my teeth into the side of her neck, and then kiss the spot better. She’s salty and sweet and hot, and already I believe I could get addicted to this tasty little snack.
Paige lifts her hand, and I’m sure she’s gonna try and slap me. Instead she just rests it against the side of my face as she tilts her head and opens herself up to my mouth.
“So?” she says, still petulant but softer. “Is that it?”
“Oh, boy,” I whisper. Then I release her and sit back in the chair. “Turn around.”
Paige does exactly as I say, spinning until she’s kneeling between my parted thighs.
“Open my jeans.”
She raises one eyebrow and curls her lips into a winsome little smile. But she reaches over and unfastens the buttons of my fly.
“Take them off me.”
Her cheeks go deep red as she hauls on the denim, and then she gapes when she realizes I’m commando beneath them.
When I get my feet free of the jeans, I sling my legs up over the armrests of the chair. My waxed bare cunt glistens in the late morning light. Fuck, it practically glows, I’m so fucking hot and wet.
My scent rises to meet us, and it’s clear when Paige notices. She closes her eyes as she draws in a long, ragged breath.
I take hold of her beautiful head again, much more gently this time. And as she gazes up into my eyes, and licks her lips, I guide her home.
She turns her head and kisses my inner thigh, and I catch my breath. She’s just so fucking beautiful, and her lips so hot and slick and soft.
Then Paige gives herself over to me, and I press her luscious mouth into the heart of my pussy.
The girl lets out a high moan as she strokes her tongue through my slicked up lips, and I buck off the chair the moment she glances across my clit.
“Oh, fuck, babycakes,” I growl.
She presses harder and angles her head, driving her sweet tongue deeper inside me as she swabs my cunt with her beautiful silky mouth.
When Paige curls her hands around my shins and pushes my legs up, I feel certain this is not her first time. She moans with desire as she licks at me, harder and fiercer than ever before.
“Fuck, Paige,” I hiss. “Oh, god, you’re good at this.”
She hums against me, and it buzzes my clit like a sex toy. I arch up and bite into my lip as I use my breathing to try and control the climax that’s brewing inside me already.
“You’re such a good girl when you wanna be, babycakes,” I moan.
“Mm. Yes, mistress.”
“Ohhh…touch me.”
Paige punches two fingers into her mouth and pulls them straight out. Then she drives them up inside me, her hand in a pistol shape. I yell with pleasure as she machine-guns in and out of me while she bites into my clit.
She rolls her hand and curls her fingers upward inside me, touching the magic spot that wipes my mind clear of all rational thought.
“You gonna come, mistress?” she asks, the words coming out through her teeth, still digging into my clit.
“Fuck, yeah.”
My climax slams into me like a cannonball, right in my belly. Pressure becomes flames becomes skewers, and finally, ecstasy. It pulses through my veins and I let out a howl that’s all breath as I come like a waterfall against this beautiful young woman’s face.
I gradually come down from my high, falling limp into the chair. Paige licks long trails up the inside of my thigh, then switches and does the other one.
“Fuckin’ hell, honeybun,” I groan. It’s as if she just can’t get enough of me. And I gotta say, the feeling’s pretty mutual.
I find the strength to sit up, and I take Paige’s glistening wet mouth in a deep, ravenous kiss. She makes tiny sobbing noises as I plunder everything she has, and the intensity seems to melt her bones.
She drops onto her tight little ass, and starts falling backward. I spear my hand down into the loose neck of her T and make a fist. I pull on it and she raises her arms to let me strip it off her.
I stand again, once more towering over my bestie’s stepdaughter. Paige stays on her knees as she works her tight jeans open.
As she glides to her feet, I step around behind her and help her work the tight black denim down. Like me, she’s commando beneath them, and as I crouch behind her, I can’t resist kissing each cheek of her incredible young ass.
“Ohhh…”
She steps out of the jeans and I press my tongue to her lower back. I sweep her hair aside as I stand, licking a trail up the length of her spine. Paige’s entire body erupts with goose bumps and it makes her more delicious to me than ever.
I guide her forward, onto the chair I just got out of. When she starts to turn around, I stop her, and get her to climb up on it instead.
She puts a knee on each armrest and hangs onto the back of it, her perfect little ass propped up for me.
“Damn, honeybun,” I say, more of a snarl than a compliment. She sighs in return and I step right in behind her.
Once again, I kiss her tight ass, one side and then the other. The rich musk of her arousal hooks into me at that moment, and I can’t fucking resist her any longer.
I drop to my knees and plow my face between her thighs. Between her cheeks.
The spice of her cunt washes across my tongue and I cry out with the pure bliss of tasting her honey. I roll my head, working her slick lips apart so I can plunge as deep inside her as possible.
“Oh, fuck…mistress…”
I bite into her clit, harder than she did to mine. Paige lets out a little squealing sound which drives me that much more crazy.
When I grip the hot flesh of her ass, she makes a small humming sound, and I release her clit so I can drink up all the goodness of her tender young cunt.
I make long, quick strokes with my tongue, driving up through her sweet slit, getting higher with each pass.
Then I come up onto my feet, and drive two fingers deep inside the fiery heat of this young woman.
She squeezes so tight she rolls my knuckles over each other and I cry out with the most beautiful pain. As I jam my thumb against her clit, I land a crisp, perfect spank on the creamy pale skin of her butt.
Paige freezes for a second and then lets out a long, thick breath of pure pleasure.
“M–more?”
“Absolutely, honeybun.”
As I pump my fingers in and out of this sweet girl’s cunt, I paint her gorgeous ass pink with the palm of my other hand. Both sides, out to her hips, up to her waist, and down her thighs. Nothing crazy, nothing brutal, just a steady, strong rhythm that ripples through the supple flesh of her slender young body.
Her breath races as she closes in on a climax, and finally I relent on the spanking. As I grind my thumb on her pleasure bud, and curl my fingers deep inside her, I bend down and spear my tongue into the heart of her pretty little ass hole.
The instant I make wet contact back there, Paige yelps and tightens around my fingers and I swear all her hair stands on end.
And then throws her head back, whipping her lush mane against her own skin like a hundred thousand tiny floggers. She cries out, a siren of bliss as she pulsates with orgasm.
When she finally eases back down from her peak of pleasure, it’s like every part of her turns to liquid.
I lick the salty sweat from her back as I ease my fingers out of her and guide her onto the chair. She collapses in a heap, not a trace of a sneer on her beautiful mouth.
I stroke the back of my hand over Paige’s pretty cheek.
“So…you gonna be a bitch to me anymore, honeybun?”
“Yes, mistress,” she mutters, and then sucks my fingers clean. She lets them out with a delicious wet popping sound. “If this is the punishment.”
“Fuck…” Hearing the sheer hunger in her voice sends wonderful tingles up and down my spine. “This is just the start, Paige. I’m here all week. And I am one thirsty bitch.” I emphasize that by licking my lips. More of a promise than a threat.
“Ohhh…yeah.”
THE END
Check out the next book in the series! Heck, why not check out the whole series!?
I have even more F/F erotica on my Steph Brothers pen name.  Sign up for my newsletter and keep your finger on my…pulse!
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