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Lesbian Sex With My Precious Protectee



I slow the limo outside the apartment building, and glance at the surrounds. This place is new to me and I like to get a quick feel before I let my girl out.

My passenger and protectee, Candace, goes to open her door but I stop her with a quick little hiss.

"What's the matter, Keeks?”

“I’ve told you; when we're working, I'm Akiko...Candy-pants." I let my mouth curl into a tiny smile, though I'm certain she can only see my eyes in the rear view mirror.

She rolls her own eyes back at me—eyes of the prettiest cornflower blue you could imagine—but takes her hand away from the door. My instincts have saved her perfect round ass a dozen times or more so far.

The fact she defers to me in moments like this is a big part of why we work so well together. The woman is almost 40, with all the life experience and confidence that comes with it. Yet she listens, and she respects my judgment, despite my youth.

I step out of the driver's seat and scan the area. Nothing looks out of place but I have a dark feeling. I've learned quickly to trust those feelings.

Still, Candace has her appointment to keep, and the company has an extreme dislike to its ladies turning up late. So, I open the door and hold out my hand to her. She grips it, and I notice she’s trimmed her nails much shorter than usual.

I do my best not to ogle my friend's long, luscious legs as she swings them out.

I know, it's a classic fuckup. I'm her driver, her bodyguard and I’d like to think I’m her good friend, despite being so much younger. I'm not even a lesbian. But here I am, practically slavering over her.

In fact, I'm so lost in Candy's generous curves, barely squeezed into her emerald satin dress, that I almost miss the danger I'd sensed before.

Two unsavory guys step out of the shadows, coming straight toward us. Their movements are all languid and cocky, like they're just coming over to say hello. But even in the street lighting, I see the menace in their eyes.

Asshole number one speaks. "You're looking fine as fuck tonight, ladies.”

He uses the plural but his focus is singular. Candace is the sun, and I'm the moon. She's all glorious, radiant color, and I'm the cold mirror image that people only ever see because of the light she shines on me.

Besides, I'm only in my standard tight black uniform, that shows off everything I have. Which is to say, very little at all.

It's part of my arsenal of weapons, that I'm skinny, flat-chested and barely five feet tall. Nobody expects anything dangerous from me. The little Japanese girl with the demure bearing and neutral expression.

The fact I’m only 22, and look 16, only adds to my air of complete disposability. Even so, I step in front of Candace, and both guys stop. Neither looks at me.

"So, can we buy you a drink?" That was asshole number two, who hasn't taken his cold eyes off Candy's tits for a moment so far. "Both of you," he adds, flicking his eyes down at me as he throws me a bone.

"You may not," I say, keeping my tone conversational. "We have somewhere to be.”

"Yeah, ya do," says the first guy. "Right here." And of course, he pumps his hands, blade-style, down at his crotch.

"I will now officially ask you lads to step back and move along. Do you acknowledge I've asked that?”

“Whatever."

Candace sighs behind me. "Please, guys. You really don't want—”

"Don't tell us what the fuck we want.”

Asshole number one reaches out for Candace, extending his arm past my head. As though I'm not there. As though I'm worth none of his time or consideration.

Since time is what we're short on, I slip the four inch blade out of my inside pocket and bring it up beneath the guy's chin. Sharp side down, since this is just a warning. He freezes, his eyes bugging, as he glances at his friend.

"Fuck," says the other guy. "Where'd that come from?”

“I would think you’d worry more about where it might end up. It’s time to back off, boy.”

Asshole number one puts both hands in the air and steps back. "All right, all right. Don't get your panties in a bunch. We're just joking.”

"Of course you are. My sides are splitting.”

They saunter away like it was their own idea, both glancing back over their shoulders. I barely have any reaction to them. It's not like they're a genuine threat, after all.

"You're the greatest, Keeks.”

"Just doing my job, Candy-pants.”

“You’re the best I’ve ever had, though.”

I allow myself a long, slow blink. I know what she means, but it’s fun to think of other ways she could have me.

“I’ve talked to Max about getting you a raise, Keeks. Or at least a bonus. He still says he can’t."

"I don't need any of that." My bonus is to spend so much time with this woman. I see her soul, her heart, her wit. Everyone else only sees her body. “Well, have fun up there.”

This is the hardest part for me. Saying a temporary goodbye to the woman I've fallen for, knowing she's heading up to be fucked by some random guy. But seeing the glow in her face when she comes back down almost makes it worthwhile.

"Please," she says with a slight tremble in her voice. "Would you come up? It doesn't really feel safe.”

"Of course, honey." I lock the car and lead the way to the building entrance. "This must be a new client. A first timer.”

"Why do you say that?”

"I've never brought you here before.”

She chuckles. "Of course you'd know that. You remember everything, don't you, Keeks?”

More than she could know. Every trip, every outfit. Even before I fell for her, I kept parts of her in my head, and in my heart.

We ride the elevator up in silence. Candace seems nervous, and I wonder if she's lost trust in me. In my skills.

"I'm sure it'll be fine," I say.

"First times are always a little scary," she murmurs.

We step out when the elevator stops, and she takes the lead, walking us up to an apartment door. She pulls out the card and unlocks the place.

"Okay," I say. "You'll be fine from here, right?”

"Please?" she says, her eyes wide and glistening, as she holds the door open for me. "I'll feel better if you join me. At least until my heart settles.”

I raise an eyebrow, but head inside. This is a breach of standard protocol, if nothing else, but my job is not just to keep Candace safe while she’s working. It’s also to make her feel safe.

When I'm inside, I scan the place for dangers. And for a man. After all, she's supposed to be meeting a new client.

Except, when I look closer, I see framed pictures of Candace. With an older couple who must surely be her parents. With a dude who is likely her brother.

The clunk of the door closing makes me jump, and I spin to face my friend. "Is this...your place?”

She nods as she walks toward me.

"You're taking clients into your home, now?”

"Not clients," she says, stopping right before me. My face is just about level with her magnificent tits and it takes all my willpower to keep looking her in the eyes. "Just lovers.”

“Um...what?"

"And here you are, Keeks. In my apartment. So, you know what that means, right?”

Every client, every trip, I’m the one in charge. In control. All the time. I say jump, she says...well, she says nothing, and just jumps.

Now, in under a second, the whole dynamic between us has shifted.

When she touches her fingertips to the sides of my neck, it's me who jumps. All my senses, all my reflexes, they're muffled by the desire I feel for this woman.

I'm so used to keeping my mind focused on potential dangers, that I barely know what to do now. We've gone far outside my comfort zone.

But when Candace leans down and presses her full, luscious mouth against mine, it's clear we've moved right into hers. She tightens her lips over mine, almost like a little hug. I swear she's reading me. Letting me either set the pace, or call a halt.

She stands upright again, her gorgeous mouth curled into a tiny smile that looks like hope.

Thing is, she smells so damn good, and she looks even better. The silky feel of her kiss is still on my lips, and I touch my fingers to my mouth as if to hold the sensation there forever.

My protectee strokes her fingers through my hair and raises her eyebrows. "Or...have I misread the situation here?”

I pause for a few seconds while I try to channel my confidence. The absolute certainty I always have when I'm faced with a threat. And this might not actually be dangerous, but my heart pounds as through I’m in peril.

"Keeks? Have I?”

I tentatively slip my hands onto Candy's generous hips as I gaze up into her sky-blue eyes. "You have not.”

She lets out a long, slow sigh, closing her eyes as she smiles. "Oh, thank fuck. Because there’s a bonus I want to give you.”

My curvaceous friend turns slowly on the spot, her hips rolling against my hands. When her back is to me, she pulls her hair up and glances over her shoulder at me. It's the single sexiest moment of my entire fucking life.

"Undo me?”

It feels as though I’m the one who’s coming undone. I work her zipper down, and she's blissfully bare beneath the dress. I part the garment slowly, like I'm spreading her open. Armor comes in many forms.

The long, creamy expanse of her back shines out in the warm light of her apartment, and I make a tiny moaning sound as I study every inch of her skin.

Candace takes over and pulls the dress down past the enticing width of her hips. She's gone commando as well, and the plump heaven of her rounded ass holds my attention like nothing else ever has.

My body is perfect for what I do. Jiujitsu, parkour, rock-climbing. Okay, not perfect. If I could be a foot taller, it'd help a ton. But with my barely-there breasts, and my washboard abs, and my schoolboy hips, I'm efficiency personified. I'm basically just a tool, or a weapon.

I'm the path of least resistance.

I guess you could say Candace is a whole other kind of weapon. She has all those incredible curves, and softness, and she can subdue a man from 100 paces. Plus she could smother them with her bountiful flesh and they'd die happy. She's the irresistible force.

When she's completely naked, she turns to face me. I watch her breasts swell as she breathes, and I ache to touch her. All the skills I've learned for combat have made me precise. I know exactly where to strike to cause maximum pain.

The same applies to pleasure, though I’ve only practiced on myself so far.

"Keeks? Let me see you?”

Most times, I have no shame about my body. It is what it is, and even at the unisex gym I go to, I have no problem nuding up in front of strangers.

This is different, though. At the gym, I’m unsheathing a weapon. Here, now, with Candace…I’m baring my soul.

"Akiko? Please?” She’s on the verge of begging. “Don’t hide from me any longer?”

Only at this moment do I realize hiding is exactly what I’ve always done. Developed the skills to push people away—both literally and metaphorically. Made myself dangerous. Dressed to suppress my femininity. Put up a façade.

Armor comes in many forms.

I start by unzipping my top, stripping it away and dropping it to the floor. My nipples scream my arousal to the world. To Candace, at least, but right now she is my world.

Moments later, I’m as naked as she is, and trembling despite the warmth of the night.

"Well," Candace says in a smoky hum. "Aren't you just fucking adorable.”

She comes forward and wraps me in her warmth. Suddenly she's the protector and I'm the protectee. With the soft flesh of her body pressed to mine I feel practically swaddled.

I soften immediately and put my arms around her as well. She cradles my head, and I rest against the majesty of her full breasts.

Every moment I’ve ever spent with Candace, until right now, I’ve had to be on. Working. Aware and focused and ready to kick ass.

Held in her arms, pressed to her soft body, all tension leaves me. And for the first time since we met, I soften as well.

Candace tilts my head back and gazes into my eyes. She comes down and skims her lips across mine, as if searching for a safe place to land. I tighten my arms around her back and capture her mouth, letting her know every part of me is safe. But only to her.

She opens and draws my tongue inside, stroking my back with her short, smooth fingernails. Lower and lower she moves them, as I drink in the wonder of her.

Candace grips my tiny ass and lifts me from the floor. I embrace her with my legs as well as my arms, and she moans with pleasure against my hungry mouth.

She pulls free of me for a moment, and I swoop on her throat, caressing her skin with open mouth kisses. She’s salty and sweet and perfect.

“Keeks…” She carries me easily through to her room, and drops me gently onto her bed.

Once again I’m confronted with her outrageous femininity. The bounty of her ample breasts, the swell of her belly, the abundant width of her hips.

I lose my breath for a moment as I stroke the backs of my fingers over her cheeks, and she smiles down at me. Even her face has a fertile roundness that I can only ever admire and never achieve. I’m all angles and she’s all curves.

“My god, you’re beautiful, Akiko.”

Before I let my insecurities out, I take hold of her head and pull her into another kiss. This one deeper and wider than the ocean. And she rolls over me like the tide, the soft waves of her gorgeous body pressing me down into the bed.

I press her breasts together, as she grinds her bare pussy against mine. I curl my legs around her ass and take her sweet pink nipple into my mouth.

Candace hums with pleasure, then eases herself lower. She glides her lips down to my throat, and I gasp when her breath washes over my nipple.

The instant she takes my stiff bud into her mouth I jolt as though I’ve taken a hit. Though my instinct is to defend, to protect myself, I make no move. Candace caresses my flesh and carves her way deeper inside my heart.

She trails her tongue down over my belly, and I sit up to watch her. She traces the hard bumps of my abs, and makes a playful circuit of my belly button.

Before I’m ready, she has her face buried in my short, trimmed bush, and takes a deep breath.

“Mm,” she says. “Perfect.”

Candace strokes her hands along the insides of my thighs. When she reaches my knees, she pushes, guiding my legs wider apart.

“At last,” she whispers, so close to me that her breath tickles my lips. And then she completes me.

Candace strokes the wet heat of her tongue up my slit, and pauses at the top, still pressed to me. I gaze down into those heavenly blue eyes as my breathing stops. She glides her thumbs onto my outer lips and she parts them slowly.

She holds me in her gaze as she runs the tip of her agile tongue around my clit.

“Fuck…” My voice is a ghost of its usual self.

Candace savors my taste a moment, then gives me a knowing smile. “I’ve never heard you swear before, Keeks.”

It’s true. I rarely use any kind of bad language. Even in moments of danger I find people respond much better to politeness and calm, even if it’s forced.

“You’re a terrible influence, Candy-pants.”

“Oh, really?” she says, and her smile turns evil. “Would a bad influence do this?”

And she drives her perfect mouth into the wet heart of my cunt, delving deep inside me with her tongue.

I scoop her thick, beautiful hair into my fist and hold it at the top of her head, while I buck my hips at her. She makes high little moaning sounds that quickly become ravenous snarls, and she presses her hands to my belly to hold me in place.

For maybe the first time in my adult life, I actually relent. I give over control, and I let this woman pleasure me.

She drives two fingers inside me as she hauls on my clit. There’s not an inch of my body that’s not keyed up and sparkling.

And suddenly, there on the end of her spectacular tongue, in the heat of her perfect mouth, I become whole.

My climax hits me, first in the belly and then everywhere else. It thuds through me like electrocution, and I ride every powerful pulse.

Candace kisses her way up my body, as she eases her magical fingers out of me. She sucks my essence from them, and I pull them out so I can drive them into my own mouth.

Then she kisses me, and I drink down the heady mix of her and me. She puts her arms around me and rolls onto her back.

“What about you, Candy-pants? Don’t you want…anything?”

She presses her finger to my lips. “Shh. Maybe later.”

I cling to her, letting the soft fullness of her flesh cradle me. Her breathing slows, and I fall even deeper in love with her at that moment.

And as I drift toward slumber myself, I bask in the warmth, in the glorious, radiant color she shines on me.

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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