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Letting My Husband’s Sexy Ex Stay The Night


My husband Blake is one of those intensely annoying men. You know the ones? Those guys who stay on incredibly good terms with all their exes.

I’ve known a few guys who could at least carry on conversations with old girlfriends, so long as enough time has passed, but my boy Blake? He takes the cake.

And the hardest thing is, I’ve met a few of his exes myself…and they’re all lovely. I can’t even hate on them, no matter how hard I try. And even though I know what it makes me sound like, I do try.

Or did, at least. We don’t run into many of them anymore. All of that’s about to change, though. Somehow, he’s talked me into letting one of them come and stay with us for a few days.

Of course, I put up a fight. There’s something that feels completely unnatural about the whole situation.

But in the end, I couldn’t come up with a single good reason not to let Colette sleep here a couple nights. At least, nothing that wouldn’t make me look insecure and maybe a little—or more likely a lot—bitchy.

Blake’s never given me any reason to suspect him of cheating. He’s never shown any signs of harboring romantic feelings for his old girlfriends, either.

It’s just that Colette isn’t like all his other old girlfriends.

She’s the one he proposed to first. A year before I even met him, he asked this woman to be his wife. But she turned him down, and then ran away to Paris for the last six years. Probably because she was so embarrassed at making such a poor choice, and passing up on having this man as her husband.

Your loss, bitch, I say to myself, and then wince at my own petty behavior. Let’s face it, petty is probably a step or two up from how I’ve been acting.

See, I’ve spoken to Colette on the phone a couple times in the last few weeks and it turns out she’s really, really, fucking annoyingly awesome. She’s thankful, and charming, and funny. Not nearly enough of a bitch for me to hate on her even a tiny bit.

Now she’s decided to move back here to Cali, and needs a bed. Just for a day or two. A week, tops. And I’ve run out of time and chances to block it from happening.

By now, Blake will have already picked her up at LAX, and the two of them will just about be here. I’m sweating bullets that I won’t handle it.

The sound of the garage door opening has me jumping off the sofa in shock. I head for the mirror for a last minute check, but then abort that mission part way through.

I have nothing to prove here. He’s my husband. He chose me.

Only…

Only he chose her, first. And she said no.

They come into the house together, laughing like the best and oldest of friends. Maybe there is a chance I can hate her, after all.

And then I see her, and that chance seems even more likely. My fucking god, she is ravishing. With her burnt honey hair flowing in waves down past her shoulders, and her full lips and soft, doe eyes, and her utterly perfect complexion.

This woman’s been flying for umpteen hours, with plane changes and airline food, and she’s positively radiant. How the fuck am I supposed to be civil to her, now?

Then she spies me, and her gorgeous face lights up.

“Oh my. You must be Ariel.”

I’m only halfway through answering before she skips forward and snares me in her arms, hugging me like we’re also the best and oldest of friends.

My husband stands there with his goofy grin radiating. “Oh, this is so sweet. My two best girls, getting along like a house on fire.”

If he could read my mind, he might lose that smile.

Fuck it. She even smells incredible. No wonder Blake wanted to marry her. Jesus, I’ve known her ten seconds and I want to marry her.

No, wait. I hate her. Right? But if that’s true, then why are my arms around her, and my hands pressing into her back.

Damn…if hugging was an Olympic sport, this woman would be the team captain.

“I’m so grateful to you, Ariel. To open your home to me like this is…just beyond generous. And I promise not to outstay my welcome.”

Her skin and her hair and her perfume all conspire to tie up my tongue. I manage a terse no problem, and finally work my way out of the woman’s tractor beam of charm.

“Uh…so, can I show you to your room?” I hate how mousy my voice sounds, but I’m just so filled with tension. And I don’t really know why, other than a deep insecurity that I have no reason to feel.

Of course, insecurity is, in a way, the opposite of reason.

“Sure. That’d be awesome.”

“Hon?” I say to Blake. “Why don’t you make us some coffee?”

“No problem.”

Even the fact he doesn’t ask Colette how she takes it feels like a spit in the face. I really need to get a fucking lid on this or I’m gonna be insane by the end of the week.

I take one of Colette’s bags and lead her up the hallway and into the guest bedroom. She pauses at the doorway and gazes around.

“Wow, this is lovely.”

She’s so damn positive, and grateful, and fucking polite. God, can’t she give me anything to work with, here? I’ll settle for a zit on her forehead.

Then she pushes the door closed, and a change comes across her face. And I think finally I’m about to see the real Colette. Is she gonna insult me, or my house? Confess that she’s only here to win Blake back?

Colette drops her bag and comes over, sitting at the end of the bed.

“So, Ariel…I wanted to clear the air.”

“Oh?”

“I know this can’t be easy for you. I’m not sure how much you know about my history with Blake?”

“As far as I know, all of it. All his side, at least.”

“Which is?”

I bite into my lip as I consider saying nothing. In the end, though, I weaken. “Well, that he asked you to marry him. You said no and then ran away.”

“Hm.”

“That’s not it?”

Colette rolls her head and stretches out her back. “Well, the events are right. The order of them is right. I’m not so sure about the word choices, but there’s context to everything.”

She lies back on the bed, her gorgeous body dancing sweetly beneath her clothing. Her breasts sway hypnotically, almost like ocean waves, and apparently unencumbered by anything as boring as a brassiere.

I honestly don’t know how my husband is going to keep his hands off this woman while she’s here. Hell, I’m having dirty thoughts about her, and I’m not even wired that way.

“Let’s see,” she says, bringing me back to the conversation. “He proposed, all right. But by the time he did, I’d already been…well, having doubts. About myself. Plus I was already committed to going to Paris.”

A blush colors her soft cheeks.

“Really? He didn’t tell me that.”

“He never knew. I was too much of a pussy to tell him at the time, since I knew he couldn’t come with me. And I don’t think I’ve told him, since.”

“Oh.” Then I pluck up the courage to ask the question that’s been gnawing at me. “So, why, after all this time, did you come back?”

Her face closes down for a moment. “I…met someone while I was there. Alex. And it was great, until…until it stopped being great. And so I moved out. But I couldn’t really look at anything in Paris without it sparking a shared memory. So unfortunately, the most beautiful city I’ve ever seen was suddenly ruined for me.”

She sits up and unfurls that killer smile again. “I’m so glad Blake found his soul mate with you, though. He deserves it.”

None of my wifey-senses are even close to tingling. If she’s somehow playing me, then she’s the best I’ve ever seen.

“Um…thank you.”

“Blake told me you were beautiful, inside and out, Ariel. I don’t think I was prepared for how beautiful.”

A flush of heat courses through my cheeks and I thank her, even as I break eye contact.

Blake knocks on the door and calls out that the coffee’s made, so we head out to the living room.

Over the course of an hour or so, the conversation between us flows so easily, it actually unnerves me a little. Coffee becomes wine, and we talk even longer. A lot of mentions of that Alex guy, which seem to hit Colette like little darts, even though she’s the one who keeps bringing him up.

By the time night rolls around, we’ve finished two bottles, and I swear this woman is a lifelong friend.

My husband drains the last of his wine and then looks at his watch. “Well, shit. We’re terrible hosts. Colette, you must be exhausted, and here we are, keeping you up.”

“It’s fine, Shake ’n’ Blake. My body clock’s still on Paris time.”

“Still…you should probably start getting back used to Cali time.”

He stands and helps Colette to her feet, then does the same for me. Our guest comes forward and hugs us both, once again thanking us.

She heads off to the spare room and I can’t stop myself staring at her ass as she goes. It’s an awesome ass.

Shit. Maybe I’m a little drunker than I realized. I snuggle in against Blake and we head to our room. As we strip off, I can’t help but admire my husband’s beautiful body. I really am a damn lucky woman.

We get into bed and I expect to drift straight off to sleep. But I’m just a little too wired.

“Okay, hon,” I say. “You were right. She’s amazing.”

“Told you.”

“That guy in Paris must be an idiot,” I say to Blake.

“What guy?”

I roll onto my side and gaze at my goofy husband. “Alex.”

“Oh, my poor, sweet, innocent little wifey.”

“Your what now?”

He sits up and rocks his goofiest grin. “Alex. Short for Alexandra.”

“Oh.” The wine buzz gradually clears and realization hits me even harder. “Oh!”

“Why do you think I got over the whole rejected proposal thing so easily?” He gives me a little nudge with his elbow. “Plus, it’s pretty fucking hot, huh?”

I roll my eyes at his schoolboy humor, but inside I can’t stop agreeing with him.

After that, as hard as I try, I can’t get anywhere near sleep. I keep picturing Colette. Naked and aroused. In a tangle of limbs with Alexandra. At least, Alexandra as I picture her from my imagination.

Only, the more I picture it, the hotter it becomes. And in next to no time, the imaginary Alex has evaporated, only to be replaced by me.

With my eyes closed, all I can see is Colette, with her beautiful mouth on my body, in all kinds of interesting places.

What the fuck is happening to me?

As soon as Blake’s breathing grows deeper, I slide out of bed. I tell myself I’m just going to the kitchen to get a glass of water. I think I even believe that myself for a moment.

But as I pass the guest bedroom, with its door slightly ajar, I hear Colette.

At first, I think she might be crying about Alex. But then I realize she’s a long, long way from tears. She’s moaning with pleasure, and gushing sharp breaths through clenched teeth.

Oh, god. I can’t help myself. I creep up to the door and peek inside. There’s a well of untapped lust building inside me, and it’s all from this gorgeous woman.

I’m not even surprised to see she’s completely naked on her bed. She’s so fucking beautiful it hits me like a sauna. With one hand grinding at her hairless pussy, and the other squeezing her perfect breast, she’s an absolute vision.

“Mm…oh, fuck, yes Ariel…”

Oh, Jesus. She didn’t just say my name. Right? No fucking way.

Only she says it again. And again. And then there are no words. Just a long, strangled moan as she reaches climax.

My pussy’s completely buzzing with arousal, and I know I should be running away. Back to my husband. I should wake him up with a BJ and ride him until dawn. That’s what good wives do, right? They don’t go busting in on naked women and fucking their brains out.

So why the hell am I pushing the door open and walking slowly over to the bed?

Colette doesn’t even jump. Doesn’t register any surprise when she sees me. She just holds out her arms and that tractor beam hits me again.

I strip off my nightgown, and I crawl onto the bed and into her arms. This is the moment where I should be wracked with guilt. Instead of admiring her rack.

Colette links her hands around the back of my neck and pulls me gently down. I land on her lips, a sweet, soft pillow of flesh that welcomes me like a long-lost twin.

She opens her mouth and draws my tongue inside, dancing hers around it. The room rings with soft little whimpers, and I can’t tell which of them are mine and which are hers.

Colette strokes her hands down to my shoulders. Her kiss turns hard and she rolls me onto my back, driving her perfect, naked body down between my thighs.

Oh, god. Everything about this is so, so wrong. And I never want it to stop. The skill of her hands, her mouth, even her knees, is unlike anything I’ve experienced.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she hums, and she licks my throat. Slowly, she makes her way lower, kissing at my breasts as she pushes them together.

Colette takes one nipple into her mouth and teases it, then switches to the other. I grip the bed sheets and hold on for dear life.

“I’m so glad you came to me tonight,” she murmurs, as she strokes her tongue over my bare belly. When she takes her next breath, she pauses and closes her eyes. “God, you smell good.”

There’s no more tease left in her. She simply drops between my widespread thighs and clamps her beautiful mouth over my cunt.

I arch my back like I’m being kidnapped by angels. This woman works my clit like a fucking genius, and it’s all I can do to stop from screaming. And it’s not just that she uses the right amount of pressure, and suction, and even spaces out her pauses just so.

It’s the sheer wanton hunger in her eyes, and the ferocious lashing of her tongue. Not even Blake has been able to eat me quite this well.

I’m ridiculously close to coming, already, but Colette shows no signs of slowing down.

“You taste like heaven,” she murmurs, her voice all thick and sticky with lust. Every stroke of her magical tongue takes me that little bit higher. Moves me that little bit farther away from who I thought I was.

And when my climax hits, I swear it’s going to blow the roof off the house. I’m so open, so vulnerable. My legs all splayed, my pussy wet and open, with my husband’s ex-girlfriend devouring the fuck out of me.

Huge throbbing waves of release gush through my blood, and I take Colette’s lush hair in my fists and pull her against me, as hard as I possibly can.

Finally, the waves of bliss ebb, and I release my grip on her.

I hear a slight noise over by the door and suddenly it’s panic flying through me.

My husband stands there with his goofy grin radiating. “Oh, this is so sweet. My two best girls, getting along like a house on fire.”

Colette kisses my inner thigh, then winks at my husband. “Next time, we might even include you, Shake ’n’ Blake.”

“Oh, yeah,” I say. I don’t know what this all means for us. Any of us. Colette was only supposed to stay with us for a few nights, after all.

But after this, the only thing I’m sure of now is that there’s no way this woman could possibly outstay her welcome.


Saved By The Belle


I close the front door and lean back on it. What a fucking disaster. Why did I agree to go on a date with Rodney at all? Let alone on a Tuesday.

Now I’m home, I just want to go on a cleanse. Somehow shed the slimy feeling I got from that man and his far too busy hands. My tits might never recover.

The only cleanse that ever works for me is Madeline. My roommate, and my best friend…with the most amazing benefits. I just have to hope she’s not too tired from work.

When I get to her bedroom door I swear under my breath. Mads is not only asleep on her side, but she’s still wearing her business suit. Jacket and slacks. Not even a pencil skirt so I could slide my hand up inside and maybe tease her awake with my fingers.

The suit’s tight enough I can make out her sweet curves, which only feels more like a tease than a promise. The cool wool caresses her luscious thighs and thick ass like a lover should. Like I want to.

The jacket’s bunched up and makes her shoulders seem a little wider, exaggerating the delicious inward curve of her waist.

Even if a quick, cleansing fuck is out of the question, it’s not so bad. In the end, all I want is to be with her. Close to her. Breathe in the sweetness of her skin and the warmth of her body. Fill myself with her instead of Rodney.

So, I climb on the bed behind her and just snuggle in close. My hand on her hip, and then my head on her shoulder.

I squeeze her flesh, just lightly, and nuzzle her arm. The suit’s a little prickly against my face, but that’s a small price to pay for the warmth of her body.

A moment later, Madeline draws a deeper breath and makes that sweet little humming sound she does when she wakes.

I can’t resist sneaking my lips past the thick collar of her jacket, and through the silky strands of her black hair, just so I can kiss the back of her neck. Mads lets out a high little moan and bends her head forward, opening herself up to my mouth.

“Naughty,” she says, her voice a rasping hum that only makes me want her more. “What happened with Rodney?”

“It was horrible. And we won’t say any more about it.”

I slide my hand forward and cup her chin, drawing her head around to face me. Her eyes soften as her lips curl into that perfect, juicy smile.

“Just what do you think you’re doing, Jen?”

“What I always want to do when I’m this close to you.”

“Slut.”

“Here. Oh, sorry…thought it was a roll call.”

Mads rolls toward me, lying flat on the bed. Even in that crazy restrictive jacket, seemingly designed to remove her femininity, her breasts swell as she breathes.

I work my hand down the front of it, opening the buttons with ease, as Mads leans forward to take my mouth in a soft, searching kiss.

When I slip my fingers through the gaps in her blouse and stroke the silky skin of her belly, our kiss grows even wilder. Louder. Lips smacking and tongues dancing as we drink deeply from each other.

“God,” she hums against my lips. “You’re so fucking naughty.”

“Mm.” I don’t want to stop kissing her, not even long enough to say a single word. Instead, I come up above her and drive my tongue deep inside her pretty mouth. The way I want to drive it into her cunt. As soon as possible.

Mads curls her hands into the shoulder straps of my flimsy top and hauls me down, mashing my tits against hers as I glide my knee up between her thighs.

When I bump against her pussy, she gasps with pleasure, even though my jeans and her slacks are annoyingly real between us. I’m not sure yet if she’s wearing panties. It’s never a given with this sexy siren.

She has so little skin showing that every place I touched her is more of a frustration than a release. It’s all fabric, no flesh. I’ve never needed to feel her more than I do right now.

As I work her jacket all the way open and push it flat to the bed, she kisses my cheek, and my neck, and bites into my ear. One thing I can always count on with this beauty is that she’ll want me like I want her. Every fucking time.

She’s still fully clothed, but my hunger is more like addiction. I fall hard on her chest and bite into her nipple, through her blouse and bra, sinking my teeth in so hard she whimpers with delight and pain.

“Oh, god, Jen…”

I reach down and haul her blouse out of her slacks. Jesus fucking Christ I need her naked, ten minutes ago. The instant I touch her taut, silken belly with my short-nailed fingers, she bucks like I’ve slapped her, and she takes my long, dark hair in her hands.

Mads hauls me down again, driving her sweet tongue inside my mouth as she sings a long note of pure desire into my soul. I slide my hand down around her waist and pierce her suit pants at the back, desperate to get a proper handful of her thick, juicy ass.

In pure frustration I take her blouse in both my fists and lose my fucking mind, tearing it open and sending buttons flying like bullets. They haven’t even hit the floor before my face hits her belly. I kiss her velvet skin and trace the fancy piercing in her navel with my lips and tongue.

Mads tightens her grip on my hair as I explore every inch of her creamy stomach, and I slide my hands up to hold her full, shapely breasts.

Every time I squeeze her flesh, she pulls my hair, and we moan together in harmony. I lick a meandering path upward, between her tits and on to her throat.

I roll my hips to grind my knee into her cunt, as I hover a fraction of an inch above her face. Mads kinks her head, bringing her lips up to meet mine and sliding her sweet tongue inside me once again.

The ravenous beast inside me takes over, and I paw at the cup of her bra and yank it down, baring her perfect pink nipple to me.

Mads slides her hands down my back to the bare skin of my hips, in the gap where my short, tight tank top doesn’t quite reach my low-rider jeans.

The first touch makes my neck tingle. When she slides higher, and digs her nails in, she just about sends me crazy.

I come up off her pretty mouth and gaze at her lips for a second, all swollen and pink from the hunger of my kisses. Then I narrow my eyes and fall on her breast, taking that hot bud into my mouth and sucking like my life depends on it.

Mads arches beneath me, pressing her flesh against my face. I cup the side of her full breast and push inward, stroking her soft skin as I make it come up to meet me. Every lick, every suck, every sharp little bite, brings another sweet cry from my bestie’s beautiful mouth. She laces her fingers around the back of my neck and pulls down, as if begging me never to stop.

I haul down the other side of her bra and take that nipple in my mouth, pinching the other between my fingers. I lick every inch of her big, beautiful chest, drinking the salt from her skin as she wraps her legs around my waist and pulls my full weight down on top of her.

For a few moments I writhe on top of her, grinding the bone of my hip in between her thighs. Her whimpers become snarls as she grows more and more desperate.

Mads grabs my shoulders and pushes me up. “Please, babe?” she moans as she grips the bottom of my tank top and pulls it up.

I haul the thing up over my head, baring my braless chest to her. She sits up and engulfs my nipple in the rich, fiery heat of her mouth, suckling for a moment before biting into my stiff flesh as hard as she can. Exactly how she knows I love it.

I hold her close for a few seconds, letting the sweet blissful agony fill me, before I shove her flat again and dive on her tits. Push them together until I can just about take both nipples into my mouth at once. When I sit up to admire her glistening tips, she grasps my hair and pulls me down into a ferocious kiss. Her mouth wide open, her tongue lashing like a snake as she explores me.

We turn into a hot, wet mess as our kiss grows deeper and wilder. She laps at my cheeks and I suck on her chin. She bites into my lips and I grasp her sweet throat.

And I swear she’s sucking my fucking soul out through my tonsils. Fuck, this is exactly what I needed when I arrived home.

I glide lower again, licking her tits, and her belly, taking her navel piercing between my teeth and pulling up lightly as I fumble with her suit pants.

Mads bunts my hands out of the way and works the button and zipper open, and then removes her bra as I curl my fingers into the top of her lacy panties.

I pull them down to her knees, baring my bestie’s perfect, hairless pussy to me. A rich wash of her spicy scent comes up and hooks into my senses, and without a moment’s thought I simply land on her, slicking her mound with my open mouth as I pull her panties lower.

When I glide my tongue down onto her slit, Mads purrs like a kitten. I mash my mouth against her delicious cunt, sucking on her lips, and stroking my tongue between them.

“Holy fuck, Jen…you’re so fucking good…”

I pepper her mound with kisses as I grip her slacks. I need them all the fucking way off her. As I pull them down, she hauls me up and kisses me again, drinking her own arousal off my lips and tongue.

She grips my tits and mashes them against my ribs as she suckles at my tongue. I keep fumbling with her pants until finally I have them off her.

Madeline trails her soft fingers over my body, from shoulders to waist, back to front. Squeezing and stroking and pinching as she kisses me like the world is fucking ending.

She licks her way down my throat and hauls my nipple into the sweet heat of her mouth again. I arch backward and thrust forward as she traces my bud with her magical tongue.

Finally, I can wait no longer, and I shove her flat on her back. I take the front of her sinful black panties in a tight fist and tear them straight from her delicious, thick body.

I kiss her belly, I lick her thighs, and I slide my hands beneath her luscious ass. And as I lift her off the bed, I drive my tongue home in her delicious pussy.

If there was some way to bottle the sounds my bestie makes when I tongue-fuck her, I’d be fucking rich. It’s not just moaning. It’s singing, and barking and wailing. It’s clean words made to sound dirty, and dirty words made to sound positively filthy.

Madeline pumps her hips up and down, as I drink in the rich honey of her juices. I trace her lips, inside and out, with the tip of my tongue, as I press my thumb to her cute little back door.

She pulls her knees upward and opens herself to me, and I squeeze her inner thighs hard enough to bruise. All while I plow her perfect cunt with my mouth.

I snake my hand up the side of her body as I drink deeply from her pussy. When I meet Madeline’s hand, she threads her fingers through mine and we hold on to each other for a moment.

“Christ, Jen. I’m so close to coming.”

I release her hand and take my mouth off her pussy. I want her to come, of course. And I want to come, too. But not yet. Not while this feeds my soul and my ego so fucking well.

I kiss my way up her luscious body, until our mouths meet again. She licks my lips like I licked her cunt, and pushes against me, forcing me to sit up.

A moment later she has my jeans open, and then they’re off me. My panties follow a second later. And finally, we’re naked together. Every inch, every part of our bodies open and bare.

“Mm,” she says, a shortened little grunt to get my attention. “Come up over me.”

“Oh, yeah.”

I swing my leg over her prone body, straddling her beautiful face. When I lower myself, she moans with delight and plants her mouth in the rich, heated heart of my slit.

I arch my back and roll my hips, painting my best friend’s face with my arousal as I reach down and drive two fingers up inside her.

When she bites down on my clit, it takes away all my strength, and I topple forward, landing with my face between her pretty thighs again.

I lap away at her, soaking up the sweetness of her cream as she strokes her tongue through my slit. She kisses my inner thighs, and bites into my ass, all the while moaning with pleasure and calling me the dirtiest names.

My climax is rising, so close to the surface. That’s something Mads can always do. Get me off in fucking no time at all. But luckily, it’s mutual.

This time, when I take her little pleasure bud between my teeth, I don’t relent. I bite into her clit as she drives two fingers inside me, and I swear the orgasm fairy must have visited us both at the same moment.

Madeline cries out like a banshee, singing her orgasm into the heart of my pussy. I wail like a siren, with my mouth clamped over her sweet, hot cunt.

We roll, and we writhe, and we buck as enormous climaxes punch through both of us. I kiss her sweet pussy, from side to side, and top to bottom, and then roll off onto my back.

“Wow,” Mads whispers. “If this is the payoff, I’m gonna have to organize you some more horrible dates.”


Coming Across


The insistent pulse of San Fran massages at my body as I walk down Howard Street. The beat of electronic music blends with the noise of human voices and slow traffic. I adjust my boots and shake my head, letting my blonde curls puff up with air. Tonight feels rich with destiny.

My stupid job stole the day from me. This night will be mine.

Oh, hell. And so will she.

The tall, slender cutie totters through the milling Saturday night crowd on stilt-like heels, a slender figure who practically glows against the backdrop of bland, staggering humanity.

Despite the frown mashing her brow and the stream of sour nothings hissing from her lips, she’s sexy as hell. Fuck, maybe it’s the heat of her anger that makes her so gorgeous.

Her perky tits ride sweetly on her crossed arms. Her toned thighs drip like syrup from the swishing frivolity that some might call a skirt.

And there’s no doubt in my mind she identifies as straight. It’s like she’s custom-built to tempt me, and hell yeah, she will be mine.

In those ridiculous heels she’s as tall as me, but much slighter. Still, she shoulders past me like I’m wet paper, her dark blonde hair softly whipping my face. Her scent ambushes me, the candy sweetness of it telling me she’s closer to 20 than 30.

I dive into her wake as she slaloms through the perverts and drunks-to-be. God, her legs are fucking perfect. Thanks once again to those shoes she has the gait of a wounded deer in a minefield, and I just want to scoop her up and take her home. Purely for her protection, of course.

Her stuttering footsteps weave left toward the rank of taxis and my belly tightens. It’d be an unmitigated disaster to lose her so soon, but I can tell she’s too angry to share a cab with anyone—not even a girl as sweet, wholesome and horny as me.

She opens the door of the nearest beat-up wreck of a taxi, but then pauses and scans around her. It’s as if she’s suddenly realized there’s a world of fun to be had, and she wrinkles her cute as fuck little nose and slams the cab door.

My dirty-blonde cutie resumes her tottering journey, apparently oblivious to the leering and salivating of the dick-toting ape-men around her.

Don’t get me wrong. I don’t hate men at all. Get any one man on his own and he can be your best friend. A loyal confidante and an unswerving ally. I have a couple of guy friends like that.

It’s only when they rove around in ragged packs of anonymity like this that they become troublesome to me. Mobile tanks of testosterone. Me got dick. You want?

I shake away the bad attitude just in time to see my girl disappear into the nearest club. It’s the kind of place I’d never choose for myself, now I’m just on the dark side of 30, but I’ll make the sacrifice for a girl that pretty.

God help me, I have the worst weakness for super-straight girls. The straighter the better, and I can’t imagine anyone straighter than her.

I edge up to the door of the place. She’s been in there all of 40 seconds, but looking the way she does, that’s plenty long enough to get a vodka and lime.

And also some sleazeball right up in her business. An older guy, maybe 45, whose lank hair is the only thing longer than his face. I can’t see him clearly but I can tell he’d have corn kernel teeth and pest control breath.

The one good thing about Saturday night men is how manageable they can be, as long as you know how to deal with them. The club’s doorman, for example, has what I call a predictable response to my smile and cleavage, almost breaking the sound barrier in his haste to make room for me to pass.

I hear my girl saying something to Mr Greasy about her partner turning up soon. His reply is gruesomely physical, all chest and shoulders and balls. How’s it possible that he can’t see the arch of her body away from his? Her intense desire to escape him without leaving the protection of her chair? It’s definitely time for me to step in.

“Hey! Back off, butt–face. She’s with me.”

I swoop down on the surprised girl and wrapped her in a hug that, on my part, is completely genuine. It’s only been minutes since I first saw her, but like I say, I’m a hopeless case. I crush quickly and ferociously.

She stiffens but responds automatically, putting her arms around my back. I squirrel my mouth up against her ear.

“For this to work, I have to kiss you.”

She makes the most adorable little oh sound and glides back, opening herself up to me.

As I plant my mouth on hers I expect nothing, but she seems to understand completely. She even puts her hand on the side of my neck and suddenly I’m crushing on her harder than ever.

There’s a grunt of combined titillation and disappointment from the sleazy greasy man.

“Shit. How come all the hot chicks these days are fucking gay?”

I give him a go-away gesture. “Because you’re the alternative.”

The guy slinks away to reclaim his patch of wall and eye off whatever else comes in. Shit, he’s probably giving every woman he sees a score out of ten, like he’s the sole arbiter of taste. Or some sex god who’s simply waiting for a girl worthy of him.

I give the guy a glare that hopefully conveys the pure essence of fuck right off, then sit next to my little mystery girl.

“Oh, my, thank you. I hate those scenes.” She clutches onto my arm, just playing her part, but it sends fingers of desire through my body.

“No problem. I hope it didn’t freak you out. It’s just, in my experience, going dyke is the quickest and easiest way to get rid of ’em. They don’t mind, because they can store it up in the spank banks for when they go home alone.”

She’s just taken a long sip of her drink, and my comment obviously tickled her funny bone. I recoil slightly as her nose sprays vodka and lime all over the bar.

“Of course,” I say. “If kissing girls doesn’t drive away the losers, you can always try that little number.”

“Thanks. I’ve been practicing at home to get that perfect mix of vodka and snot.”

I grab a couple of napkins and toss them onto the mess. “Guess I owe you a drink. Barkeep!”

“Oh, no, that’s not necessary.”

I ignore her feeble protest and ordered her a vodka and lime, and myself a straight bourbon. It’s still early so they arrived in seconds.

She looks nervously at her new drink, like I’ve somehow spiked it. “I told myself I’d only stay for one.”

“Well, this’ll be your first. Unless you’re planning on sucking those napkins.”

“Oh, totally.”

She’s such a girl. I love that in a girl. I mean, sometimes, like in major beauty pageants, you get those über-femmes who claim to be tomboys because they once climbed a tree without crapping their panties, or they stayed awake for an entire half of football.

There’as none of that with this girl. She’s all makeup and heels, hair and fashion. Lips, hips and tits.

The anger that rippled through her out on the street seems to have faded, and it’s as if she’s woken from a trance. I examine her in flashes as her gaze wanders around the place.

Her huge brown eyes radiate warmth, and there’s a natural tan to her skin. Her cute little nose looks like it might once have been broken, giving it just a tiny deviation near the middle.

Her mouth is wide and her lips full, her teeth are white and perfect except for one crooked one, just left of centre in the bottom row.

There’s no one feature on her face that’s quite model-immaculate, and that’s what makes her so delicious. She’s the perfect, sunny sum of all those tiny eccentric parts.

I let my eyes wander over the rest of her. Long, slender arms and legs that look powder soft to the touch. There’s every chance I’ll never find out, of course. She’s the kind of girl who’ll either never come across, or who’ll make me work so damn hard for it that I’ll practically burst the moment she touches her mouth to my skin.

Then again, every time she catches my eye she flashes me her knockout smile. I suppose it’s because we played a joke and shared a secret.

I realize it’s not just her eyes that radiate warmth. It’s her entire being. But I need to get a handle on her before I try to get my hands on her.

“So, young lady…what brings you out alone like this? Dressed like that?”

Her eyes roll theatrically. “Oh, my stupid boyfriend. He got, like, this big promotion at work and now he’s never around. We were supposed to be having dinner tonight but of course he’s working back.”

“Overtime on a Saturday?”

She hums her confirmation through a mouthful of straw and I soak up the view of her throat as she swallows. I fire off a quick shrug and continue. “Well, you know how guys love that shit.”

“What…stuff…is that?”

Her reluctance to swear piques my interest even more. She’s suddenly become just a tiny bit more corruptible.

“Well, I probably shouldn’t throw stones, I only got off work an hour ago myself. But I mean the whole I’m indispensable, the company will dissolve into a puddle of molten paper clips if I’m not here rigmarole. They need to be needed.”

“That’s so totally him. But doesn’t he know that I need him too?”

“Do you?”

She stiffens and flings her head around to glare at me. Oh, hell. Shocked blondie is even hotter than angry blondie. “What do you mean?”

I take a sip of my drink before continuing. “Well, I only just met you, but you’re obviously smart, you’re as pretty as summer and your butt’s as tight as a drum skin. What does he give you that no-one else can?”

She works her beautiful mouth for a moment. “Um, m–multiple orgasms!” The way she spits it out and turns straight back to her drink, and the way her face reddens so cutely, she obviously thinks that’ll shock me into silence. The poor, naïve little angel.

“What, is that it?” I slug the rest of my bourbon before I finish. “Hell, I have four household appliances that can give you those.”

“Look, I’m sorry, but I’m not really comfortable with, uh…”

“My name’s Zoe, by the way.”

She frowns in confusion. “Uh, sorry?”

“In case knowing my name would make you comfortable.”

“Oh.”

“And you are?”

“Erica.”

“Pleased to meet you. Don’t shake my hand, that sleaze is still watching us.”

Erica. A beautiful name that I can’t wait to moan out from deep in my chest at the height of orgasm.

“Okay, miss Erica. You know my name, so you know me as well as my last two lovers did. Tell me something good about your boy.”

“Um…I don’t usually…”

“What, open up to devastatingly beautiful strangers?” I bounce my eyebrows to help her know I’m being an idiot.

She wrinkles that cute, kissable nose again. “I, uh…look we only moved here from Virginia a month ago. I don’t know anyone yet.”

“Cool. I’m your first girlfriend!” Hopefully in every sense. “So spill it, sister. What’s so amazing about your doofus boyfriend?”

“He, uh…oh, I can’t!”

“Spill it.” I try to sound like a scolding parent.

“Well, he’s totally gorgeous. I mean, he spends longer on his hair than I do, but it’s worth it. He could be a model.”

“See, that can’t be bad.”

“He makes good money, too. Even better with his promotion.”

“Which is why he stood you up, yes?”

She nods, then bites into her luscious bottom lip and glances sideways up at me. “And sometimes he’ll spend, like, ten minutes, um, you know…”

“Hmm?”

“Um, l–licking…”

“Your pussy?”

She just nods, her creamy tan skin darkening in delicious embarrassment. My belly tingles as my senses flood with desire. The way she says it, she clearly thinks ten minutes is above and beyond. Hell, if her boyfriend’s like the very few guys I was with back in the dark ages, then whatever her guy can do in ten minutes, I can obliterate in two. But this is not the time to put my case forward. We’re bonding, here.

“Well, there you go. That must be, uh...nice.”

She shrugs. “I guess.”

“So I guess that’s when you have these multiple orgasms.”

“Hm.”

“I see. You don’t.”

“That was a little fib. I’ve never, um, had one.”

“Multiples aren’t that common.”

She swirls her straw around in the mouth of her glass for a second. “No, I mean I’ve never had one.”

“As in, not even a single one?”

She looks close to tears, and I’m worried I’ve pushed her too hard, too soon. But she finds her voice again. “It’s just, I know he means well. He seems to enjoy...that. And...the other stuff.”

God, she’s so fucking cute when she shies away from cursing. Making her swear is suddenly number 2 on my list, after making her come.

I figure maybe I can get a damn or a hell from her. But I picture her beautiful mouth shaping itself around fuck and cunt—preferably separated by only the word my—and it sends a cascade of desire down between my legs.

I gaze at her for a moment, trying to form the right response. “Most guys do enjoy...all of the stuff.”

She flicks her head, sending her hair back over her shoulder and baring the side of her suckable neck to me. “Yeah, he does. I’m sure he does. I just wish...”

“You wish he was better at it?”

“Yes...no. He’s my–um, he’s the best I’ve ever had.”

Somehow I don’t think I need more than one hand for her body count. Being the best of a small group wasn’t much of a recommendation.

“Have you ever told him?”

“Told him what?”

“That he’s not...fulfilling you? Maybe he can get some pointers from somewhere.”

“Ha.” She raises her finger to the barman, suddenly happy to break that one-drink rule. “You’d think he’d know all about it, based on his movie collection.”

“Porn?”

“All-girl porn.”

“Well, who’da thunk? A guy who’s into girl-on-girl.”

It feels like she’s sunk inside herself. Her eyes are cast low and she draws doodles in the condensation on the bar surface. I rest my hand on top of hers, pulling her back into the room with me.

“Hey, sorry. I didn’t mean to make light of it. It’s just...well, it’s pretty normal guy behavior.”

“I know it is. It’s just, I don’t know why it doesn’t hurt me more. Does that make sense?”

“Not really.”

“I feel like I should be disgusted with him, or something. But it almost feels like a relief. Knowing he has those movies means I—oh, god, I can’t believe I’m telling you this—I don’t have to feel so bad about not wanting it.”

“It being sex?”

“Mm-hmm. I mean, my best friend back in Lynchburg, Sammie? She checked her boyfriend’s browser history and she went ballistic. Shouldn’t I be, like, wondering what it is I’m not doing? Why he needs to look at girls...doing that.”

It might be wishful thinking, but I wonder if she’s picturing herself...doing that. Erica looks absent but not disgusted. She takes another sip, then a deep breath before she speaks again.

“I can’t imagine what it’s like. Two women…being together.”

“No?”

“I mean, I know they do, of course. I’m not a child. I’ve even watched some of his movies, just to see if there’s anything in there I could, um...ask for.”

“And? What did you think?”

She runs her hand up and down the glass. It feels like she’s reminding herself she’s straight. “Those girls certainly seem to be enjoying themselves.” She shakes her head a little, as if waking from a trance. “I mean, of course, I know they’re acting. But still…it’s the way they touched each other. The places…”

Her face practically glows red when she realizes she’s said all that out loud. Of course, I want to point out to her that for the most part, girl on girl porn is made by men, for men. What looks great on screen might not feel so good...and vice-versa. But she derails my thoughts by taking a long suck on her straw.

Erica studies the ice in her glass as she continues. “I read somewhere it’s sort of like eating oysters.”

“Well, I can’t really compare.”

“No, of course.”

I chug my bourbon and shoot my shot. “I’ve never eaten oysters.”

“What?”

“Relax, Erica.”

“You’re a…you mean…”

“Yes, Erica. I’m a lesbian. But please relax.”

“But, I mean…we kissed. Does that mean…am I…?”

Oh, she’s so fucking cute. Maybe even the most delectable little treat I’ve ever seen.

“Erica, relax. I’ve already had three stunning young women this month. I couldn’t possibly eat another.” I’m lying my ass off, of course, but the last thing I want is to chase her away.

She wraps her hands around her drink as if it’s the only solid object in a spinning room. I turn the conversation back to something she’ll be more comfortable with.

“So tell me about your clown prince of cunnilingus. You said he’s cute, right?”

Her face lights up with the pride of achievement. Like an angler holding up a record catch. “Oh, so cute. Beautiful, even. Like I said, he could be a model. He has such great taste in clothes, and he looks after himself more than I do. Hey, and he adores romantic comedies.”

“Sounds sweet.”

“Plus he loves shopping. How cool is that?”

I’m a bitch, I know, but I’m starting to see why Erica doesn’t have any female friends here, yet. “So really, he’s not really your boyfriend. He’s your girlfriend.”

“Don’t be silly. He has a willy.” The fact that she laughs at her own rhyme makes me question how well she holds her booze.

“And at least he’s man enough to ditch you for his job.”

That pulls her mood back down to earth. “Totally. But like you said, that’s just guys. What are ya gonna do?”

“Switch teams?” She shoots. She…scores?

“I’m sorry, no offense, but I just don’t get it.”

“What’s that?”

“What’s so good about sex with a woman?”

“Most of the same things as with a man. Yes, I’ve tried. More than once.”

“So, why not be with a man?”

“Yeah, I guess. With a man you’ll get some good things. Kissing, fondling, some well-intentioned munching.”

“Sounds pretty nice to me.”

“Yeah, but with a man, that’s just foreplay. Give him five minutes and he’ll be prodding at you with that thing. With a woman, the foreplay never has to end. Sex with a man is like driving to work. It’s all about the destination. With a woman it’s more like…walking to work on a Saturday.”

“Huh?”

“Same journey. Same destination. But you’re going at your speed. You can take any detour you want, go someplace you never have and maybe aren’t supposed to. You can take the time to study every inch you travel over. Breathe in the scents. Listen to the music of your environment.”

She freezes partway through my speech. I wonder if I’ve made some kind of impact. Then she shakes her head.

“But, I mean, eventually, you’re going to want…something inside you. I mean, that’s why God gave us gineys.”

I clink my glass against hers. “Yeah. But I can show you why She gave us clits.”

Erica gapes in what might be mock shock and covers her mouth with her hand. But not before I see the corners curling upward. She slaps my wrist with just the tips of her fingers.

“You’re so rude, Zoe.”

“Guilty as charged. Do you want to find out just how rude I can be?”

“Uhh…”

I truly sense a weakness in her at this point. No way I want her to do anything against her will. She just seems…I don’t know. Ready to try something new.

“Look, screw this place. Wanna hit a real club?”

She purses her lips and all I can picture is sucking on them. “Okay. But I just want to dance and have fun, okay? I couldn’t…y’know. Do stuff.”

“No promises, babe.”

“Oh, well then…”

“Okay. One promise. If I try anything, all you have to do is tell me to stop, and I will. Deal?”

“Okay. Deal. But I’ll definitely tell you to stop.” I notice the pitch of her voice climbs slightly at the end, making it sound like she’s questioning herself. Holy fuck, I’m so wet for this chick.

We walk through the guard of dishonor, and out to the street. “This way, princess.”

I lead her into the mouth of an alley, fully intending to take her to the club I’d mentioned. But the scent of her skin and her hair, the warmth of her body, the way she leans against me…she’s fucking irresistible.

“I’m sorry Erica. I think I’ve changed my mind.”

“About the club?”

“No. About this.”

I push her back to the grimy wall and take her lips in mine, curling my arm around the small of her back. She squeals quietly into my mouth and digs her fingers into my arm. But she doesn’t push me away.

I stroke the skin of her thigh with my fingers as she wraps her ankle around the back of my leg. I curl my tongue gently into her mouth and she sighs. Christ, this girl can kiss, and there’s absolutely no fucking doubt she’s into it. Into me.

I fumble my way beneath her skirt and grind my fingers against the front of her panties, the heat inside them teasing me. She sings a long, slow moan against my tongue, sending bolts of heat down my spine.

As I suck at her neck, I pierce her panties with my fingers, and I lick my way up to her ear as I slip my hand down through the silky softness of her bush.

“Oh, fuck…” I moan. “I could eat you up right here and now, babe.”

Suddenly she squeals and pushes me back, too hard for ambiguity. My eyes roll as I try to come back from the sexual stupor I’ve fallen into.

“No. No. It’s too much. It’s…I’m not…into that.”

“Are you sure? You seemed to like it.”

“I’m sure. I mean, maybe I just…no. Yes, absolutely. I’m sorry, Zoe, I have to go home. I have church in the morning.”

Oh, hell…as if she isn’t already hot enough, now she brings another repressive authority figure into it for me to defy. Next she’ll tell me I remind her of daddy.

“They won’t know.”

She doesn’t answer, just totters back toward the main street. I watch her turn the corner, then follow.

I never wear stilettos myself, so I catch up to her in no time.

“Look, Erica. I’m sorry. I got a vibe from you. I was wrong, and I was an idiot, and it’s over. But you’ll never get a cab now. Let me drive you.”

“I’d rather walk, thank you all the same.”

“Dressed like that? You’ll either freeze or get kidnapped. My car’s really close, and it’s pretty cool, too.”

She tosses a couple of glances around her as if searching for another option. It’s only then that she seems to notice for the first time all the burly men whose eyes are smoothing a path for their hands. “H–how close?”

“Two blocks.”

“You won’t try anything?”

“I can control myself, you know. I’m not a guy.”

“Exactly.” It comes out like a sigh. As if everything about me is absolutely perfect…except my gender.

I keep my hands to myself all the way to my 1964 MG convertible. I even let her get in first. I slip the keys into the ignition but she grabs my arm before I turn it.

“Are you sure you’re fine to drive?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well, we had a few drinks. You know how that can affect people.”

I shake my head. “You think that’s why I kissed you?”

“I don’t know, but I’m certain that’s why I let you…let that happen.”

Sometimes, denial is just so fucking cute. “Honey, whatever lets you get to sleep.”

“Does this car go or should I walk?”

I start the engine and rev it a couple of times. “Your place or mine? Just kidding.”

If you could bottle the stare she shoots me you could end global warming.

Turned out she lives not too far from me. We’re at her apartment building in under ten minutes.

“Erica, wait.”

“What?”

“Can I give you my number?”

“I told you, I’m not into—”

I hold up my hand. “Understood. But I really like you. And I think—sweet, beautiful lesbian kissing aside—you like me, too.”

Even in the low light, I can see the blush in her cheeks. And the sweet little curl on her lips. “Well…yes. Some of tonight was fun.”

“You’re clearly missing what you had back home. Let me be your friend.”

“Just friends?”

“If that’s what you want, absolutely.”

She pauses just long enough to make me worry, and then she holds her hand out for my phone. I unlock it and hand it over, and she sends herself a text from it.

“Happy?” she says.

“Happy. Have fun with your prince.”

She rolls her eyes and whips her long legs out of the car as if she’s worried I’d bite them. Which I damn well would, if I could.

Just before she closes the door I called out her name and she looks back.

“Yes?”

“I’ll be thinking of you when I bring myself off tonight, friend.”

She sucks in a quick breath, but I speed away before she can say anything.

Fuck, I really thought I’d had her. I guess I could go pick up some anonymous chick and grind out my frustration with her, but I really don’t have the energy. Besides, anyone else will be a very poor second choice.

In the end I simply drive the three blocks home and make myself a herbal tea.

The thought of making good on my parting promise to Erica is tempting, but it could never quench my desire. So I drink my tea, take a shower and head to bed. In the morning I’m certain everything will be fine again.

***

Wrong. So fucking wrong.

It’s Sunday morning, and everything feels dull and gray, despite the bright sunshine. These things—crushes, obsessions, whatever—usually pass quickly. Most times, even when I don’t get to consummate, I just move on after a good sleep.

Not this time. There’s just something so fresh and beautiful about Erica. Clearly I’m both an idiot and a masochist, but I think it’s the fact that she showed me some true heat beneath her wholesome and straight vibe. Something’s not working for that gorgeous woman, and I want to be the one to fix that shit for her.

Maybe I’m more of a guy than I realized.

I’ve had a few straight girls, before. Sometimes it’s just an itch they feel they have to scratch. Sometimes it’s for the thrill of the ride. Just to know they’ve tried it, and they can go home and sleep easy in the hairy arms of their menfolk.

But with Erica I swear I sensed the desire to be utterly swayed. And not just for the night. The way she kissed me back, for that half a minute or so, was pure fucking heaven.

Guess my gaydar needs a little adjustment, along with my pride.

Even the way she described her man—beautiful, well-groomed, into rom-coms, loves shopping—made me question her sexuality. But maybe I’m just being a fucking cliché myself, and he’s a lovely straight guy who just has a strong feminine side.

All morning, that sweet, gorgeous blonde girl has been living rent-free in my head. And though I have no idea what her man looks like, he’s there, as well.

In my mind, all I can see are his perfectly manicured hands mashing Erica’s breasts, all I can hear is his soft-lipped mouth slobbering on her neck. It takes all my effort to keep from picturing him shoving that thing between his legs into my girl.

His girl.

Fuck it.

The craving inside me is so strong I don’t think even my toys will satisfy it. When my phone rings, my first instinct is to pick it up and toss it out the window.

Until I see who it is.

I scramble to pick up, nearly dropping the thing in my haste.

“Erica. Hi.”

“Zoe. You took so long. I thought maybe you were…regretting your offer.”

Oh, god. Which particular offer does she mean?

“No, babe. I’d love to be…friends with you.”

“Um…” She takes a long and shaky breath that sounds tinny over the phone.

“What?”

“Friends. Yes.” She swallows her nerves “It’s just that I…um, I can’t stop thinking about—”

“Don’t do this. Please.”

“Do what?”

I keep my voice low and my tone soft. “All right, I know I came across as a bit of a player last night, but it’s…now it’s different.”

“Oh…I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have bothered you.”

“Wait, babe.” I take a deep breath. I can’t believe I’ve known this woman for about 12 hours and I’m gonna say these things.

“Erica, last night was something new for me. I’ve been a player. I love getting straight girls to turn, even if it’s just for a night. But you…fuck. You’re in my blood, already.”

“W–what?”

“Babe, I can’t be a toy for you. Some little number you can tick off your bucket list. Go skydiving. Climb a mountain. Eat pussy.”

“No, I...o–of course. It’s just that, Chris and I…last night, we had, y’know, make-up sex—”

“I really don’t need to hear about it.”

“And it was…it was bad.”

“Everyone has an off night.” It probably sounds like I’m defending him. In truth, I’m protecting myself. If I let this pretty little bird in, let her experiment with me, then I’ll take a long, long time to get over her if she flies back home.

“No. It wasn’t him. He was the same as always. That’s the problem. After what you said in the bar…how it’s different with a woman? And then when you...you touched me. You know. Down there?”

I keep my voice as neutral as I can. “Yes?”

“It wasn’t like it is with Chris. I told you in the bar that he’s the best I’ve had. I didn’t tell you he’s my first. My only. He’s all I’ve ever known.” She takes a moment before continuing. “You just kind of made me wonder about how it might be.”

I listen to the labor of her breathing, and it’s clear how hard this conversation is for her.

“So, what are you suggesting?”

“I’d really like to see you again.”

Jesus, how the roles have reversed. Suddenly it’s me who’s running scared.

“I don’t think–”

“Please, Zoe. I need to.”

My throat tightens, squeezing all power out of my voice. “In what way?”

“Just see you, that’s all. Maybe talk some more.” Just like a straight girl. Drawing lines in the sand.

But it’s something, I guess. “Fine. Wanna come over to my place?”

“Now?”

“Sure.”

“What about church?”

When she replies, I can her it her voice that she’s smiling. “Told Chris I had to get some exercise.”

I know I’ll kick myself if I don’t go through with this. So I give her my address and tell myself nothing will come of it. She won't even turn up. It’s much safer to doubt than to hope.

A half hour later, Erica’s at my door, jogging on the spot. She’s all tight workout clothes and tan skin and I can’t look away. She smiles apologetically.

“Just thought I might go for a run after.” A quick getaway if things get too intense. Lines in the sand.

“Sure. Come on in.”

She strolls inside and leans against the wall, right near the door. She smells soapy and her hair’s a little damp. I close the front door and offer her a drink.

“Just some water, please.”

I fill two glasses from the pitcher in the fridge. As she drinks, I can’t help marveling again at the smooth tone of her throat. I’m borderline desperate to kiss her right there.

She catches my eye as she wipes her mouth, then unleashes a low-wattage version of her smile.

“Erica, what’s happening here?”

“I told you, I wanted to, um…talk some more.”

“Babe, I’m all talked out.”

She makes a two-handed fist, almost like she’s praying, and stares at it rather than catching my eye. She speaks in a raspy whisper, as if she thinks someone—her boyfriend, God, anyone—might overhear. “I can’t stop thinking about your mouth.”

“This ol’ thing? I’ve had it for years.”

She giggles at that, then turns serious again. She walks slowly toward me, a newfound confidence in her hips.

“It’s not just your mouth, which is, I must say, very pretty. But it’s how you use it, or something. You have a dirty mouth, Zoe, and I don’t just mean the words you say. It’s the other stuff you do with it.”

“I know, you’re a good girl, I’m a bad girl, but I’m asking you again.” I step in closer until she’s just a head and shoulders floating in my vision. “What the fuck’s happening here?”

Her eyes never leave my lips as a quiver passes through her body. She presses her fingers against my mouth like a fleshy cage. “Say that again.”

“What?”

“The f-word.”

I filter a deep breath through the scent of her fingers, watching the wonder roll over her beautiful face. “Fuck.”

Her breath trembles and her eyes widen for a moment.

I place my fingers on her lips. “Now your turn.”

“I don’t, um…”

“Say it.”

She licks her lips and the wet pink tip of her tongue brushes my fingers. I want her so bad that I almost snarl.

“Erica. Say it. Be a bad girl, just for a moment.”

“I can’t.”

I lean in toward her. “Of course you can. And I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes. Say it.”

“Fff...”

“Say it!”

“Fuck!”

My mouth is only inches from hers. “See? Not so hard, is it?”

“Me.”

“Hmm?”

“Zoe? Fuck me.”

I freeze for a few seconds, waiting for her to start laughing. Then I see the need in her beautiful brown eyes.

I have her mouth in mine before I even know I’ve moved. She mews against my tongue as she grasps my arms. I squeeze her between my body and the wall and she wraps her arms around my shoulders.

She smells wonderful and tastes even better, her skin drifting beneath my tongue until I have the flesh of her shoulder between my teeth.

Erica stays leaning against the wall as I slip the straps of her top and bra down her arms. The tan of her shoulder gradually blends into the cream of her breast, first one side then the other. With one firm pull those pert, perfect mounds leap free of the straining fabric, her ripe flesh quivering as her nipples peak.

I become all hands, all mouth. She looks and smells so warm and clean, the silk of her skin erupting into goose bumps. She curls her hand into my hair and sighs warmly.

I lead Erica to my bedroom and peel away the rest of her clothing, pressing her down onto my bed. She sits at the edge, her legs crossed and her back hunched as if to hide herself.

I kiss the curve out of her spine and she drifts down onto her back, her body still tense but melting.

For a moment I hold myself above her, scanning the smooth feminine softness of her body and soul. When I can resist no longer, I fall mouth first against her throat.

Her breath drifts through my hair as she scores my back with her long nails. I shove her beautiful boobs together, and bathe every inch of them with my tongue. Erica’s silken belly rolls beneath my lips as I sail further south.

My beautiful little blondie curls her hands around my wrists, her eyes darting to meet mine. I stop instantly, worried I’ve somehow misread her urgent demand. But what else could fuck me possibly mean?

“What’s wrong, Erica?”

“I’m still a bit scared.”

The crack in her voice, the deep warm brown of her eyes, the tremble in her lips...any one of them on their own could make my heart ache. But combined like that, they make her the most exquisite creature I’ve ever seen.

“I just want you so much, babe.”

“I was hoping you’d...walk me to work.”

Damn. In my hunger I’ve almost become a parody of the kind of man I keep complaining about. So hungry, so horny that I’ve forgotten what my lover needs.

“Your wish is my command, Erica.”

I sit back on my heels and hold out my hands, lifting her back to a seated position. She keeps her knees together, and I leave them that way. Whatever it takes to make her comfortable.

She follows me with her eyes as I stand and peel away my clothing. I’m fit and strong, and I have a few curves, but I’m positively utilitarian compared to Erica’s sweet softness.

Those warm brown pools follow my movements, and flash with desire as she scans my naked body. “Oh my. You’re so pretty, Zoe.”

She sounds genuine, and I don’t think she's capable of false flattery. Not in her state of heightened and frightened arousal. So I say nothing as I climb on the bed behind her, sliding my legs forward and cupping her entire body in mine.

I thread my fingers through her long hair and scratch at her scalp. She moans beautifully and the tension in her spine gradually melts.

The feel of her smooth back against my tingling nipples sends little jolts of want through me, and I’m torn. I so badly want to show her just how quickly I can make her come against the wetness of my tongue.

“God, Erica. You smell so good. Your hair is wonderful.”

Her answer is more of a hum than a sentence. I think she’s trying to make words but they’re lost in the heat of the moment as I scoop her hair into a slapdash ponytail and squeeze, the way that never fails to make a lover’s toes curl.

Her breath hisses like a shot of steam, and it tightens my chest. When I bury my teeth in her earlobe she shoots out a tiny squeal that sets my pulse alight. And when she turns her head, baring her long, velvet throat to me, I have no choice. I absolutely have to taste her skin.

As I breathe out against her neck, the tiny hairs there stand to attention. It’s like I have power over Erica’s entire body. That I can conduct the rise and fall of her breathing with just the pressure of my mouth. Soon, when I have her sweet little pussy against my tongue, I have no doubt that will be true.

As I sink my teeth gently into the meat of her neck, she sighs and settles against me even more. All tension seeps from her body. Any resistance I might have faced seems to have evaporated.

I cup her perky breast gently, weighing it in my hand like a piece of delicious fruit. Every place I touch her feels like a puzzle piece being slotted home. It’s almost as if I’m reassembling her. Or maybe I’m just realigning her.

When I squeeze the soft peak of her nipple she coughs out a short moan and rolls her hips, pressing back blindly against my wanton pussy.

“Oh, my, Zoe. That feels...I don’t know. Tingly?”

“God, you sound like such a girl.” I slip out from behind her and press her heavenly body down on the bed. “I love it.”

Her mouth curls into a delicious smile that calls me down to her. I brush my lips across hers and quake with need when she whimpers. And when she kinks her neck and takes my mouth in a gentle kiss I nearly melt on top of her.

I’m supposed to be the teacher here, not the star-struck pupil, but her effortless sensuality has me on a string.

She brings her hands up to my neck, bringing back memories of our first kiss, back in the bar. Even in her surprise, it had taken her only an instant to catch on and to play along. This seems exactly the same.

For all my lofty ideals about gently initiating Erica into the wonders of girl-love, it seems the kid is a natural. And the restraint I promised her before seems destined to ignite into flat out brutal passion.

Her tongue curls into my mouth and she hums a sweet little melody that grows deeper and angrier the longer we kiss. My own voice is far more caterwaul than song, and her growing intensity only fuels my desperate desire to have all of her.

Her hands tighten against my skin and she pulls down on me as if trying to fit all of me inside her gorgeous mouth. And when she lifts her thigh and presses it to my pussy, I can feel my juices coating her skin.

I can’t resist any longer and I drive my hand down between Erica’s legs, cupping the fiery wetness of her hot pussy. She squeals and bites my lip as I grind in circles, then when I drive a finger inside her she arches her back, gifting me the downy softness of her gorgeous breasts.

It’s a moment of sheer perfection. I scoop my free hand under her shoulders and with the other I make ever-wetter circles over the face of her pussy. Her cheeky nipples ride over the waves of passion in her body, glancing across my outstretched tongue until I give in to temptation and suck one into my mouth.

“Zoe...oh, my god...”

The urgency in her voice spikes through my belly and legs. I need to own this goddess, even if just for a few minutes. I sink my teeth into her lovely nipple as I tease my finger closer and closer to her clit.

And when I touch that little bud, it’s like Erica’s been shot. She erupts from the bed, bucking her slender hips against me. I scoop my legs around her thigh and grind my pussy against it, searching for the gratifying hardness of bone through the heavenly softness of flesh.

Erica grasps at my hair like it’s a lifeline, pulling hard enough to send that sweet vicious tingling throughout my whole body.

Finally I let her nipple slip from my mouth with a dirty sucking sound. I lick her across her chest, savoring the feminine scent of her skin as it mixes with the even more feminine scent of her pussy which has filled my head with heat. Her throat falls willing victim to my tongue as I do all in my power to taste every inch of her wonderful body.

When I reach her beautiful mouth again she latches on with a kiss that threatens to send me into free fall. I pull loose and slip my hand out from beneath her back, putting my fingers across her mouth like a set of bars in a jail cell.

“Say it.” I can barely choke the words out.

“W-what?”

“Tell me what you want.”

She swallows and her eyes grow wide. I close them like magic, with nothing more than a sharp press on her clit.

“Say it, Erica. Please?”

“I–I want your...your mouth.”

“Where do you want it? Remember, babe, no words are off limits here.”

Her eyes flash wide again as she seems to understand exactly what word I need to hear. The biggie. The c-bomb.

“I’ve never said that word in my life.”

“You’ve never had a woman’s hands on your beautiful body like this, either. Let this be an afternoon filled with firsts.”

A delightful quiver runs through her body. The feel of her mouth curling into a smile beneath my fingers is every bit as erotic as the feel of her pussy in my hand.

“Zoe. I want your mouth on...on my cunt.”

She sucks in an enormous breath as soon as she’s said it. And so do I. It’s as if all her sensations are passing directly to me, my body tingling in a delicious erotic shiver. I’ve never felt more wonderfully dirty in my life, and I’m sure it’s because I’m corrupting this angel.

“My god, you’re beautiful, Erica.”

Before she can speak I kiss her again, hard, and begin the slow, syrupy journey down the softness of her body. And like with my metaphor about walking to work, I take in all the sights, sounds and scents along the way.

Erica mumbles sweet nothings as I explore the wonders of her skin. The softness of her cutely-trimmed blonde bush tickles across my breasts as I serpentine my mouth down her torso.

And then...

I gaze up as my chin reaches the bushy precipice of her pussy. She looks down and I lock eyes with her and smile, relishing the way her gaze drops instantly to my opening mouth.

“Time to get dirty,” I whisper, then slide my lips down to hers, drawing their fullness into my mouth and savoring the tangy flavor of her. I watch her eyes as she watches my mouth.

Even as she writhes in pleasure, her hair flying around her gorgeous face, she keeps her pretty eyes zoned in on mine. As if she needs to keep confirming she’s having sex with a woman.

I’m all mouth and hands, and she’s all sound and fury. Every place my hand lands, hers lands a moment later. She clings on as if she might lose me in the haze of pleasure.

Desperate for sensation, I dip two fingers into my own pussy and draw them out, wet as a rainy night. I tweak my clit, sending jolts of pure ecstasy through my body.

My tongue takes on a life of its own, burrowing like a rabbit, rippling like a snake, diving like a whale. I swim inside her and it feels like summer. I pull up to draw in breath and then dive straight for her pearl.

Erica sobs my name as I squeeze her clit with my teeth, grasping her hip with my free hand. She drags on my hair and mashes her cunt into my chin, never losing sight of my mouth and what it’s doing.

She twists my head with her velvet thighs. Her whole body puckers as if she’s been soaked in lemon juice, and she pulses against my mouth. Her voice rumbles from the heart of her belly, swelling and throbbing in every direction, vibrating against my lips and tongue, filling the room. The siren song of climax.

She bucks once more, riding the sweet pounding waves of an ecstasy that’s been denied her for too long, until she collapses on the bedspread like spilled milk. Even better, she doesn’t cry over it.

When I give my clit a fierce pinch, my own belly erupts in a thumping climax that fires out through my limbs and back again. A tight moan escapes my mouth and flutters against the juicy perfection of Erica’s pussy.

When my juddering nerves cool, I pepper her sweetness with tiny open kisses and felt my cheeks growing hot in the sunny heat of her smile. She curls my hair back over my ears, almost fastidiously, and draws me back up to her mouth. A moment of hesitation runs through her before she pulls me against her, opening her mouth for a deep, slow kiss.

I roll down beside her, throwing a leg over her hips. She scans the ceiling, a series of odd little smiles running across her mouth.

“Penny for your thoughts, babe?”

“I’m just thinking. I mean, I get it now.”

“Hmm?”

She turns to me, her face so close it’s blurry. “Sex.”

“You didn’t like it before?”

A tiny frown dents the space between her eyebrows and I can’t resist kissing it. My heart swells when she rests her sweet hand on my cheek.

“I guess I liked it well enough. But it was nothing like this. I don’t just mean because I, y’know...had one.”

“You don’t have to hold back, babe. I’ve heard it all before.”

“Yeah, I know you’re fine with it.”

My throat constricts a little. She’s taken to girl-sex so well I almost forgot where we started out. And that this is all so damn new to her.

“I’m sorry, Erica. You’re right.”

“Do you believe in God, Zoe?”

“No.”

“I...think I still do. I mean, I go to church and all. That must mean I do, right?”

“Habits can be hard to break. Expectations, too. But if today has shown anything, it’s that you have the power to make choices for yourself.”

She closes her eyes as I kiss her forehead again.

“I don’t know. I mean, this is all so sudden, but I’m wondering now if it’s some kind of fate. Like it’s God’s plan for me.”

“God wants you to be a lesbian?”

“No, silly.” She bats my shoulder with the limpest, girliest swat I’ve ever felt. “I just mean that if I’d stayed in Virginia I never would have met you. Is that fate at work, you think?”

“I’m pretty sure they have lesbians in all the states nowadays.”

Erica squirrels one hand into my hair as she cups my cheek. Her eyes dart all around as if she’s mapping my face. “But I think it’s my being here, in San Francisco, that’s let me see things more clearly. My parents, my sisters, they all live in Lynchburg. Even if I’d met you there, I don’t think anything could have happened.”

I’ve only ever lived in Frisco, so I can’t imagine how she feels. To have her nearest family living hours away by plane. She hasn’t talked much about family, but I sense a strong bond there. One that’s been stretched too hard already by her man, and the way he’s hauled her across the country.

My belly sinks at the thought of the guy, and the knowledge that I can’t keep this goddess here with me tonight.

“Well, babe. I’m so glad you came across.” I kiss her sweet little kinked nose. “In every way.”

“But I haven’t…y’know. Taken care of you.”

I decide this is worth the risk of going too far, too fast. I take hold of her soft hand and guide it across to my breast. Erica’s eyes flash wide and she bites that beautiful bottom lip.

“Oh…my…”

“The afternoon is still young, babe.”

The squeal of her phone interrupts the moment, and she jumps like her father’s suddenly busted in on us. She pulls her hand away and squirms out from under my leg to retrieve that bastard of a cell phone.

“Oh. It’s Chris.” She connects the call. “Hi, babe. What’s up?” I can’t hear his reply, but it’s probably stupid and selfish.

I’m losing her. I know it. The way she jumped up so fast to take that call. Maybe she’s under the guy’s thumb. Maybe politeness is so deeply ingrained in her that she’ll never miss a call.

Or maybe she’s suddenly scared out of her fucking wits that she’s had sex with a woman.

But the way she sits there, naked and perfect at the edge of my bed, I can’t help but reach across and squeeze her. Her voice wavers at my touch.

“I’m here with, mmm, Zoe.” A little pause. “You know, I told you how she helped me last night with that guy. Yes, her. We’re out, um, jogging.”

Naughty little minx, adding lying to her list of sins.

There’s another short gap as she listens, and I take the opportunity to kiss the pretty swelling of her slender ass, and take a meandering journey up the length of her gorgeous back, following the come-hither pattern of gooseflesh that my mouth creates.

At the base of her neck I take a firm grip of her perfect skin between my teeth, and she leans back against me, stifling a sigh as she seems to give herself over completely to the moment.

Suddenly, she pulls free from me and stands. When she whirls around to face me, there’s a fire in her eyes, and I’m certain she’s about to deny anything ever happened between us.

“No, Chris. We’re not finished yet. I promised Zoe…a few more laps.”

She disconnects the call and tosses the phone away to the side. I catch my breath and hold it as her sensual lips curl into a smile so sexy I wish like hell I could ride it.

“Zoe?”

“Yes, babe?”

“I want to fuck your beautiful little cunt.”

Her breath trembles in reaction to her own cursing, but no more than mine does. Holy fuck, she’s sexy when she has that gutter mouth going.

I have no idea what kind of future I might have with this girl. This might be the one time I ever get to be with her.

But when she leaps at me, with a bubbly whoop of joy, I know it’ll still be totally worth it.


Being Dessert


It’s been a rough few months for Jeremy and me. My husband’s had a pretty bad time at work, and that’s transferred to the household as well.

We’ve been snapping at each other every day, over tiny things. And sex? Forget about it.

Tonight could be the first step toward fixing all of that. We’ve been invited over to his boss’s place for dinner and to discuss some of Jeremy’s key accounts.

At first, I didn’t really want to come, and it was for totally lame reasons. Jealousy, for one. And straight out fear for the other. His boss, Elizabeth, intimidates me like nobody else ever has.

I first met the woman about a month ago, at my husband’s work party. The first moment I saw her, I wondered if she was the reason Jeremy hasn’t touched me in ages.

Let’s face it, he’s working with a goddess. What the hell can I, as a mousy part-time secretary, offer a man that even remotely compares?

Elizabeth looks the same age as me, but in reality is ten years older, with all the sophistication and quiet power that comes with age and experience. On top of that, she’s far wealthier than I’ll ever be. Plus she’s in charge of my husband, and she is spec-fucking-tacular. If she so much as flashed her panties at Jez, I think my poor hapless man would melt like butter.

I mean, I don’t actually have any reason to suspect they’re getting up to anything, but it sure would add up.

Jeremy gets a boss who’s beautiful, charming, elegant, with innate fashion sense and movie star charisma. Then, right around the same time, he suddenly works late four days a week and stops showing any physical interest in his wife.

We’re about five minutes away from Elizabeth’s place, so I set my mind to get the hell off that jealousy train. Tonight, I have to make as much of an excellent impression as my husband does, if Jeremy’s going to get the promotion we desperately need.

“Ah, shit, Savannah,” my husband barks as we reach her driveway.

“What now?”

He kills the engine and leans his head on the steering wheel. “We were supposed to bring a dessert.”

“Jez…”

“I forgot. I was so keyed up about just getting this opportunity. Trying not to be late.” He glances across to me. “I told you too, though. Didn’t I?”

I let the crossing of my arms and the wrinkling of my brow act as an answer.

“Well, I guess we can’t do anything about it now,” he says. “We’re about to be late.”

I clamp my teeth down on all the things I want to say. None of them are helpful, all of them are negative. Jeremy needs positive support right now. So, I put my hand on his leg and give it a squeeze for solidarity.

We scamper up to the door and Jeremy rings the bell. Elizabeth answers almost straight away, and when she opens up, I lose my mind for a moment. I can’t help but gape at the woman.

At the office, in her tight business suits, Elizabeth is always an absolute vision. Flawless and controlled, almost robotically perfect at times. In business mode, she always has her hair pulled right back, immaculate makeup, four-inch heels. Not a single thing out of place on her.

But tonight she’s gone completely the other way. This is, as far as I can tell, the natural woman behind that business veneer. Barely any makeup, hair free and flowing, wearing just jeans and a loose white blouse. No shoes at all, let alone crazy-tall stilettos.

It defies logic, but right now she’s heart-stoppingly beautiful, more so than on any of those few other occasions I’ve seen her.

Meanwhile, I’m left feeling ridiculous because I’m all dressed up, and I still feel like a barnyard animal in comparison to Elizabeth. Given this is dinner with my husband’s boss, I’d figured we’d be going formal.

“Come in please, Jeremy,” she says, breaking out her wide, stunning smile. “Savannah, you’re gorgeous, as always.”

“Oh…thank you. I think I’ve overdone it.”

“Not at all. Although I feel a bit frumpy now,” she says, her smile not dimming at all. “I did tell Jeremy this was only casual.”

“Oh. Yeah.” My husband at least has the good sense to look embarrassed. “Sorry.”

I give him the look, and he scratches the back of his neck.

Jeremy coughs and gazes down at his shoes. “Yeah, and I…um…forgot about the dessert, too.”

Elizabeth shakes her head and looks straight at me. “Sometimes, you have to wonder about guys. Am I right?”

I’m caught because I absolutely feel her on that one. But I don’t want to undermine my husband’s chances here. In the end, I go for vagueness.

“Well, they have their good points.” Not that Jeremy’s given me his good point in a long time.

“Well please, come on in. I’m sure I’ll find some way to satisfy my sweet tooth later.”

I’m stiff as fuck as we sit at the table. Making conversation is the last thing I feel capable of doing, but somehow—with the help of white wine—I muddle my way through.

The moment Elizabeth brings out our dinners, something shifts inside me. It smells so crazy good that I swear I’m watering at the mouth immediately. It’s like she knows I’m completely food-motivated.

She’s served us a chicken stir fry of some kind that makes my taste buds absolutely sing, even while the spices burn my mouth.

“Oh, my goodness. This is so delicious, Elizabeth.”

“I’m so glad you like it, Savannah. It’s a little recipe I picked up during the year I lived in Thailand.”

“It’s incredible. I can’t usually handle dishes this spicy, but when it’s this fu—uh, far out tasty, I could easily be converted.” Jesus. I went so close to swearing just then.

“Savannah, please relax.” She clinks her wine glass against mine. “I want this night to be as informal as fucking possible.”

I gasp in reaction to hearing her say the word I chickened out on. And it only makes me warm to the woman even more than I already have.

After that, the conversation flows far more easily. Elizabeth regales us with tales of her world travels, and people she’s met. I find myself hanging on every word, and watching the dance of her mouth as she talks. Frankly, I’m starting to think my husband must be crazy if he’s not having an affair with her.

Then, once dinner’s finished, Elizabeth gets to the serious work talk.

“So, Jeremy,” she says. “We should start with the Hoffman account. I trust you brought the folder with you?”

“The…the folder?”

This time, Elizabeth’s smile dips noticeably. “It was all in the email I sent you on Monday.”

Damn my man. He’s always doing this. Skimming for highlights and missing the details. First the dessert, then the casual nature of the dinner. Basically, this is strike three.

“I’m so sorry, Elizabeth. I swear I read the whole thing. I didn’t see anything about bringing the file.”

She sits back and quirks her full lips in disappointment. “Well, we really need it to continue. Would you be a lamb?”

“Uh…sorry?”

“The office is only a half hour away. Maybe 45 minutes with traffic.”

“Oh. Right.” He stands and fishes the car keys out of his pocket.

“You don’t mind staying, Savannah? I hate to drink alone.” She pours a little more white wine into my glass, and then into her own.

I guess it’s decided, then.

“All right,” Jeremy says, sounding defeated. “I’ll be as quick as I can.”

The instant my husband leaves, I’m suddenly tongue-tied. This woman fascinates me with her easy charm and her worldly experiences, and I have no idea what I can add to any conversation.

So I default to busywork. I stand and scoop up the plates and cutlery. “Here, let me get this all to the kitchen.”

I place everything by the sink. When I turn around, Elizabeth is standing right there, with the serving bowl and the water glasses. I step over to the corner of the bench and she brushes past me to place them by the sink.

“So,” she says. “I can’t wait to get to dessert.”

“Oh. But we didn’t bring any.”

Elizabeth comes right in close and traps me. She taps my nose with her finger, and then traces my lips. “I disagree.”

“Um…”

“Savannah, I told you before I have a sweet tooth. And you, honey, are so effortlessly, ridiculously, perfectly fucking sweet.”

“M–my husband—”

“Is not here right now.”

I hold up my left hand and touch my wedding ring. “But he’s here.”

She takes my wrist gently and kisses my fingers. “Then use the other hand on me.”

“What?”

Elizabeth flashes that incredible smile again, and I hold my breath for a moment. I must be misunderstanding her, surely. I’m a married woman. She’s my husband’s boss.

“Kiss me, Savannah.”

“I’m…I can’t.”

“I bet you can. In fact…” She comes right in close, until the tip of her nose glances across the tip of mine. “Mm. I bet you want to.”

I’m lost for a moment in the sweet aroma of her fragrance. It smells expensive and classy. But it makes me feel cheap and clumsy.

“I’m not sure we should.” Mostly because if I do kiss her, I’m worried I might not stop.

She hums as she curls her beautiful mouth into a tiny smile. “That’s not a no.”

Elizabeth leans forward, and her breasts press against mine. She glides her knee between my legs, and lifts it a little. Just enough to hint at what she might do, if I let her.

The stupid thing is…I can’t find any reason not to let her. It’s been so long since Jeremy fucked me, and there’s no denying Elizabeth is absolutely stunning.

“I promise you, honey,” she says with a moaning desperation in her voice. “I am one spicy dish. The kind that’s so fucking tasty I might just convert you.”

“Ohhh…god…”

“Babygirl…I’ll make you come so hard you’ll think you traveled backward through time.”

“Uhhh…”

Elizabeth reaches up and cups my face in her slender hands. “You tell me no, and I promise, I’ll stop.”

She draws me forward and comes to meet me, only stopping as her lips glance across mine. My breath mingles with hers as she traces my mouth with her tongue.

I know the difference between right and wrong. I remember my wedding vows as if I said them yesterday.

But when Elizabeth snares my mouth with hers, all of that flies out the window. It’s not just that I’ve been starved of affection. This is not just any port in a storm. Because it turns out, I want this like crazy.

When I open up to her, she whimpers and takes the invitation, entwining her tongue with mine. I can barely believe I’m even kissing another woman, let alone how ravenously I’m doing it.

She slides her hands down my back as she lifts her knee between my thighs. When she makes contact with my panties, I toss my head back and moan. Elizabeth licks the skin of my throat as she squeezes my ass.

“Come up here,” she says, patting the kitchen bench behind me.

The instant my butt hits the marble, Elizabeth hooks her fingers into the shoulder straps of my dress and pulls them down, not stopping until she has my breasts out.

She pauses a second and scans me, then gazes into my eyes. “Sweet Jesus, babygirl. You’re fucking gorgeous.”

It’s been so long since anyone’s told me that. And I don’t remember anyone saying it with such conviction before. Not even…that dude. The one who was just here. Starts with a…J, I think?

Elizabeth kisses me again, harder than before, and I return fire just as eagerly. She strokes her soft hands up from my waist to my shoulders, and then cups my breasts.

My whole body jerks as she pinches my nipples, and I make fists in her hair as I plunge my tongue in and out of her sweet mouth.

When I come up for air, my husband’s boss sinks her teeth into the side of my neck, and I make a soft little wailing sound as pleasure overwhelms me.

“Elizabeth…oh, fuck…”

“Mmm…”

I’m still holding her soft hair as she glides lower. And when she takes my nipple into the heat of her perfect mouth, I haul in a long, heavy breath and curl my legs around her.

“So fucking hot,” Elizabeth mutters around the stiffness of my bud. She digs her teeth in and I squeeze my fistfuls of hair. My husband’s boss licks and sucks and bites at my breasts, from one side to the other. And the harder she sinks her teeth into my flesh, the tighter I hug her with my legs.

She comes straight up again and slams her mouth into mine, the kiss landing so hard I fall back against the wall.

Elizabeth glides down over my breasts and lands on her knees. She wastes no time forcing my dress up over my waist, and pressing her thumb to my clit.

I let out a long, high wail as she grinds my pleasure bud. Even through my soaking wet panties it’s a bliss I’ve never experienced with anyone else.

“You smell fucking delicious, Savannah.”

“Oh, my.”

She thrusts her fingers into my panties and yanks them aside, then drives her tongue deep inside my pussy.

The whole world goes white for a moment as this beautiful classy woman pistons her tongue in and out of my cunt. She lets out a deep moan which vibrates through me in the most perfect way.

Elizabeth reaches across and yanks out a drawer. She fishes inside until she comes up holding a pair of scissors, and with the skill of a tailor, she makes short work of my panties. Snip. Snip. Gone.

She tosses the scissors away and pushes my legs up, spreading me wider as she swabs my lips with her heavenly tongue.

In next to no time, I can sense a climax brewing inside me. Elizabeth slides up and envelops my clit in her mouth, humming against my bud as she sucks and releases.

When she drives a finger up inside me, it simply ends me. I haul on her hair and lock my ankles around her upper back, pulling her into myself as I climax over the talented magic of her mouth.

I’m still writhing and bucking when she releases my clit and dips lower.

When she flicks her tongue across my ass hole, I make a comical little yelping sound. Nobody’s ever gone there before. Not even my husband.

As she strokes harder and deeper, she adds a second finger inside my pussy, pumping in and out. And then she pinches my clit, hard enough to hurt, and a whole new climax pours through my body. This one is so intensely powerful that it absolutely obliterates that last one. And every other fucking climax I’ve ever had.

And even then, she still doesn’t stop. This incredible woman licks her way up, swerving around her own hand, until she has my clit between her teeth. She bites down on me as she slides her little finger up inside my ass, and pumps a third finger into my pussy.

By this time, I’m simply wailing like a banshee. Elizabeth has found vast wells of ecstasy inside me that I’ve never even suspected were there, let alone discovered.

“Fuck, I love the sweet taste of your cunt, babygirl,” she growls, without ever releasing the hold of her teeth on my clit.

Just the pure need in her voice is all it takes to send me over that wall again. I cry out with bliss as a third climax hits me. This one’s not so sharp and fiery, but it’s ridiculously good all the same. It hits like a deep earthquake, and wipes my mind of all rational thought.

Elizabeth finally glides her hand away, and releases my clit. She keeps on kissing me, flicking her tongue through my slit and making high little moans of appreciation. I’ve never had my pussy worshipped like this before, and holy fuck, I could so get used to it.

She keeps kissing, gliding her tongue over my tender lips, and stroking my inner thighs with her soft hands.

Slowly, she works her way higher, kissing seemingly every inch of my exposed skin, until she’s face to face with me again.

I can smell myself on her mouth. On her chin. And I pull her to me and kiss her, deeper than ever.

I’ve always been squeamish about that in the past, and again I wonder why. My juices are rich and tangy, and her kiss is sheer perfection.

Elizabeth whimpers sweetly into my mouth as we kiss, and we grind, and we touch. I don’t know how long we stay there, entwined and exploring. All I know is, it ends far too soon.

A car pulls up outside, and I just know it’s my husband. Elizabeth slowly pulls away from me, and already I miss the taste of her tender mouth.

“Oh, god,” I moan. “You haven’t…I mean, I didn’t give you…”

“Shh,” she says, and presses her finger to my lips. A finger that’s rich with my scent. “You are the best dessert I’ve ever had, honey. Maybe one day I’ll be the same to you.”


Free Use Fun With My Beautiful Boarders


I park my souped up little hatchback all crooked in the driveway of my house. It’s late, it’s Tuesday, and it’s raining, so I’m pretty sure neither of my boarders will need to get their cars out.

When I scamper through the pouring rain I just about come undone on the stepping stones. I fucking hate wearing stilettos, but it’s basically part of the job requirement.

No, I’m not a stripper, or a hooker. I’m a financial analyst. And most of my clients are old, white dudes.

Say no more.

Actually, I will say more. They harp at me if I don’t wear the heels, as if I’m a man-hater. When I cave and wear them, they talk to me like I’m a fucking bimbo.

And of course, if I show any attitude at all, they always look straight at my fiery red hair, and then smirk. Like there’s some kind of truth to that old fucking wives’ tale about redheads having short tempers.

Meanwhile, I’m making them all wealthier than ever with all my own hard work and knowledge. So yeah, I have such a stupid love-hate relationship with my own footwear.

I just about bend my key in the front door as the rain soaks through my blazer. By the time I get inside, I’m drenched. And these lethal heels of mine are probably ruined.

As I stand in the tiled entrance way, dripping and seething in equal measure, Lena comes through from the living room.

“Aw, no, Taylor. You’re all wet.”

I narrow my eyes and try to summon laser beams to cut her throat with. Of course it doesn’t work. “No shit, dude.”

Honestly, I low key hate myself when I get like this. Lena’s been a friend of mine ever since college. I’m even the one who introduced her to her girlfriend, Amelia, who’s my other boarder.

The problem is, I really do get bitchy when I’m stressed. And I’m stressed, like…all the fucking time these days. That nixes any slight residue of tact I might have left in me.

Lena doesn’t seem bothered by my sharpness. She turns and calls up the hallway. “Amelia, baby? Can you bring our girl a towel, please?”

“No, don’t worry,” I say, still hissing with frustration. “I’ll be fine if I can just get to the shower.”

I stomp my way up the hall and into the bathroom. My suit’s gonna need dry-cleaning so I just dump it in a pile on the floor.

My stress and frustration won’t let up, even when I run the water at lava-like temperatures. I even try sitting in some loose, free-form version of a lotus position, and letting the water rain down on me.

Nada. I’m still all worked up. I shut off the water and step out, dragging my towel over my alabaster skin like I could somehow exfoliate my anxiety away.

Of course, once again, it doesn’t work. And I’m left with only one option. The one that never fails. The best kind of stress relief I’ve ever known.

Just making that one little decision is all it takes to get my breathing slowing down. One simple step that sets me on the path to recovery.

I march out of the bathroom and into the living room. Lena and Amelia are snuggled up on the couch, watching a superhero movie. They’re a really cute couple. If I had any desire to pair up with someone, I think I’d see these two as relationship goals.

But my work and my lifestyle are hard for potential partners to fit into. That’s why I’m glad I have these two here. They’re wonderful company, and clean enough that they don’t bother me.

But it’s the beautiful way they subsidize their rent payments that really works for me.

I head over to the couch, blocking the screen with my naked body for a moment, and then I drop to my knees before the sweet couple.

“Free time,” I say, and nothing more.

Amelia nods, a tiny smile curling over her pretty mouth. Still watching the movie, she presses her hand to the inside of my knee and slowly glides it higher.

Lena glances across at her girlfriend, then bites her luscious bottom lip. She pulls her tight T-shirt off and shimmies out of her sweat pants. I’m not surprised to see she’s wearing nothing beneath those garments.

Just as Amelia brushes her fingers up over my hairless mound, Lena reaches across and opens her girlfriend’s denim shorts. A little bit of fiddling and shimmying, and she has Amelia bare from the waist down.

While Lena’s busy with her girl, I drop to my knees and grip her thighs, spreading them before me. I waste no time, leaning down and plunging my tongue deep into her hot little snatch. Lena sucks in sharp breaths of pleasure as I suck on her sweet lips.

“I love this part,” she says, and for a split second I think she means the way I’ve pulled her clit into my mouth and squeezed it between my teeth. Then I remember our free use agreement, and realize they’re talking about the movie.

Amelia stands and strips off her tiny crop top, as she watches me suck on her girlfriend’s sweet pussy. Lena makes those little cooing sounds of bliss that I’m getting more and more addicted to.

Lena slips her hands onto my head and strokes her nails over my scalp. Her pretty girlfriend comes around behind me and kisses my ass, one side and then the other.

As I stroke my tongue up and down Lena’s spicy cunt, Amelia drives her tongue into my slit. I arch my back and part my thighs in welcome.

Amelia hums against me as she grips my ass cheeks and spreads them. “Maybe we should watch a documentary next, babes,” she murmurs.”

“Ohhh…yeah,” Lena says, but I can’t tell if she’s replying to Amelia or praising my pussy-eating. The rich tang of this pretty snatch is working magic on me, the way it always does, and the mountain of stress inside me develops its first real cracks.

Amelia lets out a little hum of desire and then strokes her skillful tongue up and down my slit, moving higher and higher until she has the tip of her tongue buried in my ass hole. She pinches my clit, hard as hell, at the same time.

I cry out with pleasure, the sound muffled by Lena’s pussy. When she fully buries her hands into my wet hair and makes tight fists, my scalp ignites with blistering pleasure, and I take my mouth off her just long enough to cry out with a loud fuck.

She pushes my head down again, and I bury my mouth in her tasty cunt. Her plump, perfect outer lips swell around me, stroking my cheeks as I drive my tongue deeper and deeper inside her.

As her girlfriend fucks my pussy with her fingers, and my ass with her tongue, Lena grinds her hips up and down, painting my skin with her spicy juices.

The tension inside me, the stress of work and the weather and everything…it’s all still there. But now, it has a purpose. It’s whirling and changing, becoming sharp little balls of sensation.

I pull myself away from Lena’s hot slit and clamber my way up her body. She grips my breasts and pulls me forward, driving my stiff nipple into her hot mouth.

I hug her head to my body and sigh with pleasure. Amelia follows me, still flicking my ass hole with her magical tongue. She comes higher, kissing her way up my spine until she has her tits pressed into my back, and her hands sliding down my front.

Amelia reaches my pussy with her fingers and spreads me wide apart. Lena pumps two fingers up inside me and I gasp with the brutal onslaught of pleasure.

I angle my hips to the side until I’m right over Lena’s thigh, and I drop onto it. Amelia slides her hands back up to my hips as I grind forward and back, mashing my clit over Lena’s thigh and fingers. Amelia grips my breasts and pinches my nipples, as she mashes her pretty tits against my back.

She sinks her teeth into my earlobe and pumps her breath against my neck.

“How fucking good is this movie, babes?” she asks Lena, her words filtered through clenched teeth.

“So good, Mimi.”

These little sessions with my two sexy boarders are always a perfect form of therapy. My stress and anxiety come from feeling like the world is weighing me down. Like everybody depends on me but doesn’t respect me.

When I’m sandwiched between these two beautiful, sensual women, and they pleasure me without even acknowledging my existence, it brings me back into myself. Gives me perspective. And holy fuck, does it give me release.

Amelia bites into my neck and really grips my tits as I glide my hips forward and back, coating Lena’s hand and thigh with my arousal.

I climb slowly toward a climax, and with every passing moment my mind gradually goes blanker. When the pressure inside me peaks and then ignites, when starbursts of bliss go tumbling through my blood stream, I turn my face to the ceiling and cry out with pleasure.

Lena hooks her fingers and drives them up inside me, and I squeeze tight around them. She hisses with pain but keeps pumping, and I fall to the side. When I land on my back across the sofa, Amelia comes right over and straddles me.

She drops immediately and I thrust my tongue against her pretty pussy. I stroke and pump and suck, and she rolls her slender hips in tight circles above me while Lena keeps fucking me with her fingers.

Amelia whimpers with pleasure as I drink down the sexy sweetness of her pussy. She leans forward and kisses Lena for a moment, before the sexy blonde comes down between my outspread thighs.

Lena flicks my clit with her skillful tongue, still driving her hand forward and back. I’m in a world of blissful agony as another climax starts brewing inside me.

I punch my tongue deep inside Amelia’s pussy and press my thumb to her back door.

With Lena working her magic with both fingers and mouth, I can barely form a thought in my head. Nothing beyond more, more, more seems to come to me.

Every stroke of my tongue brings me a fresh wash of Amelia’s juices. Her scent, her flavor, her tiny moans, never fail to make me feel powerful and skilled.

Every pump of Lena’s hand brings me a sharp wave of pleasure. Her smooth power, her sharp heat, her cooing moans, never fail to make me feel needed and alive.

This thing we have between us, this free use situation…it’s like aromatherapy and massage and meditation all rolled into one.

Lena slides down and flicks my ass hole with her hot tongue still pumping her incredible fingers in and out of my pussy, filling me with pleasure. A pleasure that I dash out in turn against her girlfriend’s sweet little cunt.

Pressure swells in the heart of my belly, and it grows and rolls, like a snowball. It sweeps up all the stress, all the tension, the anxiety and bitchiness, the resentment and loathing from work.

And as I bring Amelia to a thumping climax with just my mouth and fingers, her sexy girlfriend gets me all the way home as well.

She spreads her fingers inside me, stretching me so beautifully it’s akin to pain. That pain turns to ecstasy, becoming an avalanche that pours through my body as I howl out with my release.

Nothing eases my stress like these free use sessions. I know one day, these two will have saved enough to get a loan and buy their own place, and all this will end. Or at least change.

But until that happens, I’m gonna milk them both for all the stress relief I can.


Wedding Night Jitters


My whole world is changing tomorrow and I know it’s gonna be awesome. Still, it’s scary as hell. Tomorrow I’ll be Mrs Melanie Russell. A married fucking woman.

I swear, though, if I hadn’t asked Kaia to stay the night with me, I would’ve absolutely lost my mind by now. She’s been my bestie since grade school, and she’s the only chick I considered as maid of honor.

If not for her steadying influence, Trent and I probably would’ve eloped long before now. The big fancy wedding has been all my mom’s doing, anyhow.

My nerves are clearly frayed. The moment Kaia knocks at the front door, I jump in fright. I take a moment to catch my breath, and then I scamper to the door and let her in.

“Hey, Melons,” she says, her gorgeous face as bright and beautiful as fireworks. “Ready for your last night of freedom?”

The weight of that concept must be written across my face. Kaia’s gorgeous smile slips immediately and she sweeps me into a hug. “Hey, baby. I’m sorry. It was just a joke. You guys are awesome together.”

“I’m okay. It’s just such a big deal.”

She kicks the door closed and leads me to the sofa, pushing me down onto it.

“All right, Melons. Time to turn that frown upside down.” She reaches into her overnight bag and pulls out a six-pack of slender bottles. My face, and my soul, light up like a Christmas tree.

Fruit-flavored vodka. So sweet you don’t even know you’re drunk until you hit the floor. Just what I need. I down half a bottle before Kaia’s even opened hers.

“Hey, hey, steady, girl,” she says. “I’m not carrying you down the aisle tomorrow.”

“Blah blah blah. Last one drunk is a lousy lay.”

She opens her bottle and takes a languid sip. “Hah. Your challenge is broken. We both know we’re fucking awesome in the sack.”

“True.” I down another mouthful and glance at Kaia’s long, lush dark hair, and the way it rides down her shoulder. “Hey, you remember that time?”

She curls her luscious mouth into a cute smile. “Why, whatever are you talking about Miss Melanie?”

“You know exactly. Vegas last year?”

The most erotic experience of my life. A couples vacation. Trent and me, Kaia and…hell, I can’t even remember his name.

The first night, we’d all been too tired from the flight and exploring to get up to any bedtime shenanigans.

But on the second night, while Trent and I were just about breaking the bed with our crazy-ass fucking…Kaia walked into our room. Even more exciting was the fact she didn’t walk back out.

My beautiful bestie had sat on the floor beside the bed, watching us closely while we watched her, grinding herself to climax after climax as Trent fucked me every which way.

“That was some night, Melons.”

“Hell to the yeah. Sometimes, when I can’t sleep, I replay it, over and over in my mind. And jill off like a mad woman.”

“Dirty girl. But I have a confession.”

“Oh?”

She runs her fingertip around the open mouth of her bottle. “I thought Trent had gone down to the blackjack table.”

“What?”

“You think I forgot which room was mine?”

Butterflies suddenly take off and fly around in a panic in my belly. “You mean you thought…I was alone? In bed?”

“Mm-hmm. My guy was fucking useless. I went into your room hoping to get me a little girl-fun.”

I bite my lip for a second. “Funny…Trent and I both say all the time how we wish you’d joined us.”

“Of course Trent wanted that. He’s a fucking dude, after all.” She glances up at me, an unmistakable heat in her dark brown eyes. “But you, too?”

“Uh-huh. I would have done anything and everything with you that night.”

She slides over until she’s beside me. “What about this night?”

“Kaia, I’m getting…I’m getting married.”

“That’s not a no.” She puts her hand halfway up my thigh. “Whaddya say, Melons? My early wedding present to you can be an orgasm.”

I hesitate just enough for her to lean forward, so close that her breath tickles my lips. All I can see, all I can feel, all I can smell is my best friend. And it’s so damn tempting.

When I do and say nothing else, she takes a risk, planting a soft but insistent kiss on my lips. She opens me up with just the tip of her tongue.

I have no intention of moaning, yet here it is, coming from deep inside me like a well-kept secret. Damn, this woman can kiss, and if that's what she can do to my mouth, what kind of magic will she wield on the rest of my body if I go through with this?

“Sweet fucking hell,” I whisper as I try lamely to push her away. “I shouldn’t.”

The more I push, the harder Kaia holds onto me. “Since when do you do what you're supposed to?”

“Damn you for knowing everything about me.”

“Not everything.” She crawls forward on the sofa and I fall back. When she’s right over the top of me, she kisses my nose.

“Kaia…”

“For instance, I don't know how it feels to hold your perfect tits. To glide your perfect little nipples into my mouth.”

“Oh, fuck…”

“More importantly, I have no idea how beautiful your pussy tastes.” She kisses me again, softly and all too briefly. “And I’ve seen how beautiful your face is when you come…but I’ve never seen it when you come and come, over and over again, and all because I'm eating your sweet little cunt.”

The world fades, until all I can see is Kaia's mouth, and all I can do is whimper with desire. “You shouldn't say things if you're not prepared—”

“There’s nothing I want more than to fuck you right now, Melons. To kiss you all over, lick you everywhere, touch every single part of your whole juicy body.”

My whole juicy body quivers with an undeniable lust. I’m not sure if I’m truly bisexual, but I’ve always found women attractive. And the truth is, I’ve wanted Kaia for ages, too. I’ve never dared to hope it could never happen.

“Y’know, K…I watched you as much as you watched us that night. And you didn't seem to be looking at Trent all that much.”

She closes her lovely eyes and breathes roughly, raggedly. “I’ve seen naked guys before. But I’ve never been with a woman, Melons, and I’ve never wanted to be with any woman but you.”

God, the idea of Kaia putting her mouth on me is almost too much to bear. Since long before that night she walked in on us, I’ve been hot for her.

Trent’s known for years that I’m not totally straight, and of course, being a damn dude, he's always encouraged me to explore that side of myself.

I never have, though. Mainly because I’ve always wanted to make sure I have the right girl, and that it’s the right time to do it.

And suddenly, here I am, with both. The most perfect, sexy woman; just the two of us, alone. “Oh, sweet Jesus,” I moan. “Fuck me, Kaia.”

“Are you sure, baby?”

“So, so fucking sure.”

“Yesss…” she whispers, and plants her perfect mouth on mine again. As we kiss, she works at the buttons on my blouse. One by one, she pops them open, her fingertips glancing across my skin at first, then gradually taking longer, wider journeys.

By the time she's opened the last button she’s slid her mouth off mine and is kissing me right between my breasts.

I put my hands on the back of her head and arch upward, as Kaia slides her hands behind me and unclasps my bra.

My bestie slides it off me and sits up to gaze down at me. I look into her dark, soulful eyes for a moment, absorbing both her natural beauty and the wonder on her face as she studies my bare breasts.

I don't say another word. I just pull her back down toward me and kiss her, long, deep and ravenously.

Kaia’s voice comes out first in a tiny whimper, but quickly grows into a rasping moan as she drives her tongue deep inside my mouth. My knees quiver like they’re going to collapse, even though I’m already on my back on the sofa.

My god, my bestie can kiss. She pulls me up off the sofa and we stand there in my living room, making out like teenagers.

I take hold of Kaia’s shoulders for fear of falling. Kaia sweeps her hands around and cradles my lower back, her fingertips just brushing the top of my yoga pants. She pierces them and then toys with the waistband of my panties for a moment before she dips straight in.

I whimper with need as Kaia glides her fingers down onto my ass, and squeezes my soft flesh tightly. Her tongue grapples with mine, wrestling me into submission. Finally I pull free long enough to speak.

“Holy fuck, K. Why did we wait so long?”

“Shut up and take me to bed.”

“Pushy bitch.”

She waggles her eyebrows at me, her luscious mouth puffy and glistening from the ferocious way she’s been kissing me, and I’ve been kissing her back.

I take her hand and practically drag her up the hallway to my bedroom. We pause at the side of my bed to strip ourselves bare, and I can’t help but hold my breath in excitement.

Kaia’s a damn goddess fully clothed. I’ve seen her in underwear and swimsuits, but I’ve never once seen her naked. Even when she watched me fuck my husband-to-be, she still had her jammies on.

With my yoga pants and underwear off, I turn and begin to climb up onto the bed. Just as I get to my hands and knees, Kaia grasps my hips hard enough to make me stop.

Barely a second later my best friend slams her face against me and drives her tongue into my pussy. She takes one long, hard stroke up my slit and comes away for a moment.

“Holy fuck you taste so beautiful, Melons.”

I have no words to say. Every part of my existence is focused on my desperate little pussy, as I anticipate the hard, deep tonguing I’m about to get from my best friend.

Kaia comes forward and runs the tip of her tongue up and down the length of my slit, time and again, awakening deep quivers through my entire body. She nudges the tip of her nose against my ass hole as she drives her sweet tongue as far inside me as she can.

Holy fuck. No man has ever eaten me like this. Not in this position, and not so fucking beautifully.

“God, Melons,” she murmurs between wet, smacking sounds. “You're perfect.”

“Less talking. More eating.”

“Mm-hmm.” Kaia sucks my lips into her mouth and grinds her chin against my clit. She pushes into me so hard I collapse forward, and she wastes no time, flipping me over and pulling my thighs wide apart, burying her face deep into the juicy wetness of my cunt.

I barely know what I’m doing, or where I am. My hands take on minds of their own, flying down to dive into her soft brown hair and wrap around the back of her head.

I curl my body, pulling my hips upward to meet the grinding thrusts of my bestie’s sweet mouth, taking fistfuls of her hair and holding tight.

Damn, this girl can eat pussy. If I'd known how fucking good she is, I would’ve tried to fuck her years ago. Before I even met Trent.

The way she has me teetering on the edge of climax already is mind-blowing. I pull my knees up higher, opening myself to her completely, even resting my foot against her shoulder blades.

My bedroom is a symphony of erotic noises. Slurping, smacking, sucking. Moaning, muttering and whimpering. And dirty, filthy whispered commands, demanding more. More.

This time it’s my foot that grows a mind of its own, creeping higher and higher until I’m resting it on Kaia's neck. When she dives back in to suckle on my clit, I press my sole into the back of her head, clamping her against me as if I’ll never let her go.

Hell, at this moment I’m prepared to walk down the aisle with my best friend’s beautiful mouth attached to my pussy. If I have to hum my vows in between dirty moans of ecstasy, then so be it. No way do I ever want to stop this amazing flood pleasure my best friend has awoken within me.

Finally, she breaks me, gliding two fingers inside my pussy while she sucks hard on my buzzing clit. I've been skating on the edge of the cliff anyway, and now she’s pushed me right over it.

I fall hard into a hot, wet pool of pleasure, screaming something that even I can’t understand. Maybe it’s my beautiful bestie’s name, maybe it’s just some primitive howl. Whatever it is, it’s just the perfect release.

But the fact I’ve just come like a hurricane doesn’t slow Kaia down. She keeps running her tongue all around my pussy, from the closely trimmed heart shape of my bush—a wedding night present for Trent—all the way down to my ass. And all the while, she’s humming and moaning as if she's found the most perfect treat ever.

She finally releases me and climbs up my body, kissing my hips and my belly, leaving behind wet imprints. Perfect little patches with a mix of our fluids.

Kaia reached my chest and rests her head on my big boobs for a moment. “I've wanted to touch you like that for so long, Melons. But I'm afraid that's nowhere near enough for me. I need the whole thing. If we're only having this one night, I need to see, feel and taste everything.”

“It's all yours, honey.” I thread my fingers into her hair. “But who says we're only having this one night?”

Her eyelids flutter and her smile turns kinky. “God, you're beautiful.”

She's barely finished speaking before she drives her teeth into my stiff nipple. I squeal with the pain and moan with the pleasure as she tongues that stiff fleshy point almost to death.

I barely register her hand moving but then suddenly there it is, cupping the wet heat of my pussy again. She licks higher and higher, over my throat, until she has her wet, fragrant mouth locked against mine again.

I drink my own scent from her tongue and lips, and wrap my legs around her waist, pulling her down so she can grind against my pussy, and squashing her fingers between us. Kaia moans with every blow, and I can't tell if it’s pain, pleasure, or that perfect mix of the two.

For a moment she drives herself into me and holds it. It’s just like that first thrust Trent makes when he fucks me. Kaia wiggles her hips and it mashes her fingers across my clit, pulling another moan from deep inside me.

“Fuck, Kaia. You’re so fucking naughty.”

“Me? Never.”

God, she’s fucking perfect. I wrap my arms around her and throw myself sideways, rolling us over until I’m on top of my bestie.

There’s a sweet flash of excitement in Kaia’s dark brown eyes, which grows even wilder when I force her hands down either side of her head.

“Oh…miss Melons is a bossy bitch.”

“Like you didn’t already know that.”

“Mm. Me likey.”

I take a few seconds just to admire my best friend’s beautiful body. Her perfect round breasts, goose-pimpled from excitement, tipped with chocolate brown nipples that look like they’re made for my mouth.

The heavy beating of her heart sends hypnotic tremors through her flesh, and suddenly I turn into a ravenous beast, diving in and kissing every inch of her boobs, savoring the taste of her flesh as I lick them all over.

And when I slide her nipple into my mouth, I suck as if it’s all that keeps me from falling to my death. Hard, sharp tugs on her flesh that draw delicious little moans from her throat.

I simply can’t take my mouth off her bud, and it’s as much because of the super cute whimpering sounds she’s making as I tease her.

As I lap and suck and bite, I slide my hands down over her smooth as fuck belly, past her sweet hips and onto her velvet thighs. The moment I squeeze her flesh, she sighs and spreads her legs wider, welcoming me in between them.

God, her inner thighs are so damn soft as I run my fingers up them. But as smooth and silky as they are, they’re still no match for what’s between them. The sheer slick heat of Kaia’s pussy has me struggling for breath, but what really hits me is the baby softness of her.

She's completely bare. Waxed and smooth and perfect. It’s the most sinful pleasure to run my fingers over the ripples and folds of her hot flesh. Kaia quivers to my touch and it only makes me more hungry for her.

If I can make her squirm with such a feather-light glance of my fingers, I can’t help wondering what’ll happen when I go harder. I’ve always known what a horny little devil she is, but it’s so fucking hot to see how little it takes to get my best friend really revving.

I spin my hand and press my palm to her slick lips, curling my fingers forward and back on her mound as I roughly map out where her bush would be. Gradually I press harder, making small circles with the heel of my hand, my skin growing that little bit wetter with every orbit.

“Oh, fuck, Melons…that feels even better than I imagined it would.”

“This is only the start, honey.”

I pull my hand away with a deliciously sticky sound. Then I lean forward and touch my mouth to her smooth belly, kissing a random pattern all over, edging down to her hip before cutting back inward. Heading for home.

“Melons...” Her voice trembles, and I glance up to catch her eye before moving again. She bites into her luscious bottom lip and I raise my eyebrows. Kaia blinks and then nods, and I sigh a hot breath all over her most intimate flesh.

The scent of her pussy hits me like a bouquet, and I wonder if I might just be a little drunk on her essence. I turn to mush above her and fall, landing my mouth right where I need it to be.

Kaia writhes beneath me as I stroke at her pussy with my tongue. She makes a light, grinding motion with her hips, but the harder I suck on her clit, the stronger her movements become until I have her bucking like a horse from nothing but the suction of my mouth and the driving pulse of my tongue.

Kaia wraps her legs around me, the blunt impact of her heels driving me on as if I’m her mount and she’s an equestrienne.

It has the desired effect, anyway. She makes me want to tongue her even harder. The softness of her lips, the heat of her core, are a fabulous meal and a perfectly matched wine all in one. I could suck on my best friend’s cunt for hours. But she has other ideas.

“Melons...I need you inside me.”

“Honey, I hate to break it to you but I don't have one.”

“One what?”

“Cock.” I hate taking my mouth off her for even a second, so my answers are short, sharp and to the point.

“You have hands.”

“Dirty bitch.”

I can't help but smile, but of course I take the cue in my stride. Slowly I run my hand up her body as I stroke her pussy, until my fingers trail across her lips. She opens and licks at me, then sucks my fingers inside her. It’s so sensual, and it makes me wish for the first time ever that I had a cock. How awesome it would be to have Kaia suck it.

Once my fingers are well and truly coated, I pull them loose and bring them back down to her sweet pussy, pressing them to the heat of her. As I glide them inside her, she moans and sighs, and it takes all my power to keep from biting into her flesh. She’s just so damn appetizing.

“Yesss...”

With two fingers inside her I lap at her clit, grinding and twisting my hand, coating my skin with the rich fragrance of her arousal.

Kaia rolls her hips, and I follow with my mouth and hand as best I can, until she trembles and bucks, her voice drying up as a climax washes through her beautiful body.

“Holy fuck, Melons.”

“Hmm?” I still have my mouth on her, and have no plans to put it anywhere else for the foreseeable future.

“That was lovely.”

Lovely? Is that all? “That sounds like a challenge, honey.”

She sits up and reaches out for me with both hands, and I slither up until I can kiss her properly, deeply, savoring the scented bliss of my own arousal as I drink it again from her lips. The gorgeous blend of her scent and mine awakens a sharper tingling of need within me, and clearly in Kaia, as well.

My babe of a bestie sinks her teeth into my tongue and pushes me onto my back, swinging herself around to straddle my face. I can’t resist the urge to land a hot slap right on her pretty ass, and she squeals so loudly I jump in surprise.

“You’ll pay for that, Melons,” she hisses.

“So…punish me.”

Kaia makes a soft little humming sound, and lowers her hips, grinding her perfect pussy down against my wet and willing mouth.

I’ve barely put my tongue back inside her when she falls forward and sucks my rippled lips into her mouth. She moans with desire and then lets me slip back out.

“I think you taste even better this time, Melons.”

I can’t reply. I’m too far gone with eating the hell out of my best friend’s pussy. Plus she’s spreading my lips so far apart it’s burning me in the most exquisite way.

As she drives her tongue deep inside me I pull my legs up and open all of myself to her. She glides her slick fingers down and strokes me, all the way to my ass hole. I judder with delight and rub her clit with my chin, gliding two fingers back into her pussy.

Her beautiful ass and slit utterly fill my world. She’s all I can see, hear, smell, touch and taste. But if she’s gonna play with me like that, she has to expect she's getting some in return.

I pull my fingers out and drink her juices from them before sliding up and pressing one against her cute little back door. She hums against my pussy as I glide inside her, and spreads her knees just a little until the squishy heat of her is pressed to my mouth as hard as ever. I lap and suck and bite at her like she’s a peach, but no sweet, juicy fruit has ever made me feel as wonderful as Kaia does.

The heat of her mouth, the soft velvet of her tongue, has me climbing toward another climax already. I squeeze my thighs around her head as if I can slow her down, but she’s a force of fucking nature.

With a long slurping sound she sucks so hard on my clit I worry it might just come off in her mouth. It’s all I can do not to scream her name to the rest of the houses on my street.

And when she pushes her finger into my ass, there’s no holding back. A fucking earthquake erupts inside my belly and shoots fireworks through my limbs.

Through the mind-fuck of my climax, I manage to bite into Kaia's clit and drive three fingers inside her hot pussy, twisting the one I already had in her ass. The force of her scream against the face of my pussy is a brand new delight, the vibrations scampering seemingly all the way up my spine.

As our fierce climaxes gradually soften, we lap at each other, easing down until we each sigh with relief. Kaia rolls slowly off me and turns, landing right beside me on the bed, finding my mouth with hers once again. She kisses me gently, with barely even the slightest trace of tongue.

“Damn. That was amazing.”

“It's not over yet.”

Kaia giggles. “Sorry, babe, but I don't have it in me to come again tonight. And neither do you. You're getting married in twelve hours.”

I kiss her nose and sit up. “Wait here?”

“Where else would I go?”

I scamper through to the living room, where my suitcases sit, packed and ready for the honeymoon tomorrow. I reached into a pocket and pull out an envelope, rushing back to be with Kaia again.

“I have a confession, babe,” I say, and a blush fills my cheeks.

“Oh?”

I get back onto the bed, but I kneel at the end of it. “I, uh…wasn’t really all that nervous about tomorrow.”

“You…what? It was an act?”

I can hear it in her voice. She’s scared that what we shared tonight was just a throwaway thing for me. One last chance to fuck a woman before committing to my man. Nothing could be further from the truth, though.

“The fear? That was an act. But this…you and me? That was absolutely genuine.” I lick my lips, still tasting traces of my best friend on them.

“I…uh…”

Oh, god. Kaia’s even more adorable when she’s confused. I do feel like a bit of a bitch, since she almost certainly believes she seduced me, rather than the truth. That it was the other way around.

“I know you so well, babe,” I say. “I knew you’d be there for me, tonight. And after that magical night in Vegas, I was pretty sure I could get you to make a move on me.”

“Oh, you little whore,” she says, her radiant smile breaking out like a sunrise.

I hold the envelope up a little higher. “I was going to either save this for tomorrow or toss it away. Depending on how tonight went. But I'm too excited now.” I hand it to her and scoot up to sit beside her.

“Depending on how tonight went? You really did have this planned, didn't you? Evil wench.”

She rips the envelope apart and holds up the contents, that heavenly confused look coming back to her beautiful face. “I don't understand.”

“What's to understand? It's an airline ticket.”

“To Jamaica. Tomorrow. At 5pm.”

“Yeah, baby.”

She drops her hands to her lap. “But... isn't that the flight you and Trent are on?”

“Hell to the yeah. Whaddya say?”

“About what?”

I push her onto her back and clamber over the top of her threading my fingers into her hair as I kiss her, long and deep. She responds with her pretty moans and wraps her arms around me. With a little smile I kiss a trail down to her ear. “We’re asking if you wanna come on our honeymoon, Kaia.”

“Um...”

“You never know what could happen.”

“Are you serious?”

“About coming with us? Absolutely. About the not knowing what could happen? Hate to spoil the surprise, honey, but if you come with us, there will be sex. And lots of it. You, me and Trent. Do you want to...come?”

She sits up and checks the ticket again, as if it might be a joke. Finally she looks me in the eye, checking for any sign I’m teasing. And then, the world brightens as she smiles straight at me.

“I do.”


My Queen


The time on my cell phone reads 9:05, which means Celeste’s more than her usual half hour late. The sun has its claws sunk deep into my shoulders already as I sit on the hood of my stupid car.

Don’t get me wrong, Billy’s a classic old beater, heavy and solid. Driving him makes me feel safe and, more importantly, big. But like all the other men I’ve had in my life, he’s an unreliable pile of junk.

I’m partway through dialing my bestie’s number when a cab pulls up. Celeste simply flows from the passenger seat like honey, all understated glamor and European style. Those wide, sexy hips you could stack books on, and the tits to balance them out.

I glance down at my own skinny legs and ironing board body, clad in worn old cutoffs and a ragged tank top. What I wouldn't give to have her innate fashion sense, and her caffè latte skin. Not to mention her curves.

I’ve long since given up waiting for the femme-fairy to weave a spell on my body. It’s fine, really. There’s a lot to like about being slender. Two dollar bras, and the option not to wear them. Conversations containing actual eye contact.

I guess we all choose our own flaws. Celeste’s big, beautiful body has become so desirable to me that, for all my good points, in my own mind I just can’t measure up.

I never meant to fall for her. Hell, I've never really been into girls at all, aside from the odd curious search on the internet when I’m already horny.

But that little itch I sometimes scratch in private has bloomed within me and grown as uncontrollable as my hair. I’ve moved from curious to incurable. And Celeste is the epitome of everything I want.

She leans in through the window to pay the cab driver, her immaculate white skirt riding up at the back, baring her thick, stocking-clad thighs to me. I hold my breath, still confused about exactly what’s happening this weekend. All I know is, she’s my best friend, she’s hurting, and I’ll do anything to take that pain from her.

If that means making slow, languid love to every beautiful inch of her body, then I’ll take that hit.

But maybe it’ll just be a couple of days at the beach, talking by the fire pit, watching shitty movies. Either way, it’s all about her.

Celeste turns and waves to me, an effortless jauntiness to her every movement, despite the way her world has just crumbled.

Well, it has as far as I know. She’s so calm and controlled. If I'd found out my fiancé was screwing around I probably would've burned his house down.

"Hi, Georgina,” she says in her soft alto voice.

"Hey, babe. You know we're heading for the beach, right?"

“Of course. I booked it, after all. Why?"

"Just, you're dressed like you're off to the races. Or the opera."

She twirls before me, the movement highlighting the lushness of her body. "This old thing? I've had it for hours."

I simply shake my head, not trusting the words in my mind. If she only knew the power she has over me.

Clearing my throat, I manage to speak again. "Um, I have some bad news."

"What?"

I slap the hood with my palm. "He won't start. Honestly, if it has tires or testicles, it’s more trouble than it's worth."

"Don't I know it."

My belly sinks. "Oh, shit. Sorry, babe. It's just something I always say."

"Forget it, George. It's true, so why not say it?"

I slide off the hood and take her hand. "Still...I should've thought before speaking."

Celeste turns away, but it’s not clear if she’s crying or not. She slips her hand out of my grip and leans on the hood, her hands splayed and her head low. After a few seconds, she half-turns her face toward me. "So, what do we do? Take a cab?"

"Are you kidding? It's a hundred miles. The only thing we can really do is push start him. But...y'know..."

"No. What?"

"Well, that's the one thing a guy could do for us right now. We need some boy muscle. This thing's a friggin' tank."

Celeste steps back and looks at my car, front to back. She glances down the street and her brow crinkles in that adorable way it does whenever she does math or thinks strategically.

"George, the street is a downhill run. If we get it moving we can do this."

"It's that first part we'll never do. Getting him moving."

"Nonsense. Let's do this thing."

"In your pretty clothes?"

"It's either that or naked. Your choice."

Oh...do not give me that choice. I shrug and prop the driver door open, sliding the key into the ignition and turning it to prevent the steering from locking. "Okay. Ready when you are."

Celeste slides her heels off and tosses them into the back seat. She moves around to the back of my car and rests her palms on the trunk. "Okay, on three. One...two...three!"

I push at the car's frame, squealing with the effort. Celeste grunts and moans behind me, but the car barely budges.

"Okay, stop!" I yell. "We can't do it. Let's just stay here for the weekend. We'll rent some movies, maybe go to a bar."

"No way, George. We can't let a silly thing like this stop us. This weekend was your idea.”

“But as usual, you made it come true.”

She slaps Billy on the rear fender like he’s a horse. "Let's rock it."

I pause for a moment. "What? Did you just channel the 80s or something?"

"No, let's rock the car. Push forward, let it come back. When it rocks forward again, we push again. Do that enough times and we'll get this bastard rolling."

Her voice suddenly takes on the cold anger I expected to hear yesterday. When she rang and told me about Wade and his wandering dick. There’s no way I’m about to argue with her when she’s in this state of mind.

Besides, if this works, I'll get the weekend away with my secret fantasy girl. Even if she only ever sees me as a friend. Having her as a lover would be the ultimate, but just having her near me is still pretty damn good.

She counts off again, and we push forward, then let it roll back. Every push moves the car a little closer to rolling until, finally, Billy actually makes it out onto the street.

Celeste runs behind, still pushing. "Jump in, George. Do your thing."

I tumble into the car and slam the door, surprised by just how big and how fast the moment has become. Billy’s only ten feet from crashing into Mr. Graham's old Honda, parked on the side of the street.

I squeal like a girl and yank on the steering wheel, missing the station wagon by about three coats of paint. The clutch fights me all the way down, but finally I manage to work the transmission into second gear. When I pop the clutch, I almost take the steering wheel between the eyes as the engine bites.

I will it to ignite, knowing we'll never roll Billy back up the hill for another try. Finally, the big beast under the hood growls.

With a squeal of triumph I gun it and pull over to the side, before I realize I have another problem. Celeste is fifty feet behind me. Meanwhile, my car is too big to simply turn around on a suburban street, and my neighbors all have gates on their driveways. Stepping out, I turn and wave to Celeste.

She in turn signals me to come back and pick her up. God, she looks almost like royalty, standing there in her beautiful clothes and beckoning me. It’s all I can do not to scurry back there and curtsey before her.

None of which helps in this moment. I cup my hands around my mouth and yell to her. “I can’t, babe. Can’t turn.”

“Reverse it.” And the moment she says it, she realizes exactly what the trouble is.

See, I’m an excellent driver. Okay, so the local mailboxes and garbage cans might not agree, but I haven’t caused any major accidents yet, at least. But that’s driving. Reversing, especially in Billy the Beast, has always been beyond me.

I jog back up to Celeste and grab a couple of her bags. “Sorry for the hassle, my queen.”

“What am I going to do with you, George?”

My mind has thirty answers ready to go, none of which I can say, so I stay silent as we fill the cavernous trunk with luggage and get under way.

I find a station playing all the cheesiest nineties songs and we screech along with them as we drive. Before long we hit the edge of the city and the station crackles out of range. We roll down the windows and let the cool rainforest air into our lungs.

Celeste fiddles with the radio dial like an insect on speed, trying to find a station that doesn’t suck almightily. For a moment she leaves it sitting on something with slide guitar, and vocals with more twang than a tennis racket.

“No, I have too many teeth for this.” She reaches for the dial again and I slap her hand away.

“Stop it! I can’t drive!”

“You’re telling me.”

“Bitch.”

“Slut.” She flashes me that beautiful smile, and I almost pull across just to kiss her.

For a few blissful minutes we roll through the hills, the engine and wind the only sounds, and the subtle hint of Celeste’s fragrance blending with the natural scents of the forest.

The golden sunlight that bleeds through the trees gives the entire place a heavenly feel. If I’d been alone, the moment would have been lovely. Shared with Celeste it becomes perfect.

I try to gauge her mood, but she’s still scanning the landscape. So, I snake my fingers into her hair and toy with it. Letting her know I’m there for her, but not going anywhere I can’t come back from.

She rests her head back on my hand. It’s paradise. Until she spoils the moment.

“Are we there yet?”

I roll my eyes but she’s back staring out the window. She rubs lightly at the new space on her finger, and for want of anything more helpful to do, I put my hand on her shoulder.

“You did the right thing, babe.”

“I know, George. I do. It was a long time coming, in fact.”

“Really?”

“You of all people shouldn’t be surprised.”

I make a wordless noise, trying to keep things neutral. When she called off the engagement it was all I could do not to cheer into the phone. I could just never work out what she’d seen in that man.

Wade Wainwright. Too many ‘w’s for my liking, although there were a few more I could use to describe him. Weak. Worthless. Womanising whiner.

But the thing is, I never actually told Celeste way back then how I felt about him. She just picked up on it, the way she always does. For a while it was a source of tension between us, until she pulled me aside and told me she didn’t want to have to choose between her best friend and her fiancé.

So I played nice, and smiled when he made lame jokes…and then showered for a half-hour after every time I saw him.

It sucked, and I felt like a complete phony. But if I was ever to lose my best friend, it would be for something far more important than a jerk like Wade and his hyperactive jerk glands. That jerk.

She looks around, straight at me, bringing me back into the moment. Her smile is much paler than before. “Yeah, okay, you were right all along. He was a tool. But he was such a pretty tool.”

“And didn’t he know it.”

“Yes, yes.” It’s more sigh than voice. “Truth is, we’d been living separate lives for months. Drifting apart the way people do when they let go of each other. Hannah was just the final straw.”

I almost laugh. “Ah, yes. Hannah. My evil twin.”

That at least gets a quick giggle out of her. Hannah and I are always being mistaken for sisters. She’s part of the reason I keep everything simple with my hair, make up and fashion. It’s a way to separate myself from Hannah the Glamor.

Thinking back, I should have known what was going on. Wade never missed a chance to make fun of her, at least as far as I’d seen. Stupid and annoying were the two words he used most. Turns out it was a smokescreen to hide the fact he’d been doing her like a randy ferret for months. Her, and who knows how many others?

Like the time last year when he kissed me. Hell, he hadn’t even waited until I finished speaking. He just leaned forward and clamped his slimy lips over mine the moment Celeste left the room.

Bad enough I hadn’t invited it, but the kicker was that his come-on put me in the worst of positions. How could I tell my best friend her fiancé tried to taste my tonsils?

God, I showered for a full hour after that one. He tried to blame it on being drunk. My ass. He knew what he was doing. Maybe he went after Hannah because she looked so much like me. Probably it was the other way around. Either way, he clearly has a “type” and Celeste isn’t it. Which makes me hate him just that little bit more.

My knuckles are white against the steering wheel, so I ease my tension by blowing out a quick breath.

“I’ve never understood guys. He has you—a goddess—and he wants a scrawny little chicken like Hannah?”

Celeste glances back at me, arching her eyebrow, her feline eyes glancing up and down my body. “Your evil twin, you mean? Why are you always so hard on yourself, George?”

Damn her mind-reading skills. “We were talking about that skanky little twerp. God, she can’t even hold a conversation unless it’s about herself or a Kardashian!”

“Oh, forget about Hannah. And definitely forget about Wade. He’s a guy’s guy. He never cared what came out of my mouth. Just what went in.”

“Ewww. Come on, babe. I can’t block my ears when I’m driving.”

“I didn’t mean that.”

“Ha!”

“Okay, I didn’t only mean that. He was always at me to try the latest fad diet, or pills. He stopped taking me to work functions. Like the size of my ass was embarrassing to him.”

My knuckles actually crack a little this time. “I wish I had your ass. Hell, I wish I had an ass.”

“You’re being silly. Stop it.”

“Anything you say, my queen.”

We drive on for a few moments of silence, but I can sense the pressure of the words inside her.

We’ve been like strangers for months and I know it was my fault. Basically ever since Wade stuck his tongue in my mouth and I kept it secret, I’ve been pulling away from her. Figured that if I didn’t meet up with her, I couldn’t confess.

And while I’d wanted more than anything for them to break up, I didn’t want to cause them break up.

Finally, Celeste cracks. The words begin to spill out.

“You know what else he complained about?”

“There’s more?”

“It bothered him ’cause he saw a couple of gray hairs last time I…last time he had a good view of the top of my head.”

“No way! He didn’t say it…during?”

She begins toying with the tan line on her finger again.

“Celeste, I found my first grays two years ago.”

“You’re not Italian. It doesn’t show in your hair like it does in mine.”

That’s true. You could lose your car keys in my frizzy mane.

“Besides, your gray hairs didn’t matter to Wade. Only mine.”

“Oh, god, Celeste. What did you ever see in him?”

“Whatever it was, he was lying about it. Of course, I’m not guilt-free in all this.”

“What do you mean? You cheated too?”

“No, of course not. But my…focus shifted.”

“To what?”

She brushes imaginary lint from her immaculate dress. “Well, away from him. That’s what mattered. That’s always what matters with boys.” She makes it sound like a swear word.

We cruise the freeway in silence for a while. Then, in a little-girl voice, Celeste asks a question which feels heavy with age.

“So how long is it since you’ve had a boyfriend?”

Since I fell in love with you. “Oh, about a year. Maybe a little longer.”

“Why is that, George? We can’t afford to wait too long at our age.”

“We’re 32! Hardly old maids.”

“Times like this I feel a whole lot older.”

Another thing I can hate Wade for. Filling her beautiful head with negative thoughts.

She turns her body toward mine, pulling her leg up beside her on the bench seat as if reaching for me with it. “Seriously, though. You ever think you’re being too picky?”

“I’m not picky. I ask for nothing more than perfection.”

“Perfection, hmm? And how exactly would you define that?”

Five foot eight, hair like wine, laugh like a song, wit like rubber bullets, eyes like stained oak, lips like a sofa, throat like caramel, hands like hummingbirds, breasts like mangoes, hips like traffic…and an ass in the seat right beside me.

“Oh, I guess I’ll just know it when it makes me come.”

“I thought I told you to stop being naughty.”

“You said silly, my queen.”

I don’t have to look. I can feel her smile all over me. We sit in silence for a moment before she pulls on my arm, drawing my hand off the steering wheel. She curls her perpetually warm fingers into mine.

I wonder if it might be a signal. Maybe it’s time to come clean. Tell her why boyfriends are no longer an option for me. I take a deep breath, but she gets in before me.

“Thanks, George.”

“For what?”

“Just being here, taking me with you. Just for being you.” She squeezes my hand and I catch my breath. “You’re my best friend, you know?”

Friend is good. Best friend is better. But neither is enough for me. I have to fight the urge to bring her hand up to my lips. Instead I squeeze back, a show of solidarity. “I know.”

“Is this our road?”

“Shit!”

Lost in my thoughts, I almost miss the turn-off. Celeste giggles at me as I fight Billy’s ponderous mass across to the exit. It’s so wonderful to hear her laughing again I don’t even mind the near-death experience.

We pull into the main street of the small town.

“Ah, crap.” It had to be parallel parking. Just when I’m feeling smart and organized. I pull over to the side and give Celeste my best puppy-dog eyes.

She ruffles my fringe and shakes her head. “Why the hell do you drive this tank if you can’t park it?”

“I can park it. At the mall, anyway. Besides, when you’re little like I am, you get attracted to big things. He may be Billy the Beast, but he’s safe.”

“Not with you at the wheel.”

“Poopy-head.”

“We wouldn’t even be here if I hadn’t helped you push-start this whale.”

“Did I already say poopy-head?”

She shucks her ass across the bench seat and shoos me out the driver’s door. It’s always been this way. The whole trip has been my idea. I’ve driven all the way. But then, when it gets complicated, I can’t bring it home. That’s always been my biggest fault. All I ever seem to have are ideas. Celeste’s the one who makes stuff happen.

In seconds, she has the car slotted home. She throws the keys to me. Of course, I drop them.

“Ow!”

“You let something important slip through your fingers again?”

I can’t read her smile, but it gives me ideas. Dirty ideas.

We stroll along the main street for a couple of hours, destroying the quiet charm of the town with our constant stream of chatter about everything, nothing, and all the shades between them. We take ridiculous selfies as we feed each other ice cream cones. We tear apart the second-hand book shop. It’s the perfect start to a long weekend of utter distraction.

And then, as if some higher power has choreographed us, we both spot the thrift shop at the same time. I look at her, and she at me.

“No prisoners?”

“No prisoners.”

We hit the place like a sledgehammer. I don’t think the locals have ever seen such a display. These small towns have such great retro fashions and kitsch. Celeste is in her element, and she simply glows as I dress her in every outfit I can find that will fit her.

Most of the clothes come straight from the sixties and seventies. Even with their campy brightness, they pale against the radiance of Celeste’s smile. Seeing her like this makes my chest tighten up. So beautiful, so happy. And it’s my doing. For a moment, I’m a legend.

She finally settles on a skin-tight brown velour jumpsuit which, on anyone else, would look ridiculous. Gliding out of the changing room, she twirls before me, every wondrous curve and valley of her body moving like syrup.

“Oh, god, Celeste. I’d kill for just one of your boobs.”

“Well, I’d love to go jogging without getting a concussion, so shut up.”

“Try these on.” I hand her a pair of tan aviator sunglasses.

“What do you think?”

“I think Sophia Loren just got jealous.”

“I believe I told you to stop being silly.”

“Momentary lapse, my queen.”

She pinches my cheek as she turns back to change out of the suit, and I picture how it would be to follow her in. To ease that skin-tight velour from her body and explore her all over with my hands and my mouth.

My imagination has only dipped as far as her throat by the time she emerges, back in her fancy-pants dress but with bare legs this time. Smooth, solid, olive legs.

The septuagenarian lady behind the counter smiles as though we’re armed. It feels like it did at school when the principal busted us for smoking, and it’s all we can do not to laugh out loud.

“Now, George…you need me to drive?”

“Bitch. I told you I’m fine as long as I’m going forward. I’m a forward kind of girl.”

“Well, you could’ve fooled me.”

I try to read her expression but she’s pointedly looking at anything but me.

“Anyway, babe, I need you to read the map.”

Thankfully, Billy is temporarily over his mood swings, and he starts first time. We drive in easy silence, broken only by Celeste’s assured directions, each of which is accompanied by a little pat on the arm. Every touch gives me a quiver at the base of my belly.

The house she’s rented is down a long driveway, surrounded by thick sub-tropical rainforest. There’s no way it can be seen from the road, which is perfect. Privacy is all we need at this moment. If that leads to intimacy as well, then maybe I’ll never leave.

It finally feels as though we’ve escaped. The driving, the shopping, they’ve just been variations on the things we do every day. This—the house, the beach, the isolation—this is a world apart. For all we know, the rest of civilization has ended.

The back of the house looks out right over the beach. I tear open the sliding glass door and let the fresh tang of salt air bully the musty smell out of the place.

Celeste moves right up beside me to drape her arm over my shoulder. The smell of her hair mingles with the ocean scent. She pulls in a deep breath and lets it back out, humming the very word I’m thinking.

“Heaven…”

“Uh-huh.”

She stands for a moment, leaning her head against mine as if I can hold her up. I curl my arm around her waist. Then she kisses me.

I say kisses, but it’s nothing, really. She just pecks the top of my head. I hold my breath anyway, still not trusting myself to read the moment or her mood.

Pressing in against her, I soak up all the beautiful warmth and the solid strength of her. I could have sworn we came here so I can take care of her, but I struggle to recall if I’ve seen a single tear, heard a single sob, even when she told me what happened.

The waves caress the sand, and we watch as if they can answer all our questions. After two or three lifetimes of bliss, Celeste slides loose from my grip.

“Time for a swim.”

“Yes, my queen.”

I turn around so I can go inside and change, but she pulls on my arm.

“Come on.”

“I’m getting my swimsuit.”

She simply stands there and smiles my brains out. “It’s just you and me. Nothing we haven’t seen before.”

“Wait, you mean—” I swallow the lump that’s taken up residence in my throat. “You mean skinny dipping?”

“Maybe. Why not?”

“Jezebel.”

“Prude.” She turns her back to me and nods over her shoulder, indicating the zipper in her dress. “If you wouldn’t mind, my dear.”

My hands tremble so hard as I pull down on the zipper, and I worry I’ll catch my hair in it.

Again, this is nothing we haven’t done before. I’ve seen more of her body than my own. This time, though…this is different. Because this time, all I want is to slide my hands inside the open dress and feel the warm skin of her back—to trace my fingers down her spine until those magnificent thick hips fill my palms.

She shimmies her way out of the dress and lets it fall. Wearing nothing but her bra and panties, she steps onto the deck and then to the sand. For a moment she looks back and holds out her hand. “Coming?”

Even in my tank top and cutoffs I feel exposed. The beach looks private but who knows for sure? Of course, it’s Celeste asking, so I follow her out to the breaking waves almost immediately. How naked I’ll get is a whole other discussion.

We dip our feet into the wide tongues of water. Despite the heat of the afternoon, the chill bites straight into my skin, making my entire body tremble.

Celeste shucks off her bra and tosses it back on the sand. She quick-steps out into the water, all liquid grace and oceanic flow as she dives into a breaking wave.

I inch out after her, cursing my cold blood and highly developed sense of shame. Before the water even reaches my knees, Celeste rises from the waves like a Roman goddess, the bright sunlight winking off her golden skin.

“Come on! Just dive in.”

I shake my head. “You know me. All Anglo, all the time.”

“Pussy!”

I bite my lip instead of responding. With her white panties, her black hair, and a healthy dose of water, pussy is suddenly all I can focus on.

With a fortifying breath, I walk out until the water tickles the tops of my knees. Every passing wave slips up my thighs like a drunken jerk’s hands until finally I bite the bullet and sit, squealing and shivering as the cold water coats my skin.

It isn’t just the temperature. Change has always been hard for me. Even when it’s just the change from dry to wet.

Celeste comes up and sits beside me. “George, if you can’t be yourself now, when can you be?”

“Uh, wh…what?”

“I’m just saying...loosen up. Stop worrying so much. Do what you feel, not what you think.” She hooks her finger into the neck of my tank top. “Your body doesn’t scare me, you know. I won’t be offended.”

“I thought this weekend was therapy for you, not me.”

She shrugs, her breast carving a dizzying oval against the surface of the water. She seems to lose herself for a while, just drifting against the eternal push and pull of the ocean, her eyes scanning the horizon for memories.

“Celeste? Where did you just go?”

She lowers her gaze to the water roiling around her body. “I know about you and Wade.”

“Me and Wade?”

“The kiss.”

I roll up onto my knees and grasp her arm as though I’m being washed out to sea. “It was all him, I swear. I slapped him straight away, and that was only because I couldn’t be sure my knee would reach his balls!”

“Chill, George. I know all that. It just hurt that you never told me.”

I sit back down and draw patterns in the water. “At the time I honestly didn’t think it meant anything. He said he was drunk. I didn’t know he planned to try it with every fucking woman on Earth.” I find her hand in the water and draw it up into mine. “It was before Hannah.”

“‘Actually...it wasn’t.”

“What?” Just when I thought he couldn’t sink any lower in my eyes. “What a pig!”

She keeps her face down. It’s wet, but I’m pretty sure it’s all ocean. No tears. She brings handfuls of seawater up to eye level and lets it trickle through her fingers back into the ocean. “You know, I went to see her.”

“Her?”

“Hannah.”

“You didn’t! Why?”

“I just wanted to know. What it was she did that I didn’t.”

I give her forehead a little slap. “Let me guess what helped you make that decision. Red wine?”

She bats my hand away. “Just the one bottle.”

“And?”

“It wasn’t that big of a deal. I honestly don’t think I cared about Wade any more at that point. It was more about me, about my pride.”

“You should’ve called me, babe. I would’ve been there with you. For you.”

“I couldn’t, George. It would have felt so weird talking to you about it before.”

“Because of the kiss?”

She just nods.

“How long have you known?”

“I was in the house when it happened. I mean, I didn’t know exactly what went on, but when I walked back into the room I could almost smell the tension.” She lets a long sigh slip loose from her chest. “I know you didn’t like him, but he had a real thing for you.”

“Urgh. I don’t wanna know about his thing.”

She reclines in the water until only her head shows, then lifts one long leg high, wiggling her toes as though it’s a new sensation. The glinting of sun on wet skin becomes my world for a moment.

“When you left that day I confronted him about it. He claims you made a move on him.”

“That’s bullshit!”

“I know that now.”

“Now? You should have known right away.” Even all this time later I feel the indignant anger burning a hole in my tact.

“Yes, I suppose. But times like that I don’t think straight. And…well, there was something else.” She lets her leg fall and sits up again, studying her fingers as she runs them across the turbulent surface of the water. “Something that made me wonder.”

“More of his lame-ass lies? What the hell else did he blame on me? Rising ocean levels?”

“He said you kissed him as a warm-up. That what you really wanted was to join us.”

“Join you?”

She looks up from the doodle she’s making in the water, the rich brown of her eyes almost blending with her black lashes. “In bed.”

I snort out a very unladylike laugh. “What a jerk.” I hold her gaze but I can’t read it. “I never said that. You know that, right? Because, as you recall, I never actually kissed him.”

“Hmm.”

I let a couple of waves pass us by. “No wonder you closed off from me. God, you must’ve thought I was a devious bitch.”

“Nope. Never.” She stands up and takes a couple of steps back toward the house before pausing. “But I’ll tell you—I did think it was weird.”

Of course she did. She’s straight, and I’m her friend, and blah blah blah. Still, it feels as though she’s kicked me. “But…I…”

“I mean, we’re best friends.”

And never anything more, clearly. “I know...”

“So I just thought it was weird of you to ask Wade. I would have thought you’d ask me.”

She starts walking back to the house again, and I sit watching the tidal roll of her hips. I try running that last minute of conversation through my head, looking for every possible meaning.

It makes no difference that everything he’d told her back then was bullshit. Wade’s only skill with his tongue was lying, and at that time, Celeste would have had no reason to doubt him.

But now we’ve unloaded all the angst, I’m left wondering what the trouble is between Celeste and me. Is it just residual anger from back then? Or is there still some sense of betrayal?

I slap my hand into the water a few times, trying to sort my own mind out. I know I’d done nothing wrong, other than hold back a secret that might have hurt my best friend. Wade, with his selfishness and his testosterone-fuelled ignorance, derailed Celeste’s life. I hate him for betraying her, but even more than that, I hate him for undermining me.

If I can’t be with Celeste, then I need the reason to be that she’s already with her perfect partner. And Wade was never going to be that. The jerky fucking jerk-pants.

I go back to the house, sliding the screen door closed behind me just as Celeste steps from the bathroom in a thick terry robe. She glances at me as she walks into the bedroom, but again it’s a look I can’t read.

I jump into the shower to wash the salt from my body. As I dip my head under the jet, the roar of the running water fills my head, to the point that I don’t realize Celeste has come back into the bathroom until she speaks.

“Ugh! Disgusting!”

“Fuck, you scared me!” I push open the shower door just a crack and my breath catches in my chest. She’s naked. My beautiful, curvy best friend stands before me, completely naked. With her ass turned toward me, she studies her hips and thighs in the mirror, slapping at her skin and making hypnotic waves. The trembling in my hands—in my entire body—makes it almost impossible to shut off the water.

“Say what you like about him, Wade was right about one thing. I’m getting huge. I look like gnocchi.”

I squeeze my lips together, but the words force themselves out.

“I fucking love gnocchi.”

She smiles and looks at me in the mirror. Her eyes move like windblown feathers as she scans every bare inch of me. It’s all I can do to stand still under the intensity of her gaze, when all I want is to run and hide. Or dive head first into her welcoming arms and kiss her until Monday.

She hooks her hair behind her ears and fills me with a smile. “God, I’d love to have a body like yours.”

“What, this old thing? Got it half price from a ten-year-old boy. He grew out of it.”

The magic of laughter ripples superbly through her body. “I mean it! You can wear anything.”

“Yeah...dolls’ clothes, those little puppy sweaters...”

She frowns and faces me. The real me, not the scared little girl in the mirror. “You’re being silly again. Stop it.”

“Anything you say, my queen.”

“You don’t see it, do you? How beautiful you are.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you. Is it really so hard to admit to yourself?”

Of course it is, when I compare myself to her. Deflection is my only hope. “Look who’s talking, Miss Gnocchi.”

As I pull my towel off the rail, she turns back to the mirror and studies her face, pulling at her skin as she scans for wrinkles. Wade the wanker has done such a job on her self-esteem.

“Hey, George…” Her eyes follow the movement of my towel all over my body. “I’m sorry about out there.”

“Forget it.”

“No, it wasn’t fair of me. Everything that happened way back, it was Wade’s mess. We both just stepped in it.”

I tease my hair with the towel. “It’s okay, babe. I don’t blame you for freaking out.”

“So,” she hums, pushing her hair behind her ears. “You haven’t asked me what I said.”

“What you said when?”

“About the threesome.”

I take my tension out on my poor towel. “And?”

She laughs again. “I said no, of course.”

Relief and sorrow war within me. As much as I want just to taste her pretty mouth, maybe it’s better if things stay as they are. If it doesn’t work out we both lose a best friend as well as a lover. “Oh. Duh. Of course you did.”

She turns to leave, but stops at the door. “As if I’d share my beautiful best friend with a prick like Wade.”

“What? Wait…Celeste…”

I wrap the towel around me and scurry after her, all the way to the bedroom. She sits at the end of her bed, all sweet sunny skin and fluid curves, legs crossed at the knees, hands slightly behind her, neither beckoning me to her nor sending me away.

Her eyes follow my every move as I walk toward her. I sit beside her, and even my slight weight shifts her body until she’s leaning against me.

We lean into each other for a moment, and I think of what she said out in the surf. Do what you feel, not what you think…your body doesn’t scare me. And I know there’s no place anymore for secrets or lies.

I thread my fingers through hers and draw her hand up so I can kiss it. “You know how I feel about you. Didn’t you?”

“I was pretty sure.”

“That’s not why…why you and Wade split?”

“It sort of is.”

“Oh, babe, I’m sorry. I tried not to let it show.”

She rolls her hand until mine’s on top and she returns the kiss I gave her. “It’s not your fault, and don’t you dare take it on.”

“I told you—all Anglo, all the time.”

“It’s only because I know you so well that I had any idea. The way you stared daggers at Wade. The way you stumbled over your words when it was just you and me. Little things that nobody else would notice. Wade sure didn’t.”

“But he tried to get me in bed with you.”

“Seriously? Did you even meet him? You really think our wants were his driving force?”

Everything else fades at the moment she says those two words. Our wants. It isn’t anything really. But it’s worth clinging to.

“Truth is, George, there really hasn’t been a me and Wade for months. I don’t know if we drifted apart because he was sleeping around, or if he slept around because we drifted apart. Yeah, it hurt that he cheated, but only because he was a big fat sneak. If he’d just told me…”

She stretches her fingers out, and they glide just a tiny way up my arm. “Not that I can really complain much. I never told him I was in love with someone else, either.”

I probably should be breathing at this point. I just forget how. Her eyes are as big and as warm as the whole of summer. I could bask in them forever.

I let my towel fall and I stand right in front of her, holding her shoulders for support. The heat of her sigh washes over my belly. It’s the bravest thing I’d ever done.

Celeste’s huge wet eyes are all I can see. I bend down and tickle my lips across hers, gentler than a sea breeze. Her eyes are closed when I stand again, her face radiant like the heavens she’s named after.

I dip my fingers into her hair and hold on for fear of floating away. After a moment, I pull her against me, resting her head between my breasts.

“George…what are we going to do?”

“Anything you say, my queen.”

She curls those summery hands around my wrists and I’m prepared for everything and nothing and all the shades between them. Her breath pulses over my bare skin, and I close my eyes, hoping to save this moment for eternity.

We move like waves, one following the other. As she rolls back I crest above her. My lips meet hers again and we kiss like virgins, all pucker and no push.

With every tiny action of mine, Celeste’s lush body reacts with a mouth-watering jiggle, an accommodating give, until she opens her mouth just a little and I find her tongue with mine.

I rest my hand against the heat of her throat and she gasps, coaxing my breath into her body.

My senses fill with a beautiful blend of her freshly-soaped skin and the ocean breeze. I pull away for a moment and hold myself up, just to be sure it really is Celeste. That I’m not dreaming, or high.

Above her like this, it’s as though I’m floating. Maybe it’s just an adrenaline rush. As always, my stupid fears come out to play, tingling between my shoulder blades and across my chest. But there’s a pulse that rocks me lower down. Deep inside.

I let myself fall again. All my worries—rejection, embarrassment, abandonment—fight for my attention and fail. I feel blissful safety in Celeste’s embrace. Maybe it’s just because she’s so soft and sensual, so beautiful and big. Or perhaps because every time I fall, her lips are open to catch me.

She cups my ass in her hands and squeezes. I slip her beautiful brown nipple into my mouth and tug.

“God, that feels so nice, George.”

She presses her hip up into my pussy and I grind myself against her, the tingling pleasure radiating across my belly. The ocean breeze pulses across us and brings with it the scent of my arousal.

But there’s more. There’s also a delicious saltwater essence that adds spice to the mixture of sea and me.

Celeste.

This moment has grown so big and so fast, and I suddenly wonder if I can just roll with it. I can barely even remember how we got here.

Celeste pulls on my shoulders, rocking me forward and back until I’m once again in reach of her mouth. But I turn to the side before her lips meet mine. One final attempt by my ingrained fears to sabotage the moment.

It’s as it always is. I get all the brilliant ideas. Then when it gets complicated, I just can’t bring it home. It’s Celeste who makes stuff happen.

“George?”

“Huh?”

Her low voice curls its way up to my ears. “Loosen up.”

I suck on my lip and try to stop worrying. Celeste’s hand on my hip makes me jump. Her thigh against my clit is a spark.

She snakes her fingers around my arm and pulls me onto my back beside her. I worry I might shake apart as she presses her hot palm to the side of my face. It feels so natural when she slips her mouth over mine and pulls gently, cradling my lips as though she might break them.

The silky weight of her breasts find a home against me, shaping themselves to my bones. Her mouth on my skin is ecstasy. Her hands, soft and warm, are so big against mine.

I’ve fucked guys who were smaller than she is. Not a single one of those men touched me the way Celeste does. Everywhere her lips meet me she leaves a fresh bloom of want.

She kisses my belly like it’s a destination, not a shortcut. She lures my nipples into her mouth and tugs them from slumber. She takes nothing, just uncovers all I have to give.

When her fingers reach my pussy I moan my desire across her tongue. I claw my little hands into her shoulders as she coaxes my thighs apart without touching them. When I sigh into her mouth, she holds my breath.

Her fingers inside me feel so natural. A connection, not an invasion. A cocktail of the two of us. I’m shared, not conquered. She gets rough without being abrasive. Her hardest is still soft, her strongest still yielding. Gliding, not stabbing. Squeezing, not choking.

Finding. Not stealing.

Celeste slips her mouth off mine and lays a patchwork quilt of kisses over my breasts and belly. I pull on her arm in apprehension.

“Where….where are you going?”

She kisses my hip bone and bites her lip. “I think we’ll both know when I get there.”

Celeste pillows her lips and blows cool air over my skin. She brushes the edge of my bush with her nose and looks straight at me.

“So pretty.”

She tangles her fingers with mine. Her pursed lips press into the hardness of my clit and my body buzzes. The curling wetness of her tongue fans out across me and spreads the tingling sensation straight up my spine. Every hair on my body stands to attention as she kneads my clit with her mouth.

The breeze tosses her hair against my thighs. The ends tickle like tiny fingers searching for a way through, a way in. The sweet heat of Celeste’s breath hisses across me, a possessive wisp of sound and sensation, driving the world away.

The sweet whimpering of her voice is more a touch than a sound, the pressure of her teeth as rich as chocolate. I arch my back as she teases sensations from deep within me, from places I’m too small and too scared to go alone.

My voice catches inside me, hooking on each of my ribs on its way out as my ecstasy becomes sound, and my sound becomes breath.

Celeste matches the pulsing of my orgasm with the sucking motion of her mouth, shooting tiny shocks up through my body until I collapse.

“Perfection…” I can barely voice the word.

She paints her fingers across the sticky heat of me. “Hmm?”

“Told you before. I’d know perfection when you made me come.”

She crawls up to lie beside me, running her wet fingers over my belly, marking me with my own scent as though she’s handing back possession. As if that’s even possible now, after the way she played me.

Her smile is as content as if she’s the one who climaxed. I take a moment to catch my breath and then push her down with a strength I rarely admit to having. As I study her perfect face, I trace her luscious mouth with my fingers.

Her sensuous lips give easily against my touch. She snakes her tongue out and flicks my fingers, sweeping them inside and drawing on them, attacking them with a hunger that sends my belly tingling again.

I half-kiss her over the wall of my knuckles, feeling deliciously dirty sucking my own juices from her mouth.

This can’t wait any longer. I sweep my hand down her body and press my slick fingers to her pussy. She moans as I touch her, and sobs in relief as I enter.

For all that she loved me like a woman, I an’t help getting a little manly with her. When you’re little like me, you get attracted to big things. And Celeste is far bigger than just her size. She’s my world. It’s her power that makes me strong.

I haul my knee up to grind against the back of my hand, driving my fingers inside her, pressing the knuckle of my thumb up against her clit. She holds me, open-eyed and open-mouthed, fisting my hair as I grunt with effort.

The million tiny changes that run through her face and her body are a pageant that I could watch forever. But in the past few months there’s already been too much distance between us.

I dive into her, melding my mouth with hers, thrusting tongue and fingers in harmony, and riding her gorgeous waves.

As she comes her voice bursts into my mouth, all air and sound and heat. I clamp over her and suck at her breath, letting her fill me completely. She squeezes the life out of my fingers. I don’t care if I never get them back. Like all of me, they’re hers, anyway.

Celeste loosens up all over. I slump on her, my face against the unbearable softness of her breasts.

“Oh, god, George. You’re everything I knew you’d be.”

I kiss her throat, her chin, her pretty mouth. “Knew?”

She smiles at the ceiling. “I’m so glad we’re here. And it’s just us.” She stares at her hand, at the tell-tale space on her finger, and I hold my breath one more time.

She glances at me, sees where I’m looking. Reads my expression perfectly, and threads her slick fingers through mine.

“George, don’t.”

Damn her mind-reading abilities. “What?”

“Don’t let this slip through your fingers.”

“But…what if…”

“Uh-uh.” She presses me flat on my back and hovers just above me. Her breath washes into my mouth. “You’re being silly. Stop it.”

My lips vibrate on hers as I reply. “Anything you say, my queen.”


Silk


Everything is silk. The blindfold on my eyes. The sheets beneath me. The robe around me.

The ties that bind me.

Even the warm air of the room, as it licks my skin and kisses my parted lips. It’s all silk.

The bed moves beneath me. Unseen hands stroke my feet, moving upward like the mercury in a thermometer. Skin and touch, both silk.

I tremble, and pull on the cords around my wrists. I’m helpless and open. Her soft moans tell me I’m anything but powerless.

Those slender hands climb, over my belly. They circle my breasts, spiral inward. She pinches my nipples, friction greased by slick fabric.

I bend my back, press my body against her palms. She slides higher, up the sides of my neck.

Sleek fingers dance across my cheeks, and trill over my mouth. She presses harder, parts my lips and dips inside. I close around her as she kisses my cheek.

She steals those fingers back, leaving me empty and yearning. Slick heat presses down on my thigh, and I lift to meet it. My nose floods with her scent and I flick my tongue out, serpentine and hungry.

I beg for release. Either from my bonds, or from anticipation. She laughs, and I hate how much I love her. She paints my thigh with her arousal as she parts my robe.

Her silky hands turn hard, and she grinds at my flesh. Breasts, belly, hips. She dips her fingers inside me and I pull against the silk cord, bargain for my freedom, promise the world.

She hushes me with a touch, and steals her heat away from my thigh. Her weight settles between my legs and she slides her scented fingers up the center of me.

I take them into my mouth and drink myself from them, as she guides her tongue inside me. We share the taste of me.

And as I lap at her skin, she devours my flesh. She takes me beyond reason, she leads me to the universe, and she tethers me to the earth. When she makes me crest, I sing her praises to the sky.

She rises again, and when her mouth meets mine, we share again the taste of me. Her tongue glides, her lips dance.

Every movement, every touch…silk.


Home Run With The Softball Coach


I’ve known since junior high that I’m a lesbian, but I didn’t come out until last year. Senior year. But since I came of age, I’ve been working my way through the women in this small town like a fucking sapphic tornado.

My biggest kink is married women. I don't know what it is. Just that when a chick has her mouth on me, with her tongue buried inside my pussy, there's nothing hotter than seeing that big sparkler on her ring finger.

Women loving women isn’t new, of course. These days it’s a lot more common than it used to be, even in little backwater places like this. So I guess the kink comes from seducing a woman who's committed to men. And believe me, there's a good supply of women in town whose husbands aren't ringing their bells anymore.

And I have one in my sights right now. Adrienne Bracken. She's the coach of my baby sister's softball team.

And sure, coach Bracken is probably 15 years older than me, but she has those big feminine hips and some tits you could go to town on. She’s good friends with mom and I overhear their conversations sometimes.

Okay, so it’s not by chance that I overhear them. I make every effort to get close enough to hear without being seen. Hell, I'm not a mind-reader. And I want to know what's going on with that woman.

Turns out, what’s going on with her is officially not much. Her husband’s been spending more time on the golf course than ever, and has apparently lost interest in his hot fucking dish of a wife.

How the hell a woman as gorgeous as Adrienne can be so sexually frustrated is beyond me. Her husband is a lazy ass or he's getting his tool polished somewhere else. Which is fucking crazy to me.

Either way, what it means is that Adrienne is absolutely ripe for the plucking. That beautiful round ass, in those tight little shorts…it’s all I can concentrate on as I wait for softball practice to finish.

When the session is done I saunter over to collect my kid sister. There’s a dozen years between Sandy and me, so I feel almost like her mom sometimes.

When Sandy’s all packed up I call out to the coach.

"Hey, Adrienne."

The voluptuous older woman turns and shoots me a smile. "Hi, Darcy. Sandy did really well today."

"Yeah, she's a slugger all right." I bend to whisper in my sister's ear. "Hey, why don't you go wait in the car? I have to talk to your coach for a minute."

I give her my key and she scuttles off to my car and lets herself in. Seconds later I hear the latest boy band blaring from the radio and roll my eyes. "Kids, huh?"

Adrienne nudges me with her elbow. "Look who's talking. Seems like only yesterday you were climbing trees and throwing mud pies."

"Actually, it probably was. I never stopped."

"Oh, you." Her laughter is amazing and it really lights up her face. I can't wait to see what an orgasm will do to it.

“So,” I say. “We're having a cook out on Friday night, and mom asked me if you'd come over."

"Friday...well, I'm not sure if we're free. Jason has a conference this weekend."

"That's cool. You can come stag."

"Huh?"

"You know...on your own. I know they call it going stag when it's a dude. I don't know what we call it when it's a woman."

"Probably something derogatory, if guys came up with it." She shakes her head. "Sorry. I went for a little mind trip."

"So, can I put you down for coming?"

"Sure. What time?"

"Starting at 5pm. See you there."

So that’s the first part of my evil plan. Of course, there is no cookout. Mom, dad and Sandy are heading over to Disney World for the weekend. I'm all grown up now, so I get to exercise the right to stay home alone.

But I’m not going to be alone at all. I just organized some company.

Evil plan, indeed.

Come Friday morning I’m super-psyched. The rest of my family has packed and are getting ready for the road trip. Sandy has the day off school so they can make a full weekend of it.

I make sure to sound as disappointed as I can when they leave, but all I can think about is the chance I have coming to me tonight. I have no idea if Adrienne can be seduced to the girl side. But I have to try. For my own libido as much as for hers.

At 5pm I hover by the door. Adrienne’s usually late, but she doesn't have kids of her own to mess with so it’s only ever a little bit. She arrives at about 20 past and I wait a few moments after she rings the bell before I answer. Just to hide the fact I’ve been standing here, hopping from foot to foot as if I’m bursting to pee.

I open the door at the second knock and Adrienne lights up when she sees me. I take that as a good sign.

She glances inside the house, then back out to the street. "Am I the first here?"

"Uh-huh."

"Well, that's something for the books. I've never been the first to arrive anywhere."

"Come in. Oh, you brought wine."

She holds up the bottle of red. "Of course. I never turn up empty handed."

By the end of the night I hope to have given her plenty to fill her hands with. But slowly and gently is called for right now.

"Come on through to the living room."

"Not the back yard?"

"Uh...no, not yet."

I sit on the sofa and pick up the remote for the stereo, clicking it onto a cool jazz CD mom bought to seduce dad with. "Come sit down while we wait."

"Sure." She makes herself comfortable on the other seat of the sofa and I suddenly realize I have nothing much to say.

Adrienne, I was wondering if it would it be okay if I ate your pussy? Probably just a little too forward. Hey, have you ever waxed your bush completely off? No? Here, touch mine and see what it's like. Yeah, that’s likely to end things way before they start.

Thankfully, Adrienne takes over. "It's really quiet here. Are you sure it's on tonight?"

"Oh, it's on."

"Where are your parents?"

"Parents?" I cough lightly to cover my embarrassment. "Um, Disney World."

She looks at me strangely. "What's going on? There is no cookout, is there?"

I shake my head. "I'm sorry. I wanted to get you here with no pressure. There's something I really need to talk about, and believe me, it's not something for my mom.”

I figure appealing to her nurturing side might get me somewhere. After all, she’s a naturally gifted coach.

"What is it? You're not taking drugs are you?"

"No, nothing like that."

"Oh, god. You're pregnant?"

I burst out laughing at that one. I’m a fucking gold star lesbian. Not even God could knock me up. But I don't say any of that. Too soon.

"Okay, so it's not that. What, then?"

"It might be easier if I show you."

"Oh, let me guess. You got a tattoo and you're too embarrassed to let your mom know?"

"Close. But really, not all that close."

"Fine. I'm done guessing. You better just show me."

I stand up and she watches, obviously expecting me to walk to the bookshelf or something. Instead I straddle her knees and lower myself to her lap.

"Wh-what are you doing?"

Instead of answering, I lean down and take her mouth in a gentle kiss, keeping my eyes open to watch her reaction. Her own eyes widen and she goes all stiff beneath me.

When I put my hands around the back of her neck she makes small moaning sounds which might be some soft attempt to say no.

And maybe I’d stop if she asked me to. But she opens her mouth just a hair’s breadth. I slide my tongue behind her lips and flick it against her teeth. They're still clamped shut, but I take a little hope from the moment.

Adrienne pulls away from me and looks off to the side. "That's...that's so inappropriate."

"I can't help it. I've wanted you for so long."

"You're...a lesbian?"

"Is it that big a surprise?"

She takes a moment to think. "I guess I hadn't ever thought about it. You know, I just kind of trundle along and...but you're into girls?"

"Uh-huh." I run my hands down to her shoulders and then let them fall to her beautiful big tits. "And you?"

"I'm married."

"And that is so not an answer to my question."

She puts her hands on the backs of mine, but just as I think she’s going to pull away, she instead licks her lips and looks back up at me. "I...I don't know."

My heart leaps and I feel a kick of hope. "I hear things, you know. About you and Jason."

"Honey, everybody hears things. We've been living separate lives under the one roof for years now. He's a nice guy, but he doesn't really rock my world anymore."

"You know what might?"

She bites her juicy bottom lip and smiles, but her eyes are all fear. She shakes her head but I don't know if she’s answering my question or turning me away.

I slide myself backward on her legs, taking a short round trip over the hardness of her knee. God, even through my panties and skirt, my clit is screaming for more of her.

“Gosh, you’re so pretty.” Adrienne’s voice is suddenly small. "I mean, you always have been, but I'm seeing you in...a different way."

"You can see all of me in any way you want." I stand and hold out my hands, hoping like hell she won't run scared. What really is there to be scared of, anyway?

"Darcy, I don't know. I mean, the idea isn't terrible to me at all, but I've just never considered it. Not to mention you're so young."

“But I’m old enough. And you’re sexy as hell.”

She smiles at that, probably thinking I’m acting like a dude. Flattering her to get into her panties. I want to get in there, so badly. But I'd never lie to do it. "Come on, Adrienne. At least stand up."

"And then what?"

"We'll see."

She slides forward on the sofa and stands right in front of me. I put my arms around her waist and press my lips to hers. And it only takes a few seconds before she parts those lips and dances the tip of her tongue across mine.

For a minute, or maybe ten, we stand there, exploring each other's mouth. Hers is so soft and sweet, but there’s a strength to her desire that excites me beyond belief.

If can only imagine she's been so long beating that dead horse of a marriage, and being ignored by Jason, that my genuine affection and attention has her all roused up and ready to ride.

I draw my tongue down the side of her neck and bite into her skin, bringing a beautiful hissing sound soaring from inside her.

"Darcy..."

"Come with me."

I lead her straight to my bedroom and she follows as if in a trance. Once inside, I close the door and lock it. Sure, we’re alone, but everything about Adrienne’s body language tells me she'll be more comfortable like this. With no chance of being discovered, even if someone breaks in.

"So tell me, Adrienne... what was missing?"

"Wh-what do you mean?"

"When you and Jason used to get jiggy. How was he failing you? What was he not doing?”

She reddens for a moment and it’s as if she’s the one who’s barely out of school. "I can't..."

“No judgement, here, beautiful.”

To ease her worry I press her down onto the end of my bed and swing around behind her. Running my fingers into her lustrous red-brown hair, I make small fisting motions which are designed to pull her skin tight but not go anywhere near hurting.

"Oh, that's nice."

"Go ahead and talk. We have all night, if you want."

She draws in a long breath and lets it out with a sigh.

“Well, it's really...it's what you're doing right now. He seems to have lost sight of me. I'm that woman who lives in his house. Ohh..."

I've pulled just that little bit harder, and I could drink that dirty sounding moan like a damn cocktail. Jesus, I could suckle for hours on her voice. Usually so commanding, but right now so soft and warm it’s like a cashmere sweater.

If I get the chance to make her come tonight I can only try to imagine how sexy it’s gonna sound.

“So,” I say. “He doesn't realize what a highly charged sex machine you are, huh?"

"What the hell? You can't possibly know anything like that about me.”

I twirl my hand in her hair and make a good fist of it. As I lean down to her I pull it tight enough to hurt and she sucks in a breath of mixed pain and pleasure. “I might be young, but I think I can read the signs."

Her breath jerks in and out and her cheeks grow redder than ever. Some of the coloring has flowed down to her delicious throat, too. I release her hair and run both hands down the sides of her neck, relishing the feel of her skin and the way it trembles to my touch.

The dress she's wearing is respectable enough, but no match for my determined fingers. I glide down inside the fabric and cup the rich, full weight of her breasts, through her beautiful lacy bra.

"That's so nice." Her voice has taken on a syrupy quality and I long to drink it from her.

"I can't believe anyone would ignore this body."

"Hmm..."

It’s always special to me when I can steal away a woman's words with nothing but my hands. Or my mouth. I press my lips to her throat as I tweak her stiffened nipples through their tight cover.

"Oh, god. This is so wrong." She swallows and leans back against me. "So why does it feel better than anything I can remember?"

I speak between soft kisses. "Because I know what I'm doing. And I desperately want to do more."

Her moan turns to a hum and she stands so quickly I lose my grip on her, and almost lose my balance. "What's wrong?"

"What's wrong?" She smiles and pushes the straps of her dress down over her shoulders. It falls to the floor leaving her in only a gorgeous matching purple bra and thong. "What's wrong is you're still fully dressed."

I bite my lip and tear my own clothing away, ending up completely naked. Adrienne’s still in her underwear set, but I want her to be at ease. She doesn't seem to mind the look of my naked body, in any case.

"You really are a beautiful young girl, Darcy."

I prop up onto my knees and sit on my feet. Adrienne follows the movements of my body with her mouth slightly open and her eyes firing bolts of heat.

When I pat the spot on the bed beside me, Adrienne climbs on and sits, one leg hooked to the side and the other dripping from the bed like smooth, thick honey.

I rest my hand on her luscious thigh and tilt her face upward with my finger to get her attention. "Please tell me, beautiful…is anything off limits?"

"I...I don't know yet. I just want to feel something. I don't expect to fall in love here. But…make me feel alive?"

“Oh, I’m definitely your girl, Adrienne.”

I kiss her again before any more words can threaten the moment. This time she opens readily, hungrily, and suckles my tongue into her mouth. She brings her hands up and cups my head, and it’s all I can do not to roll her straight down and straddle her beautiful face.

Instead, I glide my mouth down past her chin and onto her throat, exploring the sweet and salty tastes of her skin. When I reach the beautiful swell of her big boobs I nip at her skin, and she takes the hint, unclasping her bra and tossing it away.

The full weight of her flesh fills my hands and I sigh with delight. I thumb her nipples and she groans with pleasure.

“I always knew you’d have perfect tits. So big and beautiful.”

“Uh-huh.”

I kiss her again and move around behind her, sitting on the bed and putting my long legs either side of her hips. Cupping her breast with one hand, I rest the other on the softness of her belly as I kiss her neck.

“Oh, fuck…Darcy. That’s lovely.”

I slowly glide my bottom hand lower until I reach the borderline. Her panties. I run my fingers sideways along the lacy top, letting her get used to my touch before going too far.

The only sounds in the room are Adrienne’s humming and my heavy breathing. As I get my fingers out toward her hip I find that tiny gap between her skin and the fabric, where her belly stretches the elastic. I ease my fingers into that gap and stroke the silk of her skin.

“Jesus,” she whispers, and hooks her hand over my wrist. I recognize the move. As a coach, as a woman and as a wife, she’s used to having to control everything. I’m forcing her to give that up for the moment and it’s clear she wants to…but that it fucking scares her as well.

I pause for a few seconds and then ease my hand lower. As I glide inward, I reach the trimmed hair of her bush, and I can’t help but make a soft little ohhh sound.

“Is everything…okay?” Adrienne asks me. Maybe she’s worried I’ll be scared off by a beautiful natural bush or something.

“Everything is beautiful,” I murmur, then give her a little barrage to the senses by biting into her neck and squeezing her nipple as I touch her clit. She’s already so fucking wet, and my chest fills with pride, knowing I’m the one who’s done that to her.

She surprises me then by arching her back, pushing her hips up so she can meet my fingers part way. I sigh with pleasure as I explore the heat of her folds, and Adrienne makes the most adorably sexy little moaning sounds.

I move my fingers in circles around her clit and she arches her back further. I love how she's that little bit bigger than me, and the weight of her delicious thick body makes it harder for me to breathe. Or maybe that's just my arousal.

"Please," she whimpers. "Please, Darcy..."

It's not clear if she's asking for something, or maybe just babbling a little. All I'm certain of is that this woman needs at least two kinds of release. The bliss of orgasm, of course, but she clearly wants to be free of expectation. Responsibility.

Control.

I talked a big game earlier. It's time I step up to the plate. Especially since I'm already at third base with this hot, curvy woman.

Adrienne leans harder on me, pulling her legs apart and pushing my hand home between them. I lean sideways and let her slip down onto my bed, and I scoot in beside her.

"Hey, babygirl," I say, cooing my words to her. For a second it feels odd, calling a woman nearly twice my age babygirl, but she gasps in reaction. And when she lets that breath out again, it's as a moan of satisfaction.

"Mmm..."

"Take off those panties."

"Ohhh..."

She obeys me instantly, pushing the lacy things down past her hips, then crushing my hand between her voluptuous thighs as she works the panties all the way off. She drops back on the bed, all loose limbs and morals. Just perfect.

I kiss her cheek softly, then bite it even more gently. Adrienne grips her beautiful big tits and squeezes them, and I press myself right in against her side. I still have my hand between her thighs, and she's making the most delicious little whimpering sounds as I make tight circles around her clit.

"That's it, babygirl," I murmur, as I slide my other hand under her neck. I hook my leg over hers and pull, until we're locked at the knees. "Jesus, you feel so fucking good."

"Uhhh..."

I lick the salt from her cheek and then kiss the wet spot. "And you taste so fucking good."

"Fuck..."

Adrienne is an absolute picture, writhing with pleasure as I press my fingers harder and harder against her cunt. When I sink my teeth into her cute earlobe, I hook my fingers around her throat. Her thick body trembles all over and it's all I can do to stop from devouring her, head to toe.

"Darcy..."

"Babygirl...I'm gonna make you come so fucking hard."

"Jesus..."

Just like before, I give her a whirlwind of sensations to deal with. As I bite harder into the soft flesh of her earlobe, I tighten my hand around her throat, and I plunge three fingers inside her fiery snatch. Adrienne bucks against me and cries out with surprise and pleasure

Harder, faster, I pump my fingers in and out of this beautiful older woman's pussy. She rolls and writhes, she bucks and jerks, and I ride against her sexy, curvy body every second of the way, grinding my clit against the firmness of her thigh.

"That's it, babygirl," I snarl straight into her ear. "You're so fucking sexy. I can't wait to put my mouth on your sweet, beautiful cunt."

"Oh...holy fuck..."

The way she moans that makes me think I've caught her by surprise. Like she never even considered I'd go down on her. And now I've planted the seed, it blooms instantly, and Adrienne tenses across her whole thick, beautiful body. She clenches her teeth, her eyes still clamped shut as she hooks her hand around the back of my head.

When she pulls me forward and turns my way, I devour her beautiful mouth, and she cries out with her release, pumping a wall of sound and feeling straight down my throat. She wrenches me with all her strength and this time I ride her like a tidal wave. All that soft, silky skin, all her plentiful curves, simply wash and pulse against my slender young body like the tide. Making her come is a heaven all of its own.

Adrienne squeezes so tight around my fingers it's like her whole body is sucking me in. I break our kiss and drift down to her breasts, biting at one nipple as I jam my thumb against her clit. She's still pulsing with bliss when I dip my tongue into her navel, and then the sweet, salty wash of her pussy hits me right between the eyes.

I can't wait any longer. Can't even wait for her climax to finish. I pull my fingers out of her slick pussy and dive straight in, stroking the length of her with my tongue. She's so damn hot, and so fucking tasty, and I can't help but moan against her sensitive flesh.

Adrienne cries out in surprise, but when she grabs my hand and hauls it up, I feel something closer to shock. Which becomes full blown amazement when she pulls my wet fingers straight into her mouth and drinks her arousal straight from my skin. I can't think of anything she could have done that would be more of a turn on to me.

When she's cleaned her tasty juices off my fingers, she takes my hair in her fists, dragging me harder against herself. I pump my tongue in and out, savoring every single part of her as I squeeze her soft, pillowy thighs in my hands.

"Uhhh...please, Darcy..."

"Mmm?"

"Let me taste you, too."

Oh, Jesus. I never dared hope for that. To have her sensual mouth on my pussy would be a dream.

"Are...are you sure?"

"Fuck, yes."

I close my eyes as I swipe my tongue in a broad circle over the face of her beautiful cunt, simply because I don't want to stop devouring her. As fast as I can, I clamber around and toss my leg over her, until I'm perched right above her face.

She takes it from there, slapping her hands down on my ass and pulling so hard my pussy thumps into her pretty face almost like a fist.

Adrienne opens wide and the sweet heat of her mouth coats all of my needy slit. I throw my head back in utter bliss as she whirls her tongue inside me, drinking my juices as hungrily as she just drank her own. I can't keep my back from arching with pleasure, so I grind my fingers into her clit while I try desperately to catch my breath.

"Christ," I yelp. "Babygirl, you're a fucking natural..."

Adrienne makes tiny moaning sounds, almost like sobbing, as she sucks like hell on my slick lips. She pulls them inside her mouth and scrapes her teeth on them, and it's the most beautiful sting I can imagine. I pretty much lose control, turning to the side and biting into the soft, plentiful flesh of her inner thigh.

When she glides down and takes my clit between her teeth, my strength fails me and I drop like a stone, landing face first between her legs. I suckle on her sweet cunt for a moment and then come away so I can trace her lips, inside and outside, with the broad face of my tongue.

The room is a concerto of wet and sexy sounds. Sucking, licking, smacking. Whimpering, moaning and—of course—the dirtiest cursing imaginable. It's a side of Adrienne I've never seen before, and the fact she's letting the filthiest of words come out of her in a torrent makes me feel closer to her than I ever have. Closer to her than to anyone.

"God, Darcy, you're perfect," she snarls, and that's all it takes to send me over the edge. I cry out with relief as my climax bursts, and she moans in harmony with me. Together we ride the pulses of pleasure that run through us, fighting for breath as we hold each other tight.

When the waves of ecstasy finally fade, I collapse in a heap on the bounty of Adrienne's body, and she kisses every part of me from one thigh across to the other. I roll off her and turn around, still in a wonderful haze, and glide down on top of her. She welcomes me with open arms and open lips, and we kiss each other deeply and softly until our energy fades.

I rest my head on her soft chest, and her heartbeat massages the side of my face. She strokes her fingers up and down my bare back as I snuggle into her. I don't want this to be over but I'm certain she's as close to sleep as I am.

Still, we have plenty of time before my family returns. I'm hoping I can at least score back-to-back home runs with this beautiful curvy coach.


Working Women


Marketing can be a thankless job at the best of times. Marketing women’s sport, though? Well, lingerie football probably isn’t so hard to sell. Same with tennis, where you can sell an individual.

In my case, I was marketing tall, athletic women, with legs all the way up to there, who wear skin-tight uniforms with tiny skirts, get sweaty on the court, and look as sexy as hell. In and out of uniform. Should be a lock, right?

The problem was, they were playing netball. A brilliant sport, as competitive as fuck, but which just can’t squirm far enough out from the massive shadow of basketball to actually grow.

Trying to get sponsors or any other kind of backing for the Sioux City Swifts was proving to be an exercise in futility. Maybe we should call ourselves the Swallows instead. Might get a few more dudes interested.

It was the same line, time and time again. Nobody watches girls’ sport. At least most of the calls ended up being cold but civil. No swearies, because I’m just a girl and would probably just fall to pieces. Some chauvinistic crap like that.

Unfortunately, that last call was one of the bad ones. He really let me have it.

I considered washing my ears out with soap and water. I hadn’t heard language like that since…well, since the last time I watched the girls training, actually. Did I mention how competitive they are?

The thought of that—of the team training—got my belly icing up. I hadn’t been able to face watching them since I saw Macy’s accident. She’s our best goal attack, and a natural leader. Charisma out the wazoo. And my best friend.

Not to mention her looks, which made her the most marketable player on our roster. Long, black hair that flew like veils when she was in full flight. Taut legs, long enough she could wrap them around you three times. Tan and tasty skin that I’d envied since high school.

Having her sidelined wasn’t just a struggle for the team on the court. Without our poster girl it was even harder to get businesses to back us.

Against my will, her training mishap flashed into my head. Sometimes I struggled to sleep, remembering the awkward way her knee buckled when she landed, and the wails of pain that had poured from her.

On the positive—and selfish—side, that meant she’d had more time to spend with me. We’d grown closer than ever, to the point I’d started to feel like I was the remora to her shark.

But I’d give all that up in an instant if it would get her back on the court. She was never happier, never more radiant, than when she played.

A glance at the clock told me it was four-thirty already, which meant less than an hour until we could head home. Friday nights were dedicated to pizza, bad movies, cheap wine and girl talk.

Maybe it was a little pathetic, but neither of us felt much like going out these days, in any case. Macy was still on crutches, after all, even though her leg was coming good.

As if summoned by my thoughts, my bestie came past the glass wall of my office, favoring her sore leg as she trundled along on her crutches. Even so, she still carried herself tall and proud, her natural athleticism shining through.

She glanced through the glass at me, stopping with a playful expression on her face. Her voice was slightly muffled, but I could hear her just fine.

"Wow! When did they install this mirror?"

It was one of her ongoing, lame-ass jokes. I had all the hallmarks of my Scottish heritage—pale, curvy and redheaded. I could be the logo on a jar of butterscotch sauce, for fuck’s sake.

So yeah, basically the complete opposite of Macy, thanks to her incredible mix of Scandinavian father and Fijian mother.

I flipped her a half-assed bird and called back to her. "Yeah, yeah. Y’know, it beats me how you can even stand up without getting a nosebleed, Mace."

She leaned through my office door with a huge smile that shone out against her tawny skin and crinkled the corners of her dark, beautiful eyes. "Hey, Teagan. What’s up?"

"My blood pressure."

"Another no, huh?"

"More of an if you fucking call me again I’ll fucking torch your fucking building."

"Aw, that’s sweet."

She came all the way in and sat down, resting her crutches against the wall and propping her injured leg up on the other chair.

I glanced over at her. "How’s the knee?"

Her face dulled for a moment. "Well, they don’t have to amputate."

"You had another check-up today, right?"

"Yep."

Oh, shit. Short, sharp answers? That was so unlike her. I tapped my pen on the desk, a brief tattoo to fill time while I worked up the strength to ask the big question. "When do you think you’ll get back out there?"

I heard her swallow heavily, and then saw a short barrage of tears sprinkle down her cheeks. "I—uh…I won’t."

"What, never?"

She shook her head slowly as she scanned the floor, but she seemed more disappointed than truly grief-stricken. "I had a pretty good run, but I’ve had my time. At my age, it’s too risky."

"We’re 29, Mace. That’s not old."

"I know. But thanks to netball I have the knees of a 70-year-old." She finally looked me in the eye again, and a little of her smile returned. "But at least I still have the ass of a teenager."

"And the tits of a toddler." That was the one area I had her beat, and I took every opportunity to remind her. It’s not like she was flat-chested—far from it, in fact—but my girls were ridiculous.

Macy poked out her tongue and chuckled. "It’s all good. Besides, Joanna’s been playing out of her skin, lately."

"But you taught her everything she knows. You still have a lot of good playing years in you."

"I could try again, sure, but I had to get the whole thing re-constructed. If I do any kind of damage—even minor stuff—I could be a cripple by the time I’m 40."

I’d been part of the Swifts’ management team long enough that I’d seen a few other girls go through career-killing injuries. It hurt bad enough when it was just acquaintances.

This was my best friend and housemate. A champion player cut down in her prime. And it hit me as a scalding, aching sensation that ran through my body like a virus.

I wished I had something to say that was even close to smart, or eloquent. But it just struck too deep for anything but an instinctive reaction.

"Babe…that’s the fucking suckiest."

She ran her fingers back through her hair and shook that glossy black mane around, as if casting off the bad feelings.

"It is what it is, Teags. Okay, I can’t play netball any more. But that frees me up so I can finally tackle that brain surgery and rocket science double major I’ve been putting off."

I shot her a smile. One thing you could always rely on with Macy, she’d find a sunny side to almost anything. "You’re amazing, Mace."

"This is true. But it’s a curse I just have to live with."

There was no way I could face making yet another cold call to beg some privileged asshole to toss me a bone. Not when it was Friday, and my bestie needed me.

"Look, I’m basically done here. My ears can’t take another blast like the last one. You wanna bunk off with me?"

"What, and leave all this?"

I looked around like I had a secret to tell her, then opened my desk drawer. Making a show of it, I pulled out the bottle of red wine I’d bought on my lunch break. "Maybe I can sway you."

"Mmm. And how much did you pay for it?"

"Two-eighty. Well under the five dollar limit."

"Ah, sweet, chemical death in a bottle."

I gathered all my stuff and scooped it into my backpack. Macy wavered a little as she stood and I rushed around to let her lean on me, her arms around my shoulders. With her height, she could pretty much lean on the top of my head.

"Thanks, Teags. You know I only stumble like that to make you feel useful."

"Oh, totally. And I love you for it. Want me to piggy-back you to my car?"

"Y’know, I kinda do. I don’t need it, but I’d love to see you try. Especially in those heels."

"How about I just use my battering rams to clear a path?" I slapped at my thick hips like a gunfighter drawing his pistols.

Macy frowned and kinked her head slightly to the side. She didn’t look confused, exactly. It was more kind of…slightly perturbed.

We moved at a gentle pace down to the parking lot. Last thing I wanted was to push Macy’s knee too hard. I couldn’t accept yet that she’d never play again. Maybe that just meant I was a hopeless optimist.

But I knew Macy better than anyone. Even her ex-husband. If she truly had her sights on something, a charging rhino couldn’t divert her.

Like when she and Jeff first separated, two years back. She faced what was in front of her, blocked out the maybes, gritted her teeth and just kept driving herself forward. God, I wish I had a fraction of her strength.

She put her arm over my shoulder as I eased her into the car. The fruity scent of her hair washed over my face as I held her leg up to make things easier.

Within half an hour we were back at our apartment, and changed into ugly but comfortable home clothes. I went for a loose T-shirt and a skirt that used to fit me a few years back. It was no longer fit for public consumption but here at home it didn’t matter.

Macy put on tiny hot pants and a crop top, like she was about to go out running. Of course, all that did was remind me about her knee.

It never seemed to matter what Macy wore. She was annoyingly gorgeous in anything. With those long, strong brown legs, I was surprised she hadn’t had a hundred different gentleman callers over the past year or two.

I screwed the bottle open and poured, hoping the shiraz wouldn’t eat through my plastic cups.

Macy took a sip of her wine and winced like it was made of lemon-flavored battery acid. "Holy fuck! Somebody take that cat to a vet."

"Huh?"

She held up the cup, with its dark, red poison inside. "It’s got blood in its piss."

"Idiot." I took a small and tentative mouthful, making sure to swallow without breathing through my nose. Hoping like hell it would save me from the chemical warfare in my cup.

When I swallowed, it felt like the wine had bleached the pigment out of my oesophagus, and I coughed so hard Macy nearly fell off the couch laughing. "Bitch," I croaked at her.

Macy held up her cup out toward me and I leaned over and clunked mine against it.

"Here’s to some shit or other," she cheered.

"I’ll drink to that. Not much else to drink to, lately."

"What’s the matter, Snookums?"

I took a slug of wine and winced again as I leaned back against the sofa.

"Oh, it’s a bunch of things. Your leg, for example."

"Meh," she said. "First world problem. What else ya got?"

Again, I was struck by how well she’d taken the news. If I’d had even half her ability, and then had it taken away from me, I’d be a chubby puddle of cream on the floor.

"Well, work," I said with a sigh. "It doth sucketh big time."

"It’s work. It’s supposed to."

"And then there’s us two. Here we are again on a Friday night. A bottle of so-called wine, a pizza, and our trusty streaming service. Other chicks our age are out partying and…um…fuck, what do people do, again?"

"Each other, mostly."

"Mm. Yeah, that’s the other thing missing."

I hoped she didn’t take it the wrong way. She was the most important person in my life, and had been since junior high.

"I get it," she said. "This is great, but it’d be nice to have that special someone. Yeah?"

"Exactly. Someone to curl up with after the movie finishes. Or who can carry my comatose, wine-soaked ass to bed."

Macy moved her hand in small circles, watching the horrible liquid wash around the plastic tumbler. She seemed distant, but more like she was dreaming than actually unhappy.

"Mace? Got something to share?"

She kept her eyes on her wine and blew out a long breath. "It’s…weird. Jeff and I split ages ago, of course, but the divorce papers arrived this week. It just feels a whole lot more raw than it should."

"Oh, Mace." I scooted closer and took her free hand in mine. It didn’t take a lot for me to read her mind these days. Not after all these years spent together. "So, that, plus the news today. It’s kind of a heavy load."

"Yeah. It is, but it kind of isn’t as well. It’s two pieces of my life that are over. But the only scary thing is that I don’t really have a plan from here."

It suddenly dawned on me how little we’d even talked about the Jeff situation over the past couple of years. I’d been wrapped up in my work, she’d had her mind on her sport. Then her knee injury had taken center stage in her life. And we knew now it had ended her career.

"You want to talk about it, Mace?"

"Not really, no. It’s definitely in the past, and I don’t regret it any more than he does. The marriage, or the divorce. It’s just, when you said about a significant other, it brought back some of the good memories."

"Oh, I’m sorry."

She raised her cup again. "It’s fine, Teags. It really is. Besides, we’re supposed to be winding down. Talking about Jeff will just get me all wound up again."

I downed another mouthful of wine. "That’s the other thing I’d love to do on a Friday night. Wind down. You know…really wind down."

"Don’t you have a little buddy in your bedside table?"

"Of course. It’s not the dark ages." I took another sip and regretted it once again. "Yeah, little Bobby’s good in a pinch. But he doesn’t, y’know…feed my soul."

"Yeah. Just your hole." She chuckled, probably more at her own stupid joke than my hammy behavior. "But on the bright side, he doesn’t steal the blankets."

"I’ll drink to that."

We clunked glasses again and drained them. I couldn’t suppress my bad wine face, which sent Macy into a little fit of giggles.

"So what about you, Mace? I mean, the Jeff experiment is well and truly done. You must have crowds of men hovering, ready to pounce."

She held my gaze for a moment, then turned away with a tiny smile.

"Oh, there is someone, isn’t there? You sly fox!"

"No." She caught my gaze and smiled again. "Not really."

"You know you can’t lie to me, Mace."

She smiled and curled a long tress of her gorgeous dark hair around her finger. "I’m not lying. Not exactly, anyway."

"But something’s going on. You’re even blushing."

"Weren’t we supposed to be watching a movie by now?"

"The movie’s been called on account of gossip."

Macy drained her cup and almost gagged. When she recovered, she spoke again.

"It’s hard to explain. I have been seeing somebody, but, uh…"

It was the weirdest sensation that ran through me at that moment. It was great that my bestie was finding happiness. But I couldn’t hold down my selfish feelings of jealousy. The idea I might lose this closeness with Macy had me aching inside.

"So, is it anyone I know?"

"Not likely. It’s not that big a deal, anyway. Very casual."

"It’s a pretty big deal. I mean, I can’t believe you kept this hidden from me, for starters."

"Please. I’m here alone plenty of times." She tapped her bum leg as a reminder. "And it’s not…a normal kind of relationship."

I caught the reserved tone in her voice. "What’s going on, Mace?"

"What we have is…more what I’d call a professional arrangement."

"Wait. Professional but casual? So, does that mean it’s someone from work?"

"Nope."

I stamped my feet in a rapid tattoo. "Oh, come on, you horrible bitch! Just spit it…oh, fuck. Professional. You mean there’s money changing hands?"

She nodded with a saucy smirk on her face.

I placed my wine on the coffee table and sat forward, looking straight into her eyes. "Mace, don’t you know how dangerous that is? I mean, if you’re short on cash, I can help."

"Huh?"

"You’re being safe, right? Using protection and all that? Hey, you’re not standing out on the street corners with your crutches are you? Your leg will never heal."

"Teags. You got it all wrong. I’m the one who’s paying."

I felt completely derailed at her admission. "It’s…huh? You’re paying? F—for what, exactly?"

"For…a significant other to wind down with. In whatever manner I desire."

"Oh, you really are a sly fox! Come on, dish it, Mace. My body might have to settle for battery-powered heat, but you can at least give my mind something to chew on."

She drew in a long breath and raised her eyebrows, her smile stretching as wide as I’d ever seen.

"Honey…it is amazing! It’s all about me, for however long the session lasts. I’m in complete charge. If I want to cuddle, we cuddle. If I want to talk, we talk. And if I want…release…then I damn well get release. As quickly or as slowly as I like."

I swallowed heavily as I searched for my voice. "Well, that sounds wonderful, of course. But seriously, I need details. What does he look like? How does he touch you?"

"Ah, see now, that’s the thing. It’s a special kind of situation."

"In what way?"

"Well, because he…is a she."

Did I hear that right? "Y—you’re seeing a woman?"

She nodded again, her smile kinking up at the side and her gaze wandering off to the distance.

"So…what? You’re gay now? Is that why you and Jeff split?"

"Hmm? Oh, no. That was destiny. We were great friends but a lousy couple."

"But maybe subconsciously? Like, one fed off the other. You were attracted to women and you lost desire for Jeff…"

"I’ve always looked at women. It was just an appreciation of beauty for a while. And it grew from there. Am I gay?" She made a show of shrugging. "Why label it?"

"Isn’t the whole thing a bit…empty? If you’re getting your needs met by her, you might miss out on finding your special someone."

She raised her eyebrows. "I could say the same about li’l Bobby in your bedroom."

"No, that’s…different."

"Not really. Okay, so Vixen is flesh and blood, but I’m using her the same way you use your toy."

"Using?"

"Employing, then, if that makes it feel nicer for you, Teags."

I sat back and forced down another mouthful of wine. "So…a woman. Isn’t it a little bit weird?"

"Not really. My first few fumbles were with a girl."

"Hmm. Really?"

"Well, they absolutely were exercises in fumbling. A bit embarrassing when I look back." She caught my eye and anticipated my question. "Not because it was with a girl, just because I had no clue. And neither did she." Macy caught my eye and stared for a moment. "You mean you’ve never gone there?"

I shook my head.

"Never even thought about it? Wondered what it might be like? Had any little fantasies you haven’t admitted to?"

I took another sip of wine to delay answering. When I’d swallowed, I couldn’t stop my mouth from curling into a little knowing smirk. "Okay, so maybe I had a red-hot crush on our English teacher."

"Miss Summers? Oh, yeah. I can see that."

"And okay, maybe I’ve wondered. It’s kinda hard to be surrounded by all you tall, fit chicks and not…y’know. Think stuff."

Macy curled her lips into small, sweet smile, and I swore her cheeks pinked. "Tell me more, you little whore."

"I don’t know. It’s been a while since a man really pushed my buttons."

"Michael?"

"He was cute enough, but…rough. Sometimes you just don’t want to be thrown around the room. Am I right?"

Macy filled my cup again and chuckled. "You are so right, Teagan." She picked up the TV remote and sat back in the sofa.

"Um, Mace?"

"Yes, ma’am?"

"You can’t leave me hanging here. I need details!"

She pointed at the TV. "But the movie…"

I grabbed the remote out of her hand and tossed it over my shoulder. "What movie? There is no movie."

"You sure? I mean, I’m fine to tell. I’ve been bursting to tell someone and I’d rather it be you. But what if it’s weird?" She dipped her finger into her wine and stirred, before bringing that finger up to her lips.

I watched the languid movement of her hand, allowed it to lull me into a more relaxed state of mind.

"I…don’t think it will be. It won’t be the first time you’ve told me dirty stuff, after all."

"Awesome."

Macy spent a moment or two more just dwelling inside herself, and then looked back up into my eyes. "I think I’ve told you before how much I love kissing, right? Proper long, deep, slow, wet kissing."

"Oh. Amen to that."

"Well, Vixen kisses so well. Soft and gentle. No stubble, for one thing. She doesn’t try to conquer me, or choke me with her tongue. It’s how I’d kiss me if I could, and I never had to explain to her how I liked it. She just knew."

I felt a tickle in the heart of my belly just imagining it. "I think I’d pay just for that."

"Oh, it gets better. Soft hands, soft touch, soft skin. Whether we’re standing, sitting, lying down, our bodies fit together beautifully. And for where I am in life right now, it’s a perfect fit."

"Hmm. Do you let her…uh…"

"Hon, I let her do everything."

"Everything?"

She licked a droplet of wine from her lips. "Every beautiful fucking thing."

The tickle in my belly turned to a delicious tension, and grew outward. I suddenly felt the need to shift in my seat, and I curled one leg underneath me. "So…?"

Macy smiled like a guilty teenager. "It’s unbelievable, Teagan. She has a magical mouth. But it’s not just how she…" For a moment, Macy’s face reddened. Then she seemed to gain a little courage back. "It’s not just how she eats my pussy. It’s the time she takes to get there."

"Mmm."

"All the little places she visits with her fingers, and her palms...her teeth, her tongue, her lips."

I tried to speak, but all that came out was a raspy cough, so I tried again. "Places like…?"

"You sure you’re fine with this?"

"Mace, either you give me details, or you give me her fucking number."

Macy smiled and curled her long, strong legs up in front of her, just the slightest wince of fear as she did so. "Well, you know how guys seem to play you like a sport? They have the goal in mind, and they get there as efficiently as possible?"

"Ha. I always feel like a Greatest Hits album. Mouth, nipples, pussy, ass."

Macy’s laughter warmed the room. "Exactly! It’s the places that guys don’t bother going that mean the most with Vixen. And maybe it’s just that novelty factor that makes it feel so nice."

She sipped a little more wine, then began again like an afterthought. "My fingers. She spent ages rubbing my fingers. Kissing them. Kissing all the way up my arms. Tiny nips and licks at the base of my throat."

I felt a slow moan seeping out of me. "Magic…"

"And my boobs. She didn’t just dive at my nipples like they were on-switches. There was a whole lot of lifting. And rubbing. Squeezing. Kissing. Licking. And just the right amount of biting. And then sucking."

I glanced at Macy’s face, and realized she’d closed her eyes. The flush in her cheeks mimicked the heat I felt throughout my body.

"Damn…" That was the absolute limit of my vocabulary at that moment.

"And it was the same with my feet and my legs. She was all about the journey, not just the destination. I never realized how sensitive the backs of my knees were, but when she sucks at the skin there it makes me shiver all over."

As if in harmony with her, I felt a quake running through me and I shifted in my seat again. "So, do you think it’s because she’s a woman that it’s so good? Or because she’s a professional?"

She shook her head and smiled at me. "Teagan, you think too much."

"What?"

"I’m not marrying this woman. Why it feels good is nowhere near as important as the fact that it simply does."

I refilled our glasses and sat back, studying the dark liquid as I pondered on all Macy’s revelations. As if she was reading my mind, she tapped my knee.

"Something wrong, Teagan?"

I glanced up at her. "No. Nothing wrong. You’ve just…surprised me."

"After all these years, it’s good to know I still can."

"So…she’s tall, too?"

"Huh?"

"You said you and she fit together really well. She must be a giraffe like you."

Macy shook her head and this time her cheeks definitely darkened. "No, not at all. She’s more…um…look, don’t freak out, okay?"

"Why would I freak out?"

"Because she’s…a short, curvy redhead."

My surprise must have been written all over my face, and Macy rushed to explain.

"I booked over the phone, and she’s who they sent. Y’know, it just so happens she looks…a lot like you."

I studied the dark red liquid in my cup, but I wasn’t really seeing it. Suddenly, all I could see was a my best friend locked in an intimate embrace with…well, with me.

And what was really freaky about that was how fucking hot it looked in my mind.

A couple of silent minutes passed before I asked the question that had been building. "Alright, so…do you think maybe you really are gay now? If it’s that good, do you think you’d ever go back to being with a man?"

She shifted on her ass, like she was shrugging with her whole body. "There you go again. Thinking too much. This is just a thing I do at the moment. And really, it’s much more about what gets done to me."

"So you don’t…do a whole lot?"

"Well, I kiss her, like I said. And I touch her. She has a hell of a body, after all."

A hell of a body…that’s a lot like mine. Oh, man. This was moving into territory that scared me as much as it thrilled me.

"But Teags, if I know you as well as I think, then there’s a big question you’re trying to ask me. Do I go down on her? And the answer is no."

"You don’t?"

If I wasn’t mistaken, Macy’s face looked slightly redder than it had a moment ago. "No. And it’s not that I’m scared to do it or anything. It just feels like something…"

"Yes?"

"Well, it feels too intimate to do it with a relative stranger."

"But you let her do it to you."

"Well, I’m paying for the girlfriend experience. The appearance of intimacy. If I just wanted sex, even with a bum knee, I could get it out there. From guys and girls.” She waved the back of her hand at the front door in a sublimely dismissive motion.

"Yeah, you could. You’re a babe."

"As are you, Teags. But with Vixen, it’s the fantasy that makes me come, much more than any of the amazing things she does to my body. If love is a gourmet meal, then my thing with Vixen is a home-delivered pizza. It’s convenient, it’s hot, and when it’s finished, it’s finished. It’s not like…"

It sure felt like I’d hit some kind of nerve, though I wasn’t sure how. "Mace?"

"Hey, forget it, huh? What about that movie?"

I retrieved the remote and dialed up the terrible movie we’d chosen earlier. I tried concentrating on it, but it was difficult.

It wasn’t just because of the sheer terrible quality of the plot and acting. It was more that I couldn’t shift the mental image of Macy in the throes of orgasm, with a woman between her legs.

A woman who looked like me.

Twenty minutes in, Macy paused the movie. She spoke quietly, as if she was talking to the floor. "You know, Teagan…I haven’t been entirely honest with you."

"How so?"

I glanced into her eyes, but just as quickly, she looked away. The smooth tan of her cheeks burned redder, but I wasn’t certain why. Maybe the wine, maybe embarrassment, maybe even anger. Or some weird mix of all three.

"Macy? Talk to me."

She let a moment pass before turning back and smiling. "When I told you it’s just a thing I’m doing? That was a lie. Nothing ever felt that good with any man."

"Not even Jeff?"

"Not even Jeff. The intimacy, the intensity, the sheer fucking decadent pleasure. It’s as if Vixen knows all my dirty little secrets, and exactly how to use them."

"But, she’s a—uh, an escort.”

"Teags, I know what she is." She put her hands up behind her head and leaned back, her body more languid than I’d ever seen it. "Don’t worry about me. I’m not falling for her or anything."

Relief flooded my head. Weirdly, though, it wasn’t only relief for her safety. There was something else in there. Something I was too scared to think about right now. "Well, thank fuck for that."

"I just mean what she does, and how it makes me feel, has affected me way more than I was letting on. It’s opened my eyes."

"Does this mean you’re…?""

She smiled and it was like an enormous weight slipped from her shoulders. "I guess I’m a lesbian. Or at the very least, I’m far more interested in chicks now than I ever was in men."

"Wow."

"All the different parts of my life seem to make more sense now. Like I’ve had a really bad head cold all my life and now suddenly it’s cleared up. For years it seems I’ve been lying to myself."

I studied her for a moment. I’d always thought she was relaxed around me before, but with this final wall broken down it was like she was a new person. A better person, because she was finally being true to herself. To me.

But there was still a shadow of fear in her eyes as she looked at me again. I knew why. She didn’t know what this meant for us. But I loved her even more at that moment than I ever had, because now we were a secret club with only two members. And no matter what, I never wanted to lose her as a friend.

I stood shakily, thanks to bad alcohol and an hour or more of sitting awkwardly, and went to the kitchen. Macy hopped along behind me, all that languid beauty transformed to clumsy tension. "Teags? You okay?"

I reached the fridge and pulled the door open, losing balance a little as I did so and slamming the door against the cabinets. It was just the pins and needles in my foot, but Macy seemed to misread it.

"Oh, fuck, I never should have told you. I’m sorry, Teagan. Can we pretend I…"

By the time she drifted off I already had the bottle of Veuve in my hand. "Shut up, you asshole. This calls for a celebration. I think it’s fucking brilliant. I mean, I never would have guessed, but look at you. You’re so…god, you’re radiant."

I knew she wasn’t in love with that Vixen girl. But if I wasn’t mistaken, she was suddenly more in love with herself, and holy fuck, that was damn sexy.

I pulled out two champagne flutes and placed them on the counter, then handed the bottle to her. "Would you?"

I blocked my ears until she worked the cork free from the bottle with a muffled pop. We filled the glasses and held them up, and I searched my mind for a proper toast but drew a blank. Thankfully, Macy came to the rescue.

"To new experiences."

We clinked with the clumsiness of moderate intoxication. "I’ll definitely drink to that."

I picked the bottle up and headed back to the couch. As I sat down, Macy came up and leaned over behind me, her breath tickling my ear. "Are you sure you’re okay with this?"

My body tingled at the closeness of her voice, and I didn’t dare turn to face her. "I’m sure."

"Because there’s something else. Something that might muddy the waters a bit.”

I still didn’t look at her but I swore she came closer to me. The skin at the side of my neck practically fizzed with tension.

“I chose her,” she hummed.

“Huh?”

“It wasn’t chance. I chose Vixen. I went through the agency’s books until I found her. The one I could pretend…was you.”

Macy pressed her soft lips against my neck, and a flower of heat bloomed there. I kinked my head to the side, opening myself up to her just that little bit more.

She kissed a little harder, and I let a tiny moan escape as I reached up and pressed my palm to the side of her beautiful face. Macy eased my hand across to her lips, kissing my fingers so softly I could barely feel it. "If it’s any consolation, I tried not to fall in love with you."

My breath raced and my eyelids chased. It was a delicious overload of sensation to think that this tall, gorgeous, popular woman wanted me. Me, the short, chubby one. She was the heroine. I was the comic relief. Right?

“Love? You’re in…love with me?”

Macy came around and sat beside me, taking my hand and threading our fingers together. Slowly, her eyes roamed up until we were locked in a gaze of sweet intensity.

“What can I say, babe? You’re fucking lovable. I just hate that it took being with Vixen to prove to me how I feel about you.”

She leaned forward and I held my breath. Her lips glossed across mine, feather light and red hot, leaving behind the tiniest hint of moisture.

Her eyes looked like pools of oil in the low light, and they held me enthralled. My breath betrayed my sudden arousal at the thought of what could—what almost certainly would—happen next. I stroked her scarred knee lightly and watched in a dreamlike state as she leaned in again. Her breath mingled with mine and she filled my vision, blurring as she drew closer.

This kiss was longer and harder than the first, and it sent tendrils of desire straight down my spine and into my belly. I whimpered with sudden need and felt it echo back to me in Macy’s sweet voice.

Though I’d wondered idly what sex with a woman might be like I’d never really gone so far as to picture it. To imagine how it might be just to kiss another woman.

One thing I’d always thought was that it’d scare me. That I’d fuck it up somehow, through nerves or through pure fear.

But with Macy, it just felt natural. I guess it was the years of sharing—life experiences, secrets, wants and needs—that made it seem somehow right to have her mouth on mine.

She pushed a warm moan against my tongue and I felt like I was swimming. The pull of her mouth, and the push of her breasts. Working me over and turning my body to liquid.

I fell back on the couch, gently dragging Macy down with me and curling my arms around her. It felt right that she was on top of me, her dark hair cascading around my face. She’d always been stronger, more self-assured.

My voice seemed to bleed from deep within me as she slipped her long fingers behind my neck. She cradled my head and framed my mouth with her thumbs as her kisses grew in heat and depth.

The strength of her desire for me jolted my heart and swept me up in its force. I caught her lip between my teeth and squeezed, and she whimpered almost like she was crying. Her breath washed across my cheeks, tangy with bad wine and excellent champagne.

"God, Teagan…your mouth is scrumptious." She suckled on my cheek. "Your skin is delicious." She licked a path up to my ear and her breath tickled its way inside. "I can’t wait to find out if the rest of you tastes this fucking good."

It was as if my breath had fallen down the stairs. It caught, it tumbled, it rolled unevenly out of me, shuddering under the pounding of my heart. All because I suddenly pictured my best friend’s face between my thighs. Her elegant fingers squeezing my tender skin. Her smoky voice filling the room with muffled moans.

Her beautiful mouth suckling my clit.

Macy nipped my ear lobe as she gripped my face, turning it to the side. As she kissed her way down my neck, she squeezed my lips and I parted them. She glided her thumb into my mouth and I sucked on it like it could feed me.

Macy hooked her fingers into the collar of my T-shirt, baring more of my skin to her touch. I writhed beneath her and arched my back as she lapped at my throat.

“Mm,” she hummed. “Fuck you smell good, babe.”

She yanked her thumb out and captured my mouth with hers, driving her tongue against me so hard I had no choice but to open up. Her crazy black hair cascaded down around us and I absorbed the fresh floral scent of it.

Everything about this was different, in such a wonderful way. The way our voices blended as we moaned into each other. The silky softness of her skin, the tenderness of her touch.

Macy suckled on my tongue as she drove a hand down to grasp my fleshy hip. I groaned with sweet desire and she swallowed that sound whole.

“I fucking love your body, Teags. Every wonderful curvy inch of you.”

She sat up, straddling my hips with her damn long legs in her damn short shorts. Her T-shirt had ridden up a little and I saw a flash of her taut, tan belly that simply had my mouth watering for more.

I didn’t have to wait long at all. Macy practically tore her shirt off, and as she smiled down on me I realized she was bare beneath it. Her hair cascaded down over her breasts and I drank in the mesmerizing sight of her.

I sat up and guided my face between the dark waterfalls of her luscious hair, planting a soft kiss on the velvet skin between her breasts.

Drawing a long breath, I drank the scents of her body into mine as I slid my hands up her back and pulled her to me. She pressed her arms in against her boobs and forced that soft, warm skin against my cheeks.

I couldn’t stop peppering her silken skin with tiny kisses, on her sternum, over the fleshy mounds of her breasts, and up toward her throat.

Macy pressed her mouth to the top of my head. When she burrowed her hands into my hair I moaned with desire.

Everything just seemed so natural. I searched blindly through the dark curtains of her hair and found her gorgeous brown nipple, drawing it into my mouth without a second’s hesitation.

I sucked lightly on her stiff bud, flicking it with my tongue as I pulled her tighter against me. Macy hummed, a high sound that was almost a sigh, as she drew her fingers down through my hair like she was brushing it.

She scratched her nails lightly down the sides of my neck until she had the neck of my T-shirt in her grip.

I seriously didn’t want to release her nipple from my mouth, but I had to get naked with her. Like, seriously…had to.

So, I leaned back just enough she could pull my shirt off, and then dived back in against her, this time zeroing in on the other breast.

As I explored her bud, she leaned down and unclipped my bra, and I moaned with pure arousal. In no time, I’d completely given myself over to this moment, this experience, and I let Macy weigh me down onto my back again.

My beautiful bestie yanked the shoulder straps down, and then sat up, fighting against my mega-mamas to get the bra off me. I looked up at her, almost losing myself in the dark depths of her beautiful eyes.

“God, Teags. You’re so fucking beautiful.”

The honesty in her voice was so raw it made me gasp. A few guys had said that to me before. Pretty much the exact same wording.

But none of them had meant it the way Macy did.

She lowered her gaze, and stroked her long, brown fingers down over my creamy white skin, stopping when she reached my pink nipples.

“And I fucking knew your boobs would be spectacular.”

My heart jumped in my chest at her praise, and I arched my back as an invitation. Macy smiled and scooped my bare breasts into her hands, dipping her mouth to kiss at my skin.

I forced my fingers into her long, lush hair, too lost in the sensation of her pretty lips caressing my flesh to do anything else.

My spine turned to juice and I hugged her even tighter against me, pressing the fleshy fullness of my breast up against her, and guiding my nipple into the willing wet heat of her mouth.

I moaned with abandon as she bit into my firm bud, and I pulled down hard on the back of her neck as if I could drive my whole body inside her.

“Oh, fuck, Mace…that feels like..." Home. That’s what I wanted to say. But that felt like too much. Or at least too soon.

“Your skin is so damn soft, Teags. You’re like a cloud.”

“Right down to the blinding whiteness, huh?”

Macy giggled and pressed my big boobs in against the sides of her face, blowing a huge raspberry on my soft flesh.

“You really know how to fuck up the mood, babe.” It sounded like she was scolding me, but that huge, brilliant smile gave away that she was having as good a time as I was.

She peppered my chest with lingering wet kisses, flicking her tongue across each nipple, sucking on the soft flesh at the sides of my breasts, grinding herself down on my thighs. As she drifted lower, I raised one leg, giving her a nice hard knee to work against, and she moaned into my belly.

“Naughty…” Her voice was as dark as her hair at that moment.

“Like that surprises you.”

She looked up at me and winked as she circled my navel with the tip of her tongue. It was silly, it was playful, and somehow, it was as sexy as fuck.

Any time I’d had a man in this kind of situation, I always felt self-conscious. Would he be turned off by my extra curves? Will he treat me with respect?

I had none of those worries with Macy. We knew each other better than our own families.

She derailed my train of thought by dragging her hands down my body, scratching with her nails until she met the waistband of my skirt. "Hey, you know I made that big fuss before about how a woman takes her time and all?"

"Uh-huh."

She slipped her hands up under my skirt, skimming the insides of my thighs with her nails until she had my panties hooked in her fingers. "I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long, Teags. I just can’t fucking wait. Maybe next time, but right here and now...I’m so hungry for you."

In seconds she’d dragged my panties down and off me. The speed she moved, the heated desire she had for me, had me purring like a lioness. But more than anything it was those two little words that made my pussy prickle with desire.

Next time.

Holy fuck.

Macy already had my inner thigh between her teeth, drawing a long, wet sigh from my throat. She caressed my soft skin with her hot tongue as she pushed my skirt up, revealing my fiery bush to her for the first time.

She smiled, resting her face on my thigh as she stared at my most intimate place. "So pretty..."

She reached forward, no hesitation at all, and caressed the hair on my mound, letting her thumb just skim across the lips of my pussy. I shivered as if I was cold, despite the heat between us. And inside me.

Macy scratched down through my hair and pressed her palm to the smooth, wet face of my aching pussy. She made crude circles, mashing my lips around and against each other, filling the air with the scent of my arousal. I hummed and pulled my knees higher, opening myself up to her touch.

"Mace...that feels so nice..."

"Only nice? Then I need to get a bit more serious."

She made a fist and pressed it to me, rolling her knuckles across my clit like a massage tool, driving tiny squeals of intense rapture from my chest.

"Oh, hell...that feels amazing..."

“Amazing? Well, that’s better than nice. But still not enough."

She turned and kissed my inner thigh, making firm circles with her fist as she licked a path ever higher on my leg, drawing closer and closer to my pussy. "Oh, god, you smell so fucking good Teags."

I moaned again with the wonderful praise, and squeezed at my nipples, hard enough to hurt. To draw some of the sensation away from my pussy before it fucking ignited.

Macy drew her hand from my cunt with a tiny liquid smacking sound that was a half-second symphony of desire. She kissed the velvet gully between my thigh and pussy and breathed a long, open-mouthed sigh across my juicy slit.

She kissed my outer lips, one side and then the other, and then let her lips skim across me, soft on soft, wet on wet, making me shudder as if electrocuted.

"Fuck, Mace...you’re such a bad, bad girl..."

She smiled and drew the flat width of her tongue straight up the length of my pussy, surprising me into some kind of submission. I let my head fall back as I arched my hips to meet her, coming up to kiss her pretty mouth with my pussy.

“God, you taste so fucking awesome, babe,” she said, more of a hum than a sentence. The buzz of her voice and the puffs of her breath hit against my lips and just added more tease to the moment.

Macy ground her beautiful mouth into me, rolling her head as if to coat her tongue with my juices. Every languid stroke of that hot, wet muscle worked me wider and wider open.

She made low, sweet growling sounds as she drove her long tongue inside me, her voice working the same magic on my ears that her mouth was on my cunt.

Macy pushed my legs up and out, spreading me completely open. She planted her mouth over my pussy, heat on heat, and sucked my lips into herself.

As I yelped and gasped for breath, Macy hooked her long, elegant fingers and scratched the length of my inner thighs. Her short nails were sharp enough to hurt in exactly the way I needed them to.

I’d had my pussy eaten before, of course, but this was pleasure on a whole new level. Where most guys had bullied me toward a climax, Macy simply led me there. Coaxed more and more ecstasy from me, with tiny kisses and fierce bites and everything in between. As if we shared a language that had no words...only sensations.

I dug my fingers into her hair and squeezed, holding her still so I could grind my pussy all over her pretty face. She drove her tongue deep inside me as she cupped my ass, holding me up so she could fucking devour me.

I swore I was about to bend double, I had my back arched so fiercely. It was as if I was an ocean wave, moving up and down, forward and back, bucking under the supreme pleasure that Macy awoke in me.

"Damn, girl." Macy’s words were interspersed with long, deep kisses on my pussy, as if she couldn’t stand having her mouth off me for more than a second at a time. "You sound like a banshee."

She was right, too. I was surprised the neighbors hadn’t called the cops yet to report an attack. Macy’s tongue and teeth, her lips and hands, had every inch of me quivering, driving squeals and moans from my chest, the like of which I’d never heard.

Macy squeezed my plentiful ass as she stroked her heavenly tongue through my slick folds, again and again, deeper and harder.

I’d barely realized how she’d worked her thumbs inward. The instant she pressed them to the bottom of my slit, I suddenly took notice.

Her sultry moans and breathy gasps washed over my wet flesh, and she slid her hands back up to my thighs, pressing inward and framing my pussy, squeezing in and puffing my soft flesh up.

Macy kissed my plump mound, right in the middle of my bush, then trickled her tongue down to my clit. Only when she flicked that bud did I click that she’d avoided it up until now. And clearly, it was her ace in the hole, so to speak.

She pulled my clit into the wonderful wet heat of her mouth, and sucked it so hard my vision blurred. And before I could get my head around the fierce avalanche of bliss, she slid one thumb down against my ass hole, and drove the other inside my pussy.

My belly tangled itself in a knot of sensations. All of them pleasurable, and all of them somehow new. And right there amongst them was that slow-building pressure that told me an orgasm was on its way.

Macy squeezed my clit between her teeth as she made compact thrusts with her thumbs. I fisted my hands and dragged her face in against me, harder than ever, as I hooked my legs around her back.

Harder and faster she worked me, sucking and releasing, pumping and pulling, grinding me like silken sandpaper. Changing my shape, and my nature with the sheer blissful power of her lust.

Time had no meaning in that instant. My best friend was eating my pussy like nobody ever had. And a glowing ball of lightning and fire erupted inside me, pulsing through my body so quickly I think it sent me back in time.

If my thick, soft thighs hadn’t been pressed up against the sides of Macy’s head, my screams of release probably would have deafened her.

I don’t know how long I zoned out for. All I knew was by the time my mind finally decided to come back into my head, Macy had climbed halfway up my body.

She hovered above me, her beautiful face glistening like a diamond with my juices on her skin.

I cupped her cheeks in my palms and gazed up into the limitless oily heat of her gorgeous eyes.

“Mace, I’ve never seen anything so beautiful as your face…wearing my pussy.”

I tugged lightly and she came down to me, taking my lips in a gentle kiss that grew roots straight down to my heart.

The taste of my arousal flooded my mouth, and I drank it like an elixir. This was crazy. So new, so different.

So perfect.

My need for my best friend grew sharper and fiercer with every pull of her mouth against mine. I slid my hands back up into her hair and tugged, driving my tongue deep inside her, desperate to find out every single way she could taste.

Oh, god. The dirty movies that were playing in my head were so fucking hot they made me pause. Not from fear, just from wondering if this thirst for Macy could ever be quenched.

She snarled into my mouth and I curled my legs around her waist, dragging her down harder on top of me. Macy ground herself against my slick, wanton pussy and I whimpered with need.

A second later, we overbalanced off the side of the couch and hit the floor. Macy’s long, strong body cushioned my fall, but even the thudding impact couldn’t stop me from plowing her pretty mouth with my tongue.

My bestie whimpered into my mouth as I attacked hers. I slid down to lick the salt from her long, beautiful neck, and ground my fingers against her lips, until she opened up and let me glide them in.

As she suckled away, I kissed the softness of her breasts through stray black tresses. Macy whipped her hair out of the way, baring her dark, delicious nipples to me, and I fell on them like a ravenous beast.

The harder I sucked her buds, the harder she sucked my fingers. Or maybe it was the other way around. Each of us seemingly took cues from the other, as we spoke without a single word.

“Fuck, I wanna see you naked, Mace.”

“Mm.”

I bit her nipple and climbed back up her gorgeous long body, stopping only when I’d pressed my mouth to her ear.

"Come to bed."

She sighed and bit the side of my neck. "Just try and stop me.”

I stood and threaded my fingers through hers, helping her stand. She leaned on me, using me as a human crutch until we arrived at her bed.

“Can you, uh…” She hooked her thumbs into her hot pants, and I got the hint instantly. I gladly fell to my knees before her and stripped off her shorts and panties.

Clothed, Macy was a tall, athletic goddess with a killer smile. Naked, though? Well, uh…I guess it was the same. But holy fuck, what a body.

I helped her sit on the side of the bed, which only brought her face level with my tits again.

“Oh, god, Teags.” She pressed them together and kissed one and then the other. “You’re so gorgeous.”

I stood there and sank into the moment before pulling loose from her.

"Naughty. It’s my turn."

I pushed her down until she clambered back all the way onto the bed. I followed on my hands and knees, the smell of her skin and breath drawing me in, the scent of her pussy like a siren song.

"You are unbelievably sexy, Macy." Before she could reply I swept up and captured her mouth in mine. She fell flat on the bed and drew me down on top of her, where I thought I could maybe spend the rest of my life.

Our bodies fit together like puzzle pieces, with my thigh butting up against her wet pussy, the hardness of my bone softened by my flesh. I licked a moist trail down from her chin to her nipple and took it into my mouth again. The hiss she shot into the room filled my heart with pleasure.

I kissed and sucked at her skin, making my way ever downward, following the spicy scent of her pussy. Her heat radiated across me as I explored the bones of her hips through the velvet of her flesh.

Macy drew her legs apart, opening herself up to me. To whatever I wanted to do. As I kissed that sweet brown gully, where her thigh blended into her hip, I ran my hands down to her knees.

Instantly, I felt the rippling of her scar beneath my fingers, and paused. For a moment, I made light circles over the traumatized skin, then pulled her leg up and looked closely at the operation scars.

"God, I’m so sorry about this, Mace."

"Why? It’s not your fault."

"No, but I hate that it happened. That it ended your career."

Macy smiled and shrugged. “You know what? I think maybe my knee blew out just so that I’d have to take stock.” She trailed her slender fingers down the side of my face, her smile growing even more radiant. “And it’s brought me closer to you than I ever dreamed it would.”

Her happiness and acceptance filled my heart, and I smiled back. "Then I guess I need to thank your knee properly.”

I turned and traced her scars with my lips and tongue, kissing the bumps and valleys gently, as if I could hurt her.

“Mm,” she hummed. “Hey, uh…You can thank all of me, if you want.”

“Oh?”

Macy nodded and licked her lips. “You know who’s best friends with my knee? My pussy.”

I couldn’t contain my chuckle. Never had I been so relaxed and natural with a lover. That had to mean something. “You’re such a saucy minx.”

“Yeah. She and my knee are like that.” She crossed her fingers. “If you, uh…you wanted to thank her, I’m sure she’ll pass it on.”

“Did I say minx? I clearly meant doofus.”

"Hey, you know what they say, right?"

"What’s that?"

She smiled and dipped her finger inside my mouth. "The knee bone’s connected to the thigh bone..."

I ran my tongue in tight circles around the tip of her finger and smiled back. "Indeed it is." With a short kiss on her hand I pressed my tongue to the smooth skin on her thigh and glided slowly north. "And what comes next? Seems I’ve forgotten."

"Well, then the thigh bone, rumor has it, is connected to the hip bone."

"Is it really?" I planted wet kisses all over the breadth of her outspread thighs, climbing higher until I could feel the delicious heat of her pussy washing onto my shoulder. I found the point of her hip and suckled on it for a moment, delighting in the sweet moans she let loose. "And...then what?"

"I believe that the hip bone’s connected to the clit bone."

"I don’t think I’ve heard that one before."

"It was the original version,” Macy said, her voice trembling with arousal. “The studios changed it for radio release. It’s all politics."

Once again I couldn’t hold the laughter inside me. I figured it was probably as much a release of tension as it was Macy’s silly sense of humor.

I mean, I felt relaxed, but it was still a bit scary. What if I wasn’t any good? What if I didn’t like it?

In the end, I decided to trust my own desires. I wanted this, like I’d never wanted anything before. To please this beautiful woman, the way she’d pleased me.

I held Macy’s gaze and planted an open-mouth kiss on her hip, letting my tongue play against her skin. And I traced a path inward until the downy softness of her bush was all I could feel. All I could smell. All I could taste.

When her lip trembled she bit down on it and my breath faltered. I swept my tongue on a meandering path through her bush, making sure she could see what I was doing. I could only imagine the contrast between my ivory skin and pink tongue, and the dusky blackness of her hair.

"Oh, that looks so fucking hot, Teags.”

“Mmm.”

I meant to tease her, by hovering and blowing breaths on her, and pinching with my fingers. All that blew away the moment I caught the full glory of her rich saltwater tang.

The spicy scent of her pussy reached invisible fingers into my mind and drew me ever lower until I had the velvet of her lips pressed to the softness of mine.

"Oh, fuck…Teags…”

Macy drew her thighs wider apart and I pressed my mouth against her. Fired my tongue out and dipped it into her, riding along as she bucked beneath me. Ground herself against me.

My bestie painted her juices onto my mouth and chin, and it called out a hunger from deep inside me that I’d never known.

Macy rolled her hips in circles, in figure-eights, in wild, random patterns, as I drank from her musky slit. I had to hook my hands around her thighs just to stop her from tossing me onto the floor.

The last thing I wanted right at that moment was to lose contact with her gorgeous pussy. The light brown skin of her cheeks and throat grew darker, more russet, as I suckled on the core of her.

"Oh, god, Teags...don’t stop. Don’t..."

I had no intention of stopping. I felt pure freedom and connection with Macy, an honesty that transcended spoken words. There was no play-acting, no faking, no caterwauling.

It was so fucking perfect, I had to wonder if I’d been lying to myself all this time as well. Was this what I’d always wanted, too?

Macy’s voice turned into a whine of delight. She squeezed her eyes closed as her face tightened, her teeth showing so white against her skin.

A moment later she had her fists in my hair, and was screaming to the sky with the strength that only a powerful orgasm could give. And I hadn’t even used my fingers yet.

I suckled and kissed at her glorious pussy while she slowly drifted back down from the heights of ecstasy. When she finally opened her eyes and looked at me, her smile was so warm I wanted to climb into her mouth.

"Come up here, Teags."

I kissed my way up her tight, tawny body until my lips landed on hers. With my juices on her mouth, hers on mine, I couldn’t tell where I ended and she began.

She ran her tongue around mine, making circles until she sucked my lip into her mouth, sinking her teeth in hard enough to make me yelp.

"Oh, I like the way that sounds, girly. Lemme see if I can make you do it again.”

“Please…can we just take a little breather first?”

“Lightweight.” She kissed my forehead gently, and I couldn’t tell if it was the kiss of a friend…or a lover. And somehow that ambiguity made it more intimate.

I fell onto my back beside her and snuggled in against her silken skin. “Just a…little break.” I could hear the drowsiness in my own voice.

Macy curled her long arms around me and pulled me even closer, turning us into perfectly matched puzzle pieces again. I nuzzled against the softness of her chest as she kissed the top of my hair.

“It’s cool, Teags. Next time.”

I kinked my head back so I could kiss her again. God, it felt like I could eat her up, body and soul, she was so delicious.

"I knew you were naughty, Teags,” she said, barely taking her lips off mine.

“Oh, please. Who started this?”

“Who, indeed?”

It was almost impossible to tell, and it really didn’t matter. It seemed like it had just ignited between us, like a brush fire.

With my head on her chest, her heartbeat filled me. "Mace? What does this mean come Monday? At work?"

"Given that you have only a glass wall, it means we should at least get some blinds put up."

"I’m serious, Mace."

"I know you are, hon." She stroked her hand up and down my back. "We’ll be fine. I don’t care about Monday."

"But—"

She cut off my protest with a soft kiss that stole my voice.

"We have the rest of the weekend. I am going to fucking suck you dry, you gorgeous thing. And then we’ll see."

I rolled onto my side and she curled her body around me, letting me take comfort in her. And in those magic words she’d said just before.

Next time.

We had the rest of the weekend to have as many next times as we liked. And maybe even the rest of our lives.

THE END
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