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    Marilyn in the Middle 
 
    A Steamy Lesbian Romance Short 
 
    By Giselle Renarde 
 
      
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but stare.  There was just so much to look at. 
 
      
 
    Innes caught me, of course, and said, “She’s gorgeous, don’t you think?”  Following my gaze to the huge cluster of Marilyn Monroe prints hanging over her TV, she went on to say, “If you ask me, she’s the most desirable woman there ever was.” 
 
      
 
    “Can’t argue with that,” I replied, even though I surely could have. 
 
      
 
    I could have said, “I know one woman who’s ten times more beautiful than Marilyn Monroe.” 
 
      
 
    Innes would have looked at me funny and hesitated before asking, “Who?” 
 
      
 
    Then I’d move in so close she would flinch.  I’d wrap my arms around her curvy middle and say, “You, Innes.  You're the most beautiful woman I've ever laid eyes on.” 
 
      
 
    I would kiss her, then—our first kiss, at long last!  Whether she'd kiss me back or pull away I really wasn't sure.  That's what had held me back all these years.  To me, a kiss was a point of no return.  From there, either a relationship began or a friendship ended.  If I were to kiss Innes, everything would change.  For better or for worse. 
 
      
 
    "So, I bought all the stuff," Innes said, yanking me away from the Marilyn pictures and into her cramped little bathroom.  She'd laid out the gloves and bottles on the counter, all neat and organized, which was not like her at all. 
 
      
 
    "I've never done this before," I warned her. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged and said, "It's really easy.  You'll be fine." 
 
      
 
    The gloves were way too big.  I should have brought my own—I had a whole box of small latex gloves at home and, my-oh-my, they came in handy. 
 
      
 
    "You really want to go blonde?" I asked, picking up the empty box.  "Most people would kill for your natural colour." 
 
      
 
    Innes sauntered from the bathroom and plucked a ratty towel from the linen closet.  "Blondes have more fun," she reasoned.  "Anyway, it's my ode to Marilyn.  If I can’t be with her, I want to be her.  Is that crazy?” 
 
      
 
    When Innes reappeared at the bathroom door, all her clothes were gone.  The only thing she had on now was a threadbare robe, torn at the shoulder.  The thin pink fabric covered her knees, but it hung dangerously low across her chest, giving me a better view of her nearly naked breasts than I could rightly handle. 
 
      
 
    "What..."  My voice felt trapped in my throat.  "What are you wearing?" 
 
      
 
    She gazed down at the V of her robe, and absently tightened the belt.  "Don't want to ruin my clothes.  That's bleach, you know." 
 
      
 
    I looked at the bottles on the counter, and then back at Innes, utterly lost for words.  We were not the kinds of friends who paraded around each other's apartments in our panties.  Her nudity under that robe inspired a thick pulse between my thighs.  I wasn't sure how long I could go without jumping her. 
 
      
 
    "Here, I'll do it."  Innes leaned past me and grabbed a tube of something and bottle of something else.  She pierced the top of the tube and then shot the contents into the plastic bottle.  When she shook the mixture, her milky-white breasts jiggled.  Her robe rippled and bounced, promising a peek at those nipples hardening like buds beneath the fabric.  I couldn't steal my gaze away.  It was all too much, like some weird hairdressing strip show she'd organized just for me. 
 
      
 
    "That should do the trick," Innes said, handing me the bottle.  "Did you read the instructions?" 
 
      
 
    "Huh?"  I watched her sit at the edge of the tub, straight as an arrow, ready to go.  "Yeah." 
 
      
 
    What had she asked?  I just stood there watching her, trying to imagine what she'd look like with hair as white as her skin. 
 
      
 
    "Well?  Whatcha waiting for?"  She tilted her head, and a thick wave fell across her forehead.  She flicked it away.  "Earth to Jasmine." 
 
      
 
    My heart was beating between my legs, taking over.  I'd never felt so stupid.  
 
      
 
    "Just stand behind me," Innes said.  "In the bath tub.  It isn't wet or anything." 
 
      
 
    "Oh. Okay."   
 
      
 
    As I stepped over the ledge, she held my arm right above the elbow. 
 
      
 
    She was so close and so nearly naked I could take in every aroma that was her, from the fruity shampoo to the faint but noticeable musk of her pussy.  It was all there, all for me. 
 
      
 
    I realized very quickly that I didn't know what I was doing.  I hadn't read the instructions.  I didn't know where to start, so I just started in the middle, squirting that creamy white stuff against her scalp. 
 
      
 
    Innes shivered and her breasts bobbed inside her robe.  I had an excellent view at that angle.  "Ooh, this stuff's chilly." 
 
      
 
    "Do you feel like a blonde yet?" I asked as I rubbed the cream into her hair.  Finally, I'd regained my power of speech. 
 
      
 
    She giggled, clasping her hands in front of her chest.  Did she realize how that action pressed her cleavage together?  Was she doing it all for me, or was she just excited about the transformation? 
 
      
 
    "I've wanted to try this for such a long time."  She hugged her hips, squishing her breasts unbearably close together.   
 
      
 
    The sight of those luscious mounds surging from the neckline of her pretty pink robe turned my knees to custard.  I just wanted to tear that fabric from her flesh and devour her. 
 
      
 
    "Jasmine?" Innes asked. "Would you date Marilyn Monroe if she were alive today?" 
 
      
 
    I laughed, though my laughter was strained by arousal.  "The question is: would she date me?  I get the sense she preferred dudes." 
 
      
 
    "Okay, but pretend she wanted you," Innes said.  "Would you want her back?" 
 
      
 
    I didn't feel like answering these questions.  They made me feel weird, for some reason.  But Innes asked, so I said, "Yeah, well physically, sure I would.  She had a gorgeous body, just like yours." 
 
      
 
    That just slipped out.   
 
      
 
    I held my breath, worrying I'd said too much, but Innes didn't seem to notice the compliment.  She just said, "If I saw a girl like Marilyn walking down the street, I tell you, I'd drag her home with me and tie her to the bed.  She wouldn't be going anywhere." 
 
      
 
    The image of Marilyn Monroe strapped naked to Innes's bed pulsed across my senses like an unscratchable itch.  I watched Marilyn writhe and turn, shifting into a Lichtenstein illustration to cry out, "Help! Help!"   
 
      
 
    And there was Innes in a pink robe, pinning her down, suckling those heaving breasts, lapping at Marilyn's slick pussy, making her come again and again.   
 
      
 
    That look of ecstasy melted me. 
 
      
 
    Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and tried to put Marilyn out of my mind.  Ultimately, gorgeous as she was, she ignited jealousy in my heart like no one else could.  Marilyn had what I wanted: Innes's attraction, desire, worship.  I was living in a dead woman's shadow, and her shadow was huge. 
 
      
 
    "I remember reading somewhere about this dream she used to have," Innes said. 
 
      
 
    "Who?" 
 
      
 
    She giggled.  "Marilyn, of course.  Who else?" 
 
      
 
    "Who else?" I grumbled, steeling myself against the heat rising from Innes's scalp.  The bleach actually smelled quite nice, thank goodness.  I thought it was going to stink. 
 
      
 
    "She used to dream that she was naked in a church and everybody was worshipping her like the Virgin Mary.”  Innes sighed and her big breasts heaved, settling so full within her robe that I could almost see her nipples.  Almost, but not quite.  “She was the people’s Madonna.  And she was very interested in her dreams, you know.  When she moved to New York, she often visited her therapist five times a week.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that so?” I murmured.  As usual, Marilyn was coming between us, infiltrating a moment that might otherwise give way to honesty, pleasure, and a new phase in our relationship. 
 
      
 
    “Did you know that when she was in Europe filming The Prince and The Showgirl, she had a nervous breakdown and her therapist referred her to Anna Freud?” 
 
      
 
    “Sigmund Freud’s daughter, huh?”  That was actually pretty impressive. 
 
      
 
    “That’s the one.”  Innes clapped her hands excitedly and her breasts jostled under her robe.  “Marilyn, wow, she was so much more than just a blonde bombshell.  She was the real deal.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to say to that.  Sometimes I felt like Innes wouldn’t know real if it smacked her on the ass.  I was real.  I was standing right there, both feet planted firmly in her bathtub.  My gloved hands were working goddamn bleach into her hair so she could look just like her heroine, but to Innes Marilyn was alive and I was the ghost. 
 
      
 
    “You really think you’ll have more fun as a blonde?” I asked, like I was challenging her to a duel.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t say anything for a moment. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t know.  I hadn’t really thought about it, to be honest.”  Innes stood and gazed at her reflection in the mirror.  Didn’t seem to matter where she looked—she never saw me.  “So you’re done, huh?  Looks good.” 
 
      
 
    “Yup, all done.”  I’d finished a few minutes ago, but I loved feeling her scalp beneath my fingers, so I just kept going.  “Now what?” 
 
      
 
    “Now we wait,” Innes said as she escaped from the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    I wondered if I should follow her, but maybe I was having a delayed reaction to the fumes.  Suddenly I felt too dizzy to function. 
 
      
 
    When Innes stepped back into the bathroom, she had a bottle of champagne in one hand and two glasses in the other.  “Let’s toast my new hair colour.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to smile, but my face felt weighed down.  “I need some air.  I think I’m gonna head home.” 
 
      
 
    “No, don’t go!”  She was pleading and whining at once, hooking my arm with the champagne bottle and pulling me through the living room.  “There’s air on the balcony.  We’ll drink this outside.  Come on.” 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take much to make me stay with Innes.  All she had to do was show the slightest interest in having me around and I’d stick by her like bubblegum. 
 
      
 
    “Wait, you’re going outside in just a robe?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Innes pushed the handle with her elbow and bumped the door open with her butt.  “The blonde is taking over, Jasmine.  I can feel it in my veins.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I said.  “That can’t be good.”   
 
      
 
    All the same, I felt a thrill run up and down my arms as I joined her in the fresh air. 
 
      
 
    Her balcony wasn’t huge, but there was enough room for a bistro table and two chairs, plus a smattering of planters and pots.  She grew pansies and tomatoes, plus a climbing vine that hung like icicles from the balcony roof.  It wasn’t exactly a jungle of vegetation, but there was enough to shield us somewhat from the world outside. 
 
      
 
    “Here.”  Innes handed me the bottle of champagne.  “Pop my cork.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, but it was forced.  All I could think about was pulling out the cork and spilling champagne all over her body, watching it fizz on her skin.  God… 
 
      
 
    Champagne spilled over my hand before I could get the bottle to a flute, but I didn’t lose much.  Before Innes had finished her first glass, I’d already downed two and my head was spinning.  I’d never been much of a drinker. 
 
      
 
    Innes finished off her final sip and set the glass on the table.  Then, casual as anything, she slipped her robe down her shoulders and let it fall to the ground.   
 
      
 
    Even as she stood naked before me, I replayed that moment over and over in my mind.   
 
      
 
    I was sure it must be a dream. 
 
      
 
    But there she was, leaning against the railing, her big breasts cradled in her arms.  Innes was naked, right there on the balcony! 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t looking at me.  She seemed almost oblivious to my presence, and even to her own nudity.  And then she sighed and turned to me, saying, “What a pleasant day.  The sun’s not too hot.” 
 
      
 
    I started at her breasts.  They were everything I thought they’d be: full, round, with soft peachy nipples.  Her belly curved lusciously, just like her hips and her thighs, but her pussy was the real pièce de resistance.  She wasn’t shaved, not even trimmed.  A sprightly pillow of pubic hair covered her mound like a beckoning moss.  It was so rare these days to find a girl looking so natural.  Most women were self-conscious bundles of nerves when it came to moundscaping.   
 
      
 
    “Innes…”  I couldn’t think what else to say.  Should I ask permission or just do it? 
 
      
 
    She was looking out across the city when she mumbled, “Blondes have more fun.” 
 
      
 
    Did that mean she wanted me?  Oh, it had to.  I was being stupid, waiting for the perfect sign. 
 
      
 
    Falling to my knees on her discarded robe, I hugged her hips and dove at her pussy.  The aroma struck me before the taste.  Both were musky yet sweet.  All that hair really trapped the essence of Innes between her wet folds, and I tasted every nuance as I parted her flesh with my tongue.   
 
      
 
    Her pubic hair tickled my cheeks and my nose as I licked her.  I wanted to laugh, not just because it felt so funny, but because it gave me the sense of being overtaken by her pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, it feels so good, Jasmine.”  She moaned and grabbed hold of my hair as I parted her lips with my thumbs.  “I’m so sensitive, you have no idea.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed her hips back against the glass partition, eating her pussy hard.  I wondered if people on the street could see her butt through the glass, but if she didn’t mind, neither did I. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, suck my clit, will you Jas?”  She untwined her cruel fingers from my hair and ran them through it gently now.  “It’s been so long for me.” 
 
      
 
    For me as well, I thought.  My mouth was too busy to say anything.   
 
      
 
    Innes seemed to think I was out with a different girl every night, but the truth was I spent my evenings alone, mooning over her.  She’d probably think I was a total dork if I confessed to crying myself to sleep because I wanted so badly to be with her but I couldn’t work up the courage to ask. 
 
      
 
    Thank goodness for today. 
 
      
 
    I sucked Innes’s clit between my lips and held it there, flicking my tongue against the tip, fast like a hummingbird.  I could feel the muscles in her pussy convulsing every time she gasped for air, and I couldn’t leave it alone. Thrusting two fingers inside, I fucked her wet slit while I worked her clit hard. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Jasmine!”  Her voice was strained and tight.  She leaned back against the tempered glass and wrapped one leg around my back, inching her thigh up to my neck, securing me in a choke hold.  “Oh, finish me.  I haven’t come in forever.” 
 
      
 
    Those words sparked a wickedness in me, and I dove deeper into her pussy with my fingers and my face.  I smacked my chin with my hand every time I fucked her, but I really didn’t care.  Her lovely lips made an aromatic mask for my cheeks, and her cunt was so damn wet her juices dripped down my wrist. 
 
      
 
    “Finish me!”   
 
      
 
    She was grinding against my face now, rubbing her tender clit against my tongue.  I steadied my hand inside of her and petted that special spot with my fingertips.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah!” she yelped, hopping on one foot while she tightened the other leg around my neck.  “Oh, I’m gonna come, Jasmine.  Make me come, make me come!” 
 
      
 
    I shoved another finger inside her pussy and slammed all three so hard she shrieked.  Getting her clit back into my mouth, I sucked it in time with the thrusts of my hand.  Innes went loco.  Her body shuddered against the balcony glass. She cried out and cursed.  Releasing my neck, she slumped down almost to the ground before catching the edge of the patio table and pulling herself back up. 
 
      
 
    “My God!”  In an obvious daze, she made her way to the door and opened it.  “My God, it’s time to wash this stuff out already.  I need to get in the shower.” 
 
      
 
    Before I’d made it to my feet, Innes was back inside her apartment and I was left alone and bewildered on the balcony. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the show,” an unfamiliar voice called out. 
 
      
 
    My spine snapped so straight it hurt.  Again, that dream-feeling came over me and I was utterly certain none of this was for real.  But the sun was beating down through Innes’s vines and our champagne flutes were still on the table, so… was it real?  Had I just eaten my dearest friend’s pussy?   
 
      
 
    “Been a while since I’ve seen a live porno,” the voice from on high continued. When I looked up, an older woman with ravishing silver hair blew me a kiss.  She was lounging on her own balcony, one over and one up, with a perfect view of the action. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my cheeks glowing scarlet, radiating humiliation all the way down my neck.  Was I cursed or what?  I mumbled, “You’re welcome” as I tore into the apartment. 
 
      
 
    “Jasmine?”  Innes had jumped in the shower, but left the bathroom door open.  “See?  You’ve got the hots for Marilyn too, you just didn’t know it until now.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  Why couldn’t she see how much I loved her?   
 
      
 
    “No, Innes, it’s not Marilyn I want.  It’s you!” 
 
      
 
    I stared at the shower curtain, waiting for a response.  My heart was on my sleeve now.  Why couldn’t she say something?  Anything!  Even if she had to let me down easy. 
 
      
 
    Innes started singing Like A Virgin, and I wondered if maybe she hadn’t heard me. 
 
      
 
    “Innes?” I asked, but there was no pause in her rendition of the Madonna song, and no answer. 
 
      
 
    If we didn’t talk about what had just happened, the experience was only going to feed Innes’s weird Marilyn complex. I had to get through to her.  I had to make her understand that I loved her, and as more than just a friend.  I was in love with her. 
 
      
 
    So I stripped off my clothes and threw them on the floor.  I hoped that shower was ready for me, because I was going in! 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” Innes shrieked, covering her boobs with one hand and her pussy with the other.  “What are you doing in here?” 
 
      
 
    “Why are you so self-conscious? I just saw you naked five minutes ago.  I ate your pussy, remember?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, right.”  Either the shower heat was getting to her, or she was blushing head to toe. 
 
      
 
    I glanced at the shock of nearly white hair on her head.   
 
      
 
    “Maybe the blonde has gone to your brain,” I teased. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and said, “Meany.”  Turning away from me, Innes continued rinsing her hair.  “Takes forever to get all the bleach out.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything I can do?”  I didn’t wait for an answer before tracing my fingers through her hair, rubbing her scalp, making her moan.  The spray from the shower was catching me, and it was enough to make my nipples harden with hope.  “Is this okay?” 
 
      
 
    Her throat clicked, and she said, “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “This has nothing to do with Marilyn,” I said.  It was easier, speaking so openly when she was facing away from me.  “It’s about you, Innes.  I’m not lusting after Marilyn, I’m lusting after you.  Actually, no, it’s more than just lust…” 
 
      
 
    I pulled my fingers from her hair and she turned around slowly, zombie-like. 
 
      
 
    “It’s love,” Innes said.  “You’re in love with me.  I know that.  I’ve known it for ages, I just didn’t want to…” 
 
      
 
    When she trailed off, I asked, “You didn’t want to deal with it?” 
 
      
 
    She was staring at my belly when she nodded.  Shower water ran down her shoulders and dripped from her breasts, but my eyes kept focusing on the quiver of her lower lip. 
 
      
 
    “Because…”  I couldn’t believe I was asking this question.  It was like putting my heart in front of a Mac truck.  “Because you don’t love me back?” 
 
      
 
    Her head shot up and she gazed at me strangely, like she didn’t understand.  And then she said, “Of course I love you.  Are you kidding me, Jasmine?  You mean everything to me.  Do you realize how many times you’ve saved me from myself?  You’re the best friend a girl could ask for.  But if we get involved, you’re just going to realize in three months’ time that I’m a giant loser.  You’ll take off and I’ll have lost my best friend and my girlfriend all at once.  How would I possibly cope with that?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed over the shower’s hiss.  I couldn’t help it.  “Innes, are you listening to yourself?  Why the hell would I leave you in three months?” 
 
      
 
    “Because that’s what girlfriends do.  Haven’t you noticed?” 
 
      
 
    It was true, at least for Innes.  She never held on to a relationship for very long.   
 
      
 
    “Well,” I said.  “It’ll be different for us.” 
 
      
 
    “How?”  Innes dug her nails into her hair like she was trying to scratch the excess bleach out. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you lose girlfriends because you jump in with both feet.”  I’d never been quite this honest with Innes before.  “You want everything right away.  On the first date you’re planning weekend getaways.  By the third date you’re planning the wedding.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s not true,” Innes said, cracking a smile.  “Okay, it’s close to true.” 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to worry about scaring me off,” I assured her.  “I know you inside and out.  I know you’ve got forever on your mind, and so do I.  Innes, I’m in this for the long haul.  I love you and I want to be with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Forever?” Innes asked, like she was in disbelief that I’d said the word. 
 
      
 
    I nodded.  “Yeah, honey.  You can trust me.  I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
      
 
    Innes’s eyes filled with warmth and she lunged, kissing me deeply.  Her body was much wetter than mine, and the damp press of her breasts gave me shivers. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not going anywhere either,” she assured me as she traced her fingers between my legs.  She found juice flowing there and stroked me up and down, teasing my clit.  My flesh was so throbbing and engorged I nearly lost it right away, but I steeled myself against the pleasure. 
 
      
 
    There was a part of me that couldn’t believe this was happening.  I’d lusted after Innes for so long, and having her on the balcony was one thing, but actually admitting that I loved her was virgin territory.  For all this to happen in one afternoon?  It was almost unfathomable. 
 
      
 
    Her wet nipples played against mine as I dug my fingers into her hair.  She moaned in my mouth.  My knees started to buckle and I had to lean against the tile wall to keep from falling over. 
 
      
 
    Innes took charge.  She turned me around in her arms and pressed her breasts against my back.  If that sensation wasn’t enough, she rubbed circles around my clit, faster and faster the more I moaned.   
 
      
 
    “I never thought this would happen,” I admitted. 
 
      
 
    She said, “Me neither,” and stroked me harder.   
 
      
 
    When she grabbed my boob and squeezed my nipple, that did me in.  There were fireworks in my belly.  My knees buckled.  I fell to the bottom of the tub, shuddering and shaking, whimpering like a puppy.   
 
      
 
    Innes came with me, tumbling against my back, laughing.   
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she said.  “Didn’t take long to get you off!” 
 
      
 
    I tried to catch my breath, but I’d never been so fully and immediately exhausted.  “I’ve been waiting five years for this to happen.  Long is a relative term.” 
 
      
 
    Laughing, Innes poked her head out of the shower and opened the cabinet door right beside it.  “How’s this for long?” she asked, waving a waterproof vibe in my direction. 
 
      
 
    I grinned at my nouveau-blonde vixen, grabbing the big pink vibe from her hand.  “I’d say that’s long relative to anything.”  I was still so shaky from my orgasm that I dropped it to the tub floor.  “Oops. Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about Pinkie,” Innes said.  “She’s been through the wars.” 
 
      
 
    “Pinkie?”  Now I really had to laugh.  “Do you seriously name your vibes?” 
 
      
 
    Innes’s face was already blushing with exertion and hot water, but she turned even redder after my comment.  “Why?  Is that weird?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s cute,” I said.  In fact, just that one tiny item of knowledge made me feel much closer to Innes than I had before.  It was an intimate detail of her personality that she’d never revealed before.  I felt like she trusted me on a whole other level. 
 
      
 
    I turned the pink vibe in my hand, checking out the shape.  It wasn’t a realistic cock-like vibe, and it wasn’t just a Plain Jane shaft. Pinkie was made out of a soft material, and she curved out, then in, then back out again, culminating in an ample bulb. 
 
      
 
    Switching it on, I traced the toy up Innes’s thigh, watching the water droplets dance across her skin with every vibration.  Streams ran down her chest, down her arms, and she splashed me when she opened her pussy lips with her fingers.  Her clit was even fatter than it had been on the balcony, like arousal had built on arousal. 
 
      
 
    “You’re pussy’s so pink,” I gushed, marvelling at the perfect flesh between her legs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, what colour did you think it would be?” she asked, seeming nervous even though this wasn’t my first time gazing between her legs.   
 
      
 
    I thought about the woman who’d watched us on the balcony, and wondered if I ought to tell Innes.  She’d be so embarrassed.   
 
      
 
    As I pondered that notion, she asked, “What are you thinking?” 
 
      
 
    “Huh?”  I gazed up at her, knowing how guilty I must look.  “Nothing, babe.  Just thinking how good you’re gonna feel when I fuck you.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed the bulb of the vibe against her slit, and it opened like a flower.  She gasped and tossed her head back, giving the shower a new path to soak me from above. The warm water needled my tits, encouraging their sensitivity, making me want to touch them. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, fuck me,” Innes whimpered.  Her eyes were closed, her head tilted to one side. “Fuck me, Jasmine.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed the vibe farther inside her, and she squealed, clenching her eyes tight shut. 
 
      
 
    “Did I hurt you?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, it’s good.”  She ran her fingers through my wet hair, twisting it into two ropes and holding me close.  “It’s good. Don’t go easy on me.” 
 
      
 
    I could only imagine how incredible that big thing felt vibrating intensely within her slit.  Her pussy lips quivered around it as I reamed her slowly, thrusting the toy at a measured pace. 
 
      
 
    “Oh that’s good, that’s so good.”  Innes chanted the words like a mantra, soft against the textured hiss of the shower spray. 
 
      
 
    I found myself chanting right along with her, “It’s good, baby.  It’s so good, so good.” 
 
      
 
    Pulling the vibe slowly from between her engorged pussy lips, I pressed the tip to her clit.  She arched against the wall, shrieking like a banshee.  “Oh my God!” 
 
      
 
    “Intense?” I asked, though I could tell it was just by holding it in my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Try on yours.” 
 
      
 
    I knew you weren’t supposed to share vibes, but I wasn’t going to fuck myself with it.  I rinsed it quickly under the shower water, then pressed the bulb against my clit.  The vibrations coursed through my core like electric heat, shocking my system into peaked submission.  It didn’t take much to bring me to orgasm in general, but press a powerful vibe to my clit and I was an instant pool of climax. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that’s good!”  I threw my face against Innes’s belly, pressing my cheek to her soft, curved flesh.  “Oh my God, baby, that’s amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “Do me again.”  Innes twisted my hair into tighter ropes, urging me to please her with the vibe. 
 
      
 
    How could I refuse?  Pressing my tits flush to her thighs, I brought the vibe in from behind, finding her clit just by listening to her reactions.  When she arched and moaned, I knew I had it, but I only held the toy there for a matter of moments.  I traced it down her slit, thrusting inside of her, pummeling her pussy hard enough to make her squeal.   
 
      
 
    Back to her clit after that, letting her writhe and twist against my naked body, and then back inside to fuck her again.  I could feel the vibrations in my breasts every time I went at her clit, and I never would have imagined how good that could feel.   
 
      
 
    Shocks ran through me every time Innes came, and she came so many times I lost count.  I rubbed my clit with two fingers as I thrust the vibe inside her, but there was no greater pleasure than bringing the woman I loved to climax again and again and again. 
 
      
 
    When the water ran cold, we wrapped ourselves in towels and I shivered all the way to bed.  “I’ll be five minutes,” she said, and closed the bathroom door.   
 
      
 
    Five turned into fifteen, and I dozed after that.  The next time I heard Innes’s voice, she was standing beside the bed with her bleach-blonde hair coiffed just like Marilyn Monroe’s.  She had on red lipstick, a fake beauty mark, and a white halter dress, just like the one in The Seven Year Itch.   
 
      
 
    For a few moments, I thought I was dreaming. 
 
      
 
    “There,” Innes said.  “What do you think?  Do I look like Marilyn?” 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my eyes.  My body felt fuzzy and warm, like I was floating. As I stared at the woman who’d been my friend for so long, I wanted to say, “No, you don’t look like Marilyn.  You look like Innes.”   
 
      
 
    But the truth was, she looked like a hybrid creature, fifty percent Innes, fifty percent Marilyn, one hundred percent luscious. And maybe it was a matter of telling Innes what she wanted to hear, but I realized that was part of the shift from friend to girlfriend: truth takes on a whole different meaning when you love somebody. 
 
      
 
    So I said, “Yeah, Innes, you do.  You look just like Marilyn.” 
 
      
 
    And the spark in her eyes was its own reward. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    You might also enjoy: 
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    The Lesbian Sex Talk 
 
    By Giselle Renarde 
 
      
 
    Talia is a proud lesbian. So is Quinn. Talia also happens to be Quinn’s goddaughter. When it comes time to sit Talia down for the dreaded sex talk, her mom turns to Quinn for help. As it turns out, Talia’s not interested in talk. She wants action. Can Quinn possibly resist young Talia’s charms, or will she turn out to be the world’s worst godmother? Or maybe the world’s best? 
 
      
 
    Available NOW from eXcessica Publishing! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ABOUT GISELLE RENARDE 
 
      
 
    Giselle Renarde is an award-winning queer Canadian writer. Nominated Toronto’s Best Author in NOW Magazine’s 2015 Readers’ Choice Awards, her fiction has appeared in well over 100 short story anthologies, including prestigious collections like Best Lesbian Romance, Best Women’s Erotica, and the Lambda Award-winning collection Take Me There, edited by Tristan Taormino. Giselle's juicy novels include Anonymous, Cherry, Seven Kisses, and The Other Side of Ruth. 
 
    ~ 
 
    Giselle Renarde 
 
    Canada just got hotter! 
 
      
 
    Want to stay up to date? Visit http://donutsdesires.blogspot.com! 
 
    Sign up for Giselle’s newsletter: http://eepurl.com/R4b11 
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