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Introduction

Heather is recently divorced. She can’t help but think about the time when she hooked up with this sexy woman at her friend’s wedding after her split with her jerk-of-a-husband. 

Rebecca has had it with men, after she caught her boyfriend - ex boyfriend, that is! - cheating on her and found out he’d been lying to her.  She decides it’s time to change things up and begins looking online for a sexy female playmate.

Rebecca spots Heather’s online dating profile and the two start flirty conversations and eventually meet up for some unexpected fun in the bathroom of the bar and then in Rebecca’s van!


Chapter One – Rebecca

The light from his phone was blinding in the dark bedroom. Mike's back was turned to me as he looked down at the screen. He thought I was asleep. I reached out a hand briefly and touched his shoulder.

"What are you doing?"

He jumped. "Nothing, baby."

"What are you looking at?"

"Nothing," he said again.

I leaned over and put my chin on his shoulder. "Really?"

He tried to cover the screen with his hand, but he wasn't quick enough. My eyes widened. Some girl's boobs were there, a selfie in a text screen, her smile visible above her cleavage. "Um," I said.

"Shit," he said.

"Who the fuck is that?"

"No one." He cringed.

"Who is that?" I repeated. "You know what?" I sat up in bed. "It doesn't matter who she is. She's on your fucking phone."

"I can explain, Rebecca." But he didn't say anything else. He seemed stumped.

"Yes?"

He shrugged.

"Right. Get your clothes on," I snapped. "Get out."

"But, baby!"

"No, I've had it this time. Get out of my apartment."

"Baby..."

"I'm serious, Mike."

He rolled out of bed slowly. I glared at him as he pulled on his jeans. "It's late," he whined. "I don't want to drive home in the dark."

"Should have thought of that before you checked out her boobs," I snapped. He just sighed and reached for his shirt. He doesn't care anymore, I realized. It really is over. Has been for a while. He's not even mad. "Take your guitar," I said.

"Fine." He picked it up as he left the bedroom.

"Do not call me," I warned.

"I want to work this out," he said. But he didn't even look at me when he said it. I stepped out of bed too, wrapping the sheet around me as I walked past him to the front door. I tried not to feel ridiculous as I stood there holding open the door. I hoped no one would walk by.

Mike picked up his wallet and keys from the kitchen table. "I love you," he said.

"Yeah, okay," I said sarcastically. "Don't call me. I mean it."

He ducked his head and walked out.

I watched him go in silence. Then I closed the door and stood there, naked but for a sheet, in my kitchen. I felt numb. Maybe I already knew we were on the way out. I felt twinges of anger at him, of course, but mostly I felt tired. I went back to bed and sat down heavily.

Mike's charger was still plugged into the wall, but I wasn't about to call after him to pick it up. It's my charger now, I thought with a sort of cynical grin.

I plugged my phone in and navigated to Facebook to see what was new. Someone from work was launching a new app. She had asked me to work on it, but I was too busy with my actual job as a software developer to take her up on it.

The project was actually generating some money on the fundraising platform she had picked. I sighed. Should have joined when I had the chance.

Someone else had posted a video of their dog catching a ball in mid-air. I glanced at the name of the dog post and felt a little jolt as I saw it. Maya Buecherholtz. A name I hadn't seen in a long time. Maya was a girl I had met when I studied abroad in Europe.

She had been my friend. She was a nice girl, exactly the type to adopt a poor American who didn't know anyone. She had taken me to the best cafes in town and shown me where to go on campus for a quiet study space. At first she had just been an on-campus acquaintance, but slowly it became more.

She told me one Friday that she was going out with her friends, and invited me to join her.

When I got to the bar she had named, it was only me and her. Her friends had bailed. Her shy smile as she told me this gave me pause. Now, I smiled. It hadn't occurred to me then, young and innocent, that perhaps she had never even invited her friends.

She took me by the elbow and pulled me into the dark bar and ordered for me in her native language. A few minutes later the bartender handed me something pink and sugary sweet. Maya encouraged me to drink and laughed when I asked what it was. "It's good! You'll like it, trust me."

"Only if you join me!"

She lifted her own drink and clinked the glass against mine. It was the same cotton-candy pink. I drank from my glass as she closed her eyes and sipped. The blue light in the bar made her pale skin glow. Her eyelids fluttered open and caught me looking at her. She smiled again.

"Do you like it?"

"What?"

"Do you like the drink?"

"Oh," I said. I looked down at my drink stupidly. "It's sweet."

"Yes," she agreed. “Like you!” I blushed. She laughed. "Do you want to find somewhere to sit?"

"How about over there?" I pointed to a small loveseat tucked against the mirrored back wall. Maya led the way and sat down first. I settled down next to her and felt the sides of our thighs touch. Something warmed up in my stomach. The alcohol, I told myself.

"Are you enjoying your time here, Rebecca?"

"I'm liking it more and more," I told her. "It helps to have a friend."

She put her hand on my shoulder and leaned in with a goofy sincerity. "Everything's better with a friend," she said. Her eyelashes caught the light when she blinked. "Don't you think?"

I nodded and swallowed. "Yes," I said. "Definitely."

Her hand stayed on my shoulder, her body turned towards me, as she told me about the other classes she was taking besides the history class we had together.

We both kept drinking. I tried to keep up with her words as she talked, but the bar was loud, and she had an accent, and her hand was a warm presence on my shoulder. I leaned my head on the couch and looked up at her.

"You look tired," she laughed.

"I'm awake! Continue."

Her hand brushed my cheek. "I think I'm boring you," she teased.

"No! Please keep talking."

"Tell me about yourself," she suggested. "Do you have a boyfriend?" I shook my head. "A girlfriend?" I blushed and shook my head again. "Have you ever been...interested?"

"In what?"

"A girlfriend. Or a girl."

"Um..." I looked down at my half-empty glass.

"If that's too personal--"

"No, it's fine. I mean, yeah, I've been interested. But I've never had the opportunity to, uh, try it out."

"Oh really," she said with a smirk.

"Yeah."

"What do you think of me?"

"I, um," I stuttered.

"Sorry," she said. "You're new at this." She laughed lightly. "Can I kiss you?"

I took a long sip from my glass and nodded vigorously. She leaned in, hand still on my face, and touched her lips to mine softly. I felt frozen, pinned in place by her hand and her mouth. She pulled back and looked at me quizzically.

"I'm sorry," she said.

"No, I'm sorry," I said quickly. "I didn't--I've never--Will you do it again?" She looked unconvinced. "I want to kiss you," I said earnestly.

"You're sure? Because you have to actually kiss me back," she said, a half-tease.

"I will," I promised.

She kissed me again, and this time I returned it eagerly. Her hands wound into my hair and she pulled me closer to her as she kissed me with more intensity.

"I think this might be inappropriate for our setting," I gasped as I came up for air a few minutes later.

"Oh?" She raised her eyebrows.

I looked at her, hoping she would pick up on what I wanted, too shy to voice my desire. The warm thing in my stomach was growing hotter, and it wasn't the alcohol. I wanted her. I tried to tell her with my eyes. She smirked, and I felt myself caught like a fish on a hook.

"We just got here," she said playfully.

"Well..."

"And you already want to leave?"

"I mean..."

She laughed. "Come with me." She took me by the hand and led me to the women's bathroom, a one-stall affair with a deadbolt that she locked immediately. She pressed me against the wall and kissed me again, hands gripping my hips. I gasped into her mouth. "Eager," she teased. I nodded.

She ran her hands down my body and pressed against the front of my jeans. I whimpered. She laughed and rubbed her hand in a small circle. Then she undid the button and zipper and pulled my jeans down my hips. Her fingers on my bare skin felt like electricity. I had never been touched with such fire.

I jolted back to the present with a shake of my head. Maya. It had been a while since I thought of her. Europe had been years ago.

I spent another moment remembering the way her touch had made me feel. Then I pulled up a lesbian dating app on my phone and started putting in my information: Rebecca, 32, five feet and four inches tall. Body type, curvy.

I uploaded my cutest selfie, which showed me wearing big dark sunglasses and smiling. Then I curled up in bed and fell asleep thinking about Maya, about other women, about anyone but fucking Mike touching me.


Chapter Two – Heather

I was scrolling through my email when my computer dinged with the sound of a new notification. Evite reminder: Sam and Darren's Wedding Bash! I clicked it and found a brightly colored wedding invitation, with animated confetti, and a date only a few days away.

Shit. I had forgotten.

The happy couple had invited me months ago, and it had slipped my mind as the date grew closer. Now I was flustered, with no gift for the couple, no outfit to wear, and no date. Dan had been out of the house for more than two months and, while I missed him, I wasn't about to invite him to the wedding. I wondered if he was going on his own, or if I had gotten Sam and Darren in the divorce.

I looked more carefully at the email and found the link to the gift registry. They had listed many items, but because I was so late to the game most of them had already been purchased. Only the really expensive shit was left.

I sighed and clicked “Add to Cart” under a stupidly pricy coffee maker. I would need to go shopping after work, too, to find a dress. It was too late to find a date. I would be going solo.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

At least, I thought, I looked good. The dress I had found was a dark blue with white embroidery along the hem. It fit close to my body and showed off my hips. I wore a silver necklace that hung over my very tasteful cleavage.

There was nothing to be done with my hair--it was so short that any attempt at styling was futile. It just lay there. I wondered idly if I looked good enough to get picked up by a groomsman.

The drive out to the wedding was short, thankfully, and I got there early with my expressly shipped coffee maker wrapped in a pretty box. I placed it in the designated area and went to find a seat. There was a cutesy sign that read "Bride this way, groom this way" with little arrows.

I stood there for a second, not sure which side to sit on. I had met both Sam and Darren in college and at this point I was equally good friends with both of them. I had met Sam first, but...

"Don't know which?" a familiar voice asked. I turned and saw Dan standing there, looking rather sheepish. "Didn't you meet Sam in that chemistry class? That's a cute story." I stared. He shrugged. "I'm going to sit on Darren's side. We always bonded over soccer.”

He started walking towards the groom’s section, but then waited expectantly. I turned on my heel and went to sit in the bride’s area.

I stared straight ahead throughout the wedding ceremony. Then, when we were excused to the reception, I made a beeline for the open bar. I settled into a seat with a sigh and ordered the first of many drinks I was looking forward to that night. The bartender, a pretty redhead, smiled at me understandingly. "Ex got married?"

"What? No."

"Oh. Sorry." She dropped her eyes and moved away to make my drink.

I felt bad instantly. She was just trying to make small talk. "My ex-husband is here. He knows the couple too," I told her when she handed over my drink.

"Ooh, that sucks," she said. "I'll keep the drinks coming." She winked.

I felt my cheeks get warm. "Thanks. What's your name?"

"Maddie."

"I'm Heather."

"Nice to meet you," she said.

"You too." Her blue eyes slid away from mine as someone else approached the bar and I turned to my drink.

Later, when everyone else was dancing, I turned my back on the dance floor and looked at Maddie instead. "Ready for another?" she asked.

"Yes please." She already had it made, and handed it to me quickly. "You're a lifesaver," I told her.

"Just doing my job."

"Well, I appreciate it." I put my hand on her arm.

She looked down. "No problem," she murmured.

"What are you doing after this?" I asked.

"I'm here until ten," she said with a frown. "You probably don't want to wait that long."

I shrugged. "Why wait?"

"What?"

"Can't the bar close for a few minutes? Lady's got to take a lunch break."

"I guess," she said doubtfully.

"Or at least a fifteen-minute break," I grinned.

She smiled back and nodded. "Oh, definitely."

"Want to go walk in the garden?" I pointed past the dance floor with its swaying bodies. Maddie nodded and stepped out from behind the bar to walk into the garden. She wore a standard black and white server's outfit. It looked amazing on her. "What do you do for fun, Maddie?"

"I like hiking," she said noncommittally.

"That's bullshit," I laughed.

"Okay, I like Netflix," she amended.

"How about chill?"

"Yeah, that too."

I ducked behind a hedge and pulled her to sit down on the ground with me. "Come chill.”

She laughed. I liked that sound. "That's terrible!"

"Did it work, though?" She nodded and I immediately leaned in, stifling the rest of her giggle with a kiss. She made a little noise of surprised pleasure and kissed me back. I leaned into her body, pressing her against the hedge, until she wiggled in my arms and pulled back with another laugh.

"The branches are poking me," she said.

"Oh." I sat back and tugged at her black dress shirt. "Come here." She slid onto my lap and put her legs around my waist as my hands settled on her hips. She leaned in for more kisses as easily as breathing air. I didn't care that branches were digging into my back.

Too soon, she pulled away again. "I need to go back to work."

"Awwww."

"I know." She extracted herself from my lap and stood up, brushing dirt from her nice clothes. “It’s been nice.”

"Can I get your number?" I asked from my spot on the ground.

"Oh, um, no thanks."

"Oh. This was just a--"

"Yeah, I have a girlfriend. It's open," she said quickly at my horrified face. "Like, I'm totally allowed to hook up with other women. But I'm not really looking for another relationship..." she trailed off.

"Oh," I said. "I see. Well, see ya around. Or not, I guess." I stood up quickly, trying to regain some feeling of control. Maddie leaned in for a quick hug.

"Thanks! Gotta get back now." She walked away, smoothing her hair as she went.

I deeply wanted another drink, and yet ... I needed to save my dignity, so instead I walked back to my car. My head still felt fuzzy from the warmth of another body on mine, and I sat for a few minutes in the driver's seat. Maybe I didn't want another man, I thought. Maybe it was time to find something else.

I had downloaded a couple dating apps right after Dan left in an attempt to have meaningless rebound sex. But when I got home I looked at the app store with a new goal in mind: women. I downloaded the one with the best reviews and got to work creating my profile, and then swiping on pictures of local girls.

It seemed like each one was more gorgeous than the one before and I felt almost silly for swiping right on nearly every profile.

But then I saw a woman who put all the others to shame. She had a round face and dark hair cut into a bob, and she wore sunglasses that took up half her face. I couldn’t just swipe on this one. I had to message her the stupidest first message ever.

Hey, I like your sunglasses!

I just hoped she would reply.


Chapter Three – Sexting

Hey, I like your sunglasses!

Thank you! So what are you up to tonight?

Not much, to be honest. I'm having a relaxing night at home.

Me too! What a coincidence. I hope you're having a nice time. What do you like to do in your free time?

I don't have a lot of free time. Work keeps me pretty busy. But I like going out to queer bars when I'm not too tired. What about you?

I get you being tired, haha. I can't say I'm one to go out to bars, but I like going out for good food. I also like staying home for some time, if you know what I mean ... wink.

Rebecca raised her eyebrows at that.

“Was this girl really going there that fast?” she thought.

Normally she would be annoyed, maybe offended, by someone throwing out such a casual reference to sex within ten messages, but she didn't mind it so much when it was coming from someone as beautiful as Heather.

She didn't know exactly what to say in response, so she typed back:

Oh, I know what you mean.

With that, blushing, she put her phone face down on the couch next to her and turned on the TV. She pretended her ears weren't pricked waiting to hear the buzz that meant Heather had replied in the app. She was talking to some other women on the app, but none of them gave her the same zingy spark when she got a new message from them.

Her TV didn't seem as interesting tonight as it usually did. Her hand itched to grab the phone and check it, in case she had missed the vibration of a new message, of course. She almost jumped when it finally buzzed with a new message from Heather.

Do you want to get coffee with me?

Rebecca started to type back: 

I think maybe we should talk more on here first.

Rebecca paused, then added a sad face at the end of her message. It seemed wise to wait and see if their compatibility continued online before meeting in person, even though she really wanted to.

Oh, okay.

The next message came back quickly. Rebecca was glad she hadn't put the other woman off. Now she had to pull her back in a little bit, to prove she was still interested.

What are you doing?

Nothing much. Just got home. Changing out of work clothes.

Oh? Into what?

Rebecca’s cheeks felt hot.  She couldn’t believe she was being so forward.  Maybe it was the anonymity of texting, but she felt like walking on the wild side a bit with this hottie she was flirting with.

Who wants to know?

Now she's done it!  Rebecca knew she’d have to respond back with something to keep the sparks flying.  She felt so sexy as she typed ...

Um … just me ☺

Heather smiled down at her phone. She was enjoying her flirtation with this cute lady.

I've got my blue pajamas on. Shorts and a tank top with silver stripes … and it’s a bit …

A bit what???

Tight [winky face]

Rebecca blushed again.  She imagined the beautiful woman in a tight tank top … she was also wearing thick, warm socks, but Rebecca didn’t need to hear that decidedly un-sexy part of her outfit. Her smile turned into a smirk as the other girl's reply buzzed.

What about you?

What about me what?

What are you wearing?

I'm still in my work clothes, haven't quite gotten home yet. Today I wore a black blazer and pants with a purple shirt.

Oh, a professional lady. Sexy. Rebecca sent back a blushing emoji. I mean it.

You're pretty sexy yourself.

Am I?

Heather wondered if she should just say, Compliment me!

Very sexy!

Rebecca confirmed. It was true. She had been looking at Heather's profile pictures repeatedly since they had begun chatting. The other woman was tall, with long blonde hair and what looked like some freckles. She had a pointed nose and a wide, white smile. Rebecca couldn't wait to see her in real life.

So, if we were to meet, which I am not guaranteeing, what would we do? Where would we go?

I would take you to Marco's, by the marina. Have you ever been there?

I have not. Tell me about it?

It's this adorable Italian place. You get to look out on all the sailboats from the restaurant. It’s very romantic, and the drinks they make are strong.

It sounds lovely. What would we do next?

How does a walk on the beach sound?

Very nice, classic date. I could get behind that plan. And then I would kiss you on one of the piers.

Rebecca blushed. She sat there, looking at her phone at a loss for words, until the next message came in.

Sorry, too much?

No, not at all. I would like to kiss you, she replied honestly.

Oh, good. I was worried! But anyway, yeah, I would kiss you on the pier. Maybe while the sun was setting.

Too bad we aren't going to do that just yet. Winking face.

Oh, you torture me!

“What next?” Rebecca thought to herself.

Well...

Heather let the message stand alone until Rebecca replied.

Well?????

Well, maybe we would find a quiet corner in the trees and have a seat. Maybe we would kiss some more.

That sounds nice.

Maybe I would put my hand on your thigh.

That sounds nicer.

Would you kiss me back?

Absolutely.

I would have to check if anyone was around before the next thing, though...

Rebecca’s heart was racing as she unlocked her apartment door, glad to be in private for these messages.

Okay, there's no one around. What's next?

Next I run my hand under your shirt and you feel my fingertips on your skin. You feel me touching you through your bra.

I’d arch into you. I want you to touch me.

You do? Where?

“I think you know where!” Rebecca thought, but couldn’t quite bring herself to text it back.

Hmm. I think you want me to touch you somewhere further down.

You’re right.

Heather’s lips curled up at the ends.

I’d touch you over your pants.

Just over my pants?

It’s a public place, Rebecca!

A jolt went through Rebecca as she read her name and imagined Heather saying it aloud. She unzipped her pants and slid them down her hips. I guess I’ll have to do it then.

Not so shy anymore, apparently. Are you touching yourself?

I am.

With that, Heather groaned and lay back on her couch. Her hand found its way under the waistband of her shorts and she gasped as she touched herself.

Me too …

Her phone stayed silent as she moved her hand in fast circles on her clit. She imagined Rebecca just as she was, touching herself too intently to pick up the phone and reply.

She imagined Rebecca’s lips and body against hers. She wondered what the other woman would sound like when Heather touched her. She wondered what she would sound like coming. It was that thought that pushed her over the edge and she herself came with a sharp gasp.

Heather lay there, pleasantly floating, until she felt her phone buzz next to her once again. She opened the app and laughed at the message from Rebecca that awaited her.

We need to meet.


Chapter Four – Meet Up

The two women settled on plans to have dinner at Marco’s the following Tuesday. It was agony waiting to meet in person, but Rebecca survived it by constantly messaging Heather and getting to know her better. She even gave Heather her number so they could move from the app to texting.

Rebecca discovered some things through texting. She discovered that Heather worked an office job that she didn't particularly like. She had a long commute every morning and night. She didn't drink coffee and instead she went to bed at an unreasonably early hour. She had no pets. She was recently divorced. She liked softball but no other sports.

And in turn, Heather shared things about herself. She shared things like her favorite thing at Starbucks, because she herself did drink coffee, and also where she was going to get take out for dinner, and the view out of her office window.

She grew to feel close to Heather even though they hadn't yet met in person. Talking to a person nearly constantly has that effect.

On Tuesday, they agreed to meet for dinner at a local bar that also had great food--Heather's suggestion. Rebecca arrived a few minutes early. She had started nervously preparing way too early with her makeup and clothes and as such she had been sitting around the house waiting until she could reasonably go to the bar.

She waited outside the noisy bar and looked at her phone as if she were very focused. A few minutes later, someone walked up to her and cleared their throat.

"Hi, Rebecca?" The voice was only a little bit unsure; after all, they had seen each other in pictures.

Rebecca looked up. There stood Heather, looking at her with a slightly nervous expression.

"Hi!" she replied brightly.

"I'm Heather," Heather said unnecessarily. "Do you want to go in?"

"Yeah, let's," Rebecca replied. She held the door open for Heather and walked in after her. The bar was loud inside and a little bit dark, but warmly lit.

They stood in silence for a few moments as they looked at the menu. Then they ordered, and when the bartender asked "Do you want the tab together or separate?" They both looked at each other awkwardly.

"Uh, together?" Heather said, voice tipping up at the end like a question. Rebecca nodded. "So how was your day?" Heather asked as the bartender turned away.

"Oh, it was good. Normal work stuff." Awkward silence. "The receptionist brought in donuts for everyone."

"Nice," Heather said appreciatively.

"Yeah," Rebecca agreed. "What about you?"

"Same thing. I've been working on a project for a while and I made some good progress on it today, so that feels good."

"Nice."

"Yeah." The bartender handed them their drinks and they looked around the large room for a place to sit. "Over there?" Heather pointed to a small table against the wall.

"Okay." They walked over and sat down across from each other. Rebecca crossed one knee over the other. "Sorry there's no softball," she said, nodding at the TVs playing different sports games.

"It's not really televised," Heather said. "Oh." They sat in silence for a moment. "You're really pretty."

Rebecca blushed. "Thank you. You're, um, really pretty too."

"I knew I liked your picture right away, but you're even cuter in person."

"You are too," Rebecca laughed. She reached out and touched Heather's arm. "Tell me more about your job, it sounds interesting."

Heather did, and from there the conversation flowed naturally. It helped that they sipped their drinks and the alcohol slowly loosened them up. Soon Rebecca was slowly moving her hand back and forth along Heather's arm, and both women were leaning in across the table.

More than once, Rebecca caught Heather looking at her mouth while she spoke. She grinned whenever it happened, and Heather's eyes would jump back to meet hers. She also noticed Heather looking further down than her mouth, at the cleavage peeking out from her red dress.

She cleared her throat softly. "My eyes are up here."

"Oh, gosh,” Heather said in a rush. “I am so--”

“It’s fine,” Rebecca laughed. “I had to give you shit for it.”

"I mean, like I said, you're really pretty."

Rebecca smiled. "Thank you." She felt like a broken record. "You are too."

Heather leaned close to brush the hair out of Rebecca's eyes. Now Rebecca glanced down at Heather's lips, and before she knew what was happening those lips were on hers. She made a little noise of surprised pleasure and kissed back for the moment before Heather pulled away.

"Wanted to do that all night," she said, voice a little breathy.

"I'm glad you did," Rebecca said. Heather put her hand on Rebecca's thigh under the table. "You were saying?"

The conversation continued, a little stilted because Rebecca couldn't focus with Heather touching her lightly under the table. The other woman's hand kept creeping up her leg until Heather couldn't scoot her chair any closer. Her hand brushed against Rebecca's upper thigh.

"Um, get over here," Rebecca said suddenly, cutting off Heather's story. She scooted to the side of the wide seat she was sitting in. When Heather joined her she immediately put her hand on the back of Heather's neck and pulled her in for another kiss.

"You've been teasing me," she murmured against Heather's mouth.

"A little," Heather admitted. They kissed again, longer, and Heather’s arms went around Rebecca’s waist and pressed their bodies together.

Heat was building in Rebecca’s body as she felt Heather press against her. “This is, mm, maybe a little much for the other patrons,” she said breathlessly. “Should we--”

Heather stood and took both of Rebecca's hands in hers, pulling the other woman to her feet as well. She led her to the women's bathroom at the back of the bar. Rebecca followed happily as Heather opened the door to a blessedly unoccupied single-occupancy ladies' room. She locked the door behind them and pushed Rebecca against the wall.

"Is this more to your liking?" she said with a smirk.

"Yeah, this is better," Rebecca agreed with a smile. She pulled Heather back towards her and kissed her deeply, opening her mouth to let the other woman's tongue in. She gasped as Heather bit down on her lip lightly. A little moan escaped her without her knowledge or permission and she felt Heather smile against her lips.

Rebecca ran her hands down Heather's sides and rested them at her hips, gripping her and pulling her close. She could feel the heat from her body through her jeans and she arched her hips forward. It was Heather's turn to moan softly.

Rebecca pushed her backwards, taking control until Heather was against the large vanity sink, and pulled her by the hips to sit on the ledge. She broke their kiss to undo the button and zipper of Heather’s jeans and pulled them down around her thighs.

Heather was wearing cute red panties with a bow at the front, and Rebecca smiled. “Did you dress up for me?” She didn’t give Heather a moment to answer, instead leaning in again to kiss her as she touched her.

She rubbed her fingers in circles, waiting for the sharp inhale that would mean she had found Heather’s clit. She smirked when she heard the gasp and pressed down harder, making small tight circles around it.

“Shh,” she whispered. “Wouldn’t want anyone to hear.” Heather bit her own lip and nodded.

Rebecca kept rubbing her clit for a minute and then pulled her panties down too, exposing her bare pussy. She nudged Heather’s legs apart and reached in between them with one finger to slide inside.

Heather threw her head back and gasped as Rebecca slowly moved her finger in and out. She felt Heather’s hands on her shoulders tighten as she thrust faster. A small whimper escaped her lips.

Suddenly a knock came at the door. “Hello?” someone said. “How long are you going to be? I really have to go.”

“Fuck,” Heather groaned.

Rebecca pulled her finger out reluctantly and pulled Heather’s clothes back into place. “Sorry.” They exited the bathroom to a glare from the three women who had lined up outside the locked stall.

“I think maybe we should leave,” Rebecca said with a giggle.

“Can I give you a ride home?” Heather asked.

Rebecca had mentioned she took the train to meet her. “Okay,” she answered with a smile. “I’d like that.”


Chapter Five – Hook Up

Heather paid off their tab quickly and they rushed out of the bar into the parking lot. She had a big van for transporting bulky equipment for work, and she opened the back door to reveal the backseat, which Rebecca climbed into first. She undid her jacket and balled it up under Rebecca’s head, then settled over her on her knees. “So uh...what do you want to do?”

Rebecca gave her an incredulous look. “Are you serious?”

"I mean, what specifically?" Heather amended. "Like, how exactly do you want me to ravage you?"

That got a laugh from Rebecca. "If you wanted to, um, go down on me..."

Heather put up a hand. "Say no more." She leaned in for a deep kiss and then began working her way down Rebecca's body with her lips. She kissed down the other woman's jaw, to her neck and across her collarbones. She spent a long while kissing around Rebecca's breasts, pausing for little licks and nips of her teeth. She wrapped her lips around Rebecca's nipples one at a time and sucked lightly.

This elicited moans from Rebecca, and her hands came up to tangle in Heather's hair. "Oh, oh," she moaned. "Please keep doing that." Her breath hitched as Heather bit down lightly on her nipple. "Mmmm."

Heather flicked her tongue against her nipples until Rebecca was whimpering. Then she moved on with a smirk and Rebecca gave a disappointed groan.

She kissed down around Rebecca's ribs and stomach to the waistband of her skirt and teased one finger underneath, running it along the inside.

“Come on,” Rebecca groaned.

“Oh, okay,” Heather laughed. She pulled the skirt and her panties down all the way and tossed on the floor. Then she shimmied down Rebecca’s body and settled with her face between Rebecca’s legs.

She used two fingers to spread her lips and leaned in slowly to run her tongue down the length of Rebecca’s cunt. The other woman whimpered. Heather licked her clit with a firm tongue, fast flicks that made Rebecca writhe. She took breaks to give long licks too, and after a few minutes she slid two fingers inside her.

Rebecca let out a loud groan at this and bucked her hips. Heather paused her licking to focus on fucking Rebecca with her fingers, enjoying the movement of her pleasured body. As Rebecca’s moans grew higher and faster, she put her tongue on her clit again and moved quickly.

Her fingers pushed in and out as she went down on the other woman until she felt her tense up and took a loud, sharp inhale. Then Rebecca’s whole body relaxed with a sigh, and Heather removed her fingers and rested her head on Rebecca’s stomach. She could feel her breathing slowing down as her body returned to its normal state after being in such heightened arousal.

Rebecca took another deep breath and let it out with a long, contented sigh. “That was amazing.”

Heather smiled. “Glad you thought so. You’re sexy when you come.” Rebecca tugged at her shoulders until she moved so the two were looking directly at each other. “Thanks.” She cupped Heather’s cheek and kissed her sweetly.

“Your turn.” Her hand slid down Heather’s body to the front of her jeans. “Let’s get these off.”

“So you can get me off?” Heather quipped.

“Good one,” Rebecca deadpanned. “But seriously.” She fumbled with Heather’s button quickly to get it open and undid the zipper.

“Off.” Heather shimmied out of them as Rebecca tugged them down her legs and dropped them to the side. Her fingers resumed their earlier rubbing against Heather’s clit without preamble.

Heather dropped her head and gasped. “Fuck.”

It was Rebecca’s turn to smirk as Heather gasped against her shoulder. She could feel the other woman getting wet and soaking through her panties and felt a rush of heat surge through her body even though she had just come. “You’re so hot,” she whispered.

Heather couldn’t respond as she sighed and moaned against Rebecca’s body. She could feel herself rocking against Rebecca’s fingers without meaning to, trying to get the sweet press of her fingers right against her clit. She gasped as Rebecca’s hand suddenly sped up and she rubbed hard circles against her clit.

She could hear her own sharp, high moans as if they came from someone else. She felt pleasure building inside of her and flexed her hands on Rebecca’s shoulders. Then a different kind of moan left her mouth and her eyes popped open as Rebecca pulled her fingers away.

“Hey, where do you think you’re going?” she said indignantly.

“Patience,” Rebecca replied. Her fingers drifted down and slipped inside Heather’s panties.

“Oh,” Heather said softly. “Okay, then.” Her eyes drifted shut again as one of Rebecca’s fingers found its way into her cunt.

“There’s a good girl,” Rebecca murmured. Heather whimpered and Rebecca thrust deeper inside her to get that noise again. “So hot.” She moved her finger slowly in and out until Heather was writhing. “What do you want?”

“More, please,” Heather said. Her voice came out strained.

“You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“More fingers, please.”

“I can do that.” Rebecca slid another finger into her. “Like that?” She continued to fuck her slowly and deliberately.

“Yes,” Heather gasped. “Just like that.”

“Or...like that?” Now she moved her fingers faster and rougher. She felt an instant change in Heather as her pussy squeezed tight around her fingers.

“Oh, you like that!” She curled her fingers to hit Heather’s g-spot and got a high-pitched moan for her efforts.

Suddenly she stopped moving her fingers altogether.

“Tease!” Heather pushed her hips against Rebecca’s fingers impatiently. “Fuck me!”

“Fuck yourself,” Rebecca told her. She put her unoccupied hand on Heather’s waist and guided her up and down. Heather quickly got the idea and began moving her hips rapidly up and down to fuck herself on Rebecca’s fingers. “Good.”

“Thank you,” Heather gasped. “I try.”

“I reward effort,” Rebecca said. She began moving her hand again and matched Heather’s own rhythm with her fingers so that she thrust deep as Heather pushed down. She felt the other woman pussy contract again and knew she was close.

Rebecca grabbed her by the hair and pulled her close for a hard kiss while she fucked her as hard as she could. Heather gasped against her mouth. Her whole body seized up as she came with a loud moan against Rebecca’s mouth.

The hand in her hair relaxed and Heather dropped her head back to Rebecca’s shoulder with a heavy sigh. “Holy shit.”

“Mmmm.” Rebecca stroked her hair as Heather came down from her orgasm.

“I think we need to do that again. Like, as soon as humanly possible.”

Rebecca laughed. “I agree, but maybe in a bed?”

“That’s a great idea.” Heather sat up and reached for her pants. “Fuck, that was good.”

Rebecca watched her and smiled. “Does that mean I have to put clothes on?”

“I mean, I guess I can drive you home without them, but you’re going to have to get dressed to, like, leave the car.”

“Good point.” Rebecca disentangled her legs from behind Heather and sat up too. She pulled on her clothes as well.

They stepped out of the back seat gingerly, looking around to make sure no one had noticed their fun. Heather got into the driver’s seat and turned on the car as Rebecca settled into the passenger side. “Can you direct me?”

They drove through the streets as the sun went down. When they reached Rebecca’s house Heather put the car in park. She leaned over the center console to kiss Rebecca again and was greeted with eager lips.

She felt butterflies in her stomach as she pulled away. This was where it had gone wrong with the girl at the wedding. “Can I see you again?”

“Absolutely,” Rebecca grinned. “I’d invite you in right now but the place is a mess.”

“I wouldn’t care,” Heather said.

“I would!” Rebecca laughed. “I’ll text you. Maybe we can have dinner on Friday?”

Heather nodded. “I’ll pencil it in. Or, type it into my Google calendar, rather.”

She felt a sense of satisfaction as Rebecca’s eyes crinkled in a smile.

“See you then.” She gave Rebecca another quick kiss then sat back in her seat as the other woman got out of the car.

Rebecca shut the door and waved as she went inside. Heather sat for a moment behind the wheel, smiling, until the streetlight above turned on and startled her.

She put the car back in drive and went home, smiling all the way.
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