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Chapter 1





“
 I
 s that a moving truck?” I asked my husband Jamie, as we passed our neighbor’s house and parked in the long driveway.





“Looks like it,” he said while he parked the car. “It’s about time, I thought I was going to have to start cutting the grass over there.”





I was excited someone had finally moved in. The house had sat empty for months after our previous neighbors had a nasty divorce. As much as we had initially liked them, their fighting had become unbearable. There were even times they would argue loudly in front of everyone barbecues or yell loudly in the driveway at night. It had scared me because it made me think Jamie and I could end up just like them. Sometimes when I would look at them, it was like looking in a mirror, so after a while, I had been happy to see them go.





“I’ll give them a bit of time and then drop by,” I said while unbuckling my seatbelt and smoothing out my knee-length dress. “Maybe tomorrow. I think I’ll bake them something. Would you like to come with me?”





“Of course,” Jamie answered quickly. “I’m curious to meet them.”





Jamie had always been quite friendly and easy-going with all of the neighbors. It was a pretty tight-knit community on our block. A lot of the people here were close to the same age and were couples starting out or couples with families. There were, of course, some couples who were older with kids that had moved out, and a few seniors, but for the most part, they all fit in quite well with our community. As much as Jamie was quite close to many of the younger couples, I had trouble getting to know the people on our street. I was always worried that if there was any type of falling out it would send ripples through the neighborhood. I’d seen it before. I’d also found it a bit hard to get to know the other women, we didn’t have much in common.





Jamie and I walked into the house with both of our heads craned, trying to see the new neighbors. I spent most of the afternoon peering through the window trying to catch a glimpse so we could form some kind of idea of who they were, but all I had seen were movers. It was summertime, and even though Jamie and I were not usually fond of eating outside, I made dinner and we both ate on the back porch, still looking curiously at the neighbor’s house but seeing no one.





During those days our life wasn’t very exciting. Jamie would usually work quite often, sometimes from home, and I was full-time working from home. I had a blog that wasn’t making me rich, but most months it had made me enough to get by. Jamie had a pretty well-paying office job. We weren’t extremely well off, but we were doing okay. I’d previously worked a job outside of the house but because Jamie and I had trouble getting pregnant we thought that if I quit my regular job it would help me to relax.





I’d never really questioned whether I had wanted kids or not. I had just assumed that it was part of life. Everyone I knew had kids, sometimes it was quite embarrassing to not have any. I’d never really questioned it, it was just something normal that was missing from me and Jamie’s life. Sometimes I felt like something must have been wrong with me to not be able to get pregnant as quickly as some of the other couples we’d known. We had put so much thought and emotion into trying that there wasn’t much else we’d talked about for months.





I was starting to dread when I was ovulating. I was starting to feel like giving up on kids. I told Jamie we could try adopting but he didn’t like the idea. I was getting sick of the same sexual routine. We had very straight-to-the-point and direct sex, that lately had only been intended for me to get pregnant. It was starting to feel like a chore, opening my legs any time Jamie had an erection. Tonight was one of those nights.





After dinner, I could feel Jamie’s eyes lingering on me a bit longer than normal. He seemed to want to help put the dishes in the dishwasher, which was something I often did alone. When I walked upstairs to change for bed, he followed me. I knew we would be having sex tonight.





It wasn’t that I disliked having sex with Jamie. I was attracted to him, and he was my husband. However usually after he finished I was hornier than before we started. I’d never cum with him, and seeing the way his body tensed and the way he would groan into my neck when he came just made me feel turned on even more. I was jealous and horny, and I would usually wait until he went to bed so I could finish myself off in the bathroom while he slept.





Tonight was no different. He had seen my calendar, saw that I was ovulating, and told me he’d like to have sex with me like I was a business partner at work. I stripped my clothes, laid on my back and spread my legs. He fucked me while kissing my neck and lips, telling me how good I felt around his cock. He came inside of me and laid beside me, and it wasn’t long before I could hear his soft snores.





This night I wasn’t feeling particularly turned on after the sex, my mind still preoccupied with the neighbor. It had been ages since something exciting had happened, and after a dull couple of months, this qualified. I figured since it was nice outside I would sit out with a glass of wine on the back porch and enjoy having some time alone, hoping to get a glimpse of what was happening at the neighbor’s house.
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Chapter 2





I
 t was about nine o’clock and there was still a faint glow of light in the distance from the summer sunset, but it was mostly quite dark outside. The neighborhood was still busy in a quiet way, the smell of barbecue hung in the air and the soft laughter from the other backyards echoed through the air. It felt like the kind of night you would share with someone else, so I felt a bit lonely by myself.





I heard a door slide open next door, and a rustle, and then saw a porch light turn on. There wasn’t much privacy the way these houses were built so closely together. I could see clear over the fence to the porch next door, and the next one too. Even though it killed me, I tried not to look over next door. It wasn’t fair to ambush them, they had just moved in. But after a moment I heard a voice and turned my head.





“Hey, neighbor! Are you sitting out there alone?” A woman’s voice said, and I turned to face her. I couldn’t see her well in the dim porch light but I could see she looked around the same age as me, and she had long curled brown hair that cascaded down over her shoulders.





I gave a small wave, and replied, “Yes, it’s just me.”





“You should come over here if you want! I have extra drinks to share!”





I could resist her bubbly energy, and of course, I wanted to go over, I was curious. I didn’t see anyone else over there, just the one woman. I yelled back to let her know I was coming over and grabbed my bottle of wine from in the house and some slip-on shoes. I walked the familiar path to the neighbors that I had walked many times before their divorce.





As I got closer I could see that the neighbor was beaming with happiness. She was stunning and didn’t look like someone who had been unpacking boxes all day. She wore black yoga shorts that were quite short and a white tank top. Even though she was dressed casually I still felt a bit underdressed, in my baggy sweatpants and t-shirt.





“I’m Alexia,” she said, reaching out her hand. “Or Alex, whatever you feel.”





I took her hand and shook it lightly “It’s nice to meet you, I’m Brianna. Welcome to the neighborhood.”





Alexia motioned to the empty chair on her porch for me to sit down and I did. I put my wine on the table. It was strange sitting here with someone different, but she seemed to give off very calm vibes.





“So I can’t even describe to you how happy I am that someone close to my age lives next door.” She said, animated in her mannerisms. “You’re going to have to tell me all of the neighborhood gossip.”





I laughed, “I’m probably not a good person to ask, I don’t know too much.”





“Well we’ll have to find out from someone,” she said jokingly. “So do you live alone?” Her question surprised me. It would be hard for someone to afford one of these places alone.





“No, I live with my husband, Jamie. He’s sleeping right now or else I’d bring him over to meet you. What about you?”





“Oh it’s just me here,” she said while opening a cooler. “I know it’s kind of a big house but I have my own business, so it’s nice to have the extra space.”





“Well that’s pretty impressive,” I said, trying not to come across jealous. “You picked a good neighborhood, I’m sure you’ll love it here. Are you single?”





“Yes, painfully single,” she laughed. “It’s okay. I’m not too concerned about where I am in my life right now. If the right person comes along then that’s great, but for now, I’m just getting my shit together.”





I did feel a bit jealous of her freedom, but a lot of it was fascination. I didn’t know many single people, especially not around there. We talked a bit more, the wine had made me a bit more chatty than normal. I told her about trying to get pregnant, and how it was starting to become a chore. I normally wasn’t so open about my personal life but it was mostly because I didn’t have anyone to listen to me.





“That sounds tough, I can’t imagine going through all of that waiting to get pregnant. It must really wear you down,” she said and then leaned back a bit in her chair. “I only date women so I don’t think I’ll have that problem, at least not any time soon.”





“Wait, really?” I said surprised. “Sorry, I don’t mean it in any way. I’ve just never known anyone…. like you.”





“It’s okay,” she said smiling. “There’s probably not a lot of lesbians on the block from the sounds of it.”





I laughed loudly, “No way, not around here at least.”





We chatted a bit more about dating and the neighbors. I told her a bit about the couple who had lived here before. We had even talked about work and she wrote down the name of my blog in her notes on her phone.





I saw Alexia shiver and she put her phone away. “It’s still pretty early but I’m starting to get a bit cold. Do you want to go inside? It’s a bit of a mess but all of my furniture is here.”





“Sure,” I said, getting up quickly. I wasn’t sure what it was about Alexia, but it seemed like we had just instantly clicked. She seemed a bit lonely and so was I. I had forgotten how nice it was to have someone to talk to.





We went in through the patio door to the kitchen. We grabbed some more drinks out of the fridge and headed into the living room. “You probably know the layout of this house better than I do,” she said as we made our way across the open kitchen. She was probably right. We hadn’t been extremely close with the previous neighbors, but they had thrown lots of parties and get-togethers, and if Jamie went I had usually gone too.





We sat down on the big grey sofa in the living room, the only thing not in a box. “Do you think your husband will wake up and wonder where you are?” Alexia asked.





“Probably not, he’s usually pretty tired after the… trying to get pregnant.”





Alexia laughed at my awkwardness. “That must be the best part, having a bunch of sex every night. I can’t relate.”





“Me neither,” I said, half-joking. “It’s kind of a chore at this point, like a medical appointment or something.”





“Aw, that’s too bad. I don’t think I’ve ever had sex like that, but also I haven’t been with someone as long as you have.”





It wasn’t that Jamie and I had never had good sex before, but thinking back, even before we were trying to get pregnant it had been quite a long time. It wasn’t something I thought about very often. It wasn’t causing any turmoil in our relationship, but in a way, it had felt like I hadn’t had sex in a long time, even though in the last few months I had more than ever. I wondered if maybe I should have said something to him.





“Can I ask you something that might come across as a bit ignorant?” I asked Alexia, feeling brave and curious.





“Of course, it would take a lot to offend me.” I believed her when she said that, she seemed so confident and sure of herself.





“How do you have sex with a woman?” I asked, feeling a bit embarrassed. “Like I guess I’ve never really thought about it before.”





I expected Alexia to laugh, but she took my question quite seriously, “There are so many ways,” she said, pausing to think. “It’s actually not much different than sex with a man, there are just endless ways to get off with someone else.” She smiled and then realized she needed to be a bit more direct. “Some people use toys, their mouths, hands, bodies. You learn to get creative and find out what you like.”





“It sounds a bit more fun than what I’m used to. Not that there’s anything wrong with me and Jamie, but I think we are just in a routine.”





Alexia smiled brightly. “I get that, it can be easy to get comfortable. I’ve had ruts like that too. It’s pretty fun though, most of the time. Depends on who you’re with, the same goes for men. I mean if you were single it’d be much easier to show you what I’m talking about,” she said laughing, but her tone sounded serious.





“I wish,” I said laughing, but I wasn’t sure I would want that. It sounded a bit complicated. It was easy with Jamie, I knew exactly what made him feel good and it didn’t take much. Being with a woman sounded like a good way to embarrass myself. Not that I would cheat on Jamie, to begin with.





“Well, you know where I live if you ever need a tutorial,” she laughed her loud, confident laugh, and poured back the rest of her drink. “I’m kidding of course,” she said, wiping her lip.





We chatted a bit more about our past, the price of houses, and the TV shows that we both liked. I found it was starting to get harder to look away from her as if she was a magnet drawing me closer. I realized I had been staring at her soft, pink lips for a bit longer than I should have been. Then I would take a moment to try and remember how much eye contact was too much. I might have had a few extra drinks, but I was only a bit tipsy. She was sitting across from me on the couch leaning on her arm. I realized after a bit that she wasn’t wearing a bra, her hard nipples barely visible through her white tank top. Why was I noticing something like this? I felt comfortable talking to her but I felt physically nervous like I was on a first date.





“Omg,” Alexia said, checking her phone, “It’s already almost 1 am. I can’t believe how fast tonight has gone by. The mover’s are coming tomorrow morning so I should probably go to bed.”





I nodded, “Of course, I can’t even remember the last time I stayed up this late.” I stood up stretching and yawning. “Thanks so much for having me over. It’s been really nice to meet you.”





“Oh my god of course. You can drop over any time.” She said and stood up as well. She stretched out her arms for a hug. I was used to hugging friends I’d had in the past before leaving their house, but for some reason, I felt so nervous. I tried not to show it and gave her a big hug. She pulled me close and I could feel her breasts pressed against mine, and her hips close to mine. Had all of my hugs felt this close?





“It was so nice to meet you,” she said, breaking the hug. “You can bring Jamie over anytime too, don’t be strangers.” She said as she led me to the back door.





I said goodbye to her and walked back to my house. I quietly slipped in through the porch door, up the stairs, and then crawled into the warm bed beside Jamie. I had a bit of trouble sleeping, my brain going a mile a minute about nothing in particular, just new conversation and new feelings. I’d felt so happy getting so much stress off of my chest that had been building over months. I fell asleep thinking of the next time I could see Alexia.
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Chapter 3





T
 he next day I told Jamie about my night. I didn’t tell him a lot, just that I went to the neighbor’s house for a drink and told him about Alexia. He looked a bit disappointed to find out she lived alone, he had probably been looking forward to making a new guy friend. I made breakfast and coffee, and I felt a bit tired after staying up so late. Jamie was going to get ready for work soon and I couldn’t wait for him to leave so I could have a nap.





He ate quickly and I kissed him goodbye, waving through the front window as he pulled out of the driveway. He seemed much happier having me home during the day. I think he liked knowing that I would be there for him when he woke up and came home, cooking and cleaning and washing his clothes. As much as I did do all of these things, usually, while I was home I would work for most of the day, and then panic about an hour before he was off work, and I’d run around cleaning the house as fast as I could.





Even though I had drunk some coffee, I knew I was tired enough to fall asleep. I lay on my couch in the living room, thinking of the night before. It had felt like a dream to meet someone that I had gotten along with so quickly. I tried to remember what we spoke about but all I could remember was her saying she dated girls. And that she was single. And that if I was single she would show me what she was talking about when I asked how to have sex with a woman. My mind went wild thinking of all of the ways.





Jamie had gone down on me before, but it wasn’t something I liked very much. I had found it a bit embarrassing and had never felt so self-conscious. It had been a long time ago before I even knew what an orgasm was, and because of how awkward it had been we never tried it again.





I was starting to feel turned on, my body feeling sensitive and hot. I thought about how I didn’t get to cum yesterday, and how I had so much pent up inside of me. I started rubbing my hands over my breasts, thinking of Jamie, but Jamie kept turning into Alexia. I could hear her voice. I tried to open my eyes and think of no one as I pulled at my nipples, moaning lightly. But every time I tried to focus I thought of Alexia when she hugged me, her strong body pressed up against mine.





I was so horny that I started to not care. Whatever was going to help me get off I would think of and deal with the guilt later. It wasn’t like she would ever find out. I pulled my nightgown off and slid my hand underneath my panties. I quickly remembered that I was in the living room, but I looked at the windows and saw the curtains were drawn completely closed.





I started rubbing my hand against my pussy, teasing my opening and pushing the skin around my clit, feeling how hard it was becoming. I brought my hand out of my panties up to my mouth and sucked and spit on my fingers, making them as wet as I could. Carefully I pushed them back to my clit, and I tried to imagine that my wet fingers were a tongue licking me. A more skilled tongue, someone like Alexia with experience. I played with my nipples with my other hand, moaning a bit louder since Jamie wasn’t home. I picked up speed on my clit, grinding my hips and feeling my legs tense.





I heard a knock on the front door and it scared me at first, but I knew they couldn’t see me and decided they could wait. I was so close, and knowing there was a stranger on the other side of the door just 15 feet away from the couch while I was so exposed made me feel even hornier. I moved faster and faster, thinking of Alexia’s hard nipples pushing through her shirt, and I could feel my pussy contracting and twitching. My legs tried to close uncontrollably but I kept rubbing my clit, and came in my panties, feeling the wetness between my legs.





I sat for a moment gasping and letting the relaxing feeling wash over me but then I heard another knock and felt a feeling of shame wash over me. What if they had heard me? I couldn’t remember how loud I had been before they knocked, maybe they had heard me? What if they’d seen me? Maybe they’d peaked through a crack in the curtains? I felt myself flushing even redder than my orgasm had turned me. I quickly jumped up and put my nightgown back on. I opened the door a crack and saw Alexia.





“I’m so sorry, I hope I didn’t wake you up Brianna,” she said, and I felt even more ashamed like she could read my thoughts. “I was just wondering if you or Jamie would help me move a couple of things. They’re not super heavy just awkward. But if you’re busy that’s totally okay.”





“No that’s okay I can help! I just have to get changed and have a really quick shower. I can be over in like 20 minutes?”





She smiled, “Perfect, that’s amazing. Thanks so much.”





I closed the door and felt so relieved. There’s no way she could have known, and she didn’t look suspicious at all. My heart was still pounding, and even though I had just cum I was already feeling turned on again. I didn’t know if it was from the excitement or the embarrassment but I knew I had to ignore it.





I went upstairs and jumped quickly into the shower, and then changed into some fresh clothes and put my wet hair up in a ponytail. I’d only opened the door for a minute but it felt so hot outside, so I made sure to wear some short jean shorts and a black tank top. I figured my hair would probably dry fast in the heat. I looked at myself in the mirror for a moment, just to make sure I didn’t have any signs of just having an orgasm. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I felt dirty, thinking of my neighbor this way while I was happily married, especially a neighbor that was a woman. But at the same time, a part of me decided to rinse my mouth with mouthwash just in case.
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Chapter 4





I
 knocked on Alexia’s front door and heard her yell for me to come in. When I walked into her house through the front door, I couldn’t believe how much she had gotten done already. There weren’t as many boxes left and there were curtains on the windows and pictures hanging up. I saw her standing in the kitchen pouring a glass of water.





“Sorry it’s kind of hot in here, I haven’t figured out the A/C yet. Water?”





“Sure,” I said and walked over to her. “I might be able to help with the A/C, it’s probably the same as my house.”





“That would be great,” she said and handed me a tall glass of icy water. “I’ve drunk so much water today I’ve been sweating so much. I’m sorry I made you come all the way over here, but there are a couple of things the movers didn’t put in the right rooms and they’re kind of awkward for one person to carry.”





“It’s totally okay,” I said laughing. “I’m not doing anything very important today. Jamie’s not home or else I would have asked him to help too.” I was lying. I probably wouldn’t have wanted Jamie to help, because I was enjoying getting to know Alexia without him.





“You’re the best, thank you. I don’t want to keep you for too long but I can definitely take all of the help I can get.”





I drank my water quickly, feeling thirsty from earlier. It was so hot in her house that I had already felt sweat beading on my forehead and I hadn’t done anything yet. There was a remote on the wall for the A/C, and I’d remembered when Jamie and I had moved in a neighbor had helped us with it. It was a bunch of symbols and didn’t make much sense. I showed Alexia how to use it.





“It’ll probably take a bit to kick in, but it should be cool in here at least in an hour or two.”





“I don’t care how long it takes, thank you so much.”





We got to work, carrying a few pieces of awkward furniture up the stairs. There was a trunk, a few bigger fabric storage box shelves, and a chair. I was starting to sweat, the A/C not fully cooling down the house yet. Alexia was sweating too, more than I was since she had been working hard all morning.





“Okay, there’s just one more. It’s kinda big but I don’t think it’ll be heavy,” she said, pointing at a queen-sized mattress. It was pretty large with a pillowtop surface, but I figured we could just slide it.





“Would you rather be on the top or bottom?” She asked, and then started laughing. “Omg, I mean going up the stairs! Not sexually.”





I started laughing too, “My mind didn’t even go there until you said it. I’m not sure which one of us is stronger, I guess that person should go on the bottom.”





Alexia nodded. “I’d like to think I’m pretty strong, but you look like you might surprise me.”





I shook my head, “No way,” I said laughing. “I think you’re probably stronger, I can literally see your muscles.” I pointed at her toned arms.





“Oh, I’m glad you noticed,” she winked. “Bottom it is.” We pushed the mattress toward the stairs and I pulled it up from the middle. It was a lot heavier than I think either one of us could have imagined. We managed to get it up enough stairs that we could kind of slide it, her pushing while I pulled. It was the type of mattress that was so heavy it just kind of flopped over, so you had to hold the whole thing while dragging it. We took a few breaks for my sake, my sweaty hands unable to hold the mattress tightly, but we managed to make it to the top. We were so relieved at the top of the stairs for her wooden floors and pushed it into her bedroom. We lifted it onto the bed frame and struggled for a bit to get it to fit perfectly within the frame.





Finally, when we were finished, Alexia fell back on the mattress, panting. I stood over her, covered in sweat, not wanting to get any on her bed. She grabbed my hand and pulled me gently to lay down. “It’s so nice and cold,” she managed to say between her breaths, and I collapsed down beside her, looking at the ceiling. The mattress was quite cool, and it felt good against my scorching skin.





I looked around the room. It was empty and bright white, and the sun beamed in through the curtainless window. I looked beside me at Alexia, and she had her eyes closed and her arms spread out behind her head. I couldn’t help but watch her as her chest rose up and down as she caught her breath. Her shirt was pulled up slightly over her stomach, and I saw her wet skin. She looked so much different than I did. Her skin was tan, her breasts smaller, her body more toned. I wasn’t even thinking, but it was as if my body was screaming for me to touch her.





“Do you see something you like?” Alexia asked, and I felt embarrassed being caught looking at her this way. But the way she said it sounded seductive like she was giving me an opportunity. I looked at her and she was looking back, her lips in a slight grin. I took a breath, feeling like I was plunging in shark-infested waters.





“All of it,” I said, and saw her smile widen. I turned toward her, while she lay on her back.





“Show me,” she said, and grabbed my hand and placed it on her stomach.





I knew I should feel guilty, knowing Jamie was at work and I was being unfaithful. But for some reason that made me feel more excited. I’d always been so good and quiet, giving Jamie everything he wanted and not expecting much in return. I felt like finally, I was getting something that I wanted, even though I hadn’t known I was missing anything. I was nervous, not knowing what I was doing, but I knew Alexia was aware of that.





I felt her smooth, warm skin underneath my hand, and I traced my fingers up her stomach and over her shirt. I moved my hand over her breasts and noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. I felt her nipples harden through her shirt, and I rubbed my fingers heavily over each one and heard her let out a soft moan. I pinched each nipple gently and rolled it between my fingers, watching as she closed her eyes and parted her lips. The sight made me crave her, wanting to touch her and taste her, wanting her to show me everything.





I cupped my hand on her face and kissed her. I started softly and slowly, but then I felt her hands slide down over my hips and pull me on top of her. Feeling her body underneath mine sent me over the edge. I positioned myself on my elbows on either side of her and straddled her, pressing my whole upper body against hers as I felt her tongue on mine, exploring my mouth. Her hands grabbed my ass roughly, pulling my pelvis down towards hers, and I couldn’t help but grind against her even through my clothes. I felt so restricted, wanting to take my clothes off and feel her skin on mine, but even though our clothes I could feel my clit getting harder as I rubbed my breasts and stomach against hers.





“Is this what you want? I won’t tell, but I want you to be sure.” Alexia asked as she rubbed her hands down my hips.





I didn’t need to think. I knew that this was what I wanted. I’d normally been so shy and reserved, but this felt like I’d find a piece of myself I never knew I was missing. At that moment Alexia could have done anything to me and I wouldn’t have cared.





“Yes, please. I don’t care, I want you so badly.”





“Thank god. Your secret’s safe with me.” I felt her arms around me and she fully sat up straight so that I was still straddling her, and I realized that she was so much stronger than I’d thought. She pushed my shirt up, revealing my breasts, and before she had even lifted the shirt over my head I could feel her take one of my hard nipples into her mouth, sucking on it. I gasped from the sudden pleasure and lifted my arms as she pulled the fabric quickly over my head. She threw it onto the ground, and I felt her switch her mouth to my other nipple, sucking even harder. She moved a hand up to pinch and pull at the one she had already sucked, and I moaned loudly as her fingers slid over the wet skin. Everything she did to my breasts radiated down to my throbbing clit, and I ground toward her, feeling how wet I was becoming.





Alexia grabbed me under my thigh with one hand and the other on my back, and picked me up off of her. She stood up and placed me down on the bed, and it seemed to happen so quickly that I was on my back and she was on top of me. She was kissing me hard, sucking at my lips and tongue, and I could feel her sliding my shorts down. She got up and pulled them off of me, leaving me only in my thong. I looked at her and realized she was still dressed, and I felt so exposed. It turned me on even more.





She straddled me and I felt her hand pressing onto my panties, putting pressure onto my hard clit. I moved my hips toward her eagerly.





“I heard you this morning,” she said, rubbing her hand hard but slowly in circles on my pussy. “I was about to knock on the door earlier, and I heard you moaning. It turned me on so much, all I’ve been thinking about is how much I want to hear you again.”





I didn’t feel embarrassed like I should have. I’d felt happy in a way that she had heard me. Maybe I wouldn’t have been here if she hadn’t. “I was thinking of you when you heard me earlier, imagining it was you. I couldn’t get you out of my head,” I half moaned as I felt her finger finally brushing my clit.





Alexia knelt by my knees and kissed and sucked the skin on my lower stomach, teasing me. “What were you imagining I was doing?”





I’d started to breathe harder, feeling like I was being driven crazy by her mouth so close to me my pussy. “I imagined you were going down on me,” I said quickly, as I felt her mouth go lower.





“Is that what you want me to do?” I felt her hot breath above my thong when she spoke. “Tell me what you want.”





“Please, I want to feel your mouth on me,” I said, but she didn’t move. She just looked up at me, waiting for more. “I want you to lick me and fuck me, Alexia, I’ll do anything.”





My begging had worked. She quickly pulled my thong down and over my feet and then spread open my legs before I could even think to. Without any more teasing, I felt her wet tongue on my pulsing clit, and she flicked her tongue over the hard nub. I moaned with surprise, this had felt so much better than my wet fingers, or Jamie’s lazy tongue. She started sucking on my clit quickly and then stopping to flick her tongue over me again.





“Fuck Alexia, that feels so good,” I cried out. I looked down and watched her as she worked her mouth over me, and she looked back up at me and smiled while she licked me. Just when I didn’t think I could be any more turned on I felt her fingers pushing into the entrance of my pussy. I thrust toward them, and she obliged, pushing them inside of me. I hadn’t realized how wet I was, her fingers slid in so quickly. She curled them forward and I gasped as I felt her rubbing against my g-spot, sending fireworks through my body.





I tried gripping on the bare mattress, but there was nothing to hold onto, my fingers slipping. My eyes rolled back and most of me wasn’t even on the mattress anymore, my ass and legs raised to grind against her face and fingers. She pumped in and out of me quickly, sucking me relentlessly and my legs shook as I felt her moaning on my swollen clit, the vibration radiating through me. I felt so close to cumming harder than I ever had.





“Don’t stop, don’t stop, please keep fucking me,” I yelled and she kept the same pace. My legs tensed and tried to close, but she kept going. I felt myself cum hard, my pussy tightening around her fingers. My warm orgasm ran down between my legs and I was breathing hard and whimpering as she kept sucking on my sensitive clit. After she was sure I was done she pulled her fingers out of me, and then took her mouth off of me.





“I’m not done with you yet,” she said smiling, and I was almost ready to do it all over again, feeling like something was activated in me. I couldn’t remember ever cumming twice in one day, and there was no way I could have imagined that I would still feel horny afterwards. But I also wanted to try doing that to her, tasting her wetness in my mouth. I didn’t want to be the only one feeling this pleasure.





She pulled her clothes off quickly, throwing them in a pile on the floor. She straddled one of my legs and pulled my free leg over her knee. She leaned back and I could feel her warm pussy pressing onto mine. I felt her thrust herself on me, my wet cunt sliding against hers. I opened my legs wide and rubbed back against her hard, grinding my hips desperately. We both moaned as we found our rhythm, and I whimpered as my swollen clit rubbed against her. I felt myself cumming again, it seemed to happen so easily now like a switch was flipped.





Alexia was gasping and still rubbing herself on me, but I figured this was my chance to make it up to her. I slid out from under her and she looked at me with desperation when I moved away. She was back on her elbows, and I had gotten onto my knees and pushed her back even more. I put my hands on the inside of her thighs and rubbed my hands up and down.





“My turn,” I said, and rubbed my finger across her opening, getting it wet. I slid it over her finding her hard clit, and I rubbed my finger in a circle, watching as she moved her head back like she was in a trance. I leaned down and licked her opening as I rubbed her, and tasted her wetness on my tongue. I pushed my tongue inside of her, savoring the taste, and I felt her hips respond. She pushed herself toward my mouth, and I moved my tongue, lapping inside of her.





I took my mouth and hand off of her, and I went to push my fingers inside of her, wanting to do what she did to me when I saw something shiny. My wedding ring. The silver shine of diamonds distracted me for a moment, and even though I knew what it represented, I was so lost in Alexia’s warm pussy and shaking legs to feel any guilt. I pushed my fingers inside of her anyway, as far as I could thinking she could probably feel the cool ring on her pussy lips. I wondered if it turned her on, the excitement of being caught or sleeping with someone who was married.





She looked at me when I started fucking her, and it seemed like she was thinking the same. She smiled and then closed her eyes, rocking against me. I licked and sucked at her clit, trying to keep the same speed and pressure as she did but I knew I wasn’t able to. She didn’t seem to mind, melting herself around me and moaning.





“God…Brianna… you feel so good,” she said between breaths, bouncing up and down on my face and fingers slightly. I watched as her small breasts shook slightly as she writhed, and I tried to pick up even faster, sucking and licking as hard as I could.





Her legs started shaking wildly and squeezed slightly around me. I felt her orgasm in waves, she came and then it was like she was cumming again, crying as I continued fucking her. My hand was completely soaked from her cum. When I felt her stop shaking I stopped. She looked down at me and I licked her wet pussy and then sucked my fingers slowly, cleaning her off of me.





“Holy shit Brianna,” she said, watching me. I felt so dirty but it felt natural, I could have kept going. She tasted different than Jamie.





I got up and then collapsed beside her, shaking too. I didn’t realize how much work it was to go down on a woman. Alexia rolled over and kissed me. I felt her hand running down my side and realized just how sensitive my buzzing body felt.





She broke the kiss and opened her mouth to say something, but we both jumped as there was a loud knock at the door downstairs. Alexia jumped up quickly. “Wait here, the movers probably forgot something,” she said and got dressed as fast as she could.





I got off the bed after she left the room and I knelt by the door. I opened it a crack so I could hear who was at the door, just in case they were coming up and I needed to get dressed.





“Oh hi there, how can I help you?” I heard Alexia say.





I couldn’t hear the person on the other side of the door, but thankfully Alexia was naturally a loud person.





“Jamie! Oh from next door! It’s nice to meet you, I’m Alexia.”





Her acting was impeccable. I ran quickly, trying not to make too much noise but I threw my clothes on clumsily. I looked around for a mirror, but there wasn’t anything else in the room apart from the bed. I thought of them shaking hands, Jamie not knowing that her hands had been all over and inside of his wife. I went back to the door to listen.





“Brianna stopped by to help move some furniture with me. She’s upstairs helping me organize boxes. I’ll go get her.”





I heard her walking up the stairs and I stood up and opened the door. She looked at me with wide eyes.





“It’s okay. He said he got home from work early and saw your car was still here. He went back home, but he said it’s fine if you keep helping me.”





“Thank you, I’m so sorry this must be so weird for you,” I felt guilty. I felt bad for Alexia and I felt bad for Jamie. “I think I might just go over and make sure things are cool with him, and then I’ll try to come back.”





Alexia stepped toward me and hugged me, “Of course, just come back over any time. I’ll leave the door open for you.”





I hugged her back, longer than I’d hugged anyone else, smelling the shampoo in her hair.
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Chapter 5





I
 walked into the house, and Jamie was sitting in the living room, on the couch where I had masturbated earlier.





“Hey babe,” he said while scrolling on his phone. “Sorry I went next door looking for you. You hadn’t answered my calls and the car was still here, so I wasn’t sure where you were.”





“It’s okay,” I said. “I’m sorry I didn’t have my phone on me. Alexia asked me for help this morning and one thing led to another, I ended up helping her unpack a lot.”





I felt caught, but at the same time, I knew he wouldn’t suspect me to ever cheat on him, let alone with a girl. If Alexia had been a man I knew it would be a lot different.





“No harm done. I had to leave early because the power went out at the office. Too many people using A/Cs I guess it overwhelmed the system or something. Are you going back over? I might eat soon but if you’re going over I’ll just order.”





“No, it’s okay. I’ll make something.”





I cooked dinner, finding whatever I could out of the fridge. I still hadn’t checked my hair, I had no clue what I looked like, but I made sure to wash my hands and face well in the kitchen sink. My pussy still felt wet, and my body heightened, but my brain was confused. I’d felt shame, and the shame made me feel turned on but it also made me want to throw up. I couldn’t believe I had done something so extreme.





I had decided to make pasta, and as I was putting the sauce on a simmer, I felt hands around my waist. I jumped up, surprised by Jamie’s rough touch on my hips. I felt his breath on my neck.





“You’re still ovulating aren’t you?” He asked, running his hands up my waist. “I love when you wear these shorts.”





I knew to avoid suspicion, I should have sex with Jamie. But I couldn’t do it. I could feel him pressing up against me, and I wanted it, but it was too weird for me. I figured if he knew how wet I was right now, he would probably be suspicious.





“I’m sorry babe, I’m really not feeling well. Alexia didn’t have A/C today and I think the heat kind of got to me.” It wasn’t entirely a lie. I wasn’t feeling well.





I felt him let go of me. “It’s okay, maybe later tonight. You should have a shower and lie down.”





I nodded. I left to go upstairs, showered, and went to bed. It was only 3:00. I felt guilty leaving Alexia hanging but I knew she would understand. I would go over first thing in the morning. I wrapped myself up in the blankets and fell asleep for hours until I felt Jamie crawl into bed beside me.





I felt his hands on me, and I turned over and kissed him. I felt perpetually turned on now, so confused and awakened. He grabbed my breasts, moving them in slow circles, and I thought of how Alexia sucked my nipples earlier. I reached down to feel his hardness in my hand, and he quickly pushed up my nightgown. He kissed my neck and I thought of the soft lips that had kissed my stomach. I felt him press himself into me slowly, groaning, and I pushed back against him. I felt tired after today, my legs having tensed so hard earlier, using muscles I hadn’t used before, so I was grateful for the low-maintenance sex. He whispered while he fucked me “Oh Brianna, you’re mine, you feel so good,” and I moaned in response. He came inside of me, and rolled off of me, wrapping his arm around me.





I waited for him to sleep and I went to the bathroom downstairs and had another shower, cleaning his cum out of me. I went back to bed and fell asleep again feeling exhausted.





The next morning I woke up and Jamie was already out of bed. I went downstairs and he was drinking a coffee. I grabbed one too and sat down across from him at the kitchen table.





“I’m staying home from work today, the power still isn’t on,” he said, and I felt a pang of disappointment.





“Sounds good, it’ll be nice to have a day off.”





Jamie smiled. “Yeah, you’re right.”





“If you don’t have any plans with me today, I think I’m going to go back over to Alexia’s and help her unpack.”





Jamie took a long sip of his coffee and then took a moment to respond. “I’m just going to stay home today, I don’t have any plans. I’m going to see if I can work from home. But listen. I think it’s really good you have made a new friend. But I was talking to Jeremy yesterday, down the road, and he said his wife Katie went to high school with Alexia, and that she’s a lesbian. Or at least she was. So just be careful.”





“Be careful of what?” I said feeling offended, even though I should have been feeling guilty.





“I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m just saying. In case she gets a crush on you or something.”





I laughed. “What good that would do anyway. She knows I’m straight, I’m with you,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “We have a lot in common. It’s nice to have a friend.”





“You’re right, I just thought maybe you should know. But it’s good for you to have someone to talk to.”
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Chapter 6





I
 knocked on Alexia’s door. I knew she had said I could walk in at any time, but that was yesterday. I didn’t want to scare her. She answered the door, her long brown hair cascading over her shoulders and spilling onto a short, black, tennis dress.





“I thought you’d never come back,” she laughed, and let me in. I closed the door behind me.





“I’m sorry I didn’t come back yesterday,” I said, “I just was worried, y’know.”





Alexia walked through the living room into the open kitchen. “It’s okay, I kind of figured you weren’t coming back then. But I’m glad you came back today.”





“Jamie stayed home from work, but I told him I would be over here helping.”





I was leaning against the island in the kitchen when Alexia came over and put her hand on either side of the counter, pushing me against it slightly. “What are you going to help me with?” She asked, smiling.





“Anything,” I said, trying to keep the same energy. “Just tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”





Alexia kissed me, and I kissed her back desperately, already starting to feel my body come alive.





“Omg how rude of me,” she said, breaking the kiss. “Do you want anything? A drink? Do you just want to chill? We don’t have to do anything.”





I laughed. “No, well, maybe a drink. But you’re definitely not rude. I’d like to do anything with you.”





I grabbed a drink out of the fridge and stared at Alexia, looking at her dress. Her body was so fit that the tight dress flattered her well. She saw me staring at her.





“Can you turn around?” I asked.





She laughed, “You want a better view?” She asked, and turned around slowly. Her dress was barely covering her ass, hitting right below. Her long legs parted slightly as she leaned against the island, bending over slightly. “Is this what you meant?”





I walked over behind her and grabbed her ass with both hands and rubbed it. I pushed her dress up a bit, and she bent over even more and pushed her ass up higher. I rubbed myself against her, rocking against her teasingly, and I wished that I hadn’t worn jean shorts. She pushed back into me more and laid her arms and head on the countertop.





“God, you’re so hot,” I said, rubbing my hands on her.





“You can go ahead and spank me,” she said. “Have you done it before? It would turn me on so much.”





I was so shocked at her words. “Are you for real?” I asked, and she laughed.



“Of course I am. You don’t have to, but it would feel so good right now.”



I felt so nervous. What if I hit her too hard? Or not hard enough? I knew she would probably tell me, but I’d never done anything like this before. I moved my hand over her right cheek, and then pulled back, and slapped her ass. She moaned.





“That’s it, Brianna, just a bit harder.”





I did what she said and spanked her again, and my hand made a much louder noise this time when it made contact. I left my hand on her after, and she gasped.





“More…please.”





I kept spanking her, trying harder and different sides. At first, it was strange, but then it started to turn me on, and I anticipated her reaction each time. I teased her, waiting too long or giving her no time at all between spanks. Her skin was red and she was squirming towards me. I reached down between her legs and felt her panties, and they were so wet. I felt so good to have made her feel so turned on.





I rubbed my fingers against her wet panties and she moaned loudly. I reached my other hand up to play with her nipples while I rubbed myself against her sore ass cheek. There was a bit of friction on my clit from the seam of my pants as I wasn’t wearing any panties, and I moaned with her.





“Oh Brianna, please fuck me,” she asked. I moved my other hand from her breasts to her pussy and pushed her panties aside. I pushed my fingers inside of her, starting with two and then three, watching as her back arched and she bounced herself off of my hand. I spit on my other hand and rubbed her clit hard, matching the rhythm of me fingering her. I noticed as she bounced she rubbed her nipples in the edge of the counter through her dress, and I felt so turned on watching her writhe around.





“Do you want to cum for me, Alexia?” I asked, and she cried out loudly.





“Yes, oh my god, fuck we should be quiet,” but I didn’t care. I pumped in and out of her faster and faster. She tried her best to be quieter, as her throbbing pussy started to contract and release, cum dripping down my hand. She pressed her face in her arms, muffling her noises as I fucked every drop out of her. I thought I would be bad at this but she made it so easy.





After she came, she breathed for a moment, and then looked up. “Fuck, the balcony curtain is open a bit” She ran over quickly and shut it, and then turned around to make sure the rest of the curtains were closed as well.





I should have been freaked out but I felt so calm and happy after seeing her cum. I knew Jamie would have banged through the window if he had seen us together, and I didn’t think the crack would have been big enough for a neighbor to see. It did turn me on thinking that someone could have seen me slapping Alexia’s ass while she moaned, but it was too small of a neighborhood to take any chances. I couldn’t believe who I was becoming. I never imagined I’d take pleasure from something so bad.





“I’m going to have to spank you someday, so you can see how good it feels.”





“Please,” I said, wanting to feel how she felt. I always thought it would be weird but feeling how wet her pussy was afterward made me want to try it.





“Come here,” she said and grabbed my hand leading me over to the couch. She took my shirt and my jean shorts off, smiling when she saw I wasn’t wearing any panties. She laid down on the couch and then pulled me on top of her. “Move up more,” she motioned and pushed at my ass until I was over her chest. Then she slid down underneath me, her face under my pussy.





Before I could even ask what she was doing she grabbed my hips and pulled me down, making me sit on her face. I held onto the arm of the couch in front of me, and I felt how wide my pussy was spread over her. She licked from my opening up to my clit, and I shivered feeling her hot tongue on my swollen, wet pussy.





She grabbed my ass hard, digging her hands in, and I squirmed as she licked me. She stopped for a minute and smacked my ass lightly, and I gasped with surprise.





“That okay? Or do you want it harder?”





“Harder.”





She slapped my ass hard, and I felt the sharp sting on my skin. The pain felt like pleasure that shot through my pussy like an electric spark. She went back to licking me, and then stopped and I felt another sharp slap, a little harder. I moaned out even louder.





She kept going, licking me or sucking me, and then spanking me. I felt so on edge, and I think she started to notice as I moved my hips. I felt so wet after each delicious sting on my skin, and she grabbed my ass again, the skin sore and tender. She sucked my clit hard this time, and I cried out loudly and thrust toward her face.



I knew I should have been quiet. If Jamie even had just knocked on the front door he would have heard me so clearly. But I felt like I was on another planet, invincible, and the only thing that mattered was Alexia’s warm mouth on my pulsing clit. I moaned, rocking back and forth, looking down at her with half lidded eyes, she moaned into me, her muffled noises rippling over me. I brought my hands up to my breasts and played with my nipples while I rode her face, feeling like I was losing control.





Right when I thought I was almost ready to explode, I felt her shove her fingers inside me. I gasped, it felt like more fingers than last time, and I felt so full. I bounced up and down as she kept her tight suction on my clit, and I came quickly riding her face and hands. My legs shook hard as I let go, and I felt her moaning again.





I stayed for a moment catching my breath and then got off of her. I realized she was still mostly in her dress, the bottom hiked up over her hips. I got off of her and she sat up on the couch and pulled me back toward her, holding me close to her, breathing hard. My back was to her chest and I could feel it rising and falling as she pressed me against her.





“There are so many things I want to do to you,” she said, stroking my hair. “You turn me on so much, I can’t believe the other day you were asking me how lesbians had sex.”





I laughed, “I guess I caught on quick. I’ve never felt anything like this before”





“I wish we could go somewhere, I was scared Jamie could hear you from over here.”





“I’m sorry, this is such a weird position I’ve put you in. I just feel like I can’t resist you,” I said, rubbing her leg.





She laughed, “It’s okay, for now, it’s kinda hot, even though it’s fucked up.”





She moved her hands up to my breasts and held them in her hands, filling her palms, as her thumb and forefinger rolled my nipples back and forth. I moaned leaning back into her, watching as her skilled hands played with my breasts, making my nipples so sensitive and hard. She moved one of her legs in between mine and bent it slightly so that I was leaning back against her, straddling her leg, my breasts still in her hands. She moved her thigh and I rubbed myself against it, feeling so turned on again already. I positioned my feet on the couch and lifted myself, grinding myself on her.





I imagined Jamie watching through the window as she made me twist around and cry out, without even having to insert anything inside of me. I bounced against her leg, my wet pussy making her skin slick and slippery, and I put my head back on her shoulder, crying out her name, ready to have her make me cum over and over for as long as it took until we either got caught or confessed.
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Cheating with the Maid: First Time F/F Lesbian Femme Affair Erotica Short


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09P6NW7Z6





I couldn’t think straight. I just wanted to feel her skin on mine.











Married Christine had never been interested in girls before, until she had a dream about her new maid, Madison. When Madison asks for a massage, will Christine be able to resist her temptations?







Cheating with the Maid

 is a filthy and seductive 8000 word short, involving a cheating wife and her first time with a woman.
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Heat Wave: F/F Roommate Short


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09NMTF34J



Alice is at home with her gorgeous roommate Lucy, during a heat wave. Their A/C is broken and the heat is starting to get to them. When things get a bit too hot, will they be able to cool each other down?







Heat Wave

 is a steamy and sweaty 5000 word short about two women who can’t keep their hands off of each other while one of their boyfriends is away for the weekend.
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