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The Gym



Chapter 1
Oh God. Connie thought to herself. Why did I think it was a good idea to start working out? The sixty-pound weight dangled above her face, threatening to crush her if her stick arms gave out. Come on chick, breathe it out and put it down.
Connie exhaled deeply and clenched her jaw, lowering the weight with as much control as she could muster until it landed safely in its cradle. Moaning in relief, Connie let go of the bar and let her arms hang over the sides of the bench, sore and not far from feeling useless. 
She could feel the sweat everywhere, especially on her forehead and hairline. Even her long brown ponytail was now just a sorry excuse for a hairstyle. Trembling, she sat up and looked around. To her left was her friend Cynda, who, like the champ she was, was just finishing her third set of weight lifting without so much as breaking a sweat. 
“Hey, Connie,” she called, catching her gaze as she stood up. “Ready to stretch? We can relax in the steam room after.” 
Connie’s ears perked up at steam room, and she followed her blonde, blue-eyed roommate. Any time a guy walked by his eyes became glued to her, but none of them dared to talk to the beauty. She led Connie to the stretching mats and proceeded to show her how properly stretch. 
As Connie’s legs were spread, Cynda grabbed her hands and stretched her forward; she heard cracks and felt pops all the way down her back. It felt deliciously good and painful all at the same time and Connie could feel her toes curling. Opening her eyes, she became distracted not by her roommate’s gaze like usual, but instead, by a stranger. A woman. 
Beyond Cynda was a boxing ring, and in it stood two people: a man and a woman. Connie was only staring at the female, however, in total awe. She had a small but powerful, muscular build, each ab jutting out perfectly, each bicep insanely sculpted. The woman wore white and black basketball shorts with a matching sports bra, and that was it. Her tanned skin glistened with sweat as she dodged punches, keeping her gloved hands up to her face at all times. Connie couldn’t see much; just that she had short, wild, curly dark hair that stuck up in tufts in the most adorable way. 
“Con? Connie? Hello?” Cynda waved a hand in front her friend’s face, finally bringing Connie out of her worship. She shook her head as if she were coming out of a daze. 
“Huh? What? What is it?” Connie asked, taking Cynda’s hand so she could stand up. 
Cynda rolled her eyes. “I asked if you were ready to head to the steam room. Honestly, Connie, where do you go when you disappear like that?” she asked. 
“Fantastic places,” Connie muttered in response, following her roommate to the steam room. 
Though the gym had been busy, the sauna was vacant bar one other woman. After stepping out of their sweat-soaked clothes, they each wrapped a towel around their bodies, and stepped into the literal hot box. In the center of the small room stood a great metal container of heated rocks. Beside it was a bucket full of water and a ladle. Walking by it, Cynda picked up the ladle, filled it, and poured it over the rocks. They hissed with thirst and steam filled the room. Connie chose a spot on the third row of wooden seating and relaxed into the heat, letting the magic of the steam do its work. 
Connie hadn’t even realized that she had closed her eyes until she heard the door open and blinked against the sauna light, startled.
There, in front of her, stood the girl, the boxer from before. Completely naked. Connie’s eyes went wide as she took in her toned physique. It was perfection, with no tan lines or blemishes. Her small but pert breasts stood high, her nipple’s taut and small, just like the rest of her.
The woman’s dark blue eyes caught Connie’s stare and she held her gaze. When Connie finally looked away, she realized that she hadn’t taken a single breath since she had walked in. Her chest and lungs heaved out a big sigh, and she took in the humid air. The woman smirked at her, and came up to join her on the third row. 
Oh shit, oh shit, Connie thought to herself over and over again. She’s coming over. Be cool. Be-
“I saw you earlier today. You were watching me practice, weren’t you?” 
Shit. 
Connie cleared her throat, and looked up to see the face attached to the husky voice. She had amazingly clear skin, with a strong jaw and deep dark eyes. Up this close, she had a scent to her, and it was driving Connie crazy. 
“Uh. Um, yes. I mean, some of it. Just a minute or two. Sorry.” Connie mumbled the last word, looking away. 
The stranger shook her head, taking a hold of Connie’s hand. “No, don’t be sorry, I didn’t mind. You just missed the best part. I knocked Tony’s block off.” A smile spread across her face, clearly proud of the moment. 
Connie looked back over to her in a daze, nearly hypnotized by her bright white smile. 
“This is Connie by the way,” Cynda interjected, holding her hand out to the stranger. “And I’m Cynda. You look great in the ring.” 
“Thanks,” the woman responded, taking the extended handshake. I’m Maggie, but everyone calls me Mags for short.”
“Great to meet you, Mags. Well, I’m running late for a bio class, so I have to head out. But Connie here is done for the day, so you two should definitely stay and talk.” Without another word Cynda hopped up and stepped down the rows, waving her fingers goodbye as she shut the door behind her. 
An awkward silence filled the room as the other woman took Cynda’s cue and left, leaving Connie and Mags alone in the steam. Connie dared to look up and saw the gloriously naked woman smiling at her. 
“So what do you do here?” Mags asked, pushing some of her curls out of her eyes. Connie noticed that a couple of her knuckles were bloody, and she wondered if it was because of how she knocked out her friend Tony. 
“What do you mean? Like in the gym?” Connie asked, genuinely confused. 
Mags chuckled, and shook her head. 
“Not just the gym, but here on campus. What are you studying?” 
“Oh,” Connie laughed. “I’m a sociology major. I like to study people.” She could hear how weird she sounded, and kicked herself for not coming off a little more suave. 
“Oh, really? That’s pretty awesome. I people watch all the time. It’s fascinating how different we all are, and yet still so similar.” 
Connie’s jaw dropped in surprise. Mags had just summarized her entire reasoning behind her degree. She must be a sociology major too, Connie thought, and asked her as such. 
“No,” Mags, told her, shaking her head. “I’m getting my degree in physical therapy, and I keep up with boxing pretty regularly.”
The two women talked for while, not realizing how long they were in the steam room until they decided to step out. 
“Whoa,” Connie slurred, feeling dizzy as the first wave of cool air hit her face. 
“I second that whoa,” Mags agreed, holding her head. “Normally I time myself when I’m there, but you distracted me,” she teased, taking Connie’s hand to lead her back to the lockers. 
Their lockers were on opposite sides of the room, but as Connie was zipping up her dark brown heeled boots, Mags came around the corner, dressed in a pair of clean dark blue basketball shorts, a black under armor shirt, with blue and black sneakers. She had her bag of boxing gear hanging on her shoulder, and had raked a hand through her curls, sending them over her right eye. 
“When’s your earliest class tomorrow?” Mags asked as they walked out of the locker room together. 
“Umm, I have one at 11:30, and another one 2:30,” Connie responded, mentally going over her schedule to make sure she was correct.
“I have a fight tonight,” Mags informed her. “It’s not exactly legal, so I can only put you on the guest list. I’ve fought this girl before though, and I’m pretty confident that I’m going to win. Would you want to come watch me? Afterwards we could spend some of my hard-earned prize money, and I’ll take you out to dinner. When was the last time you ate food that wasn’t made in the campus cafeteria?”
Both Connie’s heart and stomach jumped at the offer. She hadn’t eaten outside of the cafeteria since the last time she went home for a weekend, and that was over two months ago. And the idea of being on a date with Mags thrilled her. She didn’t know her too well yet, but so far she was the most interesting person she had ever met. 
When she said yes, a huge smile spread across Mags’ face. She quickly brought out a pen from her bag and grabbed Connie’s hand, beginning to scrawl numbers across her palm. 
“This is my number. I left my phone at home. Text me your address, and I’ll be by to pick you up at 8:30 tonight.” 
They said their goodbyes and parted ways, Mags to her car and Connie to her apartment. As she walked the mile away from campus, Connie could already feel the excitement for her date building. 
 



Chapter 2
“Oh. My. God.” Cynda emphasized each word. She had come home around six, and was surprised to find Connie going through her closet. When she asked what she was doing, Connie explained her date, and told her she could find nothing in her own. 
“Okay, first off, where are you going?” Cynda asked, moving Connie out of her way. She was a professional when it came to dressing for dates, and she needed room to do her thing. 
“Well,” Connie began, grabbing a strand of her hair and twirling it around her finger. “The thing is, I know where we’re going, but I don’t know where we’re going.” 
Cynda didn’t ask any questions, having been on those mystery dates herself. Instead, she turned to her closet and began pulling out pieces. In ten minutes, she had three complete outfits laid out on her bed for Connie to try. 
“Whoa. You’re definitely going to be a great designer,” Connie said, looking over her choices. 
“Thanks!” Cynda beamed. “Now go try them on. It’s already seven and we still have to do your make up and hair.” 
Connie groaned, taking the first outfit to the bathroom to try on. She didn’t understand the point of doing her hair or wearing make up. Her hair so heavy that even if Cynda did tame it into a cute ‘do, it would fall in on itself in minutes. And though she admired other women who could wear make up, she never could quite figure out how to put it on herself. Somehow she always ended up looking like a clown/prostitute hybrid, and that’s a scary sight. 
In the bathroom she sent her address to Mags, who quickly responded with a smiley face and a reminder that she would be there at 8:30. After putting the clothes on, she decided this outfit was not the right one. When she stepped out, Cynda quickly agreed and sent her right back into the bathroom with the second one. It was a dud as well, but the third one completely knocked it out of the park. 
The shirt was a simple white tank top, tight around her breasts but flared down her waist. Her skinny jeans were dark and ripped across her knees and thighs, and they tucked neatly into a pair of black, heeled boots. The outfit was tied together by a form-fitting, blue leather jacket with silver accents. 
“I look so badass,” Connie confessed as she looked over her reflection. 
“Hell yeah you do,” Cynda agreed, guiding her to sit on the closed toilet. “Now we don’t have to do much else. Just some cat eyes and maybe a pop of blush, and something really simple with your hair.” 
Connie closed her eyes as instructed and waited patiently as she felt small brushes painting over various parts of her face. After Connie felt the lip gloss glide on, Cynda moved to her hair, which she tugged and pulled and brushed until it was up off of her friend’s neck. 
“Okay, you can open your eyes now,” Cynda said, clearly excited. Connie did as she was told, and stood up to look at herself in the mirror. 
“Holy shit,” she whispered, not believing her eyes. The winged eyeliner drew out her eyes, making her look more exotic. The blush Cynda had chosen was actually bronzer and did amazing things for her cheekbones. 
“I look like a Kardashian,” Connie murmured, gently touching the nude gloss on her lips. Her hair had been pulled into a messy bun, with several strands falling down her ears and face. It was sexy, with just a hint of cute. And she loved it. 
The rest of the time flew by too quickly, and when a knock came at the door at 8:30 sharp, Connie was sure that the butterflies in her stomach were going to pour out of her mouth. Cynda answered the door, welcoming Mags and letting her in. Connie had been instructed to wait in the kitchen and not come out until she counted to twenty. 
“Hi Mags, Connie will just be a minute,” Cynda told her, ushering her to a chair. 
In the kitchen, Connie lost her nerve and pushed open the door. The moment Mags saw her she stood up, a beautiful smile on her face. She was wearing a similar outfit, with chucks instead of boots, and a black jacket instead of blue. Otherwise, their outfits were identical. 
“You look amazing,” Mags praised, stepping up to Connie to give her a chaste kiss on the cheek. 
Connie mumbled a thank you, her concentration broken by how lovely Mags’ breasts looked peaking at the top of her shirt. 
“Are you ready to go?” Mags asked. “It’s a bit of a drive.” 
“Huh? Oh, yeah, I’m ready.” She turned to Cynda and wiggled her fingers. 
“Have her home at a decent hour, Mags!” Cynda teased as they walked out of the front door hand in hand. 
~
The half hour drive took them into the country. Mags’ silver Dodge Dart handled the curves in the road well, and Connie couldn’t help but feel safe with Mags behind the wheel. Before she knew it they were turning left onto a dirt road. In the distance she could see a bonfire and the outline of a barn.
After parking, Mags came around the front of the car and opened Connie’s door for her. It wasn’t something Connie was used to and she didn’t know how to say thank you for it. Instead, she asked, “Is this where the fights always are?”
Mags shook her head, taking Connie’s hand to lead her towards the barn. “The fights move around a lot so the police don’t find them and break ‘em up. The fighters are only informed of a fight a few hours before it takes place. If they accept the bid then they get the address. Winner takes home the pot.” 
“How big is the pot tonight?” Connie asked, curious. They had reached the door, and Mags had given the guard the password and a roll of cash. He took it, and opened the door for them. 
“Eight grand,” Maggie replied, saying it as easily as if she was saying eight dollars. Connie gasped, and she turned to face her. “What’s wrong? Are you alright?” 
“Eight grand is a lot of money!” Connie whispered, dipping her head close to Mags as if she we were telling her a secret. 
Mags chuckled, moving her towards the ring again. 
“You’re really adorable, you know that? I know it’s a lot of money. That’s why I keep fighting. I can walk out of college debt free if I keep winning.” 
“Mags, hey! Come on up!” They followed the voice and Connie saw a tall, well-muscled man standing on the outside of the ring, waving them forward through the quickly filling barn floor. 
“Glad you could make it,” the guy told Mag, shaking her hand firmly. “Who’s this sweet little thing?” His eyes moved over Connie’s figure, nodding his head in approval. 
In a flash of movement, Mags reached up to slap the guy on the back of the head. 
“Easy, Jared. She’s my guest. Connie, this is Jared. He has a good heart; he just doesn’t like to show it. Jared, this is Connie. Be nice to her, or I’ll break your face.” 
Jared gave them both a lopsided grin and led them to their corner of the ring. The next few minutes flew by quickly as Mags left to dress for her fight. Soon Jared was back in the middle of the ring, facing the crowded floor as he announced the fight and the odds. The girl Mags was fighting was several inches taller, with long blond braids and freckles all over. She was well muscled, just like Mags. Her fighting name was Ruthless. Many people cheered, but as Mags entered the ring, the whole room erupted in applause. She was definitely the crowd favorite. Soon the bell chimed, and the first round began. 
“Jared, why don’t they have their gloves on?” Connie asked as she watched the two women throw punches. 
He laughed. “This is bare-knuckle boxing, baby doll. They get paid the big bucks because they’re not afraid to bleed.”
Connie watched the fight wide eyed, too anxious to sit down in the VIP chair that was brought for her. Mags was fast and moved like a dancer around her opponent. When she wasn’t ducking and diving, she was landing punches into her adversary, making her weak. Soon the first bell dinged and each woman returned to her corner. 
“How are you?” Mags asked Connie as she picked up her water bottle, taking long swigs of the liquid. 
“How am I?” Connie exclaimed. “How are you? Are you hurt?” 
The bell dinged again, and Mags threw her a smile before she put her mouth guard back in and returned to the ring. The second round went the same, but in the third Ruthless caught a second wind and landed a hard punch to Mags’ face, landing her on the mat with a split eyebrow. She scrambled back to her feet, blood pouring down her left eye. Mags quickly took her stance again, this time landing three solid jabs into Ruthless’ face. 
The girl went down, but didn’t get back up. The bell dinged again, and Mags was declared the winner. Her opponent’s team quickly poured into the ring to help her up. Ruthless was still unconscious, and it was clear she had a broken nose.
Mags high-fived Jared and grabbed a towel before she strode towards Connie, who had finally taken a seat. When she approached, Mags was still breathing heavily. 
“What did you think?” Mags asked. 
Connie took the towel from her and poured water over it before pressing it to Mags’ eyebrow. 
“I think you should teach me how to box,” Connie said finally, cleaning up her cut. 
Mags grinned, seeming relieved. Despite the blood down her cheek and the hits she had taken, she laughed.
 



Chapter 3
“Mags, wait!” Connie whispered, standing perfectly still in the foyer of the restaurant. 
“Why?” She asked in her normal voice, her eyebrows raised. “Why are you hiding by the door?” 
Connie looked down at her outfit. What she had thought was cute when she first left the house now seemed grungy compared to the atmosphere of the well-lit restaurant that Mags had picked. 
“I’m not dressed for this place,” she explained, feeling very self-conscious. 
Her answer made Mags chuckle, and she walked back to Connie to take her hand. 
“Come on, babe, you look beautiful.” With a firm but gentle grip, Mags led Connie to the Maitre D’ and greeted him as Jacque. 
“How are you, Miss Maggie?” the man asked, clearly recognizing Mags. “It’s been a while since we’ve seen you. Would you like your usual table?”
“I’m well Jacque, thank you. If the table is available, we’ll take it. If not, any other will be fine.” 
Jacque rambled about her table always being available for her, and led them through an atrium that was surprisingly crowded for 10:30 PM on a Wednesday night. She was surprised that although some people looked up and nodded at Mags, no one flat out stared as they were lead to a secluded part of the restaurant. 
After they were seated and Mags ordered a bottle of champagne, Connie set to asking her questions. 
“Okay seriously, are you a mafia princess or something?” 
Mags laughed loudly, opening the menu. “Actually, yeah, kind of. But I prefer Prince. I like to gender bend. It’s fun. So what do you like? They have a little bit of everything here.”
She said it so casually that Connie felt foolish, as if she should have automatically known that she was on a date with an extremely rich person. 
“Are you really? Like really, really?” Connie asked, panic lacing her voice. Mags could see that this was an issue for her, and moved closer to comfort her. 
“I’m a very… interesting person, Connie, and I’ll be happy to explain. But later, okay? We spent the first part of the night about me; I want this part to be all about you. Can we do that?”
Connie gave it a moment’s thought, and agreed. After all, she had never been on a date where there was a dedicated time for Connie to talk about herself. It might actually be nice. She found herself leaning into the arm that Mags had wrapped around her, and picked up the menu to browse the selection. By the time they had picked their meals-which Connie noticed weren’t even priced- Jacque had come back with their champagne. 
“Are you even twenty-one?” Connie asked after Jacque was out earshot. 
After taking a sip, Mags replied, nodding her head. “I am, actually, starting tonight.” 
Connie gaped. “Tonight’s your birthday? Why didn’t you tell me? I would have gotten you a card or something.”
Connie laughed, squeezing her shoulder. “You’re so sweet. But you going on a date with me was much better than a card.” 
Damn, Connie thought, that was smooth. She felt herself relax a little and took a sip of champagne, enjoying the way the bubbles tickled her nose. While they waited for their meals they talked some more, and Connie felt herself intensely drawn to the woman who called herself Mags. 
As Connie talked about herself, she realized that her date was actually listening to everything that she had to say. No one had ever done that for her, at least not as intensely as Mags did. Mags often asked her questions with genuine interest, and commented perceptively on everything else. She was generous with her praises, especially when Connie mentioned that she had received an award for her work at a battered women’s shelter.”
The food came quickly, and Connie wasn’t afraid to show her pleasure at how perfect her steak had been cooked; it practically melted on her tongue, it was so tender. Towards the end of the meal, she realized that they had moved even closer together, and that Mags’ hand had started to gently caress her inner thigh, her palm warm against Connie’s skin. Instead of trying to stop her, Connie spread her legs further, letting the combined pleasure of the food, champagne, and Mags’ magic touch take over her. 
“Are you trying to feel me up?” she asked boldly, looking Mags directly in the eye. 
“Well, I’ve received no complaints so far,” Mags countered, her fingertips running brazenly over the crotch of her pants, procuring a gasp from Connie’s lips. Even when Jacque came back to take their dessert order she still continued her ministrations. Cool as ever, Mags placed an order for both of them as Connie tried her best to keep the look of rising sexual pleasure off of her face. Once he walked away, Mags pressed into a certain place farther, and Connie couldn’t hold back the moan that slipped from her lips. 
“Good girl,” Mags whispered into her ear, nibbling her lobe and her neck. “I can feel you about to cum,” she whispered again, “I want you to cum for me.” 
Connie had never been talked to so brazenly before. As if Mags could actually control her body on command, Connie felt an orgasm rip through her, soaking through her panties and jeans as she gave Mags exactly what she wanted. She could hear her date’s voice whispering praise into her ear, but she couldn’t make out her words. Her orgasm had been intense, wiping away her rational mind. Dessert showed up a couple minutes later and, with her mind still on what just happened, she accepted the forkful of cheesecake that Mags offered her. 
 



Chapter 4
“Do you want to come in?” Connie asked, fiddling with her keys. 
Mags threw a smile, and looked up at the house. After a second she slowly shook her no. 
“I better not. I want to take this slow.” 
Connie laughed, surprised. “Slow? I think that went out the window when you got me off under the table!” 
“Mmm,” Mags replied, her smile spreading wider, “I kinda like it when you’re vulgar. It’s sexy. But that was for your pleasure. Don’t get me wrong, it was hot for me too, but I wanted to show you a taste of what I could offer. Now that I got you hooked, I can take my time.” 
Connie’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. She pretended to be offended. “Oh, so you think you have me like that, do you?” 
Mags stepped closer, grabbing the lapel of Connie’s jacket. “Yeah, I think I have you like that,” she murmured, pulling her in for a deep kiss. 
Connie moaned in approval, enjoying the taste of cheesecake and champagne on Mags’ lips. Sparks travelled from her tongue all the way down to her toes, sending a wave of new heat flooding into her pelvis. When Mags pulled away, Connie felt bereft, and leaned in for another kiss. She chuckled, and gave her one more quick, chaste kiss on the lips.
“I have to go, baby. I’ll call you tomorrow?” 
Connie pouted her lip, but nodded in approval. Mags gave her a kiss on the forehead then turned around to get back in her car. Realizing that it would be creepy to watch her drive away, Connie turned and put the key in her lock, opening the door to get inside. In her room she found Cynda waiting on her bed for details. 
“Don’t you have an eight am class?” Connie asked, pulling off the jacket and her shoes. 
Cynda rolled her eyes. “I always have an eight am. But this is more important! How did it go? What happened? Was she nice? Are you going to go out again?” The questions came pouring out, and as Connie got ready for bed, she tried her best to answer them. 
“No. Freakin’. Way. She did that to you? Under the table? At a restaurant?” Cynda gaped at her. “What did you do?”
 Connie sighed heavily, an easy smile on her lips. “I leaned back and enjoyed the attention!” 
Cynda gasped, playfully slapping Connie’s shoulder. “You little slut!” she laughed, though not at all meaning it. She knew Connie wasn’t the type of woman that normally gave it up so quickly on a first date. 
“So this Mags is really something, isn’t she?” Cynda asked. 
Connie nodded her head, not able to yet put her feelings into words. A few minutes later Cynda gave her a hug goodnight and she headed to her own room. Once she left, Connie closed and locked her door before turning off the lights and snuggling under the blankets. In no time at all she handed herself over to her dreams, lost in the ecstasy of Mags’ touch. 
~
She awoke with a gasp, certain that what she had dreamt had been real. Throwing back the covers, she quickly discovered that it had indeed been just a dream, and Mags was in fact not between her legs with her tongue buried inside of her. Connie groaned, falling back into the pillows, frustrated. At some point during the night she had began exploring herself, fantasizing of her lover and her many talents. Sighing, she pressed her blanket between her legs and turned on her side. Though she was certain she could finish the job herself, she didn’t want to. She wanted Mags. After a few more minutes of trying to sleep, she gave up, and picked up her phone. The clock on her screen read that it was only eight in the morning, and that she had two unread text messages. 
The first was from her study partner, Jay, reminding her that they had agreed to meet up that day to study for next Monday’s sociology exam. The second was from Mags, and when she saw it, her heart leapt for joy. 
Good Morning Gorgeous. Hope you slept well. Meet me at the grove after your classes? 
The text had been sent at six thirty that morning. Jeez, what time did this girl wake up? She thought quickly, and then replied back. 
Hey Beautiful. I’d love to. Meet me there at 4:30?
If she agreed, it would give her two hours to hang out with her before she had to meet Jay at the library. 
A minute later she got another text from Mags, agreeing to her time. Since she was awake, Connie decided she would get dressed, grab her books, and actually make it a breakfast at the cafeteria. Before she knew it she was on campus and on the dining hall courtyard, munching on buttered toast as she read the chapter she was about to learn in her upcoming class. 
“You’re very sexy when you study, you know that?” 
Connie’s head shot up at the sound of the familiar voice, and she saw Mags, dressed in a pair of khaki men’s shorts and a black tank top that revealed her muscles splendidly. 
“Mind if I sit with you?” she asked. Connie quickly said yes, and made room for her on the grass. They talked about their date and Mags’ fight for a few minutes, sharing their thoughts on the night’s adventures. 
“It was a definite first for me,” Connie admitted, giggling. “But what about you? I get the feeling that you have plenty of girls come to your fights for you.” 
Mags shrugged in response. “They come. Some I’ve dated before, and some that are just fans. I’ve taken a few friends to the restaurant to celebrate a victory, but I normally take my dates someplace else. The type of girls that are usually interested in me are little more… wild than you are. I think that’s why I wanted to go out with you so badly. You were a beautiful breath of fresh of air.” 
Connie blushed at the compliment, bringing up her cup of coffee to try and hide it. “I have one, you know,” she said.
“Excuse me?” Mags asked, not understanding. 
“A wild side. I have one. Not a lot of people get to see it, but it’s there.” 
Mags moved in close until they were only inches apart. “I hope I’m one of the lucky few,” she confessed, shifting into what little space she had left to kiss Connie’s waiting lips. They kissed until Connie’s phone jingled, and she knew that meant it was time to go. 
“I’m sorry, but I have to get to class. I have it with my friend Jay, and we always walk there together.” Mags hopped off the ground, and extended her hand to Connie to help her up. 
“No worries, that’s what college is for, right? Classes? Anyways, you’re all mine after 4:30, correct?” 
Connie winced, a look of apprehension on her face. “Not really. I have to study with Jay at 6:30. We have a test on Monday and I like to be prepared.”
For only a moment Mags looked disappointed, then a smile sprang across her face. 
“How about this? You move your study session up to 4:30, and I’ll come and pick you up from the library at 6:30. I’ll take you out to dinner, and then we can watch a movie at your place or something. Deal?” 
Connie’s heart fluttered at the idea, and she quickly agreed. “You don’t have to take me out to dinner you know. We could always just go to the café on campus, or I could make us some- well, I think I have some frozen hot dogs and boxed mac and cheese.” 
Mags chuckled, swooping in for another kiss. 
“You’re adorable,” she breathed, pulling away. “I’m going to have so much fun spoiling you.” 
 



Chapter 5
The day passed as slow as possible, much to Connie’s chagrin. Each class dragged on endlessly, and when she met back up with Jay to study, he was more interested in talking about some party that was happening that weekend instead of the course materials they would need to know to pass the test. 
“So what do you say?” Jay asked her, his hands gripped around his pen in apprehension. 
“Huh? What?” Connie was immersed in the chapter about body language, and hadn’t paid any attention to Jay’s ramblings for at least the past ten to fifteen minutes. 
“I asked you if you wanted to go to the party with me Saturday night,” he replied, a little hurt that she hadn’t been paying attention. 
“Oh. Sorry Jay. I don’t really like parties. All that peer pressure to drink and be normal is just too much for me. I’m sure you’ll have fun though.”
“Well what about a movie then? We don’t have to go to a party,” he suggested, his voice rising to a squeak. Connie looked up at him with a raised eyebrow. 
“Are you asking me out, Jay?” she asked, aware that she was quite likely about to make a fool of herself. 
Jay looked as if he was just asked if had shot somebody, he was so nervous. “I mean we study really well together. We like the same things. And aside from Cynda, I’m like your only friend.” 
“Well actually-” 
“I’m not a bad looking guy, and I’m nice. I’m just asking for one date,” he defended. 
Connie opened her mouth to answer, but stopped when she felt a hand on her shoulder. Looking up, she saw Mags looming above her, and she relaxed immediately. 
“Actually, buddy, I’m afraid she already has plans. With me.” She stuck out her hand for a shake, but Jay only looked at it. “I’m Mags, and Connie and I are dating.” 
Jay scowled at Connie. “Are you serious? You never told me you were a lesbian. Is she just saying that because you don’t want to go out with me?” 
“No,” Connie said, shaking her head. “I’m not a lesbian, I’m me. I don’t like labels, so I appreciate it if you not try to put me in a box. And yes, Mags and I are dating. It’s new, but it feels serious, and we’re going to see where it goes.” She reached up, and squeezed the hand that was on her shoulder. 
Having nothing else to say, Connie picked up her books and bag and let Mags lead her out of the library. She walked with her to the car and after she put her stuff in the backseat, Mags spun Connie around, pressing her against the car door and kissing her hard. Moments later they were in the car and on their way to dinner.
This time Mags picked a little Chinese place. It had giant fans on red walls and the booths had small turntables on them. Connie picked out her favorite dishes and watched in fascination as everything was sat on the small spinning table for them to share.
Using their chopsticks, they filled their plates with noodles, meats, rice, and wontons. The waitress brought them a pot of hot tea and they giggled as they shared new information about each other. 
“See, I had a hunch that you liked Chinese food,” Mags said triumphantly, popping a piece of chicken into her mouth. 
“I love it. I could eat it for breakfast, lunch and dinner. I’ve never been to this place though, how did you find it?” Connie asked, taking a sip of her tea.
“My father owns it.” Mags said it so casually that Connie almost didn’t catch it. “I’m glad you like it.”
“He owns it?” 
Mags nodded her head. “And the restaurant from last night too.” 
Connie paused, thinking about it. “Is it the mafia prince thing?” she asked timidly. 
Mags laughed, nearly choking on her dumpling. “Something like that. As far as I know though, our ownership is perfectly legal.” She paused, reading Connie’s face. “Does that intimidate you?” 
Connie thought about it. She had to admit that it was a little different than what she was used to. “Thrilling,” she corrected. “Not intimidating.” They finished dinner in a relaxed silence and within an hour they were back at Connie’s house. 
“Good to see you again, Mags,” Cynda greeted. She was sitting on the couch with a notebook in her a lap and the TV on. Connie guessed that she was paying more attention to the sitcom than her homework. 
“Yeah, you too Cynda. How’s it going?” 
“Can’t complain. What are you guys up to?” 
“We’re going to go up to my room to watch a movie,” Connie answered, already pulling Mags up the stairs. They heard Cynda shout a goodbye as they disappeared into Connie’s room. She locked the door, then turned to face Mags. 
“Nice place,” Mags said, taking in her soft twinkle lights, her quilted queen size bed and its old-fashioned iron wrought frame. She noted the TV sitting atop her old wooden dresser, and asked her what she wanted to watch. Connie picked out the Princess Bride, and as the movie started to play they snuggled together on the bed. 
“So, why did you tell Jay you weren’t a lesbian?” Mags asked, curious. 
Connie thought about it for a moment, then shrugged her shoulders. “I’ve never been attracted to just one type of person. Yeah, when I first saw you I was like, damn, that’s a hot chick. But then I got to know you, and you’re even better, because of your personality. Not your sex. Does that make sense?”
Mags smiled slowly, nodding her head. “Yeah. Makes perfect sense.”
They made it a half hour into the movie before Connie leaned in to kiss Mags. Her lips were soft and warm, inviting Connie in for a deeper kiss. Connie obliged immediately, scooting up to cup her hand around the curve of Mags’ neck. She moaned into Mags’ mouth when she felt Mags’ wandering hands slide below her shirt. She felt the cups of her bra being moved to the side as Mags’ greedy hands caressed and squeezed her breasts, teasing her nipples with her fingertips and nails. 
As they kissed her hands grew bolder, and with one hand on Connie’s breast, she reached down with her other, sliding underneath the band of her jeans and panties to feel the warm wetness that was already starting to bloom there. Connie gasped in pleasure, feeling her body immediately press into Mags’. 
Mags’ fingertips made slow, intense circles that made Connie tremble, and every now and then Mags would slip deeper. Each time, Connie would cant her hips into the touch with a whine, wanting more, wet and velvet soft around Mags’ fingers. Over and over her fingers brought Connie closer to orgasm, and each time she was about go over the edge Mags would shift her attention somewhere else to ease off the intensity. As minutes went by Connie could feel herself close to begging. The torture was quickly becoming too much for her, and the next time Mags teased and stopped, she almost sobbed as she pulled away.
“Shhh,” Mags soothed, pinching her left nipple hard. “Are you ready, baby?” 
The plea left Connie’s lips before she even realized she spoke, and suddenly Mags’ fingers were deep inside her, fingering hard as her wetness dripped around her knuckles. Her orgasm came out hard, seeming to shatter her body as she gushed over Mags’ hand. 
“Fuck,” Connie managed as she tried to get her breathing under control. Still in Mags’ arms, she watched her lover bring her dripping fingers up to her mouth to suck the cum off of them one at a time. It was the most erotic thing she had ever watched. 
“I want to know what you taste like,” Connie admitted, moving to her knees so she could pull her shirt and bra off.
Mags stared at in appreciation and surprise. “And here I thought you were a quiet little kitten,” Mags teased, only half joking. 
“I can be,” Connie readily admitted, pulling down her pants. “But when I’m thirsty, especially for you, I can be quite demanding. Now, take off your clothes.”
This time Mags didn’t smile or laugh, but did as she was told. She had pushed Connie exactly to the point she had wanted, and she was ready to pay for the consequences. Connie claimed her lips again and this time the kiss was harder, more passionate as her small, soft hands explored the exposed skin of her lover. 
Starving, Connie held nothing back. Her teeth grazed over Mags’ nipples as she lowered her body against her. As Connie suckled and scraped, she gently began moving back and forth, knowing that her dangling navel ring would brush against Mags’ clitoris every time she moved. The gasps and moans coming from her lover’s mouth drove her forward as she took her time to taste every inch of Mags’ neck and torso. Looking up, she could see the desire in Mags’ eyes, and decided to move further down until her mouth was at a perfect angle to taste her waiting lips. 
Mags’ fingers tangled in Connie’s hair as she took her first taste, driving her tongue like a spear deep into Mags’ warmth, delving in and out to procure more of her delicious honey. Connie moaned in approval, thoroughly enjoying Mags’ taste. As she continued her ministrations with her tongue, she lifted her right hand to slowly start making circles around Mags’ nub, earning her husky moans and bucking hips. 
Connie could feel Mags’ thighs tighten around her shoulders and head- exactly what she wanted. Curling her tongue, she speared deeper, then completely out, licking from Mags’ tight ass all the way up to her clitoris, which she took into her mouth and gently bit. She used just enough pressure to border on pain before diving back in between her lips to taste the orgasm as it rushed through Mags’ body, sending her over the edge in overpowering waves. 
Mags’ screams filled Connie’s ears delightfully, but she wasn’t ready to stop. She slid two fingers easily into Mags, her arousal making a slick path for her as she rose up on her knees and pulled her lover with her until they were riding one another’s hips. The two women clung to each other as they used one another to bring themselves to earth shattering orgasms before collapsing into a puddle of arms and legs on the bed. 
Suddenly Mags started to laugh, her body quivering as the jubilance filled her. Connie looked at her curiously, a smile on her face. When she asked what was so funny, Mags pulled her in for another kiss.
“You just continue to surprise me, that’s all. I thought that I was going to scare you with the way I live. Instead, you’ve not only accepted me for who I am, but it turns out that you can be just as kinky as I can.” 
“Maybe even more,” Connie admitted, feeling herself smile. 
 



Chapter 6 
One month later, whilst Connie was being thoroughly teased, Mags received a call “Yeah, no, I understand. Nine o’clock? Sure I’ll be there.” Mags looked down at the remote in her hand, and pushed the top button. A little green light appeared and from behind her she heard a gasp. “And how big is the pot tonight? Perfect. Yeah, I’m in. Text me the address, will you? Thanks Jared. See you then. Huh? Oh yeah, of course I’m bringing Connie. Yeah, I’ll tell her. Bye.” 
Mags ended the call and turned around, pleased at the sight in front of her. Connie had allowed her to tie her to the bed, wearing nothing but vibrating panties. She had turned them on while she was on the phone, and by the look of sheer pleasure etched across Connie’s face, she was enjoying every moment of it. Sauntering over to the bed, she affectionately brushed Connie’s hair out of her face before tilting it up to kiss her lips. As she did so, her fingers pinched her nipples, procuring a yelp of pain and desire from Connie’s lips. 
“I have a fight tonight baby. Are you coming?” Mags asked, fully using both of the word’s meanings. Connie cried out in response as her body jerked tight and she lashed against her bindings. 
“Good girl,” Mags cooed, untying her girlfriend from the bed. She let Connie rest for a moment before she slapped her ass and told her to get ready. Connie responded by grabbing a hold of Mags’ hair and yanking her head back for a harsh kiss. 
“Yes, ma’am,” Connie teased, sliding off the bed to look for a clean pair of jeans and a shirt. “Who are you fighting tonight?” 
“Someone new,” Mags answered as she leaned back onto the headboard, enjoying the scene of Connie standing naked as she looked through her closet. “She’s supposed to be really good though. I like a challenge.” 
Connie picked out a pair of old jeans and deep purple top, pulling the clothes on. She walked to her adjoining bathroom to brush her hair and choose her earrings. 
“How big is the pot tonight?” Connie asked, not really paying attention. 
“Twenty grand.” 
Connie stopped, her hands frozen in her hair. She slowly turned to look at Mags, and saw apprehension in her eyes. 
“Baby,” Connie asked, slowly. “Why haven’t you fought this woman before?” 
When she didn’t answer right away, Connie surged forward. 
“Why is the pot so big, Maggie? Who is she? What has she done to her opponents?” 
Mags looked down at her hands, flexed her biceps, and looked back up to meet Connie’s eyes. 
“Her fighting name is Persephone. They call her the queen of the underworld because all of her opponents end up in the hospital.” The words came out in a rush, and she moved to comfort Connie. “Look, baby, this isn’t a-” 
“Don’t you dare say this isn’t a big deal, Maggie!” she said, pushing Mags away. 
“I haven’t lost a fight in a really long time,,” Mags countered, defending herself. “Plus, this is a lot of money, Con.”
“Oh don’t even pretend like you need the money,” Connie snapped, throwing her hair into a messy bun. “Don’t forget who you’re talking to. I know you. I-” 
Mags cut her off, grabbing her throat in a gentle manner as she gave her a kiss. 
“I’m going to be fine, baby,” Mags whispered, pulling away just enough so that she could look Connie in the eye. “I’m gonna go out, win this fight, and take you out to dinner after. Just like I always do. Okay?”
“Okay,” she whispered back, leaning her forehead against Mags’. 
~
As always, Connie watched the fight from her VIP chair. She had done so ever since their very first date, and if Connie had any say in the matter, she would be there for as long as Mags wanted to fight.
But this time felt different. Connie admitted to herself that she felt nervous for every fight, but for this one, she was downright scared. 
The woman who was fighting her girlfriend was huge. Her muscles didn’t seem real, and Connie was sure that some steroids had to be in play. There was a glint in the fighter’s eyes that even made Jared uncomfortable. 
“I’m glad you’re here, Con,” Jared said into her ear as he pulled her into a hug. “Mags is going to need you for support.” The bell dinged, and they both took their seats, all attention on the ring. 
Mags was a pro; that was for sure. For the first two rounds of the fight, she was light on her toes, and though she hadn’t been able to land a hit, she hadn’t taken one, either. 
“Come on baby, knock this bitch out so we can go home,” Connie urged after the second bill. She poured water into her lover’s parched mouth, and Mags greedily swallowed it, thankful for the attention. The bell dinged and she was out in the ring again before Connie was prepared to let her go. Once again the punches began flying, and Connie thought for sure it was going to be another round of no one landing a punch. Then suddenly Mags faked to the left and threw a jab, knocking her opponent hard on the face. As Persephone’s neck moved back, Mags moved in and threw two the body. 
Hope blossomed in Connie, and she thought for sure that the fight was about to be over. Mags kept landing punches and little by little the opponent was shrinking, protecting herself against the barrage of hits. Jared had grabbed her hand, and they were holding on to one another tightly as they felt the end of the fight coming.
She was going to win. Mags was actually going to win! 
Suddenly everything seemed to go in freeze frame, and Connie watched the nightmare in slow motion. Persephone went down on one knee, landing a punch into Mags’ stomach. When her head came forward the opponent’s hand came up, uppercutting her chin. As her head flew backwards, the opponent grabbed ahold of Mags’ ankles and pulled her feet out from underneath of her. Persephone’s hand slammed Mags’ body down hard, causing her head to make a sickening thud as it landed on the platform. Mags’ eyes closed—and they didn’t open again. 
Connie heard a piercing scream in her ears, and it took her several moments to realize it was her own. People rushed on the stage, trying to tackle the woman who was still trying to throw punches at Mags’ unconscious body. Connie quickly found herself among them, trying her best to get to her girlfriend through the sea of people. Somehow, Jared had already made it to Mags, and he and an off duty EMT were clearing a space so they could make sure she was all right. 
As she approached, she could see that Mags was extremely pale, and she choked back tears. Falling to her knees, she gripped Mags’ limp hand. 
“Tell me she’s breathing,” Connie demanded, her eyes moving rapidly from the EMT to Mags’ face. 
“She’s breathing,” the EMT quickly answered, “but she’s concussed and may have a fracture to her skull. We have to get her to the hospital. I have a neck brace in my bag but that’s it. The officials won’t let us call an ambulance. It would put the fights in jeopardy.” 
Connie sent him to go get the neck brace and told Jared to go get his truck. He could take Mags’ to the hospital, but Connie would be take Mags into the hospital herself. “That Persephone bitch” Jared seethed when he returned, “these fights might not be legal but we have fucking rules for a reason.”
 



Chapter 7
Mags groaned, lifting her hand immediately to her head. Someone gripped her hand, stopping her from doing so. Prying open her eyes, she saw Connie’s face, inches from hers, holding her captured hand. 
“Don’t touch it,” Connie warned, bringing her hand to her lips. She felt the wet kiss there, and closed her eyes again, tired already. In the distance she heard Connie’s voice and a few others. 
“No, she’s awake. She just tried to touch her head,” she heard Connie say. 
“Maggie?” a different voice said. “Can you hear me? My name is Dr. Bryan Pierson. You’ve taken a pretty nasty bump to the head.” 
Mags groaned in response, tightening her grip on Connie’s hand. 
“Can you open your eyes for me?” the doctor asked, picking up her other wrist to read her pulse. Mags struggled, but was finally able to get her eyes to pry open again. A bright light was shone into them, and it made her head ache even worse. She whimpered, moving into the pillows. 
“I think she’s going to be fine,” she heard the doctor say. We’ll need to keep her for a couple more days, just be sure. But we should be able to release her by Friday.”
Another voice came through, one she hadn’t heard in a long time. “Thank you, Doctor. Anything you can do to make our little girl more comfortable, do it.” 
Mags groaned again at hearing the voice, wishing she was still unconscious. Who the hell called her mother? 
A half hour later Mags was finally able to keep her eyes open, and she saw her girlfriend, her mother, and her father all sitting by her bed. To her surprise, she saw her mother’s hand resting protectively on Connie’s shoulder. 
“Water,” she croaked, and Connie quickly moved to bring the straw to her lips. Mags relished the feel of the cool liquid sluicing down her throat. It felt like she hadn’t drank anything for days- then she realized that she actually hadn’t. Although she coughed a couple times, she didn’t stop sipping until the water pitcher was empty. Feeling stronger, she squeezed Connie’s hand, and looked over at her parents. 
“Hey Mom. Hey Pops. What are you doing here?” Mags asked, as if they had run into each other at the mall instead of a hospital. 
“You’re friend called us, darling,” her mother said. “We came as soon as we could.” Her mother was a slightly older image of Mags herself. Mags had gotten her father’s build, but all of her looks came solely from her mother. 
“Girlfriend, Mom. Connie is my girlfriend,” Mags bit out, steeling herself for the next comment. 
“Oh!” her mother exclaimed. “How lovely!” She turned towards Connie and wrapped her in a vice like hug. “Why didn’t you tell me, dear?” 
Connie looked over at Mags, eyes wide and confused, which was practically a mirror of Mags’ own facial expression. 
“I mean lover, mom. Lesbian lover. Hold hands. Kissing. The works.” Mags explained, convinced that her mother was still in denial. 
“We know it means when you say girlfriend, pumpkin,” her father spoke up, coming towards the bed. He was a tall, slightly rotund man, wearing a gray suit that matched his thinning hair and silver eyes. He was her hero growing up, until she found out how homophobic he was. 
“I really wish you would answer our calls, dear,” her mother whined, letting go of Connie. “Things have changed. When you moved out, it broke our hearts. What had seemed so important to us seemed so trivial once we realized we could lose you.”
Mags narrowed her eyes, suspicious. “What the hell are you talking about?”
“You’re mother and I have been going to therapy. It’s a group, actually, which we go to, for parents who have gay children. We talk about our feelings, and help each other with acceptance.” Her father said this all in a matter-of-fact tone. “We’re trying, Magnolia, and we want to prove that to you.” 
Connie looked down at her, an eyebrow raised. Magnolia? she mouthed, and Mags rolled her eyes. She never wanted anyone to know that she was actually named after mother’s favorite flower. 
“We want to part of your life again, baby girl,” her mother implored, tears forming in her eyes. 
Mags sighed heavily, and felt the beginnings of a headache. 
“Can you get the nurse, please?” she asked, squinting her eyes against the too-bright light. 
Connie pushed the red buzzer by her bed, and her parents immediately backed off. 
“This is a lot to take in on your first day awake. We should have waited. Come, Virginia, let’s go get the girls something to eat,” her father said decisively. “When we get back, we can talk about something else.” They left the room as the nurse came in, who quickly brought Mags something to help with the pain. 
“That’s why you never want to talk about your parents?” Connie asked after the nurse left. “Because they’re homophobic?”
Mags leaned back into the pillows, exhausted. “Not just that. But they cut off my bank account. If I wanted to go to school, I had to find my own way. It’s why I started fighting. But then about a year ago I started getting these gift deposits from them, and invitations to go back into their businesses. I was still too hurt to want to figure out why they were being so nice.” 
Connie crawled into the hospital bed, careful of the wires. Mags quickly moved her arms so that she could snuggle up to her side. They kissed for the first time since the injury, and Connie tried her best to hide the tears in her eyes. Mags saw them, and lifted Connie’s chin. 
“Baby? What’s wrong?” Mags asked. 
Connie bit her lower lip, not wanted to lie, but not wanting to hold back anymore. 
“Please don’t fight anymore. If your parents are helping you again, and you don’t need the money, don’t do it. Watching you get hurt like that… It was the scariest thing I ever saw in my life. I wasn’t sure you were going to wake up after that bitch cheated. Don’t worry, Jared got your money. You won the fight, and I have it right here.” 
Mags squeezed her, kissing her again. “It’s not just about the money, Connie. I like fighting. It’s important to me.” 
“That’s okay! If you want to fight, do it. But do it legally, where there’s no risk of some sore losing bitch ready to kill you to claim a prize. I’m behind you fighting; I know how much you love it. But please, no more underground fights.”
Mags had never thought of that before, and idea appealed to her. For now though, she wanted to focus on getting out of the hospital, and figuring out what her parents were doing. Were they really trying to be her parents again? Were they really going to accept her for who she was, and what Connie was to her? 
~
Two days later, as the doctor predicted, Mags was out of the hospital. Connie had been a Godsend. She had brought and even done most of Mags’ homework assignments for her. Mags would return to class on Monday with very little missed work. The doctor did advise that she not be alone, at least for a week, and Connie willingly volunteered to be her nurse. The day before Mags was released, she even went to Mags’ place to get a bag of her clothes and toiletries. 
“This’ll be fun,” Connie teased, walking her out of the hospital. “I can give you a sponge bath and everything.” 
Mags liked the sound of that, and let her girl know by dipping her into long, deep kiss. 
 



Chapter 8
Connie’s fingers slid delicately over the wet lips between Mags’ spread legs. They were parted and ready for her, trusting her to bring her pleasure. She lifted her eyes from the beautiful sight of her lover’s lily to her eyes, wanting to be sure. 
“Are you certain you’re ready for this? For me?” Connie asked, half serious, half teasing. 
Mags squirmed on the bed, resisting the urge to pull Connie on top of her already. 
“Yes, baby, I’m ready,” she panted, desperation lacing her voice. Not needing a further push than that, Connie gripped Mags’ hips and, using her own, slowly began to thrust the red strap-on inside her lover. Mags moaned at the pleasure of being filled, and it quickly spurred more courage into Connie. 
Pulling her hips back, she thrust again, harder, deeper, and saw the apparent pleasure in Mags’ face. As she continued to make love to her girlfriend, Connie’s lips reached hers, drowning her in slow and gentle kisses. Every swipe of Mags’ tongue, every moan that relayed pleasure, every gentle tug on Connie’s hair as she licked and suckled Mags’ breasts was an urge to continue.
“You’re going to make me cum,” Mags’ moaned, her thighs already trembling. Her release came moments later, flooding over Connie’s hips and pelvis as she came like she never had in her life. Connie covered her face in soft kisses as she waited for Mags to come down from the euphoric high. Only after she knew Mags was relaxed did she leave her side to take off her harness and wash their toy. When she climbed back in bed, Mags wrapped her arms around her, pulling her in until every part of their bodies were pressed flush against the other. 
“I love you, you know that?” Mags whispered in Connie’s ear. 
Connie snuggled further into Mags, nodding her head. “I know. I love you too.” 
Relief flooded into Mags as she heard the words, and she let out a long sigh. They had been saying it for over six months now, but Mags’ heart still paused every time she waited for Connie’s response. For the next ten minutes they laid languidly with one another, phasing in and out of sleep until Mags’ alarm clock went off. 
“No,” Connie whimpered, trying to take the alarm from Mags. “It’s not time to go yet.”
Mags chuckled, kissing the top of her head. “I’m afraid so, baby. Come on, we have to get dressed. We’re meeting my parents in an hour.”
Connie refused, and tightened her hold. “The restaurant’s only fifteen minutes away. That gives us forty-five minutes!” 
“Oh?” Mags laughed, looking surprised. “So you want to go sit for the next few hours with bedraggled hair, smelling of sex, with eyeliner smudged down your cheek? Hey, if you don’t mind, I don’t mind. Let’s do it. This should be fun.” 
Connie pursed her lips and squinted her eyes. “Sometimes I don’t like it when you make sense,” she pouted. 
Again, Mags couldn’t help but laugh as she pulled herself out of bed and slapped Connie’s ass. 
“I know baby. But it needs to be done from time to time. Come on, we can share a shower.”
Rolling out of bed, Connie hopped into the shower with Mags, knowing that, sadly, it was not time to play. They quickly scrubbed down, then stepped out to brush their teeth and comb their hair. Mags had decided to wear a well-fitted tux, with her hair gelled back and slightly to the side. 
Connie, on the other hand, had decided on a dress that Mags had bought her for her birthday a few months ago. Its black skirt kissed the ground and fit perfectly over her small curves and narrow waist. The neckline was daring, plunging nearly to her navel, but she wore it extremely well. She added a pair of silver heels and a touch of make up. With the help of Cynda, she had finally learned to use the stuff.
“You look beautiful,” Mags praised, as they looked at each other through the mirror. “You’re just missing one thing though,” she said, bending down to get something out of the cupboard. When she rose back up, she was holding a large, black, rectangular box. 
“Surprise!” 
Connie gasped as she opened it, finding the diamond choker and teardrop earrings she had been eyeing in the store months before. 
“Baby! Oh they’re just what I wanted! Put them on me!” Connie exclaimed, turning around to face the mirror. 
“I know we promised to do gifts after, but I thought this would look best with tonight’s ensemble, not tomorrow’s,” Mags explained, kissing the nape of Connie’s neck after fastening the necklace.
Twenty minutes later they arrived at the restaurant that they had shared their very first date on. This time was different, however. They were a couple now, and Mags no longer fought her illegal fights. She was quickly on her way up the Women’s Boxing ladder, and Connie had no doubt that she would make it to the professional level before they graduated. 
As before, Jacque greeted them in the foyer, only this time Connie didn’t feel out of place. She felt loved, accepted, and a part of her surroundings. 
“Good evening ladies, and many congratulations on your one year anniversary. Miss Maggie, your parents and guests are waiting for you upstairs in your private room. “
“Thank you, Jacque, we’ll see ourselves up,” Mags said, leading Connie towards the stairs.
“Your parents told Jacque why we were meeting?” Connie asked, surprised. 
“Oh yes,” Mags whispered. “According to my Aunt Tilly, they can’t stop telling people how proud they are of their out lesbian daughter who put herself through college before gaining an athletic scholarship.”
“Well, that’s way better than before! They seem to be really turning things around.” 
“We’ll see,” Mags murmured. “Ready?” 
Connie took a deep breath, smoothing her hands down her dress. “Ready.” 
Mags opened the doors, and the couple was greeted family and friends, who were all there to celebrate the love that had grown between the two women.
 



An Old Friend



Chapter 1
“Congratulations, kid.” 
Ty plopped down on my couch, clutching two bud lights and a box of pizza in his hands. He popped the tab of the aluminum can and guzzled half the bear in a single gulp.
I rolled my eyes. He was the fifth or sixth person to congratulate me today. 
“What are you congratulating me for? It’s not like I’m engaged or anything,” I whined as I reached for a slice of pizza.
“You and the Guatemalan Goddess sure act like you’re engaged.” He laughed at the nickname he gave my former girlfriend.
“Yeah, if we were engaged we would still be together.” 
I sunk my teeth into the pizza and tried to ignore the hot steam and scalding cheese that was burning the inside of my mouth. 
His bushy eyebrows knit in concern. “What do you mean?”
I sighed, not in the mood to explain the story, but his piercing blue eyes were waiting for the answer.
“When Bianca found out the Congress made gay marriage legal she proposed to me right away. Through a text.”
He suppressed the urge to laugh. 
“Go on.”
“She said, ‘lets hurry up and get married before Congress changes their mind.’ She asked me if I had a white dress to wear to the courthouse. She was serious too,” I explained. 
Ty took another gulp of his beer in attempt to control his temptation to laugh in my face.
“She said never mind if I didn’t have one because she would get us matching dresses.”
Ty nearly choked.
“You guys haven’t even been dating a year yet, have you?”
“Seven months, Ty. Seven months. “
“Well isn’t she like thirty? She’s probably ready to settle down, have a family and all that shit,” He figured, finishing a slice piece of pizza in a few bites.
“She’ll be twenty-nine in July, and I know, that’s what she said. But I’m only twenty-three; I don’t want to be married yet. And I don’t want to be proposed to via text!” I defended myself as I opened the other beer on the table. I began flipping through channels to give myself something to do. 
“I hear ya. Every time I get serious with a girl she starts talking marriage and babies. I just want to take things slowwww.” He glugged.
“Exactly.” I stared blankly at the TV. “She wasn’t the one anyways,” I mumbled stopping when I reached the TLC station.
A wedding show was on. A teary-eyed bride in a puffy princess ball gown was being escorted down the aisle by a man in a wheelchair. It was exactly the kind of dress Miranda would wear.
“See, Ty. I want a big wedding like that.” 
He raised his eyebrows in amusement. 
“You do?”
I punched him in the shoulder. 
“Just because I’m a lesbian doesn’t mean I have to settle for a courthouse.”
“Okay, okay,” he soothed, rubbing his shoulder. “You gonna wear a big poufy dress like that too?” He laughed to himself.
I rolled my eyes. 
“No my bride can have the princess dress if she wants. I’m going to have a sexy sleek white dress. Maybe it’ll be backless so I can show off Mushu,” I half-joked, referring to my dragon tattoo.
“That would be bad-ass. I’ll make sure I’m front and center so I can see that first kiss.”
I punched him in the arm, this time for his perverseness.
“You’ll be my best man. So you’ll be behind me.” I teased.
“Damn, so I wouldn’t even have a good view of the kiss.” He stretched out his long legs propping his feet on my coffee table.
“Excuse you.” I said as I knocked his feet off. “Don’t use my mail as a footrest.”
“It’s all bills anyway,” he defended, gathering them in his hands.
“Except this one.” he handed me a pink sparkly envelope. 
The left corner had a stamp that said Mr. and Mrs. Randall Redding.
Who the hell is that?

The address read Springfield, Connecticut. There wasn’t anyone from that judgmental town that I stayed in touch with. I hadn’t been there in over five years, and I couldn’t think of a single person who would be sending me mail. 
I opened the envelope, and pulled out a pale pink card. The front of the card had just a black and white picture of a couple. The man was good looking. Extremely good looking, definitely a product of Springfield. His face was perfectly symmetrical; his lips pursed in a tight lipped grin. The angle of the photograph was centered on the dainty hands resting on his chest that showcased a giant diamond engagement ring.
“What is it?” Ty asked.
“It looks like a wedding invitation.” I said as I opened it.
You are cordially invited to celebrate the Wedding Ceremony of Mr. Randall Redding and Ms. Miranda Crenshaw.
“You’re already receiving gay wedding invitations. You lesbians don’t waste any time, huh?” he laughed as he propped his feet on my table again.
I didn’t reprimand him this time. I felt like I had been hit by a truck.
“It’s my ex’s wedding. She’s marrying a man.”
Ty tensed up.
 “Which ex?” he asked even though he already knew the answer.
“You know which one.” I said. “The bitch that broke my heart.”
I took a look at the invitation, studied the details that had Miranda written all over it. It was beautiful and elegant just like her. I looked at the back where she put the RSVP line. She had written a note.
Hey Jade-bug.
I know we haven’t spoken in a while but it wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t have you at my wedding. It took me a while to track down your address and I hope you get this invitation in time. I hope to see you on my big day. You’re going to love Randy!
“When is the wedding?” Ty asked.
I flipped it over and gasped.
“Her wedding is on Sunday.”
Ty sat up. “Like the day after tomorrow, Sunday?”
I nodded.
“You gonna go?” he asked. “I’ll be your date if you don’t want to go alone.”
I smiled at his kindness. We’d only been friends for a few years but it felt like we’d known each other our whole life. It was funny how new people could become your best friends, and old friends could become your worst enemies.
“Thanks Jay. But I need to go alone. Besides, you would hate it.”
He looked relieved. 
“I didn’t want to go anyway.” he smiled. “It’s just a bunch of old stuck-up rich bitches.”
“Hey. I used to be one of those rich bitches,” I said, pretending to be offended.
“You used to have money. But you’re different than them. You have heart.”
 



Chapter 2
The two and a half hour drive back to Springfield was surprisingly quick, much quicker than the drive leaving the dreadful place. I wasn’t quite sure what I was going to do after I settled into the hotel. 
I just needed to talk to her. Miranda owed me that much. After I tipped the bell-hop I sat down and decided how I was going to get in touch with her. I still had her number memorized from when we were teens, but I doubt it was her current one. I dialed, thinking it was as good a start as any.
“Hello.”
It was her. I felt a lump in my throat that made it hard to speak.
She shushed someone in the background and spoke again. 
“Hello?”
“Miranda?” I asked, although I already knew it was her. I would recognize that light breathy voice anywhere.
“Jade!” Her voice was filled with excitement, as if she were speaking to a long lost friend.
“It’s been so long. How are you?” She asked.
“Single.” I said bluntly. “My girlfriend and I broke up because I didn’t want to marry her.”
“That’s right. Gay marriage is legal now. Congratulations, Jade bug.”
I cringed at the sound of my old nickname. How dare she use it. How dare she think it was okay after the way she ended things with me.
“I’m the one who should be congratulating you, Mrs. Randall Redding,” I said not even trying to hide the bitterness and sarcasm in my voice. 
“So you did get the wedding invitation. Will you be able to come?” If she noticed my tone she didn’t acknowledge it. Always one to keep the peace.
 She had a lot of nerve asking me to return to the place that ostracized me for being who I am and who she is too. Well I guess who she was, considering the circumstances.
“I’m in town Miranda. I checked in at the Marriott.”
“OMG,” she squeaked, like the valley girl she was.
“Where are you now? We need to meet up.” Her voice was eager, like a kid on Christmas morning.
Someone in the background asked who she was talking to and she murmured an old friend.
A friend? That’s all I was to her? We definitely needed to meet up. There were a few things I wanted to say.
I forced a smile on my face, hoping that it would help my voice sound pleasant. It was best to avoid animosity with Miranda. She was a coward of confrontation so I had to play her way and act like I wanted to meet up for a long overdue chat with an “old friend.”
“That would be great.” I said, paralleling her enthusiasm. “I know you’re probably swamped with last minute wedding preparations, but do you think you can squeeze me in?”
“For you, of course!” she exclaimed. “Let’s see, I’m at Serenity with the girls getting the bridal party special.” 
A chorus of excited cheers echoed in the background, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “And we have the rehearsal dinner at 7, so I can meet up with you at 5:30.”
“Great. Where do you want to meet?”
“Let’s go to Jandy’s. It’s only right.”
Of course she wanted to go to Jandy’s. In High School, Jandy’s was a frozen yogurt place that Miranda and I went to on our first date. Ever since then it was our go to spot. It was our spot.
“Jandy’s is perfect, so is 5:30.” I almost added you’re perfect to the end of the sentence. It was such a homey feeling making, plans with Miranda. It felt second nature. But a lot has changed since the last time I saw her, her sexual orientation for example.
“Alright Jade bug. See you then.”
For the first time in five years I struggled to decide what to wear. What does someone wear when they meet up with the person who broke their heart? Something that’s going to break theirs.
I settled on a black cocktail dress and matching heels. The dress hugged my body perfectly, and accentuated my tiny waist and shapely hips. It doubled my cleavage, and was just the kind of thing that would make Miranda regret her decision. 
I was sampling the strawberry sorbet when she walked in looking like a movie star.
Her long blonde hair had been cut and layered and she added some caramel highlights to her honey blonde hue. She wore a white cocktail dress, similar to mine that played up her best features. Her nude stiletto heels worked wonders for her legs. She looked radiant and beautiful, and her skin glowed so much I wondered if she was pregnant.
I didn’t know what I would do if I saw her again. I never thought I would see her again, so I put the ‘what if’s’ behind me. It was easy to pretend that she was dead to me, with me being in New York and her being wherever her parents wanted her to be, but now she stood just a few feet away from me, very much alive.
“Jade!” she squealed in that way she did when she was excited.
She scurried over to me and threw herself into my arms. Her hair still smelled like Apples.
I felt the urge to scowl but that decadent scent brought back too many memories not to smile.
“OMG. You look amazing,” she praised, looking me up and down.
“You dyed your hair black, and it grew out from that pixie look and into a cute little bob. The dark color really brings out your eyes.” she said.
“Thank you.” I could feel myself blushing. “You look gorgeous, as usual.”
“I better. Serenity is the best spa in town.”
We took our usual corner booth in the back of the restaurant. It was the only place barely visible from the register. In High School we used to sit on the same side and finger each other under the table, seeing who could keep a straight face the longest. I usually won.
I took a look at her when she wasn’t paying attention. Her blue eyes seemed distant but happy. She was probably thinking about the same thing I was. It was the kind of memory that forced its way to the front of your mind when triggered. We sat at opposite sides of the table for the first time.
“Jade, it’s been so long. What have you been up to?” she asked as she leaned in, propping her head up with her hands, as if I was going to fill her in on all the escapades that occurred in my life in the last five years. 
“I’m doing great. As you know I moved to New York, graduated from NYU with a 3.7. Now I’m a personal chef and an assistant manager at a really exclusive restaurant.” Before I could continue my ringtone interrupted me.
The screen of my iPhone lit up with a picture of me and Ty drunk on the beach.
I told him I was going to call when I arrived, but I forgot. “I’ll call him back later,” I said, letting voicemail pick up the missed call.
“Ohhh. He’s cute. Is that your boyfriend?” her eyes were wide and innocent, like it was an honest question she was asking.
“No. Ty isn’t my boyfriend. He’s my best friend. I don’t like men, remember?”
She sipped some of her Starbucks drink averting my gaze. 
“Right. He’s cute though.”
“I didn’t think he would be your type” I said pausing. “I didn’t think men were your type.”
The color slowly started to drain from her face. 
“Guess that Christian College really scared the gay out of you, huh? What did they do? Brainwash you into thinking the Devil made you like pussy?”
“I never was gay Jade.” she said in a stiff, rehearsed monotone. “It was just an experimental phase.”
I scoffed at the idea. 
“You forget who you’re talking to.” I leaned in and lowered my eyes until I was sure they were two snake-like slits in my face.
“If anyone knows you’re gay, it would be me. You can save that rehearsed line for your parents and your husband, but I see right through it. Have you forgotten all the things we used to do? And how you used to love every minute of it. Did you forget what we used to do at this very table?”
“Jade, please!” she looked like I had slapped her.
She wasn’t radiant anymore. Instead her skin was flushed, and pasty. I stirred up some unpleasant emotions, and I was glad I did. She deserved to hear everything I had to say to her.
“I just don’t understand how you could sell out. Sell yourself out, and sell us out. For money.” I spat the words at her, venom in every syllable.
The look on her face was unforgettable. It was screwed up, as if she was fighting with herself about something. The look in her eyes could only be described as remorse.
I felt my anger soften. She was a traitor. A money-hungry, spoiled little rich girl, but I still cared about her.
“Look Miranda.” I placed a hand over hers, not holding it, but just touching it. I missed the contact.
“I know I put you in a hard place. My parents hadn’t just disinherited me, actually they pretty much disowned me because of who I am, and your parents were going to do the same. But we could have made it, Miranda. We could have made it on our own without their help because we would have had each other.”
She turned her head slightly but kept her body facing away from me.
“I made it on my own. Having you by my side would have made it that much easier, but you can’t look at me and honestly tell me that it was all just a phase. What you and I had was real, and it kept me from giving myself completely to any other woman because I knew that I could never truly be with anyone else.”
She turned her head all the way, making eye contact. Her cerulean blue eyes were still as gorgeous as I remembered them.
“My ex proposed to me when gay marriage became legal. I told her no because I wasn’t ready, and because she wasn’t the one. She wasn’t you. Then I saw your wedding invitation, and I knew it had to be a sign.”
She turned completely to me and I grabbed both of her hands.
“We’re not meant to marry other people because we’re meant to be with each other.”
If I’m not mistaken I could have sworn I saw a tear in those baby blues. We sat holding hands in silence for what felt like an eternity.
“Seeing you brings back a lot of memories.” she said, her voice was low and choked up like she was holding back tears.
“But I made a commitment to Randy. You would really like him if…” she started.
“Fuck Randy!” I wasn’t yelling but I might as well have been.
Miranda drew silent and seemed a little scared.
“You don’t love him. You’ve been trained to love him. Your parents and that school programmed you to be something you’re not…” I began.
“But this is who I am Jade.” she spat, agitation growing prominent in her voice. “I’m the daughter of multi-millionaires. This is the only life I’ve ever known. I’m high maintenance, and I like it that way. You think I could have survived in New York without a dollar to my name? I’m not like you. I’m not street smart. I’m sheltered. I couldn’t last two days in the big city. I just couldn’t give up everything.”
“You couldn’t.” I asked, not buying her reasoning. “Or wouldn’t?”
“What does it matter, Jade?” She raised her voice now. “Honestly Randy is exactly the kind of man I would have ended up with anyway if I wouldn’t have fallen in love with you,” She shouted.
She broke what must be the number one rule when converting yourself from a lesbian into a straight girl. Never admit you were in love with another girl.
Her eyes widened, and she looked away after realizing her mistake. She stood up and smoothed her dress.
“I have to go, Jade.” she said, her tone laced with cold professionalism. “The rehearsal is starting soon.”
I stood up too.
 “So you’re going to let them win, Miranda? If you go and you marry that man, then you not only gave up on us, but you gave up on yourself and happiness.”
Miranda stood swirling her drink in her cup. She finally looked up at me. “I’m sorry, Jade.” she offered.
The words felt like a knife through the heart. I couldn’t believe this was who she had allowed herself to become.
“It’s all good. I know when I’ve lost. At least I have some closure,” I said, trying not to let her see how bad I was hurting.
She smiled awkwardly. “Yeah, it’s good. I have your number and you have mine. So we can stay in touch.” 
“Can I at least have a hug goodbye?”
She smiled a real smile and embraced me. When she tried to release me I wrapped my hands around the nape of her neck and pulled her in for one final kiss.
Her mouth was warm against mine. After the initial shock of it all wore off, she melted into me, becoming putty in my hands. I ran my fingers through her silky hair and placed my hand on the small of her back. Her whole body seemed to be radiating heat as her lips worked overtime to keep up with mine. I could tell she hadn’t been kissed this passionately in a while. Probably since I left. I was the only one who knew how to kiss her properly, because she was and always would be mine, no matter what prick she got married to.
I pulled away from her slowly, and smiled when I saw her face lean in, eyes still closed, lips still puckered, silently begging for more.
“You better go. Can’t keep the wedding party waiting.” I whispered sarcastically.
She opened her eyes, dazed and cheeks blazing. “Right.” 
She looked like she wanted to say something but didn’t. 
“So you won’t be coming to my wedding tomorrow?” She asked, even though she knew the answer.
I laughed to myself. “If this is the life you really want for yourself then trust me you don’t want me there. I’ll only embarrass you.”
“So you’re leaving tonight?” she asked, her voice small and quiet like a child asking their parent for something that was out of the question.
“I already booked the night. I might as well get my money’s worth. Why?”
She shrugged. “Just wondering.”
“Well, I’m starving. Some of us don’t have gourmet meals waiting for us at a rehearsal dinner. Take care, beautiful.” I slapped her ass for old times’ sake, and walked out of Jandy’s, making sure I didn’t look back.
 



Chapter 3
“You got balls, kid. I can’t believe you kissed her.” Ty laughed as he shoved French fries into his mouth.
I face-timed him after I got back, took a long hot shower, and ordered room service.
“Of course I kissed her. I had to remind her who she was giving up,” I explained as I flipped through channels on the hotel’s TV.
Ty laughed. “Sure. That’s why you did it.”
“That was part of the reason.”
“And the other part?” he asked.
I smiled, thinking about how beautiful she looked. “You would have wanted to kiss her too if you saw her.”
“Is this the redhead?” he asked.
“No the blonde.”
He nodded in understanding.
“She had on this tight white dress that looked like it was made just for her. She got a facial and full body scrub so her skin just glowed. And her hair…”
“I don’t want to hear about Goldilocks’ hair. Tell me more about what that ass looked like in that dress.”
We laughed at his comment, our laughter almost drowning out the faint knock at the door.
“What the hell.” I grumbled, untangling myself from the plush comforter set.
“What?” Ty asked.
“Someone’s at the door.”
“Lay off the room service J.”
I hadn’t ordered anything else. I looked through the peep hole and saw nothing but gold curls blocking the hole.
“It’s her,” I whispered to my phone so she wouldn’t hear me.
“Who?” He asked leaning into the screen.
“Fucking Goldilocks! It’s Miranda. How did she know what room I was in? I’ll call you back Ty.”
I hung up with him and opened the door in one swift motion.
Miranda turned to face me. Her eyes were red and puffy, like she had been crying even though her make-up was still perfectly in place. She walked passed me, inviting herself in. I shut the door behind her.
“Are you okay?”
“I was.” she said, looking like she was about to burst into tears at any moment. “Until you showed up.” Her voice was icy.
“I spent five years. Five long years convincing myself and my family that I wasn’t-” she stopped and took a deep breath. “A lesbian.” She said the word in a tone barely above a whisper.
“I even had myself convinced that I was completely straight. I went on dates with men that my parents set me up with. I learned to like men just like you said, but anytime I saw a beautiful woman I nearly lost it.” She started pacing back and forth.
“And it’s Springfield; there is beautiful woman around me all the time! The thoughts I had were driving me insane. I started watching lesbian porn just so I could get a fix. I felt like a crack head or something. Eventually it became the only kind of porn I would watch.”
I sat down on the bed, not knowing what to say to make her feel better.
“And then,” she said, laughing to herself. “You show up, looking as sexy as you did when you left. But now you’re matured. You’re more sophisticated. You certainly aren’t a teenager anymore. You are a woman. A grown and sexy woman who was the only woman I ever loved. And you were dangling in front of my face like a piece of raw meat.” She looked at me again, pausing to take me in before continuing, walking back and forth the length of the room.
“You told me about how successful you are, and I felt stupid for choosing my parents money instead of being with you. You made it in one of the most dangerous cities in the world, and you did it on your own.”
“Well I wouldn’t say on my own,” I said shyly, trying to diffuse the situation.
“Jade, your family had more money than mine and that’s saying something. But you didn’t care about any of that. You said ‘the hell with you and your money I’m going to be who I am and I’m going to make it without you’, and you did. You didn’t let them stop you being who you are.” She sat down beside me. “You’re truly amazing for that, Jade-bug.”
“Thanks.” I patted her shoulder, hoping it was comforting.
She sniffled, and then grew silent. She didn’t move an inch and even her breaths were inaudible.
“Miranda you okay?”
She laughed a slow and creepy laugh, and I felt truly terrified. She was about to lose it.
“All the money that went into this fucking wedding. All of the time and effort that went into this façade. I’m pretty sure Randy is only marrying me because he’s taking over Daddy’s business. The whole thing is just a big lie.” She punched the pillow she was holding, and I jumped back a little.
“Hey. A wedding is supposed to be a celebration of love, not the final piece in making Miranda normal.” I held her hand with both of mine because I had no idea what else to say to her that would help make everything okay.
She smiled a sincere and genuine smile at the gesture.
“I’m not going tomorrow.” She stated, her smile fading just as quickly as it came. 
“You have to go to your own wedding.”
“It’s not my wedding. It’s their fucking wedding!” She snapped, referring to Randy and her parents.
“They just disguised it. They dressed it up and let me plan it exactly the way I wanted it to be. To send a message,” she snarled.
“A message?”
“Yes a message.” She began. “A message saying that the perfect life is attainable if I play their way. The perfect wedding, the perfect honeymoon and a real ‘happy ever after’ to match the fairytale theme. I even had a gorgeous, puffy Cinderella dress to top it all off. It was going to be so perfect.” Two tears escaped from her eyes.
I wiped them away almost instantly. “There’s no such thing as perfect.”
I smiled, hoping to warm her cold expression.
“Except for us,” she giggled. “We were perfect.” She wiped away another tear.
“Can’t argue with you on that one.” I laughed, and so did she.
“You remember when you threatened to beat up Adam at prom if he didn’t watch his hands when we were crowned queen and king.” She giggled at the memory, and I was glad it was making her feel better.
“Of course. Everyone knew Adam was a perv. I couldn’t have him feeling on my girl in front of the whole school.”
“Say it again.” Her giggling behavior was replaced with a serious demeanor. 
“Say what again?”
“Say I’m your girl again.” Her eyes were pleading, practically begging me to do so.
I smiled, and delicately cupped her chin in my hands so that I could look her directly in the eye. 
“You’re my girl, Miranda. No matter who you marry, or what your last name is. You’re always going to be my girl.”
Her lips curled upwards in that tight lipped smile that I loved so much. It was very hard to resist kissing her.
“You want to know one of the real reasons I agreed to marry Randy?” she asked.
“Why?”
“Because I couldn’t marry you, even if I wanted.” Her eyes lit up. “Until now.”
I couldn’t fight the urge anymore. I leaned in and kissed her. For the second time today she became putty in my hands. She tasted like Bubble gum, just like she always had. Her kisses were aggressive and intense, and almost desperate, like she had wanted to do this for years.
She straddled me and wrapped her legs around my waist as she took control. I slid my hands under her dress and grabbed her bare butt cheeks, courtesy of the lace thong she was wearing.
Miranda smiled, her skin slowly turning that familiar shade of pink, indicating that she was aroused. She slid her tongue in my ear, remembering the spot that never failed to turn me on. She lightly licked the rim of my ear as she slid her hand down and between my legs. I had been wearing only an oversized tee shirt since I slept naked but needed to cover up for my face-time call with Ty.
Her nostrils flared suggestively when she felt me instead of a pair of panties.
“No undies?” She whispered in my ear as she ran her fingers over my moist center, getting re-familiar with her old friend.
“You know I sleep naked.” I whispered as she dipped a finger into my wetness. We both gasped.
“You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to do this,” She breathed as she stuck her tongue in my ear and swirled it around, mimicking the stirring motion her finger did inside my pussy.
I moaned from the intensity of it all, and simultaneously rubbed her ass, occasionally gripping and slapping it as she worked on me.
“I missed your body so much.” She pulled off my tee shirt and smiled a broad, toothy grin, taking in my naked body for the first time in five years.
“You got tattoos.” She noticed, taking in my under breast Isis tattoo that I copied from Rihanna.
“Oh yeah, I have a dragon on my back too.”
She smirked. “I have a tattoo too.”
My eyes widened in surprise. Those words coming from her was about as likely as me not having any tattoos.
“Of what? And where?” 
She smiled, as if she had a dirty little secret. 
“I’ll show you.”
Miranda stood in front of me and unzipped her dress. She slid the straps off her shoulders and allowed it to fall to the floor. All she had on was a white lace thong. I could feel myself getting hotter. Her breasts were barely a B-cup at 18 and now they were a solid C-cup at 23.
She slowly turned around, revealing a small sunflower peeking out above the lace.
“It’s cute. I like it.” I complimented, motioning for her to come closer.
She sauntered over to me like the sex kitten I knew her to be. I kissed her sunflower and slowly pulled down her thong, sliding my hands between her legs, re-familiarizing myself.
I maneuvered my index finger through her perfect pussy, caressing her lips just the way she liked. She smiled in pleasure as she beckoned me to do more.
I stood up and bent her over the bed. Having this view of Miranda again almost brought tears to my eyes. She was so beautiful. I always said she had the prettiest vagina I had ever seen. It was the kind that you couldn’t help but want to taste. Her lips were thick and supple. Pink and juicy, the kind that hid everything, making you have to explore if you wanted to get to the good stuff. Her ass was perfectly round and just enough to give you a handful when you grabbed it. 
She lifted herself and climbed further onto the bed, resting on her hands and knees. Her ass was in the air, and that delectable pussy lay in between. She was about to get everything that she missed out on.
I slid my finger into her tight little opening. I loved how her pussy wrapped around my index finger. I pushed deep inside her in long, slow strokes. Her body trembled at my touch. I sucked on her ass cheeks, leaving a nice, purple hickie on the beautiful ivory. She moaned when I started fingering faster, and I thought she was going to lose it when I stuck another finger in.
“Calm down, baby girl,” I instructed as I moved my fingers deep inside of her. “This is only the beginning.”
I continued to thrust my fingers inside of her as I pushed her further onto the bed. Twisting myself to my back I moved under and reached my lips up against hers. I sucked on her juicy pussy lips, causing her to flow onto my fingers. I pulled my wet fingers out of her, loving the suction noise it made, and licked up the sexy mess. When I finished I shoved three fingers back into her and fucked her until she was shaking uncontrollably.
I swirled my tongue around her flesh, loving how she still tasted like strawberries. She clenched the sheets as she moaned my name into the pillow, just like she did when we were teenagers. It was time for the grand finale now. I removed my soaking fingers and began circling her asshole, causing her to arch her back. I sucked on her clit and began rubbing her pussy with my chin while she grinded into me as I pulled on her ass. If I wasn’t mistaken, she would cum in about three seconds.
“Jade!” She cried as she grabbed the sheets, raised her body and forced my face deeper into her pussy. I quickly obliged, continuing to suck, rub and fuck my queen until her moans sounded like cries. I knew I had her.
I forgot she was a squirter though. A clear liquid shot out of her pussy and flowed down my mouth and chin to the bed sheets, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.
I forced my fingers back into her vagina and gently tickled and penetrated her asshole, sending her over the edge again. More cum ran out of her body, soaking the me and the sheets. She was moaning loudly, breathing heavily, her body quivering until she was done. She rolled, over exhausted yet satisfied.
“God, I need you.” She breathed as she covered her eyes.
A knock on the door disrupted our moment. I was going to ignore it and prepare her for round two, but the knock came again this time more impatient.
“You stay there and collect yourself,” I soothed, wrapping myself in one of the hotels robes. “I’m not nearly done with you yet.
She winked and grabbed at her bottom lip, letting me know she was game.
“Yes?” I asked when I opened the door, not even bothering with the peep hole.
A 6’2” muscular man with red hair and a great jaw line towered over me. Fury lay deep in his brown eyes. He walked right passed me and into my hotel room.
“Randy!” Miranda exclaimed as she grabbed the cum-soaked sheets in an effort to cover her naked body from her fiancé. “I can explain.”
 



Women Seeking Women
By Kalinda



Chapter 1
Kendra's ability to zone out her husband had become an art form, but she had to tune back in when Michael said the word “divorce.” They had thrown that word around quite a bit during their five-year marriage, but Kendra knew Michael was being serious this time by the way he said it. She looked up at him, setting aside the newspaper that she had used as a distraction.
“You want a divorce?” Kendra reiterated, making sure she hadn't heard him wrong.
 “Don't tell me that you don't, Kendra,” Michael said. “Neither of us are happy.” 
“Okay then,” was all Kendra said before she left the room. She knew that Michael would leave for his law firm soon, where he would flirt with his secretary and forget all about his life with her.
That thought was validated when she heard the kitchen door slam and the sound of Michael’s classic mustang starting up. 
Kendra felt like she could only breathe when Michael wasn't around. Without him, she didn’t have to walk on eggshells anymore. She could finally be herself. 
When Michael was around, he always made her feel as though she never quite added up, like she would never meet his expectations. It was a horrible feeling, being rejected by the one person who promised to always love her. And Michael, cold and insensitive, had never tried to hide how he felt. She recognized the disapproval in his passive aggressive methods, his constant moodiness, and his overall rejection of her. 
Divorce was hard. This wasn't the first time that she had thought about it, and she was sure that once it became a reality, she would feel like she had failed. Both she and Michael had known that she was never going to be the perfect wife. She preferred working to cooking, and strategizing to cleaning. 
Kendra also knew what Michael had wanted out of a wife. He was the kind of man that had a mother who had waited on him hand and foot for his entire life. It was something that frustrated Kendra to her core. She would roll her eyes whenever Beverly would untie Michael's shoes and pull them off his feet. How degrading was that? Kendra felt sick just watching it happen. She would never be that kind of subservient woman.
They had gotten married in a small Baptist church by a traditional preacher, just how Beverly wanted it to be. Kendra remembered how the vow “I will submit to Michael” tasted sour as she said it. Still, she married him.
Even though not meaning her vows was a big mistake, she couldn't take all the blame for this divorce. Michael was just as much at fault. It seemed as the marriage continued, Michael did less and less to impress Kendra. He no longer took care of himself or strived to satisfy her.
She knew that he had always been a little rough around the edges, and that he had his flaws. He could be selfish, uncaring and cold. But none of that had mattered five years ago when Michael and Kendra got married. They were so in love, or at least they thought so.
At the tender age of 22, everyone thinks that their relationship is going to last forever. What Kendra didn't think about, however, was the fact that both of them had a lot of growing to do, and unfortunately, they grew apart.
What they faced now had been inevitable from the start. Kendra had realized that about a year ago, when she found herself daydreaming about other men. She could pinpoint the exact moment when she had known her marriage to Michael was doomed.
 There were women that would have been perfectly happy in a marriage with Michael, women that fit his idea of a faultless wife. Kendra, though, wasn't that kind of woman. She was independent and always took her happiness as her own. Never again would she make the mistake of relying on somebody else to make her happy, like she had in the beginning of her marriage. She was just thankful that her marriage to Michael didn't include any children; it would be a clean break. 
She looked down at her wristwatch and realized that if she didn't leave now, she would be late for work. She did her best to not reflect upon the fact that she felt nothing but relief about the divorce.
 



Chapter 2 
It wasn't too long before Michael texted Kendra. 
I won't be coming back to the house tonight. I think it's better if we keep our lives separate from now on. 
Even though Kendra agreed entirely, she knew exactly what Michael was doing by sending that text. She knew that he was trying to get a reaction out of her. It was a tactic that he had used often. Of course what he had just said didn't need to be said. It was obvious that a couple going through a divorce wouldn’t be spending time together. Thankfully, by his traditional values, that meant that he was the one in charge of finding a place to stay while they worked everything out.
She was thankful for that. Kendra didn't keep any friends. Michael had made it so difficult for her to have any that she decided it was easier to live in solitude. Her relationship with her parents was strained, too, at least with her mother. They had disagreed over Michael, and as such Kendra now regretted the falling-out. Kendra's mother had done everything she could to warn Kendra about the marriage. She even resorted to begging Kendra not to get married on the wedding day.
At the time, it frustrated Kendra. Why couldn’t her mother just let her be happy? Only now, Kendra realized that happiness was exactly what her mother had wanted for her. Somehow, she knew that Kendra would one day be unhappy with him. She wanted to call her mother instead of texting Michael back. She ultimately decided just to close the phone altogether. 
Focusing on work was an enormous relief. The distraction was better than anything else Kendra could've thought of. She loved numbers. She loved the way that no matter what, they always made sense. She loved the fact that numbers would never change. They would always be, and mean, the same thing. Numbers never lied or deceived her. 
“Hey Kendra, how are you?” Kendra couldn't help but smile as she heard the voice. The honeyed voice came from the petite and beautiful Heather Wilkinson. 
Heather was a naturally sweet woman. She was always curious about people, but not in an intrusive kind of way. She was always setting out to help people, to make them feel better. Out of everyone that Kendra worked with, she preferred Heather.
And Heather was beautiful, too. She had a small frame and a baby face. Long, fiery red locks hung in waves down her shoulders. Her constant and consistent rosy cheeks were her signature. Her bright blue eyes and soft, pink lips made her that much more alluring. 
There was something about Heather that attracted Kendra to her, like a bright flame drawing in a helpless moth. Kendra not only enjoyed the time that she spent with Heather, but also yearned for her company when they were apart. Heather was the closest thing that Kendra had to a friend, and yet their relationship was much more dynamic than that. There was a certain flirtation in every one of their interactions, even if Kendra was fairly sure that Heather was straight. Heather always had men chasing after her. Whatever was between the two women was just harmless fun.
“I'm okay,” Kendra said. It didn't take much for Heather to see through her façade.
“If you want to talk about it, I'm going on my lunch,” Heather said, not trying to bring too much attention to it, nor begging her to explain what was wrong. 
“Lunch couldn't hurt,” Kendra said with a shrug. She didn't want the opportunity to slip by.
 



Chapter 3 
“Do you want to tell me what has you so down?” Heather asked, pulling her short white lace dress to her knees as she sat down at the cafe table. 
Kendra poked and prodded at the deli sandwich that sat in front of her. “Michael and I are getting a divorce.”
“How do you feel about that?” Heather asked as she took a bite of her own meal. Kendra was happy that that was her reaction. She didn't want anything dramatic. Heather’s calm demeanor sufficed.
“I saw it coming,” Kendra said. “But I can't say that I'm not disappointed.”
“I can understand that,” Heather said. When Kendra didn’t respond, she asked, “Do you know what you need?”
Kendra looked up at her.
“Go home,” Heather said. “Indulge yourself in a relaxing bubble bath, drink some wine.”
Kendra had to admit, it sounded nice. She couldn't remember the last time that she had relaxed, or even the last time that she had spent an evening on her own.
A new message interrupted the conversation. Kendra didn't have to look at the phone to know it was from Michael.
You're already ignoring me? You can't just act like I don't exist, Kendra. At least acknowledge what I said, so I know that you understand. 
Even in text, it sounded just like him.
I got your text.
“Shut your phone off, too. I'll cover you for the rest of the day,” Heather offered with a sweet smile.
She didn't have to be told twice. With the return of the smile, Kendra sat up and headed for her car. It was strange to come home in the middle of the day, especially with the knowledge that Michael wouldn’t be at the house anytime soon.
Kendra stripped down until she was completely nude, still wearing her high heels. She strutted into the bathroom, drew herself a nice warm bath, and began admiring her body. She had kept up with it so well. Doing two hours of Pilates each day really paid off. Looking at her body reminded her of something— Well, someone. She remembered her first encounter with another woman.
She slipped into the full tub with a bottle of red wine as she remembered it, letting the sweet memory wash over her. It was her freshmen year of college, and she'd had enough of greedy men. She had no intention of having any kind of connection with someone who only wanted to possess her body and soul. She'd discovered women while getting her first college degree, and knew they could be a thrilling substitute to men. Her roommate, Joclyn, was the one, the guide on her secret excursion.
Kendra was only nineteen at the time, and Joclyn was in the senior class. Joclyn had also waited four years to further her education, making her a full eight years older than Kendra, and much more experienced.
Kendra had come home, falling down drunk after a dreadful date with Eli Dalton, who would not take no for an answer. ‘Yes’ was the only word he wanted to hear. After filling her with cheap beer, he attacked her in the basement bathroom. Thankfully, she was able to get him off of her, and staggered up the faintly lit stairs to find anyone she knew. One of her sober classmates drove her to her apartment, where Joclyn took charge.
“Lift your arms up above your head,” Joclyn had instructed.
Kendra was relying heavily on Joclyn, both young women seated on the edge of Kendra's bed. She strained to move her arms; they refused to go any higher than her chest, and even that seemed to be an impossible feat. It took everything out of Kendra.
She was struggling with her tight pullover sweater, the same sweater that the two women had looked for hours to find. The sweater let loose of Kendra’s breasts, but refused to come off her arms. Joclyn helped her in her feeble attempt, and Kendra felt her roommate's well-endowed chest touching her own, but thought nothing of it. The sweater finally slid free and Kendra let her arms collapsed to her sides, exhausted but relieved.
Kendra stared down through her foggy mind as Joclyn unzipped her jeans and pulled them off. Kendra suddenly fell back onto the bed, losing her poise as the jeans slid out from under her and into Joclyn’s hands. She lay there in her drunken state, vaguely aware of the fingers that were taking off her shoes and socks before pulling her pants completely off. The next thing she was aware of was the presence of her roommate lying beside her. She turned her head, her blurry eyes trying to concentrate on Joclyn's lovely face only inches from hers.
“You did it again, didn't you Kendra?” Kendra wasn't sure what Joclyn was talking about.
“What?” 
“You give these guys that flirty look, shake your ass, and they go insane. They have no control,” Joclyn said. Unable to deny it, Kendra smiled.
This wasn’t the first time that she should have been more careful about leading on men. They were not to be trusted. She tried to put together the words to express her appreciation for Joclyn's worry, but the presence of Joclyn’s warm fingers on her exposed belly, splayed just below her breasts, demanded her undivided attention.
“You really are much too sexy for your own welfare. You should use your powers for good, Kendra.” Joclyn rolled closer to her.
Kendra was suddenly hyper aware of her roommate's soft and perky breasts pressing against her bare arm. Joclyn was a fantastically gorgeous woman. It always struck Kendra as strange that she didn't have a string of boyfriends, despite all the men that craved her attention. She’d never made the link that Joclyn could be a lesbian. Now, though, she was very aware of Joclyn’s warmth beside her and the gentle hand sliding over the sensitive skin of her belly.
Kendra’s body responded on instinct, building on the unintentional erotic feelings that stirred uninhibited in her drunken state. She moaned, her legs falling open. Joclyn’s fingers moved lower, toward her sweet spot.
“Someone’s turned on,” Joclyn murmured. Her fingers slid over Kendra’s panties, a sexy pink thong that Kendra always wore on a night out.
Finally, Kendra’s thighs fell completely open in invitation. She was in a state that made it challenging for her to link the fingers that were now teasing her through the silk of her panties, to her friend and roommate who lay next to her on the bed. There was, however, no mistaking the sensations stirring between her thighs, the familiar feelings that habitually had led to sensual release. The fingers were so talented and experienced at pleasing her; even her own weren’t this worthy of orgasm.
“Come on baby,” Joclyn moaned in her ear. The same voice that had told her breakfast was done, or that she had mail, was now trying to get her to climax.
The words were whispered in her ear so softly, that they made tiny bumps appear all over Kendra’s skin. She could feel the breath behind them, sensing that the lips that spoke them couldn’t be far.
Then, a tongue touched her unsuspecting earlobe, devilishly entering the opening. Kendra’s moan was involuntary. Joclyn’s tongue continued its sweet ballet, seemingly synchronized with the fingers that played across her enlarged clitoris.
The orgasm surprised Kendra as it rushed over her, throwing her hips off the bed. Her head fell backward, her fists clutching the sheets as if they were the difference between life and death.
Suddenly, Joclyn’s lips were on hers, and not a shred of Kendra wanted to stop her. It was a deeply passionate kiss, warm and slow, but sensuous nonetheless.
Kendra fell into a deep, satisfied sleep. She had never quite connected her earth shattering orgasm to the presence of the other woman.
It wasn't until morning that Kendra realized what had really happened. Surprisingly, she didn’t regret this newfound part of herself. She simply admired the beautiful, nude woman sleeping next to her, and prepared herself for the next chapter of her life. A chapter where she thought of women when she pleasured herself, not men.
If Joclyn hadn't moved across the country when she was ready to settle down, Kendra was sure that they would still be lovers. Joclyn showed her everything that Kendra needed to know about loving another woman. Much to Joclyn's confusion, Kendra still dated men from time to time. Kendra knew she was bisexual, but she began to think that neither a woman, nor a man could ever satisfy her completely. There were parts of both sexes that she cherished, parts that the other sex lacked.
Kendra realized two things as she soaked in that bath water: One, she was extremely wet, and two, she wanted to experience more things with women. Withdrawing her soaking wet body from the sudsy bath, she walked to her room. She knew that there was no chance of Michael coming home, but she locked the doors anyway. Throwing her computer open, she typed “Women Seeking Women” into the search bar. 
 



Chapter 4
Kendra was shocked and a little overwhelmed with how many results popped up. She read them carefully.
Hi, My name is Lainey and I’m interested in a same-sex (lesbian) encounter. I’m looking for a cute female to have a good time with, maybe more. I’m about 5”4’, I have long blonde hair, a curvaceous body and I’m super bubbly and outgoing. If that sounds like something you would enjoy, please, call me! 
Another one read:
Gorgeous, Bi-sexual Blonde. Gorgeous, girlish, socialite, (28), beautiful body, very fashionable. Seeks hot femme for innocent conversation and malevolent seduction.
Kendra called both numbers. Both went to voicemail. She decided to leave them both the same message, and left her number and physical description on the site. Within minutes, her phone was blowing up. Too nervous to answer, she let the calls go to voicemail. She immediately checked her messages. 
“You have three unheard messages,” Kendra’s voicemail alerted her.
Kendra entered her PIN and waited for the automated voice to speak to her. Her hands felt clammy. She was really getting hot.
“Hi, my name is Dillion. You sound decent enough to eat.”
Delete. A man's voice. A man was the opposite of what she was interested in. Not now, and possibly not ever again. Her last relationship had been an utter disaster, the attractive, eloquent man showing himself eventually to be a real jerk. She pushed the button again.
“Hello. I'm calling about an ad. I’m interested in meeting you. I’m hoping that you’ll be okay with emailing me a photo. My name is Lainey.”

Kendra's heart was in her throat, pounding hard. A woman, talking about meeting in person for an encounter, maybe more. A woman with the intent to make love. That's what Kendra had put in the ad, so that must be what Lainey had wanted. She didn't say how old she was, or what she looked like. She only left her email. Kendra's mind began to spin, and then another message came through the earpiece. The girl from the first ad had called her.
“Hey sweetie. You never said, so I guess you're open to a woman like me. I’m what’s known as a dyke, although I hate that word. I'd love to get together and check out the chemistry. Nothing too heavy, just a visit. Maybe a cup of coffee? My name is Syn, but don't let that worry you. If you email me, I can show you a world that desperately needs a beauty like you.”
Kendra hadn't really thought about what sort of woman she was interested in meeting, but with Lainey and Syn's messages to choose between, she knew that Lainey would get her attention first. Her mind began going over recent pictures of herself, ones that showed off her outstanding figure. What an obscure thought, wanting to be attractive in another woman's eyes— and not for bragging purposes, but for sex appeal.
What had she gotten herself into?
 



Chapter 5
What a bizarre feeling. Kendra looked at her image in the mirror. Despite her familiar face, she could have been looking at a stranger. The bright red spandex suit appeared to be painted on her tight body. She turned to gaze at the plump, and round cheeks of her well-defined ass, which was equally revealed by the shiny material. The top of the suit controlled her full breasts, making it unnecessary to wear a bra, something for which she was thankful. The combined effect of going without a bra and the cling of the elastic spandex felt very sexy.
Kendra typically dressed much more conventionally, so the full view of her beautiful breasts offered in such a bold way was almost intimidating to her. She pulled an oversize leather jacket over her suit, hoping it would make her look a bit more modest. It certainly made her look less shocking, but there was still no denying her seductive appeal. She thought of Lainey's ad and knew her attire would draw warm approval at least, and malevolent seduction at most. She grabbed her purse and the slip of paper where an address was written, and left.
The club was in a part of town that Kendra seldom visited. With its crazy bars and lesbian strip clubs, it had offered little appeal to her in the past. Her life with Michael never asked for more than a small, cheap restaurant. Lainey assured her that this place wasn't a “lesbian only” club, which relieved Kendra somewhat, but she was still taken aback by the loud music and outrageous decor that greeted her as she entered. Lainey had called the place's style “intersexual in temper.” As her eyes grew accustomed to the dim lighting, Kendra saw an assortment of customers who could be either sex, mixed in with others whose gender was not in any way in doubt. 
There were macho men in jeans so tight that they showed off their genitals, and unbelievably feminine women in audacious costumes. Some of the outfits made Kendra’s look downright conservative. Her eyes caught sight of Lainey, who was dancing, surrounded by a group of three large men. She looked as spectacular as her post and her picture had promised, maybe even more so. She was wearing a bright yellow crocheted jumpsuit that appeared to have been made for her incredible body. Kendra stood mesmerized for a moment. When she reached the edge of the dancing stage, Lainey's striking eyes met hers, and a smile of recognition crossed her full lips. She began moving toward Kendra in time to the music. None of the three men seemed to be cognizant of what was happening; they simply moved with Lainey like she was food to a hungry dog.
Lainey danced off of the stage floor and right up to Kendra. She slid her thin arm beneath Kendra's jacket and around her body, pulling her into an embrace before she turned her body towards the dance floor. The men that had been so intent on Lainey stood back. They looked so satisfied to see the two beautiful women dancing. Kendra remembered her night with Joclyn, that wonderful feeling of a beautiful woman's body against her own, eager body. Lainey's fingers spread over Kendra’s breasts, and her long leg slid between Kendra’s parted thighs as they turned. 
This was definitely a malevolent seduction— only it was happening in front of three studs that would give their lives just to fuck either of these women. But the two women were there for each other; their delicious bodies pressed together, eyes locked in a gaze filled with commanding sexual vigor. Then, the music stopped and Kendra felt herself suspended in both space and time. Suddenly, Lainey’s lips touched hers, a gentle, tempting kiss she could in no way resist, even with those men's eyes gawking at her. Her lips were so soft, so unlike Michael’s rough mouth. She returned the kiss passionately, welcoming the tongue that slid amongst her lips. The kiss broke and she heard a shared sigh from their circle of fans. Lainey turned toward the men.
“Sorry fellas. As you can see, my date arrived.”
Lainey's magical fingers spread over Kendra’s right breast, pressing the soft mound through the red spandex. Kendra glanced around, tremendously self-conscious about being rubbed so boldly in a public place. Her jacket was spread wide open, every bit of modesty removed. Anyone glancing over their way would see Lainey's long scarlet-tipped fingers caressing her breasts.
To her surprise, Kendra saw others openly displaying their sexual needs as well. It came in every form imaginable. At one table, there was a man groping another man's erect genitals; at another, a third man rummaged around a drunk woman's open shirt, breasts bared for anyone to see; two women were making out in a corner booth, their hands busily moving beneath the table's surface. Kendra could only guess what they were doing.
Lainey had obviously planned this meeting well. Kendra closed her eyes, savoring the loving fingers with the knowledge that this gorgeous woman had no intention of stopping above the waist.
Lainey had begun to ravish her the minute they got into the car parked in the softly lit parking lot behind the dance club. There were quite a few other people in the parking lot, and it was clear to Kendra that the customers used their parked cars to play out the lust that had been stirred up by the scene inside. Her suit top was stretched across her chest above her bare breasts. Lainey's mouth was attached to one nipple and she was using her tongue to tease Kendra. Of course, the fingers between her thighs helped quite a bit. Kendra flowed with the moment, responding to Lainey's fervent kiss and allowing her hands to voyage over her lover's superb breasts, to slide down the woman's tight tummy to feel the mound between her soft thighs. Memories of her many nights with Joclyn slid through Kendra’s mind. This was the sort of passion she had been missing so desperately.
Suddenly, she was conscious of a face at the car’s window, and glanced in that direction. A younger woman's eyes met hers and didn’t look away. A smile crossed the woman's face and she slid her teeth across the fullness of her lower lip. Kendra wanted to protest, but Lainey's finger was sliding into her pussy and no words of any kind could rise from her throat. There was only a weak moan as her hips jerked off the seat. Her eyes met the woman's once again, and she couldn’t look away. The woman winked at Kendra, who closed her eyes and let herself focus on the pleasure. Her breasts were bare; her pants were down to her thighs and quickly moving south. Experienced fingers were stroking her clit; the longest was sliding in and out of her pussy. Then, enthusiastic lips were on hers, and she lost herself in the woman hovering above her. The orgasm tore through her body and she screamed into the open mouth, around the quick tongue sliding against her own.
What must have been hours later, Kendra climbed into her own bed, completely exhausted. Lainey had rung out each and every ounce of energy from her drained body. After that first orgasm, they had driven to Lainey's penthouse and quickly stripped off each other’s clothes before dropping into Lainey’s huge bed. Not very many people were invited to Lainey's home, but those who were would be treated to the best sex of their lives, whether they were men or women. Kendra and Lainey made use of every square inch of the silk-covered bed as they eagerly devoured one another's flawless bodies. Kendra lost track of how many times she orgasmed, but she knew she gave out good as she got.
Lainey lamented Kendra’s decision to finally leave, and made her promise that they would see each other very soon. It had been a wonderful night, but Kendra only wanted to get home and go to sleep.
 



Chapter 6
It was about week before Kendra was ready to entertain anyone again. She needed to get used to her newfound freedom away from Michael. Her boss allowed her the time off to grieve, although she was doing anything but grieving.
Truthfully, she was immersing herself in Lainey. She couldn’t remember the last time that she was this in love. When they woke up each morning, they would call each other right away. They talked for hours until Lainey had to go off to work. The second she was home again, they were sweet talking back and forth, or enjoying hot phone sex. Kendra decided she couldn’t take it any longer; she needed to see Lainey again.
Lainey came a few minutes after nine at night. She was clad to stop hearts in a dress with a plunging neckline, black stilettos, and lace nylons, with all of her long hair heaped on her head in a messy bun, and her face done up in sultry makeup. What a lucky girl I am, Kendra mused as she poured her guest a glass of white wine. Her eyes were rapidly perusing the extensive cleavage and lavish curves of the woman’s bountiful breasts. She made herself a seat next to Lainey on the couch, her thighs pressed against Lainey. They talked, and they laughed. Then, they indulged in a third glass of wine.
Kendra knew this was the commencement of her “maybe more” with Lainey. The sex was amazing, but nothing compared to love. She was surprised to find herself ready again after that intense bout with her after the club. Here, in her own home, Kendra felt like she was the one in charge. She enjoyed the thought.
“So please, I want to hear the story behind that notorious kiss. I forget that girl's name. Sadie?” Kendra leaned closer as she brought up Lainey’s first lesbian moment. Her own legs were tucked under her now, which brought the top of the lace nylons into perfect view. She stared admiringly at Lainey's breasts, then returned her eager eyes to Lainey’s. 
“Sandra Fairfield, that was her name. She loved to brag. She loved to tell me about her adventures with boys. Kissing, fondling, things like that.”
“Are you talking about how they would try to touch her breasts?” As Kendra recalled her words, she stretched out her long fingers until the tips of them foraged the peak of Lainey's breast, then she would spread them to encase the substantial mound. Lainey's eyes opened wide and peered down at the fingers before moving back up to see Kendra’s smile.
“Exactly. Sandra would recall so vividly what it felt like to have their inexperienced boy-fingers tease her.” Kendra knew she was talking about what she was doing now, about Kendra's fingers caressing her breast at that very moment. She delicately moved her hand across to the other breast, bestowing the same luxurious caress. Her other hand slid around Lainey's lean shoulder and she moved closer, her own chest pressing into Lainey's arm.
“You haven’t told me about the making out.” Kendra leaned into her and gently touched her wet lips to Lainey's sweet face. “Tell me about the necking, about the wet necking.”
Lainey moaned loudly. There was a moment of stillness before she spoke again.
“It was a hot Saturday and we were half naked on the rooftop, sunning ourselves. Sandra started bragging as usual. Before she got to tell me anything juicy, we were making out furiously, hands everywhere. It was like something just came over us.” Lainey turned toward Kendra, the move bringing her lips within inches of Kendra's mouth.
Kendra accepted the invite, pressing her lips to Lainey's mouth. For a moment, they merely held the contact, but the sexual feelings already stirred by Lainey’s story would not permit them to stop there for long. Lips softened, moved, and then parted as the two women gave themselves into the deep kiss. This was no longer a tease, a demonstration; this was the real thing.
The two sexually provoked women kissed deeply, tongues dancing between separated mouths. Their bodies moved on the sofa until they were holding one another close, breasts pressed together, arms wrapped around each other's upper body. The caress went on and on, moans rising in Lainey's throat. Kendra reached behind her lover's back and unzipped her dress, then reached up and pulled the garment over Lainey's shoulders and down her long arms. Those beautiful breasts came into sight, cradled in a courageously low-cut, lace trimmed bra. Her fingers slid into one of the cups and stole out a firm and perky breast, quickly finding the erect nipple and teasing it as her tongue slid deeper into Lainey's open mouth.
Lainey suddenly pulled her mouth away. Kendra saw the fear in her friend's eyes and withdrew her fingers from that exquisite breast.
“Are you okay?” she asked. Their eyes held one another for a moment before Lainey was able to speak.
“I'm sorry. It’s been a long time since I felt this way. I feel like I could explode with happiness, and that scares me.” Kendra lifted her fingers to the side of Lainey's delicate face and lightly caressed her soft skin. Neither of the two woman spoke, and after a moment a smile slowly formed on Lainey's moist lips.
“This is even better than I remembered.” Lainey leaned forward and kissed Kendra on the lips. Kendra withdrew after a brief kiss.
“We don't have to rush this. There's so much time.” She pulled Lainey close to her quivering body, marveling at the difference between this sensual encounter and the first one. If truth be told, she liked them both, but this seemed very precious to her. This was a lesson in how to make love to another woman, a real first encounter. It was worth going slow.
They both returned Lainey's clothing and stole a few more kisses, though they both seemed willing to lessen the temperature between them. They each spoke some more about the early involvements that had led to their fascination with being tender with other women. By the time Lainey was prepared to leave, they'd promised one another to continue the tantalizing exploration that had begun with their two meetings. To slow the pace down a bit, they decided to go to a movie together the following week and stay in touch with each other by phone until then. They kissed warmly at the door, their bodies once more pressed together, and parted with the promise of things to follow. 

 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 7
 Bi-Sensual Beauty! Refined, experienced, well-traveled, cultured, very attractive, curvaceous brunette, 35, seeks feminine cherub, common interests, very much open minded, for “intellectual” Kamasutra! 
Kendra had completely forgotten that she'd answered this ad. The first time she came across it, she ignored it because of the woman's more mature age. The second time, she stopped to reflect on how old Joclyn would be, and realized she could be around the same age as this woman.
That thought made her wonder what Joclyn would look like now. She sent off an email and, for the first time, didn't ask for a photo. She only left her phone number.
The voice on her answering machine seemed ambiguously familiar, though the accent was unlike any Kendra had ever known. The woman, who didn't give her name, said she would be dining the next night at a chic outside restaurant near the college. If Kendra came by around eight o'clock, she could join the woman for both coffee and dessert. Kendra would recognize her by the white rose she'd be wearing in her hair, over her right ear. She would be by herself.
Kendra realized the woman was giving her an inconspicuous way of canceling their meeting if she found the woman to be less than what she had hoped for. Kendra was fascinated. A refined, worldly, educated woman into Eastern spirituality, who was also very lovely and curvy.
Once again, she was amazed at the vast number of attractive women seeking the love of another woman. She felt overcome by the potential lovers, especially after her interlude with the demur Lainey. What would this woman have to offer her in her new life? 
Kendra dressed with excessive attention to detail. She knew from past involvement with this eatery, as well as the unknown woman's ad, that she should dress elegantly and with class. She chose a high collared sleeveless lace dress that was just close-fitting enough to show off her opulent curves without making her look like an expensive hooker. She piled her long hair on top her head, put on diamonds she rarely wore, slipped on evening gloves and left for her date.
The valet driver took her car and she walked toward a patio that overlooked the river running behind the university grounds. It was a beloved spot among elderly faculty and supervisors, as well as the more prosperous parents coming to visit their children enrolled at the high-status university.
At the edge of the patio, Kendra gazed over the patrons, surprised to find the patio filled at this late hour on a Thursday evening. Then she saw a white rose, though from this angle, she was looking at the back of the woman's head. Her rich, black hair was pulled back on the right side to show off the delicate flower, the same flower whose placement in some cultures would announce her available relationship status. Kendra stepped between the many tables and began a twisting journey toward the obviously beautiful woman. A number of customers glanced at her as she passed, and a waiter near the front of the patio seemed to be following her progress.
The woman's naked shoulders were noticeable now. They were deeply tanned against the snowy dress she wore. Kendra stepped around to the side, turning as she did so to peer down at this possible playmate.
As the woman's familiar eyes rose to meet Kendra’s, Kendra gasped. Their eyes met, and the astonishment of recognition shook them both. Neither of the old lovers could find words, but then Kendra cried out: “Joclyn, hello!”
Joclyn rose from her chair with an elegance that was reserved for angels, nearly pushing the chair over as she rushed into the younger woman's hold. They held on to one another, both women desperate, sputtering hellos. Then they leaned back, arms still holding the other's waistline, breasts just barely touching, and their eyes transfixed on one another.
“I can't believe this!” A wide smile crossed Joclyn's beautiful face. Except for minor creases at the corners of her eyes, she looked exactly the same. Even the luxurious breasts offered on display in the plunging dress she wore looked the same to Kendra.
“Please, darling, sit down.” Her honeyed voice, calling her darling, made Kendra shiver.
It was almost like the years melted between them, drawing them together. The waiter arrived to pull back Kendra’s chair and she softly fell into it. Her knees were weak, her mind spinning. Joclyn reached out and took her fingers into hers. She leaned close before speaking.
“You've grown even more stunning than I could imagine. You are wonderful!” She squeezed Kendra's fingers, causing her to smile. So much love she'd received from this woman. So many praises. She suddenly felt like that young woman again, speechless before this lady's loveliness and grace.
“And now, you have come back to me.” Kendra felt a heat between her thighs at those words, which were heavy with meaning. She had, in fact, come back to this woman; unintentionally, perhaps, but fully knowing that the invitation in the announcement was for a paramour and a womanly, bisexual partner. Was it destiny that had brought them here, together? It certainly seemed like it.
“There is so much to say to one another, and this is hardly the place to say it. Would you mind coming back to my place?” Those dark blue, deep-set eyes leeched into her soul, and Kendra was once again entirely enthralled. She merely nodded her head.
Joclyn's “place” was a sophisticated condo near the academy, in what was probably the finest neighborhood in the entire city. Kendra had thought of procuring a home there after her father had died and left her with a substantial inheritance, one that had made her a wealthy woman. From the appearance of this lovely household, it seemed as though Joclyn had done quite well for herself as well.
“Please, my dear, take a seat.” Joclyn had led her to the buckskin sofa. As she settled herself in, she was conscious of the older woman moving across the room. She looked up to follow her cherished friend's progress, slim hips swinging softly, perfect legs striding assuredly, lush, wavy hair bouncing.
“I'm having a glass of wine. Would you care to join me?”
“Yes please.” Kendra watched Joclyn return, noticing once again the plumpness of her breasts, the excellence of her face, those deep-set eyes gazing toward her. Joclyn leaned down to offer the glass, giving Kendra a delightfully exciting view of her abundant curves. She rose gradually, her eyes fixed on Kendra.
“I think it would be a good idea if we turned down the erotic passion for a while, so we can catch up with one another. Okay?” There was a grin on Joclyn's face. She had read Kendra's state of provocation perfectly.
“Okay,” Kendra said, more than a little disappointed.
Joclyn had completed her graduate page in England, then married a very prosperous man with a trifling title. The money became an entryway for Joclyn into a completely different world. She met sophisticated people who valued not only her beauty, but also her substance. After a few years, however, she began to become irritated at the profound confines of her marriage to this man, whose superficial refinement had covered a rather ill-mannered belligerence.
He also had a taste for young men that harkened all the way back to his young boarding school experience. They soon made an arrangement, which seemed to suit them both. She spent his cash and followed her passions, while he chased the lads of the region who accepted his kindness in exchange for their nubile, nude bodies.
“I began spending more time in the states,” Joclyn told her. “And it was there that I ran into your mother.”
Kendra's eyes widened. Joclyn and Kendra’s mother had kept in touch, that Kendra knew, but this was new to her. Her contorted expression, no doubt, conveyed her muddling.
“I know, I know. Your mother didn't tell you, or did she?”
“No, she didn't,” Kendra said.
Joclyn stretched over and touched her hand before continuing. The move was anything but comforting at that second.
“You never knew about your mother and me. I mean, the story about how we met.”
“Indeed, I do know how you two met. You were a pupil in her class.”
Joclyn smiled kindly, understanding the rising annoyance in Kendra's tone.
“Well, yes, but it wasn't quite like that, I'm afraid.” There was a profound pause before she continued. “You see, I was a nude model for one of her live art classes. I responded to a poster she made, and she employed me.” Kendra was perplexed over this information, which made no sense in the words of what her mother had told her before.
“Then, as they so often do, things became complex.” Again, a pause, and again, Kendra's heart moved up into her gullet. “You see Kendra, you're mother and I, well, we became more than that. We became lovers.” Joclyn said it so casually. Kendra's eyes broadened in skepticism. This was unbearable!
“No way! You've got to be jesting me.” Kendra pulled her fingers from Joclyn's hand.
“I'm sorry, darling, but it’s the truth. We'd stopped by the time I came to stay at the brook, but we were lovers for nearly three years before that. In fact, your mother was the person who familiarized me to the splendors of caring for another woman.”
“But my dad— She was married to my dad at the time.” Kendra's mind was whirling with this story being told by someone whom she'd always loved.
“Your mother and father loved one another profoundly, that's true, but he was so tangled up in his work. Your mother became anxious for love. She ultimately found it with other women, women who wouldn't impend doom on her marriage. When your father finally found out, years later, your mother agreed to his ultimatum for a separation and moved to London. She was having an affair with another pupil at that time, another nude model who gave her virginity to your extraordinary mother.”
Kendra's mind was moving a million miles an hour. Recollections, conversations, fights, telephone messages, a million pieces of evidence whirling through her mind. It was conceivable; what Joclyn was unfolding was possible. But what about that summer, that delightful summer?
“But my mother wouldn't have left you on your own with me if she believed you could have…” Kendra’s mind was motionless. Joclyn stared at her; a deep smile overpassed her filled lips.
“Your mother knew that you and I were lovers, darling. At first, she thought it was acceptable, that the exquisiteness she'd found in being devoted to other women was something you should know about too. But then she became envious of us. She could see how close we had become, how you were developing into lovely, young adulthood. She was terrified I would steal you from her. She organized my fellowship and demanded that I leave. She threatened to report me to the authorities if I continued to be with you.” Kendra closed her eyes, tears brimming up and striping down her cheeks.
“I'm remorseful, my love. I couldn't tell you the whole truth. Perhaps, I shouldn't be talking about those things now, either. Your mother intended to do the right thing. You were a very young girl, no matter how mature you seemed to be.”
“If I had stayed, I couldn't have kept myself away from you. I would have been drawn to you and you would have been drawn to me. I had to leave. Then, I ran into your mother in London. To both of our astonishment, I reason, we became lovers once again. I would visit London a couple of times a year, always spending those times with your mother. It was brilliant, except for one thing. Every time I had sex with her, I always thought about you. I wondered what you had become, what you looked like, whether you'd wedded. I subtly asked your mother what you were doing, but she was clever and kept the topic closed. Then, during one stay, I saw a letter from you on the piano; when your mother left the room for a moment, I wrote down your address.”
Joclyn told Kendra about her divorce and the substantial settlement her husband had agreed to give her, no doubt wary of her knowledge regarding his habit. She spent the springtime in London, discovering quickly that without regular visits, her affair with Kendra's mother was not maintainable.
They shared an affectionate goodbye, and then Joclyn went on a trip that turned out to be a yearlong voyage around the world. She had always kept Kendra's address on her, and at one point in her expedition, decided she must try to reconnect with Kendra again. By the time she arrived in the area, though, Kendra had moved.
Joclyn assumed she had stayed close, and started making inquiries. Then, she put in her ad, hoping the message would find the right eyes, the eyes that were peering toward her now.
“So you see, Kendra, I've never forgotten you. I never could. I simply couldn't deceive your mother's requests, at least, not until now. Of course, I doubt your mother would be troubled about our finding one another at this period in your life. You're a grown woman now, a lovely, free woman. And that's my whole story.”
Kendra was resting her spinning head against the back of the sofa. She had abandoned her polite posture long ago and simply warped into the cushion. Joclyn's story sounded like a soap performance drama, yet something told her it was accurate. But what could she even try to make of it all?
This woman, who had taught her the delights of adoring another woman, was also her mother's lover. To learn that her mother was also bisexual was a shock, but would she be able to share a woman with her own mother? Even this gorgeous, wanted woman.
Then, Kendra thought about her last few weeks of exploration with other females. Who was she to say anything about their past? Kendra stared up at the lovely face of the woman next to her, the dark blue eyes searching her own. She reached over and took Joclyn's familiar hand.
“This is a bit much to take in one night. I hope you'll understand if I need some time to digest it.”
Joclyn smiled and embraced Kendra's fingers.
“I love you, darling. I want only that you love yourself, too. I took a risk in coming here, and I have no anticipation things will work out as I hope, but you must know how much I wish for us to come together again one day. It is for you to decide, both if and when that happens.”
Just a few weeks ago, she would have killed to hear Joclyn say those words, but now they turned her stomach on its side. Kendra just sat there, confused. She felt as though she had been betrayed, both by her mother and by her first lover. She leaned back into the sofa a little deeper.
“Kendra?” Joclyn asked.
Kendra looked over. “Yes?”
“Do you still love me?”
The question was loaded. Kendra could never forget what they had, even if it was now soiled a bit. The truth was, she would always love Joclyn. The memories were too strong, and the times were too good. Even if Joclyn had been sleeping with her mother at the time, too, Kendra had still loved her with every little bit of her heart. She still thought about her frequently, and even imagined her when she and Michael made love together. If she had known then what she knew now, then the answer would be no. That, of course, hadn’t been the case.
“You’ll always have a special place in my heart, Joclyn,” Kendra admitted.
No matter how hard the words were to say, it was the truth.
 



Chapter 8
Kendra gave Joclyn a heartfelt goodbye. She was still so confused by everything that Joclyn had just admitted. The drive home seemed like her own personal reprieve, a moment of silence to process all the information. All that she could do was try to make sense of it. It was a long time ago, and both her mother and Joclyn were adults then. But a part of her felt dirty. 
To know that she had shared someone with her mother knotted up her stomach and made her heart race. What was Thanksgiving going to be like now that she knew? The thought was full of dread, but at the same time, maybe their relationship would be less strained now that Kendra knew everything. That awkward tension would be gone. Kendra shook the thought.
An hour in the hot tub, sipping wine under the stars, did wonders for Kendra. She was beginning to unwind, and the divorce was beginning to set in. Everything from the past few weeks was melting away. Kendra looked forward to going back to work, to rebuilding her life where she had left it.
Just as Kendra's eyes relaxed, she heard a knock at the back gate. She cringed at the thought of company.
“Hello?”
Kendra recognized Heather's voice and was out of the hot tub in a moment. She forgot to cover her mostly nude body with a towel, and the red micro bikini wasn't covering much.
“Heather!” Kendra squealed and wetly embraced her. She hadn't realized how much she missed her.
“I came to check on you,” Heather said as she ogled Kendra. “How have you been?”
“I've been trying to keep myself distracted,” Kendra admitted. “Do you want to come in?”
“I'd love to,” Heather said, delighted.
Kendra grabbed a towel and poured Heather and herself a glass of wine before grabbing a robe.
“Don’t be shy, come on in.” Kendra stepped past Heather into her home and turned to watch her shut the door, a move that exposed her bottom to Heather’s gaze. Heather’s eyes caressed Kendra’s beautiful, lush curves. She followed her towards the bedroom, complimenting the wine.
“I'm sorry, did I come at a bad time?” Heather asked, stepping back from the bedroom door and turning slightly as Kendra dropped the robe.
“It'll take me just another minute,” said Kendra
Kendra said nothing about needing privacy, and Heather made no offer to withdraw, her eyes following her tempting coworker.
Kendra stood at the closet, her fingers pushing the garments to the side as though deciding what to wear. Kendra knew that Heather’s eyes were on her perfect bottom and that she simply couldn't fight those beautiful, plump cheeks on display before her. 
Heather’s footsteps were quiet on the thick carpeting as she moved toward Kendra until she was right behind her. Kendra had been speaking in a low voice, but the words made no sense to Heather, whose thoughts were focused on the girl's meagerly clad body. Her fingers stretched out, spreading over Kendra's round ass. The wonderfully smooth skin was so warm to the touch. Kendra gasped, her hand suddenly motionless on one of the wooden hangers.
“I’m sorry Kendra, but I couldn't help myself.” Heather's hands slid up and around Kendra's hips until they were grasping her slender waist.
Slowly, she eased back until Heather’s body was against her own, the nips of her breasts nuzzling into her naked shoulder blades. Kendra’s hand fell from the hanger, but she offered no struggle. Heather peered down into the bursting bikini top as her long fingers played up Kendra's obliques, eventually turning to slide under each firm breast. Her fingers came into sight as they came over the tip of each rise, lifting and gently squeezing.
Kendra's heart was beating in her chest. This wasn't at all the way she thought her evening would go. But now, she was too horny to think. Then again, she was the one who decided to wear this revealing micro bikini— But she hadn't expected Heather to come by. 
Kendra. Stop thinking! The fingers stroking her breasts were so exhilarating! Her eyes looked down at the long, slender fingers pressing into the fullness of her breasts. Then, Heather’s lips touched her neck in a soft, wet kiss, and Kendra’s head fell back against Heather's shoulder.
Heather's fingers slipped into the miniscule bikini to cradle Kendra’s bare breasts, her thumbs and forefingers finding and then teasing each erect nipple, sending Kendra over the moon. Heather nearly hadn’t made the move at all; Kendra's response was not what she had anticipated. This stunning young woman was panting in her grip, body leaning back into her arms, hands pressed on top of her stroking fingers, begging for more. And now, Kendra’s perfect face was turning toward hers. Heather leaned in and touched her lips to Kendra's mouth, and knew there was more to come.
Heather worked her way down to Kendra’s waistline, pressing kisses down Kendra’s belly as she sank to her knees.
Kendra stared at Heather's beautiful face between her thighs, at the moist lips, and her talented tongue playing over her exposed genitals, creating the most incredible tingling vibrations that spread from her clitoris throughout all of her loins. The tiny cups of her bikini top were hanging on either side of her naked breasts, her skin messy with Heather's pink lipstick. Kendra hadn't been ready for Heather's assault, but now she was overwhelmed by her tantalizing mouth and hands as they worked their unbelievable magic. Kendra cried out as her body tensed on the verge of orgasm, and then Heather’s tongue brought her completely over the edge.
“Oh my god! Yes! Oh God Yes!” Kendra moaned.
They lay next to each other on the large bed, naked bodies huddled together, trading sweet, gentle kisses. Heather was a fervent, loving partner, and gave herself completely to their lovemaking. Kendra was pleased with her latest lover, assured that there were to be many more relaxed days with this stunning beauty laying naked in her arms.
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Chapter 1
Sylvie felt her Mistress’s hand glide gently over the soft skin of her shoulder blades, spine, the lower back. Practiced fingertips massaged Sylvie’s firm and supple backside, and she forced herself to remain calm. If she flinched, there would be consequences. 
Though she couldn’t see through the red satin blind fold, she still felt the air around Mistress moving, and just as she expected, a firm, quick open palmed slap came across her left cheek. A gasp left her lips, then a moan as her Mistress began to gently massage the sting away. She could feel her juices dripping through her parted legs onto the white bed sheets. Mistress would like that, and Sylvie was confident she would get a reward.
As quickly as the first one came, another slap landed across her right cheek this time, causing two red blossoms to bloom on her pert, tanned cheeks. Again the soothing massage came, along with the rush of liquid that poured from her parted lips. Sylvia was face down, and her long arms and legs were tied by rope to the corners of the bed, spreading her out as a big X. The fabric of the sheet teased her hard nipples, only making her drip more.
This was Sylvia’s favorite playtime, and she knew the rules. Number one, moaning is always encouraged when Sylvie experienced pleasure; it is music to Mistress’s ears. Number two, no flinching. Flinching is a sign of distrust in Mistress, and was punishable by time in the ‘no touching’ room, in which Sylvie would be tied to a chair naked and put in the closet until Mistress felt as if punishment has been rightfully served. Rule number three, Sylvie will and always must tell Mistress if there’s too much pain. Failure to do so will result in a solid month of no play. Number four, and Sylvie’s hardest rule to follow; Sylvie must not ask for a play session. Sylvie must earn a play session. 
“You’re being such a good girl,” Mistress cooed, bringing her hand up to the Apex of Sylvie’s legs to feel the wetness that lay there for her. 
“Oh yes,” Mistress praised, using Sylvie’s juices to lubricate her fingers before swirling them around her submissive’s clitoris. “Mmm…A very good girl.”
Sylvie moaned in agreement, using all the strength she had not to buck her hips against her Mistress’s hand. With her other hand, she felt her Mistress’s fingers reach into her dark brown locks and began pulling backward, causing Sylvie’s plump red lips to part wide so a low, guttural moan escaped her throat. She could feel her body start to tremble, threatening to orgasm too quickly after they had just started. Biting her lip, Sylvie fought, keeping the fifth rule in mind; Sylvie may cum only when Mistress says she can cum.
“Oh, already?” Mistress’s voices purrs, dripping over Sylvie’s ears like warm honey. With her finger still moving in slow circles around her clitoris, she slips her another finger into the slick, hot passage of Sylvie, making her cry out in soft pleas. 
“Go ahead, Little Love, cum for me. After all, you’ve been such a good girl.” The permission to cum for her Mistress filled her heart with joy, and she could already feel the sweet rush and spasms of the first orgasm sweeping through her. 
Just when she thought she was about to feel her last tremble, Mistress slapped her ass hard again, and another eruption occurred, this time causing Sylvie to scream in bliss. Shortly after she felt the straps loosen around her legs and arms, and then Mistress’s soothing hands massaging the taut muscles. 
“Patience Little Pet,” Mistress whispered into her ear when Sylvie let out a moan of protest. After she’s finished massaging, Mistress retied the restraints, this time looser, and instructed Sylvie to push onto her knees at a forty-five degree angle, and to rest on her forearms with her hands clasped together. 
“Yes that’s it,” Mistress praised, suddenly slapping Sylvie’s ass extremely hard only a second before sliding her finger’s inside her wet opening, fingering her so rapidly and deeply that Sylvie quickly gushed over her Mistress’s fingers and down her legs. “Now stay poised, Little One, or bear the consequences. Answer me if you understand.” 
“Yes, Mistress,” Sylvie quickly purred, and waited with eternal patience as she felt Mistress slide her head in between her legs. At the angle in which she was resting on her knees, she was at the perfect height to be the hanging fruit that Mistress craved to taste. Sylvie didn’t have to wait long. Moments later she felt her Mistress’s skilled tongue sweeping over her taut clitoris and dripping lips, drinking all of her in as she rested at ease below her submissive.
Sylvie was so caught up in the pleasure of her Mistress’s tongue that she hadn’t realized that hands had moved up her body until she felt the tight squeeze of Mistress’s fingertips against both of her nipples. She moaned her approval, and Mistress joined her. Sylvie knew this part of the game well, and with each play session she got better at handling it. Mistress had the most skilled of tongues, and could bring any woman to orgasm in moments. The name of this game was to hold her cum. She would have freedom to release her orgasm whenever it came upon her, but if she could hold out for a certain amount of time, Mistress would reward her. The only problem was that Mistress really was amazing, and before an entire minute was over, Sylvie’s cum was squirting into Mistress’s waiting mouth. 
By now, Sylvie had cum so many times that she couldn’t control her trembling. Sliding out from underneath of her, Mistress quickly undid the binds, and again massaged Sylvie’s aching muscles. She whispered praises into Sylvie’s ear as she took away the strain of the ropes, and asks her if she could choose, what would Sylvie like to do next. Once her blindfold was removed, Sylvie responded with, 
“If I may Mistress, I would like a rest.” 
Mistress smiled widely, knowing that this would be what her Little One would ask for. 
“Yes Little One, you may rest.”
With that, Sylvie bent over the bed to retrieve the pillows from the floor, and propped them up against the headboard. When she was done, Mistress took her place among them, her shining body easing into them as she spreads her legs for her Sylvie. With her smaller pillow, Sylvie rested her head between her Mistress’s thighs, snuggling until she is comfortable. When she was, Sylvie began to taste her Mistress, lapping her up in her carefully taught way, thanking her for such a good play session. 
 



Chapter 2
“Yes Janice, I’m aware of the time crunch but I need you to get it together and pull those figures for me. Can you get it done?” Great. I want them handed to Brian in a half hour. If we land this account it’ll look good on all of us.” 
Sylvie hung up the phone and began making the final touches to the presentation. The opportunity had just dropped into her lap two days ago, but as Senior Account Executive of CCI Inc., she was expected to work miracles. All throughout her life she had been groomed to take control, to master whatever was put in front of her. She was grateful for it, though. It landed her a well paying job, a demi-penthouse, a shiny Jag (by far her favorite car, and a reputation for being the baddest bitch in the boardroom. She knew how to give orders and see a project through, and she took shit from no one. 
A knock on her office door brought her focus off of her computer, and she looked up through her designer, black- framed glasses to see her assistant, Brian, waiting for permission to enter. 
Her hair was coming loose from her clip, and strips of dark brown hair were starting to fall around her cheeks She tried her best to keep the look of annoyance off of her face. The kid was good, but way too timid. 
“What is it, Brian?” She asked, her voice level. He scuttled in, holding a binder in front of him. 
“Here are the samples you asked for, ma’am, all in alphabetical order like you requested.” Though he was dressed professionally in black business pants, a cobalt button up and matching tie, the fact that his curly blond hair was sticking up in odd angles made him look like an overgrown child. 
“Thank you,” she praised, holding her hand out for the binder, which he immediately placed in her palm. “Did you get the catering taken care of?”
“Yes ma’am. They’ll be here in an hour to start setting up for the luncheon.”
“No peanuts?” Sylvie double-checked, remembering that a member of the client’s board was allergic. 
“No peanuts,” Brian assured, trying his best to resist the urge to reach up and tame his wild curls. 
“Good,” Sylvie nodded, noticing his discomfort. “I have nothing else for you to do until the caterer’s get here. I want you to go down to the salon on the fifth floor and get your hair trimmed. Tell them I sent you and they’ll put it on my tab. We all need to look our best for this, Brian, yourself included. Close the door behind you.”
Brian’s pale cheeks flushed a bright red. “Thank you, ma’am,” he muttered, turning around to immediately scuttle out of the office. 
After he left, Sylvie did one more quick sweep of the presentation before getting herself ready. In her adjoining bathroom she looked in the mirror to take in her reflection. There wasn’t much to do, so she added some powder around her cheeks and nose, applied a new layer of mascara, and adjusted her black high waist skirt and white button up sleeveless blouse. As always she wore her thigh high stockings, as her Mistress instructed, and had paired her outfit with simple black pumps. 
From her office she heard the ring of her special phone, the one that Mistress only had the number to, and she all but ran back into her office to retrieve it before the call went to voicemail. 
“Hello?” She asked, her voice softening back to her normal tempo.
“Hello my love, are you ready for you meeting?” Her Mistress’s voice purred. 
Sylvie quickly looked around, making sure that Brian had indeed shut the door. 
“Yes, Mistress,” she replied, walking to the sleek metal door to lock it. 
“Good girl. Are you alone?” 
Sylvie quickly returned to her seat, knowing what was about to happen. “Yes Mistress,” she replied again, switching her Skype account from busy to available. She heard the abrupt click of her phone hanging up, and within the space of two seconds her Mistress’s profile picture popped up on the screen, indicating that Sylvie was getting a video call. She hit the answer button, smiling as she saw her Mistress’s face. 
“Look how beautiful you are,” Mistress praised, her full lips lilting into a smile. 
“Thank you, Mistress,” Sylvie returned, already feeling the wetness between her legs. 
“Did you wear the panties I instructed you to?” 
Sylvie nodded her head, resisting the urge to look towards the door. It was locked, she knew that, but still, slight panic always filled her when Mistress chose to train her at work. 
“Good,” her Mistress purred. “Now I want you to hike up your skirt for me and spread your legs wide underneath your desk.” 
She did so immediately, placing the palms of her hands face down on her large wooden desk. Her Mistress continued. 
“As per our rules when playing at work, you may not moan. Moaning will lead to punishment at home.” 
Without another word her Mistress held up a remote and pushed a button. Immediately an intense vibration teased her clitoris. Sylvie could feel both sets of her lips part slightly as the vibrations sent erotic sensations into her. Trying her best, she kept her breathing low and even, the only way she knew how to prevent herself from moaning. In the camera on her desktop, she watched her pupils dilate and her lips grow slack as she let the submission to her Mistress fill her. 
Sylvie watched as she pressed another button, and the vibrations became more intense, nearly throwing her out of her high back, wheeled chair. She could feel the orgasm quickly building, and she wondered if she would be allowed to experience it, or wait. As if her Mistress could read her thought, the egg inside her panties stopped vibrating, and she nearly gasped. 
“Are you sure you are all prepared? Do you have your notes? Numbers? Presentation? Did you remember that the luncheon must contain no nuts?”
“Yes Mistress,” Sylvie whispered, so close to orgasm that she could barely speak. 
“Then you may cum, Little One.” 
The egg began to vibrate again, this time more powerfully than before, and in seconds Sylvie was trembling and biting her lip as the powerful orgasm ripped through her, pulling any tension she had in her out. 
“Good luck with your meeting, Little One, I expect full details when you get home.” 
Without another word her Mistress ended the Skype the call. Sylvie sat in her chair catching her breath for several moments, until she heard a knock on the door. It was Brian, and it was time to go. 
 



Chapter 3
The release her Mistress gave her was exactly what Sylvie needed to destroy the nervous flutter of butterflies that usually plagued her stomach. She walked into the boardroom with her head held high, hips swaying in her tight black skirt, and her heels making smooth and effortless steps towards the client. Brian trailed behind with his new, stylish hair cut, trying his best to keep his eyes of his boss’s tight ass. 
“Welcome everyone, “ she greeted, taking a seat at the head of the long oval table, “Let’s begin.”
Sylvie was on fire. She answered every question that was thrown to her, backing her reply up with proof and research that she had tirelessly pulled together in the last forty-eight hours. When the meeting concluded, the client was ready to sign the contract. After the proper signatures were in place, Sylvie escorted her new clients out, congratulating them once again on their wise decision. Once the elevator doors re-opened to her floor, her co-workers all cheered, and bottles of champagne began to pop and flow. 
Everyone stayed until five to celebrate Sylvie’s big win, but when the clock struck the magical close-up-shop-time, people began trickling out; some of them so drunk from the champagne that they had to call taxis in order to get home. However, Sylvie had limited herself to only a glass, and as she climbed into her baby blue jag, she knew she was fine to drive. 
She took joy in the twenty- minute drive home, listening to the radio as she weaved her way through traffic. Sylvie was proud of herself. It had been a major time crunch, and the project came up so suddenly that she had to cancel plans with her Mistress, pulling an all-nighter or two in order to get the presentation organized on time. Now she could go home, open a bottle of wine and order delivery from her favorite Italian restaurant. Mistress would come over, they would play, and then, thankfully, she would finally be able to get some sleep. 
Sylvie was slightly surprised when she pulled into the parking garage of her complex to see her Mistress’s car in the guest parking spot. She was one of the best lawyers in the city, and it wasn’t often that she made it home before Sylvie did. Of course though, Sylvie had given her a key, in case such occasions arose. 
Excitement flooded through her as she stepped on the elevator that would take her up to her demi-penthouse home. What would Mistress do? What would she be wearing? Sylvie pushed her grumbling stomach and weariness aside, knowing it was most important to serve her Mistress first. The elevator finally dinged, and she punched in the code needed to open the doors. As they slid open, she stepped into her hallway, pausing only to set down her briefcase and place her heels in the hall closet. Though she paid a maid to clean twice a week, she still didn’t like wearing shoes in the house, and knew that the maid would return the shoes back to her bedroom closet the next time she came to clean. 
“Is that you, Sylvie?” A sweet voice rang, coming from the dining room. 
“Yes Mistress,” Sylvie answered, walking through the spacious, white and blue decorated living room to meet her love. As she pushed open the doors, she sighed in relaxed delight. Her Mistress stood tall, her dark Columbian skin shining beautifully against her lavender colored silk robe. She had her full, dark wavy hair resting gently on each shoulder, dangling at the her nipples, and her chocolate brown eyes twinkled with love as she saw her Sylvie in person for the first time in three days. 
“No Mistress tonight, sweetheart, just Kath. Tonight is about celebration and romance, not training or play. Can you handle that?”
Sylvie nodded her head rigorously. “Yes Mis- I mean Kath.” 
Kathleen, or Kath for short, opened her arms to her beautiful girlfriend, wife to be, someday, and felt the most amazing satisfaction as she felt her snuggled in to a full- bodied hug. 
When they released one another Kath stepped back, picking up an open bottle of chardonnay and a glass. It was from Sylvie’s favorite winery, and she loved the look of excitement in Sylvie’s eyes when she handed her the glass. 
“I ordered your favorite dishes from Donatello’s, too. It’ll be here any minute.”
After dinner arrived they sat down to a meal of mussels in butter broth, shrimp and lobster Alfredo, salad, and fresh tiramisu. As they ate, they talked about their plans for their upcoming vacation. They had decided two spend two full weeks touring Italy, doing nothing but drinking wine, eating food, and having delicious sex. If they saw a sight or two that would be great, but they weren’t too worried about it. 
“How was the office today?” Sylvie asked, holding her glass out for more wine. 
Kath obliged, then refilled her own. “The interns were busy as usual, but I spent most of my day finishing a chapter for my new book. The publisher wants the pages by next week.”
Though she was a high profile lawyer, Kath was also a professional writer of books on the subject of BDSM. She had a talent of describing relationships and practices that made them seem less intimidating to the public. Her invisibility also made her even more popular. She refused to do book signings or interviews, and wrote under an alias. Once Sylvie asked why she didn’t want the attention, and Kath simply smiled. 
“I already have one beautiful love of my life. I have no need nor want of others trying to think they could take your place.” 
The answer had made Sylvie blush, and seconds later she thought of them, lying in bed, making love. The thought of doing just that drifted through her mind, and Kath could see it reflecting in her eyes. 
“What are you thinking about, little love?”
Sylvie looked up, a small blush flooding her cheeks. “I think you know,” she whispered boldly. 
Kath chuckled, nodding her head. “Yes, I think I do.” 
Standing up, Kath walked behind Sylvie, and gently pulled her neck to her side to taste her there. Sylvie moaned softly, leaning into her lover’s lips as she laid claim on what was hers. They took a few seconds to get to their bedroom, removing each other’s clothes in the process. By the time they reached their king size bed, they were both wore nothing, leaving a trail of clothes in their wake. Together they fell into the soft mattress, bouncing slightly as the arms and tongues interweaved with one another. 
Tonight was not about submission or dominance, nor was it about a play. It was about the worship of one another’s bodies as they took each other into their lips and mouth, each tasting their favorite flavor of honey as they lay in a sixty-nine position. Kath came first; gushing over Sylvie’s mouth so intensely that she had to throw her had back and scream. 
Once she regained herself, she gently moved off of Sylvie, only to quickly come back with her black harness and Sylvie’s electric blue six- inch dildo strapped there. 
“Come to the edge of the bed for me, love,” Kath moaned, holding her hand out to Sylvie. She immediately obliged, coming close to the edge so that her feet were braced on the floor, and her elbows rested on the bed. Kath quickly lubed up the toy before slowly thrusting it inside her lover. Sylvie moaned deeply at the intrusion, her eyes fluttering at the sensation of being deliciously stretched. 
“Good girl,” Kath muttered as she began picking up piece with the piece attached to her hips. She could see Sylvie’s beautiful breasts swaying softly with each thrust, and she felt herself growing wet again. Reaching in between the dildo and the harness, she pushed the little button, and vibrations erupted through both of them. Their moans joined in chorus at the sudden electricity. Through Sylvie’s moans Kath could tell that her love was about to cum, and she picked up the pace, feeling herself near the edge again.
Reaching up to Sylvie’s sex, she swirled her fingers around until they were coated with Sylvie’s juices. Moving back, Kath gently circled, spread and stretched her tight ass, until her finger was sliding in and out gracefully. As Kath did so, she drove the piece deeper, faster, holding on to Sylvie’s hips with her other hand for support until finally she felt the vibrations erupt in within Sylvie, who nearly collapsed after such an intense fucking after days of so little sleep. 
Kath’s orgasm came quickly after, and as gently as she could, she removed the piece and her finger that was still buried inside of Sylvie. Still shaking, she walked to the adjoining bathroom to quickly clean the toy and remove the harness. Once back in bed, she pulled Sylvie, who was already half asleep, into her arms, raining kisses over her hair and face. Sylvie tried her best to return her kisses, only making her look more adorably sexy to Kath. 
“I know you’re tired, sweetheart, but I need to talk to you about something.” Kath confessed, sitting up. 
Sylvie joined her, a look of concern on her face. “What is it?” She asked, worried something was wrong. Kath rarely looked nervous, and the look on her face was nothing but. 
“Do you love me?” Kath asked. “Do you like being with me? For more than just your Mistress, but as your equal?” Her voice held a tremble, and she felt her eyes start to mist. 
Moving closer, Sylvie wrapped her arms around her love. “Of course I do! I love you, and I love being with you. What’s going on, did something happen? Did you - did you sleep with another woman?” The very thought sent a spear of ice through Sylvie’s heart, but her fears were quickly put to bed when Kath shook her head no. 
After over a year of dating, Sylvie had never seen Kath so nervous. “What is it then, baby?” She asked softly. 
Kath gently untangled herself, going to the edge of the bed to open the drawer in the side table. When she straightened her back, she turned around to face Sylvie, holding a small, black velvet box. Sylvie’s eyes went wide in surprise. 
“Kath, what is -” 
“You see the thing is,” Kath interrupted, “I love you, so much. So much that the thought of not having you permanently as mine is just outright scary to me. Sylvie, I want you to be mine, and I want to be yours. Will you marry, and be my wife for the rest of our lives?” 
Opening the little box, Kath revealed an oval cut ruby engagement ring, surrounded with smaller white diamonds set in a white gold band. Rubies were Sylvie’s favorite gem, and this one was a beautiful deep red, two carats in size. 
“Oh my God!” Sylvie exclaimed, “Yes! Over and over, yes!” Tears spilled over her cheeks as she tackled Kath in a full body hug. “I love you. I love you so much!” 
Kath laughed and cried, holding Sylvie in her arms as she slid the ring on her ring finger. It was a perfect fit.
 



Branding Her
Below is a partial scene from forthcoming steamy lesbian romance series “Branding Her”. Yes, one of the lead characters is called Alex…which might seem a bit odd, but Alex B Porter is a pen name. I like the name Alex. Hey, fiction is fun. Enjoy!
Extract
I brought something with me, but I’m not sure if you’d be up for it.” Alex reached into her duffle bag and brought out a leather harness and large phallic dildo. Kaylee chuckled out of nervousness. She had not much experience of being penetrated in such a manner.
“If you are not okay with it, please say so, but I want to make you mine.” Alex waited patiently for Kaylee’s response.
“Just be gentle with me,” she smiled, swallowing her nerves. Kaylee wanted this, wanted to be Alex’s. Alex quickly stepped into the harness and attached the silicone cock to the front, her feminine curves offset by the protruding object. She moved behind Kaylee, running her hands down her back and legs. She moved to slide a finger into Kaylee, then coated the cock with her juices.
“Are you ready?” A small nod made Kaylee’s red waves bob. Kaylee felt the large bulbous head at her entrance. Slowly, Alex inched forward, pushing into her dripping wetness. Kaylee felt like she was being impaled by God herself. She grunted and gasped with pleasure, gripping the sheets as Alex pulled out slowly.
“Good girl, take my cock,” Alex instructed through gritted teeth.
The dirty language was punctuated with Alex thrusting into Kaylee whilst firmly holding her hips. As she did so, Kaylee felt as if she would burst, she had never felt so full. Alex quickly pulled out and pushed into her again, building up a momentum. Kaylee gasped and groaned, clutching the sheets from the bed. With each thrust she felt another orgasmic wave building inside of her. Each thrust pushed a smaller portion into Kaylee, sending electric jolts through both of them. Soon, the women were panting and moaning, their cries of pleasure building off one another. Alex would thrust, and Kaylee pushed back against her. The phallic intrusion became too much to handle, and Kaylee started to buck in orgasm for the second time that evening. Alex grabbed Kaylee’s hips, pulling her back onto the silicone cock. The thrust pushed Kaylee even higher.
“Come for me now” Alex demanded. 
Kaylee had no choice in the matter. She pulsed around the intrusion, feeling wave after wave wash through her. Alex kept going, quickening her rhythm, building towards her own orgasm. Kaylee got no reprieve, shaking and shuddering, the orgasm threatening to never subside. Moaning into the sheets, lost to euphoria, her body trembled as Alex thrust harder and faster.
“I’m coming,” Alex gasped as she shuddered with her own release. The phallic device within Kaylee pushing her over the edge. Not wanting the undulation to stop, Alex continued thrusting until her tightened muscles relaxed and her own orgasm started to subside. 
Kaylee had ridden her wave and was in space. Pushed to her limits, she collapsed forward on the bed, the silicone cock squelching as it left her empty. 
#BrandingHer
VIEW BRANDING HER ON AMAZON
 



Thanks
Thanks for reading. I really hope you enjoyed the selection of stories and sneak preview of my forthcoming series “Branding Her”. If you have a second, I would really appreciate a review on Amazon.
Click here to leave an Amazon review.
THANKS!
And remember, you can download a free story from my website. Also join me for chat on Twitter @LesficAlex or on Facebook.com/AlexBPorter
www.alexbporter.com
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