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 As Brianna is getting sick of her simple, married life with her husband Jamie, a new lesbian neighbor names Alexia moves next door and makes her question her sexuality. Will Brianna be able to stay faithful to her husband, or will she succumb to her next-door desires?
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Chapter 1




“Is that a moving truck?” I asked my husband Jamie, as we passed our neighbor’s house and parked in the long driveway. “Looks like it,” he said while he parked the car. “It’s about time, I thought I was going to have to start cutting the grass over there.” I was excited someone had finally moved in. The house had sat empty for months after our previous neighbors had a nasty divorce. As much as we had initially liked them, their fighting had become unbearable. There were even times they would argue loudly in front of everyone barbecues or yell loudly in the driveway at night. It had scared me because it made me think Jamie and I could end up just like them. Sometimes when I would look at them, it was like looking in a mirror, so after a while, I had been happy to see them go. “I’ll give them a bit of time and then drop by,” I said while unbuckling my seatbelt and smoothing out my knee-length dress. “Maybe tomorrow. I think I’ll bake them something. Would you like to come with me?” “Of course,” Jamie answered quickly. “I’m curious to meet them.” Jamie had always been quite friendly and easy-going with all of the neighbors. It was a pretty tight-knit community on our block. A lot of the people here were close to the same age and were couples starting out or couples with families. There were, of course, some couples who were older with kids that had moved out, and a few seniors, but for the most part, they all fit in quite well with our community. As much as Jamie was quite close to many of the younger couples, I had trouble getting to know the people on our street. I was always worried that if there was any type of falling out it would send ripples through the neighborhood. I’d seen it before. I’d also found it a bit hard to get to know the other women, we didn’t have much in common. Jamie and I walked into the house with both of our heads craned, trying to see the new neighbors. I spent most of the afternoon peering through the window trying to catch a glimpse so we could form some kind of idea of who they were, but all I had seen were movers. It was summertime, and even though Jamie and I were not usually fond of eating outside, I made dinner and we both ate on the back porch, still looking curiously at the neighbor’s house but seeing no one. During those days our life wasn’t very exciting. Jamie would usually work quite often, sometimes from home, and I was full-time working from home. I had a blog that wasn’t making me rich, but most months it had made me enough to get by. Jamie had a pretty well-paying office job. We weren’t extremely well off, but we were doing okay. I’d previously worked a job outside of the house but because Jamie and I had trouble getting pregnant we thought that if I quit my regular job it would help me to relax. I’d never really questioned whether I had wanted kids or not. I had just assumed that it was part of life. Everyone I knew had kids, sometimes it was quite embarrassing to not have any. I’d never really questioned it, it was just something normal that was missing from me and Jamie’s life. Sometimes I felt like something must have been wrong with me to not be able to get pregnant as quickly as some of the other couples we’d known. We had put so much thought and emotion into trying that there wasn’t much else we’d talked about for months. I was starting to dread when I was ovulating. I was starting to feel like giving up on kids. I told Jamie we could try adopting but he didn’t like the idea. I was getting sick of the same sexual routine. We had very straight-to-the-point and direct sex, that lately had only been intended for me to get pregnant. It was starting to feel like a chore, opening my legs any time Jamie had an erection. Tonight was one of those nights. After dinner, I could feel Jamie’s eyes lingering on me a bit longer than normal. He seemed to want to help put the dishes in the dishwasher, which was something I often did alone. When I walked upstairs to change for bed, he followed me. I knew we would be having sex tonight. It wasn’t that I disliked having sex with Jamie. I was attracted to him, and he was my husband. However usually after he finished I was hornier than before we started. I’d never cum with him, and seeing the way his body tensed and the way he would groan into my neck when he came just made me feel turned on even more. I was jealous and horny, and I would usually wait until he went to bed so I could finish myself off in the bathroom while he slept. Tonight was no different. He had seen my calendar, saw that I was ovulating, and told me he’d like to have sex with me like I was a business partner at work. I stripped my clothes, laid on my back and spread my legs. He fucked me while kissing my neck and lips, telling me how good I felt around his cock. He came inside of me and laid beside me, and it wasn’t long before I could hear his soft snores. This night I wasn’t feeling particularly turned on after the sex, my mind still preoccupied with the neighbor. It had been ages since something exciting had happened, and after a dull couple of months, this qualified. I figured since it was nice outside I would sit out with a glass of wine on the back porch and enjoy having some time alone, hoping to get a glimpse of what was happening at the neighbor’s house. 




Chapter 2




 It was about nine o’clock and there was still a faint glow of light in the distance from the summer sunset, but it was mostly quite dark outside. The neighborhood was still busy in a quiet way, the smell of barbecue hung in the air and the soft laughter from the other backyards echoed through the air. It felt like the kind of night you would share with someone else, so I felt a bit lonely by myself. I heard a door slide open next door, and a rustle, and then saw a porch light turn on. There wasn’t much privacy the way these houses were built so closely together. I could see clear over the fence to the porch next door, and the next one too. Even though it killed me, I tried not to look over next door. It wasn’t fair to ambush them, they had just moved in. But after a moment I heard a voice and turned my head. “Hey, neighbor! Are you sitting out there alone?” A woman’s voice said, and I turned to face her. I couldn’t see her well in the dim porch light but I could see she looked around the same age as me, and she had long curled brown hair that cascaded down over her shoulders. I gave a small wave, and replied, “Yes, it’s just me.” “You should come over here if you want! I have extra drinks to share!” I could resist her bubbly energy, and of course, I wanted to go over, I was curious. I didn’t see anyone else over there, just the one woman. I yelled back to let her know I was coming over and grabbed my bottle of wine from in the house and some slip-on shoes. I walked the familiar path to the neighbors that I had walked many times before their divorce. As I got closer I could see that the neighbor was beaming with happiness. She was stunning and didn’t look like someone who had been unpacking boxes all day. She wore black yoga shorts that were quite short and a white tank top. Even though she was dressed casually I still felt a bit underdressed, in my baggy sweatpants and t-shirt. “I’m Alexia,” she said, reaching out her hand. “Or Alex, whatever you feel.” I took her hand and shook it lightly “It’s nice to meet you, I’m Brianna. Welcome to the neighborhood.” Alexia motioned to the empty chair on her porch for me to sit down and I did. I put my wine on the table. It was strange sitting here with someone different, but she seemed to give off very calm vibes. “So I can’t even describe to you how happy I am that someone close to my age lives next door.” She said, animated in her mannerisms. “You’re going to have to tell me all of the neighborhood gossip.” I laughed, “I’m probably not a good person to ask, I don’t know too much.” “Well we’ll have to find out from someone,” she said jokingly. “So do you live alone?” Her question surprised me. It would be hard for someone to afford one of these places alone. “No, I live with my husband, Jamie. He’s sleeping right now or else I’d bring him over to meet you. What about you?” “Oh it’s just me here,” she said while opening a cooler. “I know it’s kind of a big house but I have my own business, so it’s nice to have the extra space.” “Well that’s pretty impressive,” I said, trying not to come across jealous. “You picked a good neighborhood, I’m sure you’ll love it here. Are you single?” “Yes, painfully single,” she laughed. “It’s okay. I’m not too concerned about where I am in my life right now. If the right person comes along then that’s great, but for now, I’m just getting my shit together.” I did feel a bit jealous of her freedom, but a lot of it was fascination. I didn’t know many single people, especially not around there. We talked a bit more, the wine had made me a bit more chatty than normal. I told her about trying to get pregnant, and how it was starting to become a chore. I normally wasn’t so open about my personal life but it was mostly because I didn’t have anyone to listen to me. “That sounds tough, I can’t imagine going through all of that waiting to get pregnant. It must really wear you down,” she said and then leaned back a bit in her chair. “I only date women so I don’t think I’ll have that problem, at least not any time soon.” “Wait, really?” I said surprised. “Sorry, I don’t mean it in any way. I’ve just never known anyone…. like you.” “It’s okay,” she said smiling. “There’s probably not a lot of lesbians on the block from the sounds of it.” I laughed loudly, “No way, not around here at least.” We chatted a bit more about dating and the neighbors. I told her a bit about the couple who had lived here before. We had even talked about work and she wrote down the name of my blog in her notes on her phone. I saw Alexia shiver and she put her phone away. “It’s still pretty early but I’m starting to get a bit cold. Do you want to go inside? It’s a bit of a mess but all of my furniture is here.” “Sure,” I said, getting up quickly. I wasn’t sure what it was about Alexia, but it seemed like we had just instantly clicked. She seemed a bit lonely and so was I. I had forgotten how nice it was to have someone to talk to. We went in through the patio door to the kitchen. We grabbed some more drinks out of the fridge and headed into the living room. “You probably know the layout of this house better than I do,” she said as we made our way across the open kitchen. She was probably right. We hadn’t been extremely close with the previous neighbors, but they had thrown lots of parties and get-togethers, and if Jamie went I had usually gone too. We sat down on the big grey sofa in the living room, the only thing not in a box. “Do you think your husband will wake up and wonder where you are?” Alexia asked. “Probably not, he’s usually pretty tired after the… trying to get pregnant.” Alexia laughed at my awkwardness. “That must be the best part, having a bunch of sex every night. I can’t relate.” “Me neither,” I said, half-joking. “It’s kind of a chore at this point, like a medical appointment or something.” “Aw, that’s too bad. I don’t think I’ve ever had sex like that, but also I haven’t been with someone as long as you have.” It wasn’t that Jamie and I had never had good sex before, but thinking back, even before we were trying to get pregnant it had been quite a long time. It wasn’t something I thought about very often. It wasn’t causing any turmoil in our relationship, but in a way, it had felt like I hadn’t had sex in a long time, even though in the last few months I had more than ever. I wondered if maybe I should have said something to him. “Can I ask you something that might come across as a bit ignorant?” I asked Alexia, feeling brave and curious. “Of course, it would take a lot to offend me.” I believed her when she said that, she seemed so confident and sure of herself. “How do you have sex with a woman?” I asked, feeling a bit embarrassed. “Like I guess I’ve never really thought about it before.” I expected Alexia to laugh, but she took my question quite seriously, “There are so many ways,” she said, pausing to think. “It’s actually not much different than sex with a man, there are just endless ways to get off with someone else.” She smiled and then realized she needed to be a bit more direct. “Some people use toys, their mouths, hands, bodies. You learn to get creative and find out what you like.” “It sounds a bit more fun than what I’m used to. Not that there’s anything wrong with me and Jamie, but I think we are just in a routine.” Alexia smiled brightly. “I get that, it can be easy to get comfortable. I’ve had ruts like that too. It’s pretty fun though, most of the time. Depends on who you’re with, the same goes for men. I mean if you were single it’d be much easier to show you what I’m talking about,” she said laughing, but her tone sounded serious. “I wish,” I said laughing, but I wasn’t sure I would want that. It sounded a bit complicated. It was easy with Jamie, I knew exactly what made him feel good and it didn’t take much. Being with a woman sounded like a good way to embarrass myself. Not that I would cheat on Jamie, to begin with. “Well, you know where I live if you ever need a tutorial,” she laughed her loud, confident laugh, and poured back the rest of her drink. “I’m kidding of course,” she said, wiping her lip. We chatted a bit more about our past, the price of houses, and the TV shows that we both liked. I found it was starting to get harder to look away from her as if she was a magnet drawing me closer. I realized I had been staring at her soft, pink lips for a bit longer than I should have been. Then I would take a moment to try and remember how much eye contact was too much. I might have had a few extra drinks, but I was only a bit tipsy. She was sitting across from me on the couch leaning on her arm. I realized after a bit that she wasn’t wearing a bra, her hard nipples barely visible through her white tank top. Why was I noticing something like this? I felt comfortable talking to her but I felt physically nervous like I was on a first date. “Omg,” Alexia said, checking her phone, “It’s already almost 1 am. I can’t believe how fast tonight has gone by. The mover’s are coming tomorrow morning so I should probably go to bed.” I nodded, “Of course, I can’t even remember the last time I stayed up this late.” I stood up stretching and yawning. “Thanks so much for having me over. It’s been really nice to meet you.” “Oh my god of course. You can drop over any time.” She said and stood up as well. She stretched out her arms for a hug. I was used to hugging friends I’d had in the past before leaving their house, but for some reason, I felt so nervous. I tried not to show it and gave her a big hug. She pulled me close and I could feel her breasts pressed against mine, and her hips close to mine. Had all of my hugs felt this close? “It was so nice to meet you,” she said, breaking the hug. “You can bring Jamie over anytime too, don’t be strangers.” She said as she led me to the back door. I said goodbye to her and walked back to my house. I quietly slipped in through the porch door, up the stairs, and then crawled into the warm bed beside Jamie. I had a bit of trouble sleeping, my brain going a mile a minute about nothing in particular, just new conversation and new feelings. I’d felt so happy getting so much stress off of my chest that had been building over months. I fell asleep thinking of the next time I could see Alexia. 

 

 Chapter 3 

 

 The next day I told Jamie about my night. I didn’t tell him a lot, just that I went to the neighbor’s house for a drink and told him about Alexia. He looked a bit disappointed to find out she lived alone, he had probably been looking forward to making a new guy friend. I made breakfast and coffee, and I felt a bit tired after staying up so late. Jamie was going to get ready for work soon and I couldn’t wait for him to leave so I could have a nap. He ate quickly and I kissed him goodbye, waving through the front window as he pulled out of the driveway. He seemed much happier having me home during the day. I think he liked knowing that I would be there for him when he woke up and came home, cooking and cleaning and washing his clothes. As much as I did do all of these things, usually, while I was home I would work for most of the day, and then panic about an hour before he was off work, and I’d run around cleaning the house as fast as I could. Even though I had drunk some coffee, I knew I was tired enough to fall asleep. I lay on my couch in the living room, thinking of the night before. It had felt like a dream to meet someone that I had gotten along with so quickly. I tried to remember what we spoke about but all I could remember was her saying she dated girls. And that she was single. And that if I was single she would show me what she was talking about when I asked how to have sex with a woman. My mind went wild thinking of all of the ways. Jamie had gone down on me before, but it wasn’t something I liked very much. I had found it a bit embarrassing and had never felt so self-conscious. It had been a long time ago before I even knew what an orgasm was, and because of how awkward it had been we never tried it again. I was starting to feel turned on, my body feeling sensitive and hot. I thought about how I didn’t get to cum yesterday, and how I had so much pent up inside of me. I started rubbing my hands over my breasts, thinking of Jamie, but Jamie kept turning into Alexia. I could hear her voice. I tried to open my eyes and think of no one as I pulled at my nipples, moaning lightly. But every time I tried to focus I thought of Alexia when she hugged me, her strong body pressed up against mine. I was so horny that I started to not care. Whatever was going to help me get off I would think of and deal with the guilt later. It wasn’t like she would ever find out. I pulled my nightgown off and slid my hand underneath my panties. I quickly remembered that I was in the living room, but I looked at the windows and saw the curtains were drawn completely closed. I started rubbing my hand against my pussy, teasing my opening and pushing the skin around my clit, feeling how hard it was becoming. I brought my hand out of my panties up to my mouth and sucked and spit on my fingers, making them as wet as I could. Carefully I pushed them back to my clit, and I tried to imagine that my wet fingers were a tongue licking me. A more skilled tongue, someone like Alexia with experience. I played with my nipples with my other hand, moaning a bit louder since Jamie wasn’t home. I picked up speed on my clit, grinding my hips and feeling my legs tense. I heard a knock on the front door and it scared me at first, but I knew they couldn’t see me and decided they could wait. I was so close, and knowing there was a stranger on the other side of the door just 15 feet away from the couch while I was so exposed made me feel even hornier. I moved faster and faster, thinking of Alexia’s hard nipples pushing through her shirt, and I could feel my pussy contracting and twitching. My legs tried to close uncontrollably but I kept rubbing my clit, and came in my panties, feeling the wetness between my legs. I sat for a moment gasping and letting the relaxing feeling wash over me but then I heard another knock and felt a feeling of shame wash over me. What if they had heard me? I couldn’t remember how loud I had been before they knocked, maybe they had heard me? What if they’d seen me? Maybe they’d peaked through a crack in the curtains? I felt myself flushing even redder than my orgasm had turned me. I quickly jumped up and put my nightgown back on. I opened the door a crack and saw Alexia. “I’m so sorry, I hope I didn’t wake you up Brianna,” she said, and I felt even more ashamed like she could read my thoughts. “I was just wondering if you or Jamie would help me move a couple of things. They’re not super heavy just awkward. But if you’re busy that’s totally okay.” “No that’s okay I can help! I just have to get changed and have a really quick shower. I can be over in like 20 minutes?” She smiled, “Perfect, that’s amazing. Thanks so much.” I closed the door and felt so relieved. There’s no way she could have known, and she didn’t look suspicious at all. My heart was still pounding, and even though I had just cum I was already feeling turned on again. I didn’t know if it was from the excitement or the embarrassment but I knew I had to ignore it. I went upstairs and jumped quickly into the shower, and then changed into some fresh clothes and put my wet hair up in a ponytail. I’d only opened the door for a minute but it felt so hot outside, so I made sure to wear some short jean shorts and a black tank top. I figured my hair would probably dry fast in the heat. I looked at myself in the mirror for a moment, just to make sure I didn’t have any signs of just having an orgasm. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I felt dirty, thinking of my neighbor this way while I was happily married, especially a neighbor that was a woman. But at the same time, a part of me decided to rinse my mouth with mouthwash just in case.




 Chapter 4 

 

 Iknocked on Alexia’s front door and heard her yell for me to come in. When I walked into her house through the front door, I couldn’t believe how much she had gotten done already. There weren’t as many boxes left and there were curtains on the windows and pictures hanging up. I saw her standing in the kitchen pouring a glass of water. “Sorry it’s kind of hot in here, I haven’t figured out the A/C yet. Water?” “Sure,” I said and walked over to her. “I might be able to help with the A/C, it’s probably the same as my house.” “That would be great,” she said and handed me a tall glass of icy water. “I’ve drunk so much water today I’ve been sweating so much. I’m sorry I made you come all the way over here, but there are a couple of things the movers didn’t put in the right rooms and they’re kind of awkward for one person to carry.” “It’s totally okay,” I said laughing. “I’m not doing anything very important today. Jamie’s not home or else I would have asked him to help too.” I was lying. I probably wouldn’t have wanted Jamie to help, because I was enjoying getting to know Alexia without him. “You’re the best, thank you. I don’t want to keep you for too long but I can definitely take all of the help I can get.” I drank my water quickly, feeling thirsty from earlier. It was so hot in her house that I had already felt sweat beading on my forehead and I hadn’t done anything yet. There was a remote on the wall for the A/C, and I’d remembered when Jamie and I had moved in a neighbor had helped us with it. It was a bunch of symbols and didn’t make much sense. I showed Alexia how to use it. “It’ll probably take a bit to kick in, but it should be cool in here at least in an hour or two.” “I don’t care how long it takes, thank you so much.” We got to work, carrying a few pieces of awkward furniture up the stairs. There was a trunk, a few bigger fabric storage box shelves, and a chair. I was starting to sweat, the A/C not fully cooling down the house yet. Alexia was sweating too, more than I was since she had been working hard all morning. “Okay, there’s just one more. It’s kinda big but I don’t think it’ll be heavy,” she said, pointing at a queen-sized mattress. It was pretty large with a pillowtop surface, but I figured we could just slide it. “Would you rather be on the top or bottom?” She asked, and then started laughing. “Omg, I mean going up the stairs! Not sexually.” I started laughing too, “My mind didn’t even go there until you said it. I’m not sure which one of us is stronger, I guess that person should go on the bottom.” Alexia nodded. “I’d like to think I’m pretty strong, but you look like you might surprise me.” I shook my head, “No way,” I said laughing. “I think you’re probably stronger, I can literally see your muscles.” I pointed at her toned arms. “Oh, I’m glad you noticed,” she winked. “Bottom it is.” We pushed the mattress toward the stairs and I pulled it up from the middle. It was a lot heavier than I think either one of us could have imagined. We managed to get it up enough stairs that we could kind of slide it, her pushing while I pulled. It was the type of mattress that was so heavy it just kind of flopped over, so you had to hold the whole thing while dragging it. We took a few breaks for my sake, my sweaty hands unable to hold the mattress tightly, but we managed to make it to the top. We were so relieved at the top of the stairs for her wooden floors and pushed it into her bedroom. We lifted it onto the bed frame and struggled for a bit to get it to fit perfectly within the frame. Finally, when we were finished, Alexia fell back on the mattress, panting. I stood over her, covered in sweat, not wanting to get any on her bed. She grabbed my hand and pulled me gently to lay down. “It’s so nice and cold,” she managed to say between her breaths, and I collapsed down beside her, looking at the ceiling. The mattress was quite cool, and it felt good against my scorching skin. I looked around the room. It was empty and bright white, and the sun beamed in through the curtainless window. I looked beside me at Alexia, and she had her eyes closed and her arms spread out behind her head. I couldn’t help but watch her as her chest rose up and down as she caught her breath. Her shirt was pulled up slightly over her stomach, and I saw her wet skin. She looked so much different than I did. Her skin was tan, her breasts smaller, her body more toned. I wasn’t even thinking, but it was as if my body was screaming for me to touch her. “Do you see something you like?” Alexia asked, and I felt embarrassed being caught looking at her this way. But the way she said it sounded seductive like she was giving me an opportunity. I looked at her and she was looking back, her lips in a slight grin. I took a breath, feeling like I was plunging in shark-infested waters. “All of it,” I said, and saw her smile widen. I turned toward her, while she lay on her back. “Show me,” she said, and grabbed my hand and placed it on her stomach. I knew I should feel guilty, knowing Jamie was at work and I was being unfaithful. But for some reason that made me feel more excited. I’d always been so good and quiet, giving Jamie everything he wanted and not expecting much in return. I felt like finally, I was getting something that I wanted, even though I hadn’t known I was missing anything. I was nervous, not knowing what I was doing, but I knew Alexia was aware of that. I felt her smooth, warm skin underneath my hand, and I traced my fingers up her stomach and over her shirt. I moved my hand over her breasts and noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra. I felt her nipples harden through her shirt, and I rubbed my fingers heavily over each one and heard her let out a soft moan. I pinched each nipple gently and rolled it between my fingers, watching as she closed her eyes and parted her lips. The sight made me crave her, wanting to touch her and taste her, wanting her to show me everything. I cupped my hand on her face and kissed her. I started softly and slowly, but then I felt her hands slide down over my hips and pull me on top of her. Feeling her body underneath mine sent me over the edge. I positioned myself on my elbows on either side of her and straddled her, pressing my whole upper body against hers as I felt her tongue on mine, exploring my mouth. Her hands grabbed my ass roughly, pulling my pelvis down towards hers, and I couldn’t help but grind against her even through my clothes. I felt so restricted, wanting to take my clothes off and feel her skin on mine, but even though our clothes I could feel my clit getting harder as I rubbed my breasts and stomach against hers. “Is this what you want? I won’t tell, but I want you to be sure.” Alexia asked as she rubbed her hands down my hips. I didn’t need to think. I knew that this was what I wanted. I’d normally been so shy and reserved, but this felt like I’d find a piece of myself I never knew I was missing. At that moment Alexia could have done anything to me and I wouldn’t have cared. “Yes, please. I don’t care, I want you so badly.” “Thank god. Your secret’s safe with me.” I felt her arms around me and she fully sat up straight so that I was still straddling her, and I realized that she was so much stronger than I’d thought. She pushed my shirt up, revealing my breasts, and before she had even lifted the shirt over my head I could feel her take one of my hard nipples into her mouth, sucking on it. I gasped from the sudden pleasure and lifted my arms as she pulled the fabric quickly over my head. She threw it onto the ground, and I felt her switch her mouth to my other nipple, sucking even harder. She moved a hand up to pinch and pull at the one she had already sucked, and I moaned loudly as her fingers slid over the wet skin. Everything she did to my breasts radiated down to my throbbing clit, and I ground toward her, feeling how wet I was becoming. Alexia grabbed me under my thigh with one hand and the other on my back, and picked me up off of her. She stood up and placed me down on the bed, and it seemed to happen so quickly that I was on my back and she was on top of me. She was kissing me hard, sucking at my lips and tongue, and I could feel her sliding my shorts down. She got up and pulled them off of me, leaving me only in my thong. I looked at her and realized she was still dressed, and I felt so exposed. It turned me on even more. She straddled me and I felt her hand pressing onto my panties, putting pressure onto my hard clit. I moved my hips toward her eagerly. “I heard you this morning,” she said, rubbing her hand hard but slowly in circles on my pussy. “I was about to knock on the door earlier, and I heard you moaning. It turned me on so much, all I’ve been thinking about is how much I want to hear you again.” I didn’t feel embarrassed like I should have. I’d felt happy in a way that she had heard me. Maybe I wouldn’t have been here if she hadn’t. “I was thinking of you when you heard me earlier, imagining it was you. I couldn’t get you out of my head,” I half moaned as I felt her finger finally brushing my clit. Alexia knelt by my knees and kissed and sucked the skin on my lower stomach, teasing me. “What were you imagining I was doing?” I’d started to breathe harder, feeling like I was being driven crazy by her mouth so close to me my pussy. “I imagined you were going down on me,” I said quickly, as I felt her mouth go lower. “Is that what you want me to do?” I felt her hot breath above my thong when she spoke. “Tell me what you want.” “Please, I want to feel your mouth on me,” I said, but she didn’t move. She just looked up at me, waiting for more. “I want you to lick me and fuck me, Alexia, I’ll do anything.” My begging had worked. She quickly pulled my thong down and over my feet and then spread open my legs before I could even think to. Without any more teasing, I felt her wet tongue on my pulsing clit, and she flicked her tongue over the hard nub. I moaned with surprise, this had felt so much better than my wet fingers, or Jamie’s lazy tongue. She started sucking on my clit quickly and then stopping to flick her tongue over me again. “Fuck Alexia, that feels so good,” I cried out. I looked down and watched her as she worked her mouth over me, and she looked back up at me and smiled while she licked me. Just when I didn’t think I could be any more turned on I felt her fingers pushing into the entrance of my pussy. I thrust toward them, and she obliged, pushing them inside of me. I hadn’t realized how wet I was, her fingers slid in so quickly. She curled them forward and I gasped as I felt her rubbing against my g-spot, sending fireworks through my body. I tried gripping on the bare mattress, but there was nothing to hold onto, my fingers slipping. My eyes rolled back and most of me wasn’t even on the mattress anymore, my ass and legs raised to grind against her face and fingers. She pumped in and out of me quickly, sucking me relentlessly and my legs shook as I felt her moaning on my swollen clit, the vibration radiating through me. I felt so close to cumming harder than I ever had. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, please keep fucking me,” I yelled and she kept the same pace. My legs tensed and tried to close, but she kept going. I felt myself cum hard, my pussy tightening around her fingers. My warm orgasm ran down between my legs and I was breathing hard and whimpering as she kept sucking on my sensitive clit. After she was sure I was done she pulled her fingers out of me, and then took her mouth off of me. “I’m not done with you yet,” she said smiling, and I was almost ready to do it all over again, feeling like something was activated in me. I couldn’t remember ever cumming twice in one day, and there was no way I could have imagined that I would still feel horny afterwards. But I also wanted to try doing that to her, tasting her wetness in my mouth. I didn’t want to be the only one feeling this pleasure. She pulled her clothes off quickly, throwing them in a pile on the floor. She straddled one of my legs and pulled my free leg over her knee. She leaned back and I could feel her warm pussy pressing onto mine. I felt her thrust herself on me, my wet cunt sliding against hers. I opened my legs wide and rubbed back against her hard, grinding my hips desperately. We both moaned as we found our rhythm, and I whimpered as my swollen clit rubbed against her. I felt myself cumming again, it seemed to happen so easily now like a switch was flipped. Alexia was gasping and still rubbing herself on me, but I figured this was my chance to make it up to her. I slid out from under her and she looked at me with desperation when I moved away. She was back on her elbows, and I had gotten onto my knees and pushed her back even more. I put my hands on the inside of her thighs and rubbed my hands up and down. “My turn,” I said, and rubbed my finger across her opening, getting it wet. I slid it over her finding her hard clit, and I rubbed my finger in a circle, watching as she moved her head back like she was in a trance. I leaned down and licked her opening as I rubbed her, and tasted her wetness on my tongue. I pushed my tongue inside of her, savoring the taste, and I felt her hips respond. She pushed herself toward my mouth, and I moved my tongue, lapping inside of her. I took my mouth and hand off of her, and I went to push my fingers inside of her, wanting to do what she did to me when I saw something shiny. My wedding ring. The silver shine of diamonds distracted me for a moment, and even though I knew what it represented, I was so lost in Alexia’s warm pussy and shaking legs to feel any guilt. I pushed my fingers inside of her anyway, as far as I could thinking she could probably feel the cool ring on her pussy lips. I wondered if it turned her on, the excitement of being caught or sleeping with someone who was married. She looked at me when I started fucking her, and it seemed like she was thinking the same. She smiled and then closed her eyes, rocking against me. I licked and sucked at her clit, trying to keep the same speed and pressure as she did but I knew I wasn’t able to. She didn’t seem to mind, melting herself around me and moaning. “God…Brianna… you feel so good,” she said between breaths, bouncing up and down on my face and fingers slightly. I watched as her small breasts shook slightly as she writhed, and I tried to pick up even faster, sucking and licking as hard as I could. Her legs started shaking wildly and squeezed slightly around me. I felt her orgasm in waves, she came and then it was like she was cumming again, crying as I continued fucking her. My hand was completely soaked from her cum. When I felt her stop shaking I stopped. She looked down at me and I licked her wet pussy and then sucked my fingers slowly, cleaning her off of me. “Holy shit Brianna,” she said, watching me. I felt so dirty but it felt natural, I could have kept going. She tasted different than Jamie. I got up and then collapsed beside her, shaking too. I didn’t realize how much work it was to go down on a woman. Alexia rolled over and kissed me. I felt her hand running down my side and realized just how sensitive my buzzing body felt. She broke the kiss and opened her mouth to say something, but we both jumped as there was a loud knock at the door downstairs. Alexia jumped up quickly. “Wait here, the movers probably forgot something,” she said and got dressed as fast as she could. I got off the bed after she left the room and I knelt by the door. I opened it a crack so I could hear who was at the door, just in case they were coming up and I needed to get dressed. “Oh hi there, how can I help you?” I heard Alexia say. I couldn’t hear the person on the other side of the door, but thankfully Alexia was naturally a loud person. “Jamie! Oh from next door! It’s nice to meet you, I’m Alexia.” Her acting was impeccable. I ran quickly, trying not to make too much noise but I threw my clothes on clumsily. I looked around for a mirror, but there wasn’t anything else in the room apart from the bed. I thought of them shaking hands, Jamie not knowing that her hands had been all over and inside of his wife. I went back to the door to listen. “Brianna stopped by to help move some furniture with me. She’s upstairs helping me organize boxes. I’ll go get her.” I heard her walking up the stairs and I stood up and opened the door. She looked at me with wide eyes. “It’s okay. He said he got home from work early and saw your car was still here. He went back home, but he said it’s fine if you keep helping me.” “Thank you, I’m so sorry this must be so weird for you,” I felt guilty. I felt bad for Alexia and I felt bad for Jamie. “I think I might just go over and make sure things are cool with him, and then I’ll try to come back.” Alexia stepped toward me and hugged me, “Of course, just come back over any time. I’ll leave the door open for you.” I hugged her back, longer than I’d hugged anyone else, smelling the shampoo in her hair.




 Chapter 5




 Iwalked into the house, and Jamie was sitting in the living room, on the couch where I had masturbated earlier. “Hey babe,” he said while scrolling on his phone. “Sorry I went next door looking for you. You hadn’t answered my calls and the car was still here, so I wasn’t sure where you were.” “It’s okay,” I said. “I’m sorry I didn’t have my phone on me. Alexia asked me for help this morning and one thing led to another, I ended up helping her unpack a lot.” I felt caught, but at the same time, I knew he wouldn’t suspect me to ever cheat on him, let alone with a girl. If Alexia had been a man I knew it would be a lot different. “No harm done. I had to leave early because the power went out at the office. Too many people using A/Cs I guess it overwhelmed the system or something. Are you going back over? I might eat soon but if you’re going over I’ll just order.” “No, it’s okay. I’ll make something.” I cooked dinner, finding whatever I could out of the fridge. I still hadn’t checked my hair, I had no clue what I looked like, but I made sure to wash my hands and face well in the kitchen sink. My pussy still felt wet, and my body heightened, but my brain was confused. I’d felt shame, and the shame made me feel turned on but it also made me want to throw up. I couldn’t believe I had done something so extreme. I had decided to make pasta, and as I was putting the sauce on a simmer, I felt hands around my waist. I jumped up, surprised by Jamie’s rough touch on my hips. I felt his breath on my neck. “You’re still ovulating aren’t you?” He asked, running his hands up my waist. “I love when you wear these shorts.” I knew to avoid suspicion, I should have sex with Jamie. But I couldn’t do it. I could feel him pressing up against me, and I wanted it, but it was too weird for me. I figured if he knew how wet I was right now, he would probably be suspicious. “I’m sorry babe, I’m really not feeling well. Alexia didn’t have A/C today and I think the heat kind of got to me.” It wasn’t entirely a lie. I wasn’t feeling well. I felt him let go of me. “It’s okay, maybe later tonight. You should have a shower and lie down.” I nodded. I left to go upstairs, showered, and went to bed. It was only 3:00. I felt guilty leaving Alexia hanging but I knew she would understand. I would go over first thing in the morning. I wrapped myself up in the blankets and fell asleep for hours until I felt Jamie crawl into bed beside me. I felt his hands on me, and I turned over and kissed him. I felt perpetually turned on now, so confused and awakened. He grabbed my breasts, moving them in slow circles, and I thought of how Alexia sucked my nipples earlier. I reached down to feel his hardness in my hand, and he quickly pushed up my nightgown. He kissed my neck and I thought of the soft lips that had kissed my stomach. I felt him press himself into me slowly, groaning, and I pushed back against him. I felt tired after today, my legs having tensed so hard earlier, using muscles I hadn’t used before, so I was grateful for the low-maintenance sex. He whispered while he fucked me “Oh Brianna, you’re mine, you feel so good,” and I moaned in response. He came inside of me, and rolled off of me, wrapping his arm around me. I waited for him to sleep and I went to the bathroom downstairs and had another shower, cleaning his cum out of me. I went back to bed and fell asleep again feeling exhausted. The next morning I woke up and Jamie was already out of bed. I went downstairs and he was drinking a coffee. I grabbed one too and sat down across from him at the kitchen table. “I’m staying home from work today, the power still isn’t on,” he said, and I felt a pang of disappointment. “Sounds good, it’ll be nice to have a day off.” Jamie smiled. “Yeah, you’re right.” “If you don’t have any plans with me today, I think I’m going to go back over to Alexia’s and help her unpack.” Jamie took a long sip of his coffee and then took a moment to respond. “I’m just going to stay home today, I don’t have any plans. I’m going to see if I can work from home. But listen. I think it’s really good you have made a new friend. But I was talking to Jeremy yesterday, down the road, and he said his wife Katie went to high school with Alexia, and that she’s a lesbian. Or at least she was. So just be careful.” “Be careful of what?” I said feeling offended, even though I should have been feeling guilty. “I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m just saying. In case she gets a crush on you or something.” I laughed. “What good that would do anyway. She knows I’m straight, I’m with you,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “We have a lot in common. It’s nice to have a friend.” “You’re right, I just thought maybe you should know. But it’s good for you to have someone to talk to.” 

 

 Chapter 6 

 

 Iknocked on Alexia’s door. I knew she had said I could walk in at any time, but that was yesterday. I didn’t want to scare her. She answered the door, her long brown hair cascading over her shoulders and spilling onto a short, black, tennis dress. “I thought you’d never come back,” she laughed, and let me in. I closed the door behind me. “I’m sorry I didn’t come back yesterday,” I said, “I just was worried, y’know.” Alexia walked through the living room into the open kitchen. “It’s okay, I kind of figured you weren’t coming back then. But I’m glad you came back today.” “Jamie stayed home from work, but I told him I would be over here helping.” I was leaning against the island in the kitchen when Alexia came over and put her hand on either side of the counter, pushing me against it slightly. “What are you going to help me with?” She asked, smiling. “Anything,” I said, trying to keep the same energy. “Just tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.” Alexia kissed me, and I kissed her back desperately, already starting to feel my body come alive. “Omg how rude of me,” she said, breaking the kiss. “Do you want anything? A drink? Do you just want to chill? We don’t have to do anything.” I laughed. “No, well, maybe a drink. But you’re definitely not rude. I’d like to do anything with you.” I grabbed a drink out of the fridge and stared at Alexia, looking at her dress. Her body was so fit that the tight dress flattered her well. She saw me staring at her. “Can you turn around?” I asked. She laughed, “You want a better view?” She asked, and turned around slowly. Her dress was barely covering her ass, hitting right below. Her long legs parted slightly as she leaned against the island, bending over slightly. “Is this what you meant?” I walked over behind her and grabbed her ass with both hands and rubbed it. I pushed her dress up a bit, and she bent over even more and pushed her ass up higher. I rubbed myself against her, rocking against her teasingly, and I wished that I hadn’t worn jean shorts. She pushed back into me more and laid her arms and head on the countertop. “God, you’re so hot,” I said, rubbing my hands on her. “You can go ahead and spank me,” she said. “Have you done it before? It would turn me on so much.” I was so shocked at her words. “Are you for real?” I asked, and she laughed.

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

 I felt so nervous. What if I hit her too hard? Or not hard enough? I knew she would probably tell me, but I’d never done anything like this before. I moved my hand over her right cheek, and then pulled back, and slapped her ass. She moaned. “That’s it, Brianna, just a bit harder.” I did what she said and spanked her again, and my hand made a much louder noise this time when it made contact. I left my hand on her after, and she gasped. “More…please.” I kept spanking her, trying harder and different sides. At first, it was strange, but then it started to turn me on, and I anticipated her reaction each time. I teased her, waiting too long or giving her no time at all between spanks. Her skin was red and she was squirming towards me. I reached down between her legs and felt her panties, and they were so wet. I felt so good to have made her feel so turned on. I rubbed my fingers against her wet panties and she moaned loudly. I reached my other hand up to play with her nipples while I rubbed myself against her sore ass cheek. There was a bit of friction on my clit from the seam of my pants as I wasn’t wearing any panties, and I moaned with her. “Oh Brianna, please fuck me,” she asked. I moved my other hand from her breasts to her pussy and pushed her panties aside. I pushed my fingers inside of her, starting with two and then three, watching as her back arched and she bounced herself off of my hand. I spit on my other hand and rubbed her clit hard, matching the rhythm of me fingering her. I noticed as she bounced she rubbed her nipples in the edge of the counter through her dress, and I felt so turned on watching her writhe around. “Do you want to cum for me, Alexia?” I asked, and she cried out loudly. “Yes, oh my god, fuck we should be quiet,” but I didn’t care. I pumped in and out of her faster and faster. She tried her best to be quieter, as her throbbing pussy started to contract and release, cum dripping down my hand. She pressed her face in her arms, muffling her noises as I fucked every drop out of her. I thought I would be bad at this but she made it so easy. After she came, she breathed for a moment, and then looked up. “Fuck, the balcony curtain is open a bit” She ran over quickly and shut it, and then turned around to make sure the rest of the curtains were closed as well. I should have been freaked out but I felt so calm and happy after seeing her cum. I knew Jamie would have banged through the window if he had seen us together, and I didn’t think the crack would have been big enough for a neighbor to see. It did turn me on thinking that someone could have seen me slapping Alexia’s ass while she moaned, but it was too small of a neighborhood to take any chances. I couldn’t believe who I was becoming. I never imagined I’d take pleasure from something so bad. “I’m going to have to spank you someday, so you can see how good it feels.” “Please,” I said, wanting to feel how she felt. I always thought it would be weird but feeling how wet her pussy was afterward made me want to try it. “Come here,” she said and grabbed my hand leading me over to the couch. She took my shirt and my jean shorts off, smiling when she saw I wasn’t wearing any panties. She laid down on the couch and then pulled me on top of her. “Move up more,” she motioned and pushed at my ass until I was over her chest. Then she slid down underneath me, her face under my pussy. Before I could even ask what she was doing she grabbed my hips and pulled me down, making me sit on her face. I held onto the arm of the couch in front of me, and I felt how wide my pussy was spread over her. She licked from my opening up to my clit, and I shivered feeling her hot tongue on my swollen, wet pussy. She grabbed my ass hard, digging her hands in, and I squirmed as she licked me. She stopped for a minute and smacked my ass lightly, and I gasped with surprise. “That okay? Or do you want it harder?” “Harder.” She slapped my ass hard, and I felt the sharp sting on my skin. The pain felt like pleasure that shot through my pussy like an electric spark. She went back to licking me, and then stopped and I felt another sharp slap, a little harder. I moaned out even louder. She kept going, licking me or sucking me, and then spanking me. I felt so on edge, and I think she started to notice as I moved my hips. I felt so wet after each delicious sting on my skin, and she grabbed my ass again, the skin sore and tender. She sucked my clit hard this time, and I cried out loudly and thrust toward her face. 

 I knew I should have been quiet. If Jamie even had just knocked on the front door he would have heard me so clearly. But I felt like I was on another planet, invincible, and the only thing that mattered was Alexia’s warm mouth on my pulsing clit. I moaned, rocking back and forth, looking down at her with half lidded eyes, she moaned into me, her muffled noises rippling over me. I brought my hands up to my breasts and played with my nipples while I rode her face, feeling like I was losing control. Right when I thought I was almost ready to explode, I felt her shove her fingers inside me. I gasped, it felt like more fingers than last time, and I felt so full. I bounced up and down as she kept her tight suction on my clit, and I came quickly riding her face and hands. My legs shook hard as I let go, and I felt her moaning again. I stayed for a moment catching my breath and then got off of her. I realized she was still mostly in her dress, the bottom hiked up over her hips. I got off of her and she sat up on the couch and pulled me back toward her, holding me close to her, breathing hard. My back was to her chest and I could feel it rising and falling as she pressed me against her. “There are so many things I want to do to you,” she said, stroking my hair. “You turn me on so much, I can’t believe the other day you were asking me how lesbians had sex.” I laughed, “I guess I caught on quick. I’ve never felt anything like this before” “I wish we could go somewhere, I was scared Jamie could hear you from over here.” “I’m sorry, this is such a weird position I’ve put you in. I just feel like I can’t resist you,” I said, rubbing her leg. She laughed, “It’s okay, for now, it’s kinda hot, even though it’s fucked up.” She moved her hands up to my breasts and held them in her hands, filling her palms, as her thumb and forefinger rolled my nipples back and forth. I moaned leaning back into her, watching as her skilled hands played with my breasts, making my nipples so sensitive and hard. She moved one of her legs in between mine and bent it slightly so that I was leaning back against her, straddling her leg, my breasts still in her hands. She moved her thigh and I rubbed myself against it, feeling so turned on again already. I positioned my feet on the couch and lifted myself, grinding myself on her. I imagined Jamie watching through the window as she made me twist around and cry out, without even having to insert anything inside of me. I bounced against her leg, my wet pussy making her skin slick and slippery, and I put my head back on her shoulder, crying out her name, ready to have her make me cum over and over for as long as it took until we either got caught or confessed. 

 

 II 

 

 Heat Wave




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

 

 Chapter 1 

 

 “This weekend’s heat wave is expected to break records across the country,” I heard a woman announce on the radio as I drove home from the grocery store. I turned up the volume. “After a sweltering week, the temperature is set to rise even higher. The heat warning will upgrade to severe starting Saturday afternoon. It is advised to have extra water and food in case of power outages from the increase in air conditioning usage. Remember to stay hydrated and try to limit your exposure to the sun.” “Fuck you,” I sighed, turning the radio off. My A/C had already broken a week ago and everywhere was completely sold out of new ones. I couldn’t even find anywhere selling fans. It had already been so hot all week and I didn’t know if I could handle it anymore. It was at the point where I wasn’t even waking up in a sweat, but I was going to sleep in one. I knew my roommate Lucy wouldn’t mind the weather too much, she loved the sun and the heat, and would sit outside sweltering all day until she had an even golden tan. But as much as she loved the sun she had also been upset about the A/C breaking. I pulled over to the convenience store around the block from our apartment and picked up a couple of cases of water and three bags of ice. I got some cold brew coffee to replace our regular hot coffee, and a bottle each of wine and vodka. I knew I shouldn’t have any because it would dehydrate me, but if I was going to get through this weekend I would need a few drinks. I drove to the apartment, parked in the parking garage, and made a few trips up the elevator with all of the supplies I’d purchased. The halls of the building were already warm, but when I opened the door to our apartment it was like walking into a wall of heat. It felt muggy and humid, and I realized that I had forgotten to close the curtains on our big living room window. The late afternoon sun burned through the windows and had probably been heating the apartment for a while now. I wished I could open the windows and let some air in, but it was a lot more humid outside. I took off my clothes that had been more suitable for the cold aisles of the grocery store I’d been in earlier and put on a cropped tank top and shorts. Even though I wasn’t wearing much, it still felt like a blanket on my skin. I entered the living room and turned some music on, and started to make a salad, the coldest thing I could think of wanting for dinner. I made extra for Lucy and sat down on the leather couch to eat. The surface felt cool on my skin. We had lived in this apartment for a few years now. Lucy had gotten out of a bad relationship and was happy to get out on her own, and at the time I’d just moved to the city and saw her ad online. When I met her to see the apartment she told me that she was too scared to live alone. She was definitely the most normal and relatable of the people I’d met while apartment hunting, and we were close to the same age, both in our late twenties. I had signed right away and it was one of the best decisions I’d ever made. We got along great, and Lucy was the first person I had ever lived with who would openly communicate with me if something was bothering her. I knew that us living together wouldn’t last forever. I hadn’t been seeing anyone except for a small fling once in a while, but Lucy had been in a relationship that was starting to get more serious with a guy she met online, named Ethan. I had met him a few times and he seemed quite nice. I was happy for her but I couldn’t seem to shake the painful feeling of jealousy in the pit of my stomach. Lucy came home while the sun was just starting to set. She burst through the door and ran out to the living room. “Alice! Happy weekend!” She exclaimed, plunking herself down on the couch. “How are you so happy in this heat?” I asked, laughing. She smiled, “It’s okay. When it’s already this hot you can’t feel much hotter. Trust me. It’ll be over before we know it. But I did hear there could be power outages so maybe we should get some supplies.” “Oh it’s okay, it’s all taken care of,” I told her about the water, ice, groceries, the coffee, and the wine. “You’re always so on it. Just let me know how much to transfer you.” “It wasn’t much, don’t worry about it,” I said, knowing that she would have done the same. “What are you up to this weekend?” I asked her, expecting her to be hanging out with Ethan. “I am free and clear this weekend! I’m all yours,” she laughed. “Unless you have other plans. Then I am not doing anything.” “No way I’m leaving the house this weekend unless it’s to go to a walk-in freezer.” 

 

 Chapter 2 

 

 Lucy and I caught up quickly on how our days had been, and then she went to go get some dinner. I decided to have a quick shower, which was something I’d never thought I would look forward to so much. I went into the bathroom and put some music on, and set the water to lukewarm. We didn’t have a bathtub or else I would have been spending all of my time in it. Instead, we had a stand-up shower with a big glass sliding door around it. There was a small ledge in the corner built out of tile that was intended to be a seat, but we just piled our extra shampoo onto it. It was the nicest shower I’d ever used in my life, and the heat wave made me appreciate it even more. I stripped off my clothes and got into the shower, feeling the cool relief of the water. I kept thinking about what Lucy had said. I’m all yours. It could be nothing, but sometimes Lucy would say or do things that came off a bit flirty. I knew a lot of people would do that in close friendships, but no friends I’d had before would say things like that. I didn’t mind at all, I knew she didn’t mean anything serious by it. Sometimes I felt like maybe I had a bit of a crush on her. I was bisexual and she knew that about me, but I had always written her off as being out of my league. Even if she were ever to be interested in me, which was highly unlikely with the way things were going with her and Ethan, I didn’t want to ruin things between us or make it weird, so I always kept my distance. After I washed my hair and my body I slowly changed the temperature of the water. I would turn it a bit colder and wait for my body to adjust, and then I would turn it again until I was shivering. I moved my body to face the showerhead and felt the water run over my chest. My nipples were hard from the icy water, and I moved them underneath the stream. It felt almost like someone was licking them, and I could feel the sensation move down my body. I ran my thumbs over my nipples, pinching them and playing with them as the water made my skin feel numb. I felt so horny and I wanted to continue, but I was starting to feel a bit too cold and knew that Lucy would probably want to shower soon too. I’d already been in there for a bit. I decided I’d finish later if I still felt like it. I got out of the shower and dried myself off, and because I was still so turned on, every part of my body that I ran the towel over was radiating. I got dressed and went back into the living room, and Lucy was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine. “Would you like a glass too?” She asked me. I nodded, “It’s okay I can get it.” I went into the kitchen and poured a tall glass of wine and grabbed a bottle of water. I sat near her on the couch and turned to face her. “Your hair is getting so long,” she said, “you can really notice it when it’s wet.” “Finally.” I laughed. “I’ve been trying to grow it this long for ages.” My hair was black and wavy, and it was almost so long now that it was touching the top of my breasts. “It’s almost as long as yours.” Lucy had light brown hair that was almost a light blonde at the ends. She usually wore it down, and it framed her sharp cheekbones that were splashed with freckles. She was very naturally pretty, and it sometimes made me jealous when I’d see her first thing in the morning looking like she’d just walked out of a magazine. It probably helped that she always seemed extremely confident and sure of herself, something that I wasn’t as good at. We talked a bit longer, laughing over silly things. We talked about work, Ethan, and the news. When she laughed, it was usually quite loud, and she would always touch my shoulder or my leg while she was laughing. Even sometimes she would fall into me playfully while she giggled. This was a normal Lucy trait that I was used to, but because I was on edge from earlier, I felt my body jump under her touch. I wasn’t sure if she had noticed, but I tried to just act normal. “I can’t believe it’s already 9:30,” Lucy said, checking her phone. “I have to shower and then call Ethan later. He’s at some guys’ cottage thing this weekend.” “Yeah I think I’m gonna go to bed soon, I’m kinda tired,” I half lied. I was tired, but I was also wanting to finish what I started in the shower. We said good night, and I finished the rest of my wine and went to my room. I turned off the lights, stripped my clothes off, and I got under my sheets only. I could feel that my nipples were already hard again, and I ran my nails lightly over the outside of the sheets, grazing my breasts underneath. I could feel the pressure in my clit already, my pussy twitching with anticipation. I pinched my nipples through the sheets, and it almost felt like it was someone else’s hands doing it. I slid one of my hands underneath and started to circle my fingers hard over the folds that covered my clit, and I couldn’t help but let out a moan. I ran my fingers over my pussy, feeling it get wetter and wetter. I moved two of my fingers inside of me, feeling my tightness around them. I pushed them in and out roughly until they were soaking wet, and then opened my legs and rubbed against my clitoris quickly, still playing with my breasts. I could feel my legs tensing, and my breathing was heavy. I turned my head into the side of the pillow, unable to stop myself from moaning loudly as I felt my body shaking and jumping with pleasure every time my fingers slid across my hard clit. I felt myself cum hard, soaking my bed underneath me. I had laid for a moment in my wetness, feeling relief wash over me. I was so tired. I took a moment to catch my breath and then I managed to find a towel in my room to cover the wet spot on my bed, making a mental note to wash my bedding in the morning. Feeling hot I kicked away the sheets and fell asleep right away.




 Chapter 3 

 

 Iwoke up the next morning drenched in sweat. I was surprised I hadn’t woken up in the middle of the night from the heat. I was still tired, but I wanted nothing more than to get out of the warm bed. I had another quick shower and didn’t even bother drying myself off, letting the water on my skin air dry, keeping me cool for a bit longer. I put on the same clothes from the night before and then I made sure every curtain in the house was closed. I grabbed a cold brew coffee out of the fridge and sat at the kitchen table, browsing the news on my phone. Lucy woke up shortly after. “Morning babes,” I heard her say as she grabbed a coffee as well. “Morning,” I said sluggishly, still feeling only half awake. “So it’s definitely hotter than I thought it would be.” She laughed and sat down across from me at the table. She looked how she normally did, her hair laying flat as if she had just styled it, but her cheeks were flushed and her skin had a small shine of sweat. “But this coffee is a big help. Thank you for picking them up.” “No worries.” I smiled, “I think I’m gonna have to change into something different though, this isn’t cutting it today,” I said, motioning at my clothes from yesterday. “Me too,” she paused.“I can’t promise I’ll be wearing much.” I laughed, “Me neither. Sorry in advance.” We both went our separate ways to change. I put on a black bralette and some biker shorts. My hair already felt dry. I put it in a high bun on my head and then grabbed my laptop and went back to the living room. I sat on the couch and started watching videos on my computer. Lucy came out shortly afterward to join me, wearing a white bikini I had seen her tan in many times, and her hair was pulled into a ponytail. We sat for a couple of hours, me on my laptop and Lucy on her phone. We talked occasionally about things we saw online and complained about the heat constantly. I ended up putting a sheet over the couch because our skin kept sticking to the leather. My laptop felt too hot to have near me, so I switched to browsing on my phone. I could feel my skin covered in a layer of sweat, even my fingertips seemed damp. I looked over at Lucy and her tanned skin was covered in a shiny layer of sweat as well. It reminded me of the tanning oil she would rub onto her skin at the beginning of summer, and for a moment I had to catch my breath, thinking of her spreading the oil up the back of her long thighs. I could almost smell the coconut scent that would follow her around the house all through June. The heat must have been getting to me. I looked back down at my phone. “I’m gonna make a drink with lots of ice. Do you want one?” She asked me. I nodded, “Yes, please. I don’t care what it is.” Lucy came back with two large glasses filled with ice, orange juice, and vodka. She placed a small pitcher of the mix on the table for when we wanted refills. She sat down closer to me. “You weren’t kidding about the ice,” I said laughing. She laughed too, “Hopefully it helps.” I had a few sips of my drink and started to feel a bit better. Lucy downed hers quickly and poured another one. “So did you have a good night?” She asked, turning to face me, crossing her legs. “Yeah, it was okay. I didn’t really do much. I just went to sleep. What about you?” I asked. “It was okay. I didn’t talk to Ethan for very long, he’s pretty busy,” she paused. “So you just went to bed last night? That’s it?” “Yes…” I laughed nervously. “Why?” “Oh nothing, I just thought I heard otherwise.” I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “Oh my god, I am so sorry.” I laughed nervously. “No, no, don’t be sorry. It was kind of hot, to be honest, and I didn’t hear too much.” “Okay good. I think the wine must have gotten to me a bit last night,” I tried to look unfazed by her sudden comments, but I felt a bit guilty. She took a long sip of her drink. “So how is that drink making you feel? Because I wouldn’t mind hearing some more,” she said in a flirty tone. I laughed, “Yeah right.” “I’m kinda being serious, Alice.” She smiled. “I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you but you always acted so uninterested. But hearing you last night made me want to bring it up.” “Are you really being serious?” I asked, and she nodded. “It’s not that I was ever really uninterested,” I said, “I just didn’t want to mess things up. Also, what about Ethan?” “Ethan said girls don’t count as cheating. Can you believe he said that? I think that’s so stupid, but if that’s the way he feels,” she paused. “If it was gonna be with anyone it would be you.” I sipped the rest of my drink and looked at Lucy. Her cheeks were still flushed from the heat, or maybe it was from the drink or the conversation. Her long legs were folded, and she looked so confident talking about something that made me feel so shy. I couldn’t believe what she was saying. It made me worried that maybe if we did anything, that things would be weird. That one of us would start to have feelings for the other person, or that we would start avoiding each other. But I couldn’t deny that I was attracted to her, especially the way she was talking to me right now. “Are you worried I might make you too hot?” She said teasingly. I laughed, “No, but now that you bring that up I’m reconsidering.” She placed her soft hand on my knee, and I found myself already feeling eager by her touch. “Wait, you were considering?” “I don’t even know what I’m considering, but I think I am.” I swallowed hard. I felt nervous but somehow her confidence was contagious. “Do you want to show me what you mean?” She beamed at me excitedly, got up off of the couch, and stood in front of me. I straightened out my legs and turned toward her, feet on the ground. “That’s better,” she said. I wasn’t sure what she was up to until she moved closer and climbed on top of me, straddling my body. I grabbed onto the back of her thighs, feeling the slick sweat underneath my fingertips, and I felt her hands grab my waist as she leaned down toward me. I felt her plump lips on mine, kissing me hard, and I quickly parted my lips, finding her tongue with mine. Her mouth was hot, and so was her touch, but I didn’t care. She widened her legs around me and pulled herself closer, and I moved my hands down to her ass to pull her toward me, keeping my hands there. I could feel her slowly grinding herself toward me, while I explored her mouth with my tongue. I couldn’t believe what was happening, that I was tongue deep in my gorgeous roommate’s mouth, her hard body pressed up against mine, feeling like a furnace. It felt like I was doing something so forbidden, but there was no turning back now. I thought quickly of Ethan, and it felt shamefully good to think that Lucy wanted me while he was away. She separated from me, panting, and I felt her grab my hands and move them up to her small breasts. I felt her hard nipples through her bathing suit top. I cupped her breasts in my hands and pinched her nipples between my thumb and forefinger, rolling them back and forth slowly. “Do you like that?” I asked her. “So much,” she moaned loudly and closed her eyes, and her body felt even hotter against me. I untied her bikini top and dropped it on the floor, and took one of her nipples in my mouth. I sucked on it hard, flicking my tongue back and forth, and she grabbed onto the back of my head, shoving her breasts against me. I moved to the other one, sucking it and then stopping, and hearing her cry out softly as I licked my tongue teasingly against the hard nub. I let go, and she grabbed my bralette and took it off of me quickly, lifting it over my head. I grabbed her thighs again watching her as she teased my breasts with her hands. She ran her nails all over, everywhere but my nipples. They were so hard, and I was ready to beg her to touch me when I felt her pinch them roughly, moving them up between her fingers. I gasped loudly and dug my fingers into her hips. She let go and positioned her arms on the couch, leaning in towards me. She rubbed her breasts against mine slowly, and I felt her nipples rub against mine. We were both drenched in sweat, and I wanted her so badly, my clit feeling harder than ever. “You’re really hot. I can help cool you down,” she said, still breathing heavily as she slid up and down. I laughed, “I’d like to know how you could do that.” I’d never felt so hot in my life. She got off of me, and I grabbed a bottle of water from the table and downed it entirely. Even the water was too warm. “Lay down on your back and close your eyes.” I did what she said, feeling vulnerable. She straddled me again, and I heard her pick something up off the table. I felt a few cold drops on my body, and then I felt something extremely cold and wet on my neck. I jumped at the shock but it felt good, cold water running down over my throat. “Ice,” she said, and I opened my eyes. “Is it too cold?” “No,” I laughed. “It feels good.” Lucy moved the ice down my neck over my collarbone, and the feeling radiated through my body. The cold ice was such a shock, but the way she brought it down teasingly made me squirm in anticipation. She ran it down my chest and circled it around my areolas, and the cold water ran down over my breasts. She grabbed another one from the glass on the table and held one in each hand. She moved them over my stomach, and I was starting to feel a bit of cold relief through my body. Finally, she brought the ice cubes back up to my breasts and ran them over my nipples. I let out a loud moan. The sharp cool feeling was almost painful, but it felt so good. I was thrusting my hips toward her, and she lowered herself. She put the ice cubes down and took one of my nipples into her mouth. She sucked hard and every time I felt her suction my clit felt harder and my pussy throbbed. She grabbed my breasts and pressed them together, licking, sucking, and pulling. I grabbed onto her thighs and spread them open even more, pulling her wet pussy against my shorts. I raised my pelvis a bit and dragged her up and down me, feeling the friction of her cunt rubbing against me. Her bathing suit bottoms were completely soaked. She sucked me even harder, grinding back against me. I undid her bikini from the sides of her hips and threw it quickly, and then slid my shorts down. I put my hand on her pussy, caressing softly. She moved down towards my hand, but I didn’t move back. She stopped what she was doing and looked up at me, lips pouting. “Do you need me to beg? Because I will,” she said. “It wouldn’t hurt,” I said smiling, dragging my fingers back and forth lightly. She looked at me seriously and spoke slowly, in a desperate tone. “Alice, please fuck me, I need it. I’m so horny,” she paused, moving against my hand desperately. “I want you to make me your slut. I’ll do anything you say. I just want you inside me.” I couldn’t take it anymore. I’d never had anyone talk to me like that. I needed to fuck her. I sat up quickly and slid my legs out from under her, and sat on my knees so that we were face to face. I kissed her hard and grabbed her ass with one hand to steady her, and moved my other hand back to her pussy. I moved my fingers along her opening roughly, getting them wet. She moaned into my mouth as I started rubbing her clit in circles. She spread her legs eagerly as I moved my other hand down as well. I moved two fingers inside of her and I felt her muscles tighten around me. Between the sweat and how wet she was, it was easy to pump my fingers in and out of her quickly. She gasped loudly as I fucked her with my fingers, grabbing at me anywhere she could. For a moment I forgot I was doing this to someone I knew so well because it felt so natural. I sucked down her neck tasting the salty sweat on her skin and felt her shaking around my hand, digging her nails into my back. I pushed harder on her clit while I rubbed it back and forth, and I could feel her muscles tighten around my fingers hard. Her legs were shaking now too. “Are you gonna come for me, Lucy?” I asked. “I really want you to.” “Oh my god Alice yes, yes, I’m cumming,” she moaned loudly, and then felt her release, soaking my hand with her cum. I kept pumping my fingers in and out of her for a moment making sure she was done, and she cried out as her sensitive pussy twitched under my fingers. She collapsed against the couch, breathing heavily. Her hair was a mess, coming out of her ponytail and stuck to her sweaty skin, her eyes half-lidded, looking at me. Watching her while she was cumming had turned me on immensely, after not thinking I could get any hornier. It was hard not to touch myself, wanting so badly to feel like how she felt. As if she could read my mind, she stood up and grabbed my hand. “Your turn,” she said. She motioned for me to stand up and led me down the hallway to the bathroom. She walked into the shower and turned on the water, and then she cleared off the built-in tile seat. The water was spraying onto her, and she took her hair out of the ponytail and let the cool stream wash over her tanned skin. “Come here,” she demanded, and I joined her in the shower. She stood in front of me, soaking wet, and pumped some soap onto her hands. I watched as she ran them over her body slowly, lathering the soap over her breasts and down her stomach. Lucy then pushed me lightly against the wall of the shower. She pressed her wet, soapy body against mine and kissed me slowly while she rubbed her breasts against mine, her slippery body sliding against my skin. She pulled away from me. “Sit,’” she said, pushing lightly on my hips. I sat down on the cool tile, and the water was now streaming onto me. It felt cold but it just added to the painful sensitivity of my body, making me feel more desperate for her to fuck me. She got down in front of me, spreading open my legs. “Please,” I started, but she was already sick of waiting too. She pulled my pelvis closer to her, opening my legs more and she put her lips around my clit. I cried out and grabbed the back of her head, holding her as she sucked me. I felt euphoric and I couldn’t help but thrust against her mouth. She moaned against me and then suddenly I felt three of her fingers push into me all at once. I grabbed onto the side of the tile seat, lifting myself slightly to push against her. She stopped sucking me and then licked my clit, fucking me with her fingers at the same speed as every pass of her tongue. My pussy throbbed after so much stimulation after waiting so long, and I writhed and moaned as she moved faster and faster, looking up at me. If I was any less close to cumming I probably would have felt embarrassed by her gaze but instead I enjoyed it, thinking of how next time she Ethan fucked her she might think of me just like this. She curled her fingers slightly, grazing them against my g-spot, and I couldn’t hold on any longer. The cold water drenching me and the feeling of so much pleasure sent me over the edge. I came hard, grinding myself against her tongue, screaming out. I’d never cum so hard before, I could feel my muscles pumping over and over, releasing everything I could onto Lucy’s fingers. She pulled her face away from me and pulled her fingers out of me slowly. I put my head back against the shower and caught my breath while Lucy rubbed my thighs gently. I felt her tongue lick my swollen pussy and then she licked her fingers, savouring the taste of me. “What the fuck, Lucy.” I managed to say, and she laughed. “I’m a bit worried you might have been right about this changing things,” she said, and I looked down at her as she rubbed my thighs. “I think it’s going to be hard to not want to touch you like this all of the time.” “I feel the same. I’m also kind of mad that we waited so long.” “Me too,” she said, standing up. She leaned down to kiss me slowly, her wet hair cascading around me. I kissed her back desperately. She was no longer Lucy my roommate anymore, but I didn’t know what exactly that made her. All I knew was that I wanted to stay in this moment of after-sex bliss, soaking wet and tasting myself on her tongue. 

 

 III




 Cheating With the Maid




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

 

 Chapter 1




 “My name is Christine,” I said to the new maid that had just arrived at my home. “My husband says your name’s Madison?” “Yep that’s me,” she replied as she put her long, blonde hair in a large, round bun on the top of her head. “It’s nice to meet you. I wasn’t expecting to see anybody, he didn’t tell me there would be anyone home.” “Sorry, normally I wouldn’t be home but I wasn’t feeling well today so I stayed home from work.” I lied. I had told my husband over and over that I didn’t want a maid. I was perfectly capable to clean and so was he. But he insisted after getting promoted at work that it would be a good idea. He had grown up with a maid in the house so he didn’t find it strange, but when I was young we could barely afford to put food on the table. Knowing that someone would be cleaning the house made me feel uncomfortable, especially because we didn’t even have kids. So I had called in sick to work because I wanted to meet the woman who would be at our house three times a week. Seeing her instantly made me feel guilty like I was some kind of high and mighty woman who was too good for cleaning. But she didn’t seem bothered. I was sure she had been in lots of houses just like ours. “It’s okay. It’s nice to have someone here on my first day,” she smiled and reached out to shake my hand. She seemed polite and professional. She was around the same age as me and was stunning, even without any makeup and in her uniform. I shook her hand, “Well if you need anything just let me know. I’ll be up in my room.” She thanked me and then I walked upstairs. I felt kind of silly, pretending to be sick just to meet my new housekeeper. But part of me also didn’t trust my husband. There were a few times I had suspected that he was cheating on me. He would often come home late smelling like rum and perfume, have unexplainable charges on the account that he would tell me not to worry about, and he had many weekends away for work where he wouldn’t answer his phone. We’d never had kids because he wanted to wait until his career had taken off, and as upset I had been to wait, in some ways I was glad. I loved him so much and he always took care of me financially. He was good to me, but emotionally I felt isolated and a large part of me knew that having kids would make me feel even more and alone.

 When I got upstairs I looked in the mirror on the back of my closet. Even though I was faking sick, I didn’t do a good job at looking like it. I always wore my long, brown hair down, and I had a habit of styling it every morning. I realized while looking at myself that even today, I looked like a rich housewife, the type who would have a maid. Now that I was in my room I was so bored that I almost wanted to go downstairs and help Madison, but I didn’t want to bother her. It was probably annoying when homeowners hovered around. I laid on the bed with my eyes closed. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d had a nap during the day, but I felt myself nodding off to sleep. I didn’t sleep for long, maybe twenty minutes, but my dream seemed to last for eternity.




 Chapter 2




 The dream started with me walking into my bedroom to find Brad cheating. I couldn’t see the woman’s face at first, but it turned out he wasn’t actually cheating, but he was sleeping with me. Then I felt myself underneath him as he rocked himself into me slowly, kissing my neck. I could feel everything, his slow but steady thrusting and the warm blankets underneath me. I moaned and opened my eyes and I saw Madison standing there, watching us. I woke up in a sweat and looked around the room panicked, but no one was there. The dream had felt so real and when I woke up I felt instantly horny. It had been months since I’d had sex with Brad. I had tried many times. but he was always too tired or he’d go to bed really late or early like he was avoiding me. I didn’t mind waiting as long as he needed, but I was starting to have wet dreams almost every night. I heard a knock on the bedroom door and quickly scrambled up to answer it. It was Madison. “I’m so sorry to bother you,” she started and then paused, looking at me strangely. “Are you okay? You look like you might have a fever, are you hot?” She asked, and I felt myself even hotter with embarrassment. “No, no, it’s okay. I just woke up before you knocked. My room is a bit warm. What is it?” “I’m just having trouble with the washer. I didn’t want to bother you but Brad said that I was to make sure the laundry was done and I’ve been struggling with it for way too long,” she laughed. “Of course, I’ll help you,” I said, and followed her down two flights of stairs to the basement, where the washer was. I showed Madison how to use it, and she thanked me. “Can I be honest with you for a moment?” I asked, turning to face her. Madison nodded, “Of course.” “This whole thing wasn’t my idea. I feel really bad that you’re cleaning our house when we’re perfectly capable. This isn’t something I feel very comfortable with, but Brad insisted.” Madison smiled, “Please don’t feel bad, I’m happy to be working here. I’ve always really liked to clean so I started my own cleaning business. It’s slowed down a bit recently so I was very happy that Brad called me.” She put a hand on my shoulder. I jumped slightly but she held her comforting touch. “Don’t worry, I know it can be weird at first but it’s only three days a week.” Madison’s words made me let out a sigh of relief. “Thank you,” I said, feeling her remove her hand from me. “That makes me feel a bit better. But if I’m ever home and you need any help, please let me know.” “Will do,” she said and leaned against the washer. “So what do you do for work?” “I’m a massage therapist. I started my own business like you did, it’s so much better than working for someone.” “Oooh lucky Brad,” she laughed. “I wouldn’t mind discussing rates with you sometime. I love what I do but somedays I wake up so stiff I can’t move.” Her comment about Brad stung a bit. It wasn’t her fault but Brad wasn’t very happy when I’d started the business. He thought it was silly even though I had my degree. He said that there were too many other people out there doing the same thing, and it would be too hard to get any clients. He also hated getting a massage, even though I would have loved to give them to him. Despite his feelings, I’d made sure to establish a business that was doing pretty well, and I was excited to potentially have Madison as a new client. “Of course!” I exclaimed, “I’d give you a discounted rate, we can work something out. And if you’d ever like to discuss entrepreneur stuff, I’d love to chat.” Madison took out her phone immediately and we exchanged numbers. “I would love that,” she said smiling, and I was happy to have made a new friend. I told her to text me, and then I let her get back to work. I passed the rest of the time that day relaxing, feeling a bit better about having her in the house.




 Chapter 3




 After Madison left a few hours later I made dinner and waited for Brad to get home. There wasn’t anything to do since Madison had done everything so I watched a movie on the couch. I heard my phone go off, expecting it to be Brad letting me know he’d be home late, but instead, it was Madison. Might need to discuss the massage sooner than later. We can do it any time, even next time you’re here if you like. I can check my schedule. I replied, excited to have a new client. Can I call you? I replied yes, and she called immediately. “Sorry,” she said laughing. “I figured it’d be easier to match up our schedules over the phone.” I told her it was okay, and we found out that we were both available late Friday afternoon after she was done working at our house. “Doing anything fun tonight?” She asked, and I wanted to lie but didn’t. “Not at all. Brad isn’t home so I’m watching a movie. What about you?” “Nothing at all, it’s so boring when I get home from work. What movie are you watching? I might check it out.” “Chosen Ones, it’s pretty scary though,” I said. I wondered why she was bored too. Was she like me, with a husband who worked long hours and no kids? “Why is it boring? Do you not have a boyfriend or husband?” I asked curiously. Madison laughed, “No, well, I’m single. But I’m also into women so I definitely wouldn’t have a boyfriend.” My face felt hot with embarrassment. “Oh my god. I am so sorry. I shouldn’t have assumed.” “No, it’s totally okay. I get it a lot, don’t worry,” she comforted, but I didn’t feel any better. “I think I’m going to check out that movie though. I’ll text you later and tell you if I get scared.” I said goodbye and hung up the phone. I felt so stupid for asking a question like that, but it hadn’t crossed my mind. I’d never had any friends who were gay. I heard Brad behind me. “Who was that?” He asked. I hadn’t heard him come in. “It’s Madison, the new cleaner.” I hadn’t planned on telling him I’d met her. I explained that I hadn’t been feeling well so I had stayed home. “I see,” he said, sitting down across from me. “It’s a bit weird that you guys are talking on the phone but you both seem kind of similar. Just don’t make things weird for her.” I felt hurt by his words, but I knew it wasn’t worth the argument. “I won’t, I promise. Did you eat? I made dinner.” We ate dinner, chatted quickly about our days, and then I went to bed early while he stayed up on his laptop in the kitchen. I had laid in bed, thinking about the dream I’d had earlier. It had felt so good to have Brad fucking me, even though it was just a dream. It felt good just to be touched. I ran my hands over my breasts under the covers, thinking of how good it had felt. How badly I wanted him. But then suddenly all I could see was Madison’s face, looking at me from beside the bed. I shook my head. ‘No, why are you thinking about her?’ and continued, playing with my nipples and pretending they were Brad’s hands. But then, once again, I could feel Madison’s hand on my shoulder, and hear her laughter as we spoke. ‘Stop.’ I told myself, ashamed of how inappropriate my thoughts had become. It felt like I couldn’t control them. My clit was aching and I felt so turned on, but thinking of the new house cleaner made me feel like I couldn’t control my thoughts. I rolled over and tried to think of anything else, and eventually fell asleep. 

 

 Chapter 4




 This continued for a few days. I couldn’t get the thoughts about Madison out of my head. It was so inappropriate to think of someone like this, someone I didn’t even know, who worked for me. Especially while I was married and had never had any interest in women. I blamed it on my hormones making me feel so scattered. Madison and I sent quite a few texts over the days, and I felt so happy whenever I heard my phone go off. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the thoughts I was having or if it was that I was excited to have a new friend. We just spoke casually, about what we were doing that day, how busy we were, what kinds of things we liked. It tuned out we had a lot in common. Brad didn’t seem to think it was a good idea, telling me that it was inappropriate. But at the same time, he seemed a bit happy that I had something to occupy my time. Finally, it was Friday, the day of Madison’s massage. I had another out-of-home appointment before meeting with Madison. It ran a bit over time and I texted her telling her I would be about ten minutes late. When I came home she was out of uniform, wearing her regular clothes. She wore a cropped white t-shirt and tight, black yoga pants, and her long blonde hair cascaded down her curvy frame. “I didn’t know what to wear,” she said, laughing, “But I made sure to wear something clean. This is the first time I’ve gotten a massage.” “It’s okay, the massage room is upstairs and I have a robe you can change into,” I told her, and she followed me up the stairs. Brad wasn’t home yet, which was good because I didn’t want him to know yet that Madison would be my client as well. If he thought our texting was weird, this would be worse. We walked to the massage room and I gave her a robe to change into. I pulled out the table and left while she laid down on the table. I’d done this one thousand times, so it was easy to focus on massaging her normally without having any of the thoughts creeping into my head, especially because I couldn’t see her face. “So you’re not seeing anyone?” I asked, trying to make conversation as I got ready. She seemed a bit nervous so I figured I’d try talking to her. “No,” she answered. “Not for a while now. How long have you and Brad been together for?” “Well we’ve been married for about five years, but together for seven,” I said, and started massaging her back. As soon as I touched her she groaned. “Sorry, that feels really good. Are my muscles tight?” “Yeah, they are, you’ve got so many knots.” I said, working my hands into her back. “That’s a really long time you’ve been together,” she said, changing the subject back. “Have you only dated him?” “No, I dated others before him. That feels like ages ago.” “Any girls?” She asked, laughing slightly. I was taken aback by her question, even though her tone sounded like she’d been joking. “No, I mean, not that I think there’s anything wrong with it. But I’d never thought about it before.” I knew this was a lie, I’d been thinking about Madison for days. But I hadn’t thought of anyone until her. “Just curious- oh my god. That feels really good,” she said, moving into my hands. “Brad’s back must feel like jello all of the time.” I laughed, “No, he doesn’t like getting massages. He didn’t want me to start this job anyway, he thinks they’re unnecessary,” I said, working a big knot in Madison’s shoulder. She tensed underneath my hands, and let out another moan. It was totally common when giving someone a massage, I’d heard people do it a million times, but this was different. I felt myself wanting to hear her again. I shook my head for the fiftieth time that week. ‘Focus,’ I told myself. “That’s awful. I mean sorry, but it’s good you did it anyway.” Another moan, “I guess that means you don’t have anyone to give you a massage.” “I guess you’re right,” I said, laughing. “When I used to work for a company I would get massages from the other workers, but since then I haven’t had one.” “I could give you one, I’ve been told I’m pretty good at it.” I felt my mind go wild at her words, thinking of what it would be like to feel her hands on my back, rubbing into me. I pushed the thoughts away. “It’s okay,” I laughed, “I don’t think that would be fair.” “I don’t mind,” she said, moving again eagerly toward my hands. “It’s too bad you’re not single,” she joked. Even though I knew from her tone she was probably joking, I couldn’t help myself. “Why’s that?” I asked seriously, rubbing deeper into her muscle, feeling her hot, oiled skin underneath my palms. I was starting to feel so turned on, but it made me feel so guilty. Not only was she working for me, but now I was working for her. I would feel so ashamed to feel so horny touching a client’s body, but I couldn’t help it. “Because -oh my god Christine- because I’m sure anyone would like to have your hands on them like this.” I stopped what I was doing for a moment and looked at her, not sure how to reply. “I’m sorry,” she said, “That was too far. I’ve just been getting a bit of a vibe from you and I wasn’t sure.” I poured some more oil onto her back and started on her last knot. She must have been surprised by my touch because I felt her jump underneath my hands. I sighed. “No, it’s not too far, I probably have been giving you a vibe. I’m sorry,” I chose my words carefully, “If I’m honest, I haven’t stopped thinking about you since we’ve met but I don’t know why,” I sighed, “Anyway, I am married so I shouldn’t be… thinking like that. It’s inappropriate.” I didn’t know who I’d been convincing at this point. “You can’t help how you feel.” I finished the last knot, and she stretched her back slightly. I moved down toward her thighs, moving the towel up a bit. I poured some more oil onto my hands and started working it into her thighs, feeling their thickness in my hands. I moved from the top to the bottom of her leg, and she squirmed a bit more. I finished her other leg, taking my time slowly, rubbing every inch and lingering much longer than I would normally. I’d felt different, like I was only aware of her body and the feeling of it underneath my fingertips. “Is something wrong?” She asked as I paused, my hands around her calves. I couldn’t think straight. I just wanted to feel her skin on mine. “I just don’t want to take my hands off of you,” I said, and massaged back up to her shoulders. Just as I was putting more oil on my hands, I heard her answer. “Try the other side then,” she said, and flipped herself over quickly, revealing her naked body. It was like I didn’t have any control of my hands or brain, and it felt like I’d been waiting for this for months. I rubbed my oiled hands over her large breasts, massaging the oil into them. She moaned, even more, this time, as I grazed over her nipples with my fingers. Her breasts were different than mine, they were much bigger and they felt so full in my hands. “God that feels good Christine,” she said as I moved the oil down her stomach, rubbing into every inch of skin. I made my way back up to her breasts, moving slowly, and she moved against my touch. She reached up and pulled me down towards her, and kissed me hard like she was drinking me up. She explored my mouth with her tongue and I felt her hands unbuttoning my shirt. “Get on top of me,” she demanded in a whisper, and I did as she said, straddling her on the table. She lifted my bra up over my breasts and grabbed the oil from the side table, pouring it onto her hands. She rubbed it onto my chest, pinching my nipples lightly and I moaned as she touched me. I felt so dirty, having someone touch me like this, let alone my maid and my client. I felt exposed, normally I would have sex with the lights off, but I didn’t care. I’d been so desperate to feel her hands on me. She pulled me back down to kiss her again, and I could feel her hot, slick skin on mine. I felt her hands on my hips and I moved up and down against her, rubbing my breasts against hers as we kissed. My clit felt so hard, throbbing like it had its own pulse between my legs. It’d been so long since I’d gotten off that I felt like my body was full of electricity. I felt like I had no control over myself, just wanting to grind my body against hers. I felt her sucking on my tongue, and it was like nothing I’d ever felt before. My pussy felt wetter and wetter as she sucked. Even though my head was swimming with ecstasy, I somehow managed to hear the front door shut. I scrambled off of Madison and heard her swear. I pulled my bra down and buttoned up my shirt quickly. Madison scrambled to put her robe on and tied it up quickly, standing beside the table.




 Chapter 5




 “Christine?” I heard him shout, “Are you home?” I felt so guilty, I thought if he even saw my face he would know. But I knew if I didn’t respond it would be even more suspicious. I opened the door. “I’m in the massage room, babe,” I shouted back, trying to sound calm. I felt awful, my stomach turning painfully with guilt, but I was still so turned on, still breathing heavily. He walked up the stairs and saw me poking my head out the door. “Sorry I didn’t know you had a client tonight, is Madison still here? I saw her car outside.” “It’s okay, I forgot to tell you Madison is my client. It was kind of last minute. We’re almost done.” He looked at me kind of strangely but didn’t look too concerned. “Okay, well I’m going to go order some food,” he said and walked back down the stairs. I was shaking. I looked at Madison and she sighed. “I’m going to go get dressed, I’ll text you later, okay?” She asked and I nodded. She looked at me for a moment and I wanted to kiss her, but I was so confused. I left the room and went into my room to change. I tried wiping as much of the oil off as I could with my shirt and hid it in the bottom of the laundry basket. I put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and went downstairs. Madison was putting her coat on, and I heard her change her voice to speak to me in her normal tone. “Bye Christine! Thank you so much. I hope you guys have a good night.” and waved at me as I said goodbye. When I walked into the living room with Brad I expected a comment from him. I expected him to say he knew what had happened, or that I was being inappropriate, or that I smelled like sex. I was tense waiting for him to say something but all he said was “I ordered Chinese food, the usual.” I wasn’t hungry, but I thanked him. I had a shower and then ate a bit of food. I still hadn’t heard from Madison. I figured she was a bit worried too, that maybe her job was in jeopardy. Brad was going to bed and I was surprised that he was retiring so early, but I followed him. I laid in bed beside him, wishing he wasn’t there so I could finish what I’d felt earlier, my body still buzzing from the arousal. He turned over to look at me, with the lights still on. “You seem different today.” He said, and I felt a knot in my stomach. “Why’s that?” I asked, trying to act normal. “You just seem sexier. I don’t know what it is but I’m so attracted to you today.” He said, rubbing my back. “Turn the lights off,” he said, and I did ask he asked. When I came back to the bed his hands were all over me, like I’d wanted for months. He fucked me just like in my dream, on top of me, rocking back and forth, and I closed my eyes, guilty imagining that it was Madison making me moan. 

 

 Chapter 6 

 

 When I woke up the next day, I had a text from Madison. I’m sorry, is everything okay? I messaged her back Don’t be sorry, everything is fine. Except that we didn’t get to finish what we’d started. I’d woken up still feeling so horny. Having sex with Brad was satisfying but I didn’t cum, so I was still feeling on edge. I would have done it myself but Brad had always felt jealous if I masturbated so I tried not to. Are you sure? It’s not too risky? I don’t care I said, not sure if it was me talking at this point or my pussy. I didn’t even know what to do, I’d never even thought of being with a woman before. But when I closed my eyes all I could feel was her oiled body rubbing against mine and her lips around my tongue. She didn’t reply to me, and I felt like maybe I was pushing it. As hot as last night had been. I was still in a relationship and she was single. It wasn’t fair. I felt like I’d messed everything up. I knew Brad had most likely cheated on me, but I couldn’t believe I was sinking to his level. I waited a while for a text but there was nothing. Brad woke up shortly after me and pretended nothing had happened last night. “I have some work to do today, are all of your clients today outside of the house?” He asked, and I nodded. “Good, I have so much to do to get ready for the conference on Monday.” I could have screamed with excitement. I’d forgotten about the conference. “No problem, babe. You’re probably so busy. I’ll make sure to let you get some work done.” Normally I would have been dreading the conference, thinking about the long hotel stay with people I didn’t know, unable to trust him. However, it felt like a switch had flipped. All I cared about was when I could see Madison. I sent her a text. Brad is going away next week for a conference, he leaves Monday morning. She replied almost instantly Omg good I’m scheduled at your house that day anyways.

 For the rest of that day I made sure to stay out of the house so Brad could get his work done. I came home late and we didn’t talk much, going to bed at separate times. I didn’t text Madison much either, feeling guilty that maybe Brad would notice something was up and stay home, even though he seemed to have no idea what was going on. I spent all day Sunday cancelling my Monday appointments and moving people around. I said something had come up and everyone was understanding. I helped Brad get ready, steaming his shirts and folding them neatly, running around to help him find the things on his list, and picking up toiletries for him from the store. For many people, this would be suspicious, like I was shoving him out the door, but this is what I would usually do when he had to work away. I had usually wanted to make sure I would bend over backwards for him so that maybe when he was away he would think about how good of a wife he had at home waiting for him. It had never seemed to work, judging from the lipstick on his collar I’d wipe off while doing his laundry when he’d come back home. This time I couldn’t wait for him to leave and wanted to make sure nothing got in his way. Madison told me that she was going to be at another house in the morning and that she wasn’t sure what time she would be by. I told her it was okay, she had a key so she could just come over anytime. I felt nerves bundling up inside me, a mix of excitement and guilt. I knew I loved Brad, I had for a long time, and even though it felt one-sided sometimes, we were still married and we had our vows. I felt like I was throwing that all away just because I felt horny. But at the same time, I knew Madison was special. I didn’t just want her physically but her relationship was important to me too. I also felt a bit of satisfaction knowing that I was giving back to Brad what he had done to me, even though he might never know. I was especially nervous because I didn’t know what the hell I was doing. I knew how to have sex with a man, especially a man like Brad, who wouldn’t waste much time on foreplay. I knew my own body, but that had taken me long enough to figure out. How would I be able to figure out another woman’s? I felt sick with this mix of guilt and nervousness, but I was too far gone. I knew there was no turning back for me, regardless of what happened. I went to bed with Brad, thinking maybe he would be interested in having sex again so that maybe I could satisfy the itch inside of me. But instead, he turned over and fell asleep quickly. I knew he had a big day tomorrow, but so did I. 

 

 Chapter 7




 Iwoke up early the next day to make sure I watched Brad leave the house. He scrambled around quickly, even though we had preplanned everything the night before. He did this every time, stressing out before leaving home. I was scared in his frustration that he might just decide to stay home but to my delight, he got everything together and calmed down before leaving the house. “I’ll call you tonight when I get to the hotel,” he said, putting his shoes on. “If you need anything just text me, but I won’t be able to come home until Wednesday at the earliest.” I knew the drill. “No problem babe, I’ll be here waiting for you. I hope you have a good time.” He smiled and gave me a quick kiss, and after I waved to him through the window as he drove away, I did a happy dance in the corridor. I knew Madison wouldn’t be over until about noon at the earliest, and it was only 6:30 in the morning, so I went back to sleep for a bit. I woke up again at 10:00 and decided to make some coffee and have a bath to calm down a bit first and to get ready. Who knew, we might not even have sex, the other day could have been something that just happened in the moment. But I was excited just to spend time with her, feeling butterflies in my stomach. I poured a big mug of coffee and ran the bath. I wanted to smell good so I made sure to fill it up with as many bubbles as I could. I thought of putting on some music but I decided to just enjoy the silence. I made sure the bathwater was as hot as I could stand, almost slightly warmer. I liked the bath to be so hot I would sweat, and I’d soak my body and then sit with my legs out, cooling myself down. I stripped off my clothes and got into the tub. I winced at first as my foot was in the hot water, but eventually got used to it and slowly dipped the rest of my body in the soapy tub. I quickly washed my hair and my body so that I could enjoy soaking in the steaming water before getting ready. I could feel sweat dripping down my forehead as I drank my hot coffee, enjoying the feeling of warm relaxation through my body. I stuck my legs out of the edge of the tub, dangling them, feeling the cool air on my legs. I heard a noise outside of the door and panicked slightly until I remembered Madison. But it was too early. Did Brad maybe forget something and have to come home? Or worse, was the conference cancelled? I panicked, knowing my phone was on the sink and I was soaking wet. I heard a soft knock at the door. “Christine?” The voice said, and it was Madison’s. “Oh my god Madison, I’m so sorry. I thought you would be a bit longer,” I said, and then feeling brave, “You can come in if you want.” I had a sexy outfit planned on my bed, and I had known exactly what I was going to do with my hair, but I wouldn’t have time for anything like that now. Madison came in, not in her uniform, but wearing black baggy sweatpants and a t-shirt. “Sorry I’m early,” she said, and took off her shirt, revealing a black and white lacy outfit. “I heard there was something dirty that needed to be cleaned here, so I rushed over.” She pushed down her sweatpants and revealed the rest of her outfit, a sexy maid costume. Her thick thighs were surrounded by the short, lacy skirt, and a pair of stockings hugged her long legs. Her big breasts spilled out of the tight top, and her hair cascaded down over them. She laughed playfully, “I thought I’d catch you in bed, but this is even better,” she said, and I was speechless. “Do you like my outfit?” “Oh my god, so much,” I said, staring at her so hard I was sure she could feel my eyes. “Let me dry off, I want to come over there,” but before I could get up she stopped me. “No, stay, please,” she said, walking toward me and I did what she said. She sat on her knees by the tub and put her hands on my knees. She moved her hands down my legs. “I thought I was coming over to clean, I didn’t think I’d see my job already done.” I felt her hands on my feet, which normally would feel so ticklish in someone’s hands, but instead, I just felt turned on. “There’s still lots of work to do,” I said, feeling kind of silly but her expression was serious. “I’m feeling really dirty still, I think I’ll need your help.” She picked up my feet, resting them on her cleavage, and I watched as she held onto them. “I think you’re right,” she said, stroking them hard with her hands, massaging them. Then suddenly I felt her mouth on my foot and felt even more of that ticklish feeling. She took my big toe in her mouth and sucked it, and I gasped loudly surprising myself. How did that feel so good? She sucked it hard, looking up at me, and I felt like her hot, wet mouth was radiating down to my clit. I’d never felt anything like this, feeling so dirty that someone was doing this to me, but even more dirty for liking it. I pushed my other foot up eagerly, and she sucked on both of my big toes excitedly, still stroking my feet. I felt so on edge and I couldn’t help but moan as she worked her mouth down my foot, sucking and licking at the skin. Every time she looked at me I wanted so badly to touch her, but I stayed in the tub as she had told me. She moved her mouth off my foot, and still holding onto them, ran them down to her breasts. I tensed my toes and she rubbed them outside of her outfit, running them over her nipples and gasping. I felt jealous in a way that I couldn’t touch her with my hands or mouth, having to watch her use me like this. I squirmed, wishing she would get in the tub, and it was as if she could hear my thoughts. She stood up and grabbed my coffee, taking a long sip, and then stepped into the tub on either side of me. I moved my legs back into the warm water. She lowered herself down, straddling me, and the feeling of her wet clothed body, while I was naked underneath her, made me want to rip her clothes off. I grabbed her thighs, pulling her close to me, and she had her hands on my stomach, looking down at me. “I don’t know why you do this to me,” she said and started grinding herself on me. I held her hips in place and eagerly rubbed my throbbing pussy against hers, opening my legs wider. She leaned down and kissed me roughly, biting onto my lip and I moaned loudly, feeling my clit get even harder. “You know what’s fucked up?” She asked as she moved her hands down to my breasts, pinching and pulling at my nipples while I gasped under her touch. “It turns me on even more thinking of Brad walking in on us, and seeing how good I can make you feel.” I hated to admit it, but it turned me on too. I hadn’t even thought of Brad until she’d mentioned him, so preoccupied with her body. I reached my wet, soapy hands up to her breasts and pulled them out of the top of her dress, feeling how heavy they were in my hands. I pressed both of her breasts together, pushing her nipples near each other, and sucked on them both roughly in my mouth at the same time. “Oh my god Christine,” she moaned loudly, and I could feel her rubbing herself on me faster. She grabbed my head so I couldn’t move, pressing herself against me while I sucked and licked at her, smothering me with her big breasts. “Can we go to your room?” she gasped, and I could have jumped out of the tub. “Yes, please,” I said, letting go of her. She stood up steadying herself on the sides of the tub, still dressed except for her perfect, wet breasts spilling out of her dress. I got out too, not even bothering to grab my towel. The bedroom was attached by a door, and as soon as I opened it, Madison stopped me. She pushed me against the open door, a few feet away from the door. “Help me out of this stupid thing,” she said, and I peeled the wet lacy fabric off of her body, making sure to run my fingers over every bit of exposed skin. Her naked curvy body was so perfectly proportioned, and her soft curves made me almost feel hungry, wishing I could taste her skin. She laid down on the bed, and I felt nervous, not wanting to be on top. But she knew that I’d never been with a woman before, so I figured she didn’t expect me to know what I was doing. “Come here,” she said, and I obeyed, straddling her on the bed, still soaking wet. If Brad were to come home tonight, it would be hard to explain why his side of the bed was soaking. Madison grabbed my ass and pulled me up toward her chest. I could feel her moving her body down underneath me, and the next thing I knew I was straddled over her face. I felt so exposed. “Oh my god,” I said, looking down at her. “Are you sure?” I asked feeling kind of silly. “What have you never sat on anyone’s face before?” She laughed and pulled my ass down towards her. I still felt so embarrassed until I felt her tongue licking my clit. It felt like I was melting over her. She wrapped her arms around the back of my legs and pulled me down so hard that I couldn’t move away. I felt my clit between her lips and she sucked so hard I couldn’t even think. All I could do was grind toward her, my wet pussy twitching, feeling like I was losing control of myself. Normally this was when I would want to squirm away, but I took deep breaths and felt her fully tonguing my sensitive clit, and I could feel my whole body shaking with bliss. Before I could cum, she lifted me a bit and moved her mouth off of me. I moaned loudly, whining, having been so close. She laughed, “I’m not done yet,” she said, and lifted my ass again, pushing me down toward her more. I felt her hot tongue licking my opening, tasting the wetness between my legs, and my legs were shaking around her with anticipation. Her tongue made its way into my entrance, and she stiffened in and pushed it inside of me as far as she could. I couldn’t help myself as I cried out loudly feeling her wet muscle inside of me. I rode her face, feeling her tongue fucking me, forgetting how embarrassed I had been. I felt her moan inside of me, and then she moved her tongue back to my clit. One of her hands moved from my ass down to my wet pussy and she rubbed me as she licked. I felt her press her fingers into my opening, sliding in quickly and curling her fingertips toward my g-spot. I shut my eyes, feeling so overcome with pleasure, moaning and thrusting still toward her mouth. I had started to feel like I wouldn’t be able to cum, embarrassed at how intimate this was, but I couldn’t hold it in anymore as she fucked me hard with her hand, stretching me out. I wasn’t even sure how many fingers she had inside of me. I gripped the sheets in front of me hard and felt my breasts moving as I moved my hips. “Madison, I’m going to cum,” I cried out, expecting her to move, but instead she just picked up speed licking and fucking me faster. I felt my pussy clenching, and I came hard, unable to control myself. I felt myself tensing more and more, releasing everything I could, feeling the sticky wet substance between my legs, over Madison’s fingers. I screamed out, never having cum so intensely before. She licked me eagerly, not slowing her pace until she was sure I was done. My whole body was shaking as I tried to catch my breath. “Holy fuck,” I said, laughing as my body recovered from my rippling orgasm. I moved down toward her face, and kissed her, tasting myself in her mouth. I moaned, feeling so dirty and almost turned on again, even after cumming so hard. “You’re so hot when you cum,” she joked. “I can’t wait to see what you look like,” I said, feeling strangely confident. Before she could answer I took one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking it while I moved my other hand slowly down her stomach, and down to her pussy. She moaned lightly, moving herself toward my hand. I rubbed my fingers over her opening and was surprised at how wet she was. I felt a bit proud that I’d been able to turn her on so much. I slowly licked and sucked down her stomach, and she impatiently rose her hips toward me. “Please Christine,” she moaned, and I wanted to hear her say my name more. I made sure my fingers were wet and rubbed them over her clitoris, making sure I could find it. She cried out as I massaged her hard clit, and spread her legs open wider. I tensed my tongue and flicked my tongue over her sensitive nub, and felt her pushing herself against my mouth. She put a hand on the back of my head, guiding me. I shoved two of my fingers inside of her quickly, and even though she felt tight, they slid inside of her so easily. I could feel her muscles tighten around my fingers and she rocked toward my face and hand, moaning and pleading softly. I moved my tongue as quick as I could over her clit, and then paused to suck on it. I moaned with it between my lips as she ground her hips against me, and she cried out from the sensation. I put another finger inside of her and felt her stretch around me. “Please don’t stop Christine,” she whimpered and I had no desire to stop. I could feel her legs start to shake around me and I wanted to feel her cum. I wanted to soak my hand and Brad’s side of the bed with her wetness and taste her in my mouth. I fucked her as fast and hard as I could as she bounced against my hand. I moaned once more over her clit and it was enough to send her over the edge. I felt her thick thighs around me, tensing as she squirmed and cried out. I felt her cum running down my hand while I still fucked her hard, making sure she let go of every drop. I stopped sucking her clit and took my fingers out of her and she moaned softly. I moved down and licked her wet opening, savouring the taste of her. I looked up at her and her face was flushed, and her eyes half-lidded. Seeing her like this made me want to do this to her over and over again. I got up and laid beside her, collapsing, and she pulled my face towards hers and kissed me softly. I felt so blissful that I didn’t care if Brad walked in that second because I’d found something I didn’t know I’d wanted so badly. “Are you sure you’ve never been with any women before?” She said, and we both started laughing. “I’m positive. But I feel like I’ve been missing out.” I ran my thumb over her jaw and couldn’t believe her beauty, her long blonde hair strewn across the pillows. “Well, then I think we have lots of catching up to do.” She rolled over and I held her close, spooning her, feeling her hot body pressed against mine. I couldn’t wait to explore all of her and find out everything that made her beg and plead as she had earlier. I closed my eyes and fell asleep, my body buzzing next to hers, forgetting that this bed didn’t belong to the two of us.
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