

As I unpack boxes in my new apartment, part of me is excited to begin this chapter of my life but the other part of me is sad that the previous chapter of my life has ended.

I remember the day we met as if it happened yesterday. I was running late to work and stopped off at my usual café for my morning cup of coffee.

I had been going to “The Little Café on the Corner” since I started working at “Digital Masterminds” an online advertising agency as an account executive a few years prior.

I’ll admit that I wasn’t looking for love but it’s funny that love seems to find a person when they least expect it.

I rushed to the counter, grabbed my large coffee, swiped my debit card and as soon as I turned around to walk away from the counter, I crashed right into him.

My cup of coffee opened and drenched his uniform shirt as he looked at me with disbelief.

“I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed as I looked at the cute police officer.

“If I hadn’t just ended my shift, I would be beyond upset but it’s okay,” he said to me.

“I feel terrible. Let me at least pay to get your uniform shirt to get dry cleaned” I said to him as I fumbled through my wallet realizing I had no money at all.

“I have a better idea. Instead of paying for my shirt to get dry cleaned, let me take you out to dinner” he said flirtatiously.

“I’m sorry but I don’t even know who you are” I replied.

“I’m Officer Thomas Hastings and you are?” he asked.

“I’m Stephanie, Stephanie Daniels” I replied.

“Now you know who I am, and I know who you are so how about dinner now?” he said to me with an adorable smile.

As I looked at his short-cropped black hair, cleanly shaved face and light hazel eyes I figured why not? It’s the least I can do.

We exchanged numbers, he called me, we made plans and a few nights later he took me out to dinner.

We instantly clicked. I found him easy to talk to and it didn’t hurt that he was easy on the eyes.

That one dinner date turned into me becoming Mrs. Thomas Hastings a short two years later.

I remember how happy we both were and would have never imagined how our relationship would turn out.

When I married, I fully expected to spend the rest of my life with him.

We would buy a house in the suburbs with the white picket fence, have children, maybe even get a dog. We would raise a family together and grow old and gray with one another.

When he was promoted to Detective and his cell phone went off all times of the night, I thought nothing of it. When he told me, he was working on a new case and would be working all night I had no reason not to believe him.

We made it as far as the house in the suburbs but there would be no kids, no raising a family together and no growing old and gray with one another.

Instead, there would be a legal separation followed by a divorce a short four years after I said the words, “I do.”

Thinking back, perhaps I should have known but I trusted him as I felt I should have. Without trust, there is no relationship.

Had she not come to my home that Sunday afternoon who knows how many years I would have lost.

It was a chilly afternoon and I was well into my normal Sunday afternoon routine of laundry and cleaning up around the house when the doorbell rang.

I walked the front door, opened and it looked at the attractive woman standing outside with confusion.

“Mrs. Hastings?” she asks as I looked at her and replied, “Yes.”

“I’m Olivia Jennings, your husband’s girlfriend,” she said to me.

I thought that there was no way she said what I thought she had just said so I looked at her and said, “Say that again.”

“I’m Olivia Jennings, your husband’s girlfriend” she repeated as I felt I was having an out of body experience.

I would like to tell you that I invited her inside to talk to get to the bottom of things, but I wouldn’t be telling the truth.

Instead, the room started to spin as I became dizzy and the darkness. I passed out knocking my head on my hardwood floors in the process.

I awoke to the woman claiming to be my husband’s girlfriend sitting on my couch, pressing a hand towel full of ice against the back of my head as I awoke in a haze.

“Are you okay?” she asked me with concern as I sat up and took the hand towel full of ice from her hand.

I looked at her with confusion as she began to speak.

“I need you to know that I didn’t know he was married. I became suspicious and had a friend of mine run a background check on him. That’s how I found out” she explained to me.

“How long have you been seeing him?” I asked her.

“A couple of months. I’m ending things with him, but I feel you have a right to know. If I was in your shoes I would want to know” she said to me.

We spoke for a while and exchanged phone numbers. It felt like an eternity as I waited for Tom to arrive at home.

He parked his car in the driveway, entered our house through the back door and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator as I walked into the kitchen.

He took a drink from the bottle of beer as I looked at him and said, “I met your girlfriend Olivia today. She seems nice.”

His eyes opened wide as he slowly placed the bottle of beer onto the counter.

He didn’t deny the affair. He didn’t apologize for the affair.

All he did was look at me and say, “I’m going to pack a bag” as he left the kitchen, walked up the stairs into our bedroom and packed a bag.

The thought of “I don’t deserve this” played over and again in my head from that day forward.

We were upside down on the house and we barely had any money in the bank.

All I wanted was to be away from him. Thankfully, my cousin Bruce is a matrimony attorney and represented me free of charge.

Tom and I legally separated for a year as required by New York State law, but I still needed to file for bankruptcy as I was using my credit cards to pay the bills in the house.

Divorced, terrible credit and bankruptcy all before my 27th birthday.

It pisses me off how everyone close to me now knew that Tom and I were never right for each other. Not one person said a word when we dated, became engaged and became married.

Not one person. Not my best friend, not my parents. Not my coworkers, not one person. Of course, everyone is an expert after the fact.

The separation and the fact that I knew I was getting divorced made me a complete and utter disaster. Therapy does help, believe me, I’m living proof.

Thankfully we were able to break even on the house when we finally sold it. Once we signed the contract, I started apartment hunting, something I never thought I would have to do again.

I was able to find a small studio apartment in a not so great area of Brooklyn. It’s clean although beyond outdated.

Beggars can’t be choosers of course. The rents is affordable and it’s walking distance to the subway even though I’ll be sleeping on a wicker pull out bed.

My company was nice enough to give me a couple of weeks off so I can get settled. To think I was in the process of trying to find a new job before everything happened.

As I look at all the boxes in my apartment, I can’t help but feel it’s not only going to take forever to get settled in, but I probably don’t have enough space for most of my things.

I wish my best friend Jessica didn’t move to Atlanta for work. Had she not moved I know that she would be here helping me.

I unpack my summer clothes, fold and place them into a small dresser as I hang all my other clothes on hangers and into the tiny closet.

I decide I need to go for a walk. I exit my apartment and lock the door behind me as a girl is about to enter the apartment next to mine.

The girl looks at me and smiles.

She’s about five feet five inches tall and is petite. She has long brown hair and is wearing glasses that are black, big and round which makes her dark blue eyes stand out.

“New here?” she asks me.

“I just moved in” I respond.

“I’m Sonya,” she says to me as she runs her hands through her hair. I can’t help but notice the black nail polish she has on her fingernails, as well as the light pink lipstick she has on her lips.

“Hi Sonya, I’m Stephanie,” I say to her as she smiles at me.

“I guess we’re going to be neighbors,” she says to me warmly as I nod my head in agreement.

“You live here long?” I inquire as she shakes her head and replies, “No. I just graduated from college and am apartment sitting for my friend David who is your neighbor.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Sonya,” I say to her as she responds, “Likewise.”

“Are you heading out?” she asks me.

“Yeah, I have a ton of unpacking to do and am a bit overwhelmed. I figure I would go for a walk and get back to it when I come back.”

She shakes her head and laughs.

“It’s getting dark out and I wouldn’t suggest someone who looks like you walk around the neighborhood by yourself at night. It’s not the safest of places” she tells me.

“Someone who looks like me?” I ask her.

“Yeah, you know, hot as hell,” she says to me.

“Thank you but I’m not sure your description of me is fitting. If it were, I don’t think I’d be divorced” I say to her.

“Was he gay or something?” she asks me.

“No, the very opposite” I respond.

“Oh, sorry. Anyway, if you’re set on going for a walk the least, I can do is go with you” she says.

“Sure, if you’re not doing anything” I respond.

“I’m all yours,” she says with a smile.

We exit the apartment building and head out into the warm spring night.

“Where to?” I ask as she replies, “There’s a liquor store not too far from here. I’m running low and need to pick up a few things.”

“Are you even twenty-one?” I ask her as she giggles and responds, “As of two weeks ago, yes, yes I am.”

“Where did you go to college?” I ask Sonya.

“Small college in Florida. I have a degree in computer science” she tells me as I smile and reply, “Me too.”

“No shit…that’s cool,” she says to me as we enter the liquor store.

She grabs a big bottle of rum and a big bottle of vodka and places them on the counter.

“Identification please,” the man behind the counter says to her as she rolls her eyes and hands him her driver's license.

“This is a Florida driver's license,” the man says as she looks at him and replies, “No shit, I’m from Florida.”

“No way. New York identification only or no sale” he says to her.

“I don’t have New York identification,” she says to him with disbelief and he looks at her and says, “No sale then.”

She shakes her head and looks at me.

“Guess we’re heading elsewhere,” she says to me.

“No need, I’ll take care of it” I reply as I hand the guy my identification.

Sonya hands me the money as the guy looks at me and says, “No way. You need to pay without her handing you money in front of me.”

“You’re an asshole,” she says to the guy.

“Maybe so but I’m an asshole who runs a legitimate business” he replies as I pay for the liquor.

We exit the store as Sonya attempts to give me her money.

“No, it’s okay, it’s on me,” she says as she smiles and replies, “Only if it were.”

I’m unsure how to reply so I let out a small laugh and say, “It’s the least I can do for you keeping me safe and all.”

“If you won’t take my money then maybe I can do something for you,” she says.

I think for a moment and reply, “I could use a hand unpacking” as she smiles at me and says, “My hands are all yours.”

We enter the apartment building and go into Sonya’s apartment.

“This place is identical to mine,” I say to her as she looks at me and asks, “Vodka or rum?”

“More of a rum girl,” I say to her as she looks at me and asks, “Do you have anything to mix this with?”

“I have a couple of bottles of Coke” I respond as she smiles and says, “Perfect.”

We exit her apartment and enter mine. Her eyes open big and wide as she scans the boxes in my apartment.

“Wow…no wonder you feel overwhelmed,” she says.

I mix a couple of rum and cokes and hand her one as we look at each other and each takes sips.

“Nice,” she says to me with a wink as I nod my head and reply, “Thanks.”

“So where do we start?” she asks as I look at her and respond, “You choose.”

Sonya rips open a box and looks inside and looks at me.

“Very nice,” she says as she now has my black thong panties in her hand.

“What box did you just open?” I ask as she raises and lowers her eyebrows and replies, “It’s labeled, nightstand”

I quickly run over toward her hoping beyond hope that she doesn’t see what I don’t want her to see.

Too late I realize as she is now giggling and holding my vibrator in her hand.

I take my vibrator from her hand and feel beyond embarrassed as I try and figure out where to put it.

“That’s a shit vibrator,” she says to me.

I open my small dresser and place the vibrator beneath my folded summer clothes.

I finish my drink quickly and make another as she looks at me and shakes her empty red cup.

I take hold of the empty cup, make her another drink and hand it to her.

“As I was saying, that’s a shit vibrator,” she says again in the same manner.

“What makes you say that?” I ask her as I take hold of the box and quickly begin to remove my underclothes.

“I know for a fact. I reviewed it a while back” she says to me.

“You reviewed it?” I ask as she nods her head.

“I run a sex blog. Part of my blog is dedicated to sex toy reviews” she explains to me.

“You run a sex blog?” I ask with amazement.

“Yeah. Sex sells and it does well. I started the blog up last summer and it’s doing do well I don’t think I’ll need to get a real job anytime soon” she says to me with a smile.

“How well does it do?” I inquire.

“Close to five thousand dollars a month but growing,” she says with pride.

“Really? That’s more than I make in a month” I confess to her.

“That more than most people earn. I’ll show it to you sometime” she says to me as she opens a box full of kitchenware.

“Thank you so much for the help,” I say to her as she smiles and responds, “Thank you for plying me full of booze.”

“How long were you married for?” she asks.

“A little under four years,” I say to her with sadness.

“Damn, you got married young!” she exclaims.

“Yeah I was twenty-two,” I tell her.

“What did your ex-husband do for a living?” she inquires.

“He’s a cop,” I say to her as she shakes her head and looks at me.

“Cops are notorious for cheating,” she says to me as she sips her drink.

“Don’t I know it?” I say to her as Sonya begins to laugh.

She’s easy to talk to and flirting aside I feel comfortable around her.

“His loss. You’re hot and I’m sure you won’t have a problem finding someone else” she says with a smile.

“Please stop calling me hot,” I say to her.

“Just calling it as I see it. You have a beautiful face and an amazing body” she says to me.

“Thanks,” I say to her in a low voice as she smiles and replies, “Not a problem.”

We’ve unpacked four boxes and are working on box number five as the bottle of rum is now half empty.

“It’s fucking hot in here,” she says to me as I open a window and look at her.

What is she about to do? No way is she going to do what I think she’s going to do. Yeah, she is!

Sonya removes her shirt and is standing in front of me in her bra. She removes her bra exposing her small perky tits to me.

Why am I not looking away?

I can’t help but stare at her exposed tits as she places her bra on my small coffee table and puts her shirt back on.

“My puppies need to breathe,” she says to me with a smile as I don’t know how to reply so I don’t reply.

“By the way, if you need to access the internet you can use my WIFI,” she says to me.

“That’s so nice of you,” I say to her as she says, “Let me see your cell phone.”

I hand her my cell phone as she connects it to her WIFI connection and hands it back to me.

She shakes her empty red cup at me again for the fourth time as I again take hold of her cup and make her another drink.

“Laptop please,” she says to me as I turn my laptop on and place it on my small coffee table.

She sits on her knees and connects my laptop to her WIFI connection.

“Oh, let me show you my blog,” she says to me as she types away.

She arises from her knees, takes the laptop from my small coffee table and places it on my kitchen counter.

I walk over to my laptop as my eyes feel like there, about to pop out of my head as I focus on the screen.

“Are those what I think those are?” I ask as she giggles and answers, “If you think those are my tits then yes.”

“Your tits are your logo?” I ask her with my voice cracking as she smiles and nods her head with a huge smile on her face.

“Aren’t you worried about people finding out about this site?” I ask her as she shakes her head.

“I never show my face, just my body,” she says to me.

“What about your voice?” she asks.

“If anyone figured out it’s my voice that would mean they visited my site.

Of course, they would have to admit that they visited me online, so it hasn’t been an issue” she says to me.

“I’ve never seen anything like this before” I admit to her.

“It’s not common. If a guy tried doing this it wouldn’t work so I feel fortunate to have tits and a pussy” she says to me with seriousness.

“Anyway, it’s getting late and I’m tired. Why don’t I stop back tomorrow and help you keep unpacking?” she says to me.

“Yeah, I’m tired myself so sounds like a plan” I respond.

She grabs her bra and exits my apartment. I hear her apartment door open and close as I lock my door.

I pull out my couch bed, rip off the plastic from the mattress and place sheets and a pillow on it.

I lay my body onto the bed and realize that it’s probably the most uncomfortable mattress I’ve ever laid down on.

“Sonya was right. It is fucking hot in here” I say to myself out loud as I remove my pants, shirt, bra and panties.

I put on a long tee shirt and am about to put on a pair of shorts but decide against it.

I turn off the lights, lay in bed and close my eyes.

Although I’m tired, I’m not tired enough to fall asleep. Besides, it feels hotter in my apartment than it did before. I can feel myself begin to sweat.

I remove my long tee shirt and am now nude. I live alone so why not?

As I lay on my makeshift bed, I can’t help but notice my open laptop on my kitchen counter.

I get off the bed and grab my laptop. I place the laptop on the mattress and realize that Sonya’s website is still on my screen.

I gaze at the screen and begin to read.

The flirting now makes complete sense to me as I read the tag line of, “Life of a Horny Lesbian and the administrator name of HornyLez69”

I bounce around the blog and read post headings such as, “The First Time I Ate Pussy,” “The Pleasure of Anilingus,” and “I Love Strapon Sex.”

I click on “Product Reviews” and read the title of the last post. “A Great and Inexpensive Butt Plug” and click on it.

“Today I’m reviewing the PICOBONG butt plug. It’s not the least expensive butt plug on the market but nowhere near the most expensive” I hear her voice say.

She walks in front of the still camera in the nude and applies a fair amount of lubricant on the butt plug.

She applies a decent amount of lube on her fingers and proceeds to lube her asshole.

As she told me I can’t see her face, only her in the nude from behind. Part of me feels as I shouldn’t be watching this but for some reason, I can’t bring myself not to.

I watch Sonya get onto her knees and slowly insert the butt plug into her ass. I watch as she turns on the vibrating function and sits down on the floor.

“Feels good” she moans. The vibration feels about right…not to light yet not too strong.

“I’ve had plenty of butt plugs in my ass, but I can say that this PICOBONG is one of the better plugs I’ve had in my ass, especially when considering the price.

Let’s see how long it take me to cum” she says as she slightly raises her ass showing the butt plug inside of her and begins to play with herself.

Not in a million years would I ever have searched for a site like this but here I am in the nude watching the girl next door who's helping me unpack getting herself off.

I can’t look away and run my hand down in between my legs. I know I’m excited as I can feel my wet pussy on my fingers.

Sonya cums on camera and says, “That was great. I highly recommend the PICOBONG and thanks to yours truly to can get your very own with a 15% discount.

Just use promo code, HornyGirl69 when you click on the link. Until next time.”

I bounce around Sony’s blog and come across a post that has a title of, “Watch me Play on a Rainy Sunday.”

I click on the post and see a video with a still picture of a hand on a bare pussy with fingers covering the clit.

I press play on the video and watch Sonya play with her pussy. As she moans and rubs her pussy, I find myself doing the same as I watch.

She has a small clit and has small pussy lips. I will admit that she does have a nice looking pussy.

I can’t take my eyes off the screen as I watch her pleasure herself as I pleasure myself.

As I watch her pull and tug on her nipple, I feel the onset of an orgasm and then cum hard as I bury my face into the mattress to muffle my screams of pleasure.

I raise my head from the mattress and look at my computer screen. I quickly close the lid of my laptop realizing that I made myself cum by watching Sonya play with her pussy.

I’ve made myself cum from watching lesbian porn, but this feels different. I know who the girl is. She was in my apartment for most of the night. I knew I was watching her, and it turned me on.

I place my laptop on the floor next to my bed and close my eyes. I feel a sense of calm come over me as I realize that there is no way for anyone to know what I did, especially Sonya.

I awake on look at the time on my microwave across the room in my kitchen that reads 2:15 PM.

I roll out of bed and realize the both my neck and back are killing me. I take a long hot shower hoping the temperature of the water will ease my neck and back pain, but it does not affect.

I put on a pair of shorts and a tee-shirt as I hear a knock on my door.

“Who is it?!” I yell out loud.

“Sonya!” I hear her yell through the door as I unlock my door and let her in.

“I stopped by earlier, but you must have still been sleeping,” she says to me.

“Yeah, I woke up a little while ago” I reply.

“You look like you’re in pain,” she says to me as I nod my head and reply, “My new bed is not comfortable at all. My neck and back are killing me.”

“I’ll have you know I’m an amateur masseuse. I’ll be happy to provide you with my service. No cost at all” she says with a chuckle.

“You don’t mind?” I ask as she smiles and replies, “I insist.”

I fold up my bed and place the cushions back on. Sonya takes a seat and pats the small area in between her legs.

I sit myself in between her legs as she asks, “Where?”

“Top of my back and the side of my neck” I answer.

“Do you have any lotion?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “I do but have no idea where it is.”

“Let’s do this at my place then,” she says to me as I respond, “Okay.”

We leave my apartment and go into hers. She smiles at me and says, “Lay down on your stomach.”

I lay down on the small bed on my stomach as I feel Sonya climb on top of me.

“Shirt off,” she says as I turn my head and face her.

“Relax. How am I supposed to massage your back with lotion on top of your shirt?”

“I’m not wearing a bra,” I say to her with embarrassment as she replies, “I’ll close my eyes.”

“Keep them closed,” I say as I sit up, quickly remove my shirt and lay back down on my stomach.

“You have great tits” she laughs out loud as I reply, “You didn’t see my tits.”

“I used my imagination” she replies with laughter as I feel the cool lotion on my upper back.

Sonya begins to massage my upper back and says, “Shit, you’re tense as fuck. This isn’t from one night on a shitty mattress.”

“It’s not. I’m a big old stress ball” I confess to her as she massages my back.

The way she’s massaging me feels amazing. I can feel myself melt with each touch of her hands.

“Feel good?” she asks as I reply, “You have no idea.”

As she continues to massage me, she says, “Spent some time on my site when I left?”

“No, I went to sleep” I lie to her.

“Did you now?” she asks as I reply, “I did.”

“I know you didn’t. It’s not nice to be untruthful to a new friend” she says to me in response.

“What are you talking about?” I ask as my heart begins to race.

“I know for a fact you bounced around my site for a while. A little under two hours to be exact” she says to me with amusement.

“How would you know that?” I ask with nervousness as she begins to massage my neck.

“I check my web statistics every morning. I can see where my traffic is coming from and what pages a visitor viewed.

You were a busy girl” she says with amusement.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say to her as I feel her slide off my ass and unto the top of my legs.

“That’s what the site is for. There’s no need to be embarrassed” she says with a serious tone to her voice.

“Okay, I bounced around a little” I confess to her as she continues to massage my neck.

“Did you like what you watched?” she asks with a giggle.

“It was different. I’ve never watched anything like that before. I mean I have but I haven’t…” I stumble over my words.

As she rubs my neck with one hand, I feel her other hand touch my ass.

“What are you doing?” I ask her with my voice quivering.

“I’m giving you a massage, Stephanie” she replies.

I feel her hand begin to massage my ass cheek as I feel my body begin to shake.

“Stephanie…relax,” she says in a calm and soothing voice.

“Did you watch me get off?” she asks.

“Yes,” I admit as her hand leaves my neck and she’s now massaging my ass with both her hands.

I let out a sigh of pleasure as I feel the tension in my ass muscles leave slowly with each stroke of her hands.

“Did you like watching me?” she asks as I feel her hand move in between my legs.

She’s not going to do what I think she’s going to do? I think to myself.

I feel her hand touch my pussy over my shorts as I yell out, “Don’t touch me there!”

She laughs and gets off my legs as I roll over and cover my tits with my arms.

“Thanks for the massage,” I say to her sarcastically as I quickly get off the bed, exit her apartment and enter my apartment leaving my shirt behind.

“I can’t believe she touched me there!” I vent to myself in my head.

I’m stunned as Sonya walks into my apartment and locks my door behind her.

She’s only wearing a light pink tee-shirt, red thong panties, and her glasses.

She walks to my wicker sofa bed and removes the cushions. She unfolds the bed and lays down on her stomach with her head resting on her left arm.

She looks at me, smiles and says, “I can’t make this any easier for you.”

“Make what any easier?” I ask with my voice quivering as I continue to hide my tits from her with my crossed arms.

“The touch of a girl is unlike anything you’ve ever experienced before,” she says with lust.

“I’m not gay, Sonya,” I say to her.

“I didn’t say you were. Just come here and lay down next to me” she says with a smile as she removes her glasses and places them on top of the wicker couch.

As I look at her red thong panties and her dark blue eyes all I can picture is the video of her playing with her pussy as I masturbated to her.

“I don’t have sex with girls,” I say to her as she smiles and replies, “I didn’t say that you did.

All I asked for you to do is lay next to me” she responds.

“I need you to leave, now,” I say to her.

She sits down on the side of the bed and proceeds to remove her shirt and panties.

I can’t take my eyes off her perky tits, small red nipples, and bare shaven pussy.

She locks eyes with me and says, “Do you want me to leave or do you want to lay down next to me.”

I swallow hard and loud and slowly walk toward her as she smiles and places her nude body on my bed.

She again rests her head against her left arm as she watches me walk toward her.

I slowly lay my body next to hers still covering my tits as she looks at me and smiles.

She sits up on the bed and places herself on top of me as she now sits in between my hips.

She slowly places her arms on mine and gently pulls my arms apart and over my head exposing my bare tits to her.

“I imagined you had amazing tits but now I know for sure,” she says with a smirk as she lets go of my arms.

“Close your eyes,” she says to me in a calm soothing voice as I slowly close my eyes.

I feel her hands and finger runs across my tits and nipples as my heart pounds so hard it feels as if it’s going to leave my chest.

“I don’t know about this,” I say to Sonya with nervousness engulfing my body.

“Relax, Stephanie. I’m going to make you feel amazing” she says to me with a combination of lust and passion.

I lock my hands over my head as I feel nothing but anticipation as to what Sonya is going to do.

It’s been so long since I’ve been touched by another person.

“Keep your eyes closed” she commands as I nervously reply, “Okay.”

I feel her lips kiss my own and then feel her lips kiss each of my nipples.

I feel her soft wet tongue lick across each of my nipples as it brings a shiver to my body.

Sonya is now kissing and sucking my nipples as I let out a gasp of pleasure.

She slowly kisses down the middle of my stomach as I feel her fingers move beneath the waistband of my shorts.

I feel her tug on my shorts as I slowly raise my ass allowing Sonya to slide my shorts off.

I keep my eyes closed as I realize that I’m nude and in bed with a nude lesbian. I never imagined doing anything sexual with a girl before but here I am about to make it a reality.

“So pretty,” she says out loud as I feel her fingers begin to caress my pussy and then stop.  I feel her get off the bed momentarily and then return as she again begins to caress my pussy.

“I don’t know about this,” I say to her as she responds, “Relax and enjoy the feeling” as she begins to rub my pussy as she rubs my nipples and tits with her other hand.

I feel myself becoming sexually aroused with each touch of her hands and fingers on my tits and pussy.

I feel her finger penetrate me as I let out a moan of pleasure as Sonya begins to slowly finger fuck my pussy as she rubs my clit.

Slowly but surely, she picks up the pace as her finger is now moving in and out of me with lightning precision as she rubs my clit in a circular motion quickly.

I don’t know if it’s that I haven’t been touched in so long or that I know that it’s a girl who's pleasuring me, but I know I’m going to cum and cum soon.

I feel nothing but the tension in my body and then a feeling of falling as I cum as hard as I’ve ever cum before. I scream out in pleasure at the top of my lungs as I feel her hand stop rubbing my clit and her finger exit my pussy.

I slowly open my eyes and look at Sonya who has an ear to ear smile.

“I told you I was going to make you feel amazing,” she says to me with laughter as I run my fingers through my hair.

She gets off the bed and walks over to my laptop.

I watch her in stunned silence as I hear the clicking of the keys of the keyboard and listen.

“You recorded that!” I yell out in horror.

“Stephanie, relax. It’s for our eyes only” she says to me as she places the laptop next to me.

She presses play on the video and watches it with me.

“That’s pretty hot” I admit to her as she smiles and replies, “I know, right?”

“You can delete that now,” I say to her as I look at her.

“Or I can post it on my site,” she says to me.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” I yell at her.

“Do you like your job?” she asks me.

“No, I fucking hate it but it pays the bills,” I say to her with a roll of my eyes.

“I have a little business proposition for you. You told me what I earn from my site is more than you earn.

What if you could earn the same amount and then some?” she says to me with a wink.

“I’m listening,” I say to her.

“I know I can take my site to the next level with you. Guys love nothing more than real first-time amateur content” she says to me with excitement.

“Explain this as if I’m a child,” I say to her.

“You’ve been on my site. Imagine “Fingering My Straight Friend Until She Cums” and more,” she says to me.

“More as in what?” I ask.

She smiles and responds, “Eating My Straight Friends Pussy,” “Eating a Straight Girls Ass” and shit like that.”

“I’m not you. You realize that I need to come to terms with the fact that I let you give me an orgasm before I agree to become a porno actress”, I say to her.

“Don’t be a fucking prude, Stephanie. So what? You let me finger fuck you and you liked it. Any girl would have.

Besides, you wouldn’t be an actress, it would be real” she says to me with sarcasm.

“If I understand this correctly, you want to record you fucking me and post the content on your site,” I say to her as she smiles, “Exactly.”

“No way, no fucking way,” I say to Sonya.

“No one would ever see your face. All they’re going to hear is you moan and cum” she says to me to convince me.

“I’ll prove it to you!” she yells out with glee as she runs out my apartment nude and returns in less than a minute later with her cell phone in hand.

“You have an amazing body. Let me record you nude and post it to my site. I guarantee people will lose their shit over you” she says.

“Fine,” I say to her not believing that anyone will care.

“Stand up,” she says to me as I get off the bed and stand before her in the nude.

She begins to speak as she uses the camera on her phone to record a video of my tits, pussy, and ass as she walks around me in a slow circle.

“Hi everyone. This is my new friend, “The Girl Next Door.”

As you know I’m a lesbian but she’s straight. Through my powers of persuasion and seduction, she let me finger fuck her until she climaxed.

If you want to see the video leave a comment” she says as she ends the recording.

I watch as she creates a new post on her blog and uploads the video. Within seconds comments begin to appear in the administration section of her blog.

“Please!” one comment reads. “I’d pay to see that!” another comment reads. I less than twenty minutes there are well over fifty comments in her que.

She smiles at me and proceeds to raise and lower her eyebrows.

“We can make $10,000 a month each easily!” Sonya says with excitement.

“I’m not a lesbian Sonya,” I say to her.

“Okay fine, you’re not a lesbian. Just because you let me do sexual things to you doesn’t make you a lesbian.

All it means is that you had gay experiences even though you’re not gay. Besides this will be strictly business.

It’s not like you’re going to turn into a lesbian and we’re going to fall in love or anything” she explains to me.

“No one will be able to see my face, right?” I ask her.

“I promise” she quickly responds.

“One more video for today and that’s it, okay?” I say to her.

“Absolutely,” she says with a smile on her face and lust in her eyes.

She again runs out of my apartment nude and returns quickly with her laptop in hand.

“Lay down,” she says to me as she plays around with the location of the laptop for a few minutes.

“Perfect!” she says out loud with glee.

“You ready?” she asks me as I look at her and say, “I can’t believe I’m going through with this.”

She smiles at me and winks as I ask, “Why do you look so happy?”

“Knowing I’m going to eat your pussy is making me happy,” she says with laughter.

“Lights, camera, action,” she says to me with laughter as I watch her depress a key on the keyboard.

“It’s HornyLez69 about to eat the pussy of the girl next door. Before I perform let’s say hello to the girl next door

Say hello girl next door” she says as I reply, “Hi, girl next door.”

“Sexy as fuck and funny as well.

Before I get in between your legs please let the video viewing audience know if you have truly never had your pussy eaten by a girl before” she says out loud.

“I’ve never had my pussy eaten by a girl and can’t believe I’m going to let you eat me out” I respond.

“Fact of fiction? Do you identify as a straight girl?” she asks me.

“I am a straight girl” I reply.

“So why let me eat your pussy?” she asks.

“I’m horny and you talked me into it” I respond.

“That I did. Excuse me all as I get into position and do what you all want to see” she says as she gets onto the bed and spreads my legs apart.

“Before I do the deed, are you under the influence of drugs or alcohol?” she asks.

“No, but I can use a drink” I reply.

“Sorry but I can’t wait any longer,” she says as she places her face within inches of my pussy.

Her mouth is so close to my pussy I can feel her breath.

I watch as Sonya begins to lick my clit. She licks me again and smiles at me from in between my legs.

I swallow loudly as close my eyes and I feel her hot wet tongue explore my pussy.

Her tongue feels amazing as I feel myself become excited and aroused in seconds.

She finger fucked me less than an hour ago and her face is now buried in my deep in my pussy.

I don’t care that I’m being recorded. All I know is that she’s making me feel incredible and I know she’s going to make me cum.

I look at her head in between my legs as I moan and say, “No cheating. Make me cum with your tongue.”

I wrap my legs tightly around her head and begin to sway my hips into her tongue as she licks my clit and penetrates my pussy over and again.

“Oh my God…that feels amazing” I cry out with pleasure as she now eats me more passionately than before.

I rub my tits and gently tug on my nipples as she looks at me with her eyes wide open as she continues to orally pleasure me.

Looking at her beautiful blue eyes as I watch her eat my pussy is driving me insane.

I can barely control my breathing as Sonya pleasures me.

I never imagined I would allow a girl to do this to me but now that I am, I wonder why I never have before.

“Tongue fuck my pussy!” I scream out as I tug on my nipples with force as she does what I just screamed.

She hasn’t been eating my pussy for very long but I’m about to explode.

“I’m going to cum…make me cum…more” I cry out in pleasure.

Sonya stiffens her tongue as I feel it go deep inside of me. I grab the top of her head and forcefully sway my pussy into her tongue as I feel that feeling come over me.

The tension builds, builds, builds and then releases as I scream out in pleasure, “I’m cumming!” over and again as I scream out loudly.

I’m panting like a thirst dog with no water as she removes her face from my pussy and removes herself from in between my legs.

She quickly walks over to the laptop and presses down hard on a key.

My pussy is throbbing as my body feels loose and satisfied.

Sonya climbs on top of me and sticks her tongue in my mouth as we French kiss passionately.

I quickly reach in between her legs and begin to play with her pussy as we continue to kiss. Her pussy is beyond wet and I want to please her as she has pleased me.

As if possessed and no longer in control of my actions I roll her over so that I’m now on top of her.

“I’m not recording,” she says to me as I look at her and reply, “I don’t give a fuck!”

I quickly make my way down her stomach and bury my face in her pussy. I stiffen my tongue and penetrate her as her body becomes tense for a moment.

“What are you doing?” she asks through moans of pleasure as I eat her pussy. Not only am I eating her pussy I’m enjoying eating her pussy.

My face is drenched in her juices and I like it. With every squirm of her body due to what I’m doing to her makes me want to please her that much more.

I quickly insert my finger inside of her as I suck her tiny clit as she yells out, “Shit…fuck…yes!”

I finger fuck her quickly as I eat her pussy until she screams out at the top of her lungs in sexual pleasure.

She looks at me and smiles with a look of satisfaction on her face as she again gets off the bed and quickly walks to the laptop.

I hear the click of a key on the keyboard as she closes the lid on the laptop and smiles at me.

She walks back to the bed and lays down next to me.

“That was incredible,” she says to me with a huge smile as I look at her with confusion.

“Did you record that?” I ask her with worry as she kisses my lips and answers, “Every second of it.”

“I thought you stopped recording before,” I say to her with confusion as she slowly shakes her head and responds, “No, I adjusted the angle.”

“Sonya!” I yell out as she laughs and then looks at me.

“I’m going to edit everything. The only faces people will see will be blurred out. I promise.”

Sonya was right about most things. Our sessions brought her site to the next level and the money came pouring in as a result.

The money came in so quickly that I never went back to work. I emailed a resignation letter and haven’t ever gone back.

I did say most things as Sonya once said to me, “It’s not like you’re going to turn into a lesbian and we’re going to fall in love or anything.”

I did turn into a lesbian and Sonya and I did fall in love. We’re closing on our second anniversary and now live in Miami, Florida.

I don’t know how long this online thing with Sonya, and I will last but I don’t care. All I know is that I’m happy.

I was once Mrs. Thomas Hastings, but I am known simply as “The Girl Next Door.”

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “The Girl Next Door.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, you can visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info

To be notified of new releases you may follow me on Twitter @AntoinetteSax or go to https://twitter.com/AntoinetteSax
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