







There for Her

The Billionaire Lesbian Club 2




Honey Chanel




Copyright © 2019 by Honey Chanel

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, businesses, events, and incidents are a figment of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously. Any similarities to real people, businesses, locations, history, and events are a coincidence.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.



[image: Vellum flower icon]




Created with Vellum





Contents



Chapter 1



Chapter 2



Chapter 3



Chapter 4



Chapter 5



Chapter 6



Chapter 7



About the Author



Friendly Neighbor (The Lesbian Next Door 1)



Also by Honey Chanel








Chapter One









"
N

o, Maxine Stewart is not taking any calls at this time. My name is Ivona Busca, and I am her assistant. How may I help you?" Ivona leaned back in her chair with a frown. This asshole wasn't taking no for an answer.

"Maxine should be taking my call. This is Arnold Lemingway, and I demand to speak with her."

It never failed.

Angry, rich men always expected their way.

Well, today wasn't that day for Mr. Lemingway. Mrs. Stewart had instructed Ivona that no calls were to come through to her.

No matter who it was.

And that was what Ivona would do.

Something was up with her boss. She didn't know what it was, but the woman had flown into the office this morning with a fierce scowl on her face.

Maxine was a beautiful woman with long bright red hair. Her skin was fair and flawless. Her power suit dripped money, and those heels highlighted her sculpted calves perfectly.

Ivona had worked for Maxine Stewart for six months now, and it was her dream job. Not only did she get to work for a 
gorgeous woman, but Maxine was a businesswoman who commanded respect when in a boardroom with stiff, old, wealthy men.

"Sir, as I stated before, she's unavailable. Please leave a message with me, and she will return your call at her earliest convenience." Ivona rolled her eyes. She tossed her thick blonde hair over her shoulder and glanced around at her office.

She had done well for herself. She came from a loving home where she and her sister grew up in a quiet, suburban neighborhood. They went to the best schools, and she'd graduated top in her class from Stanford.

She was first hired as a customer service representative for Stewart Technologies before she began moving up through the ranks. It was a multibillion-dollar enterprise started by Maxine's grandfather. She was from old money, and she was everything that Ivona wanted to be.

And everything she wanted in a woman.

She bit back a sigh listening to Mr. Lemingway sputtering on the other end of the call.

"Fine. You see that Maxine gives me a callback today. This is of the utmost importance. She has my number."

The line went dead.

Ivona slowly placed her phone back in the cradle. She reached for her pen and scribbled his message down on her notepad. Her gaze swiveled to the shut door that connected her office with Maxine's.

For the past few months since landing the job, she'd strived to be the best executive assistant Maxine had ever had. Once she'd been hired, she'd completed an orientation with one of the other administrative assistants before replacing the woman who had retired.

So far, the job had been everything she'd ever wanted.

Ivona sat forward and typed out a few commands on her computer. Tomorrow, she was set to travel with Maxine for the first time. She was really excited about it. They would be flying on the company's private jet to Rome.

Ivona was born into a Romania family but had lived her entire life in the United States. She'd traveled a little here and there, but nothing like what this job would entail.

She was to be Maxine Stewart's shadow.

The ringing of her phone snagged her attention. It was her private line.

"Hello, this is Ivona," she announced, answering it.

"Ivona, this is Chad Moils. Is my wife available?" a deep baritone voice asked.

"Let me check, sir. She was on an important call. Please hold."

"Sure."

She placed the call on hold and stood from her desk. She tugged on the short skirt she wore. Lately, her attraction to the billionaire businesswoman was growing. Ivona did everything she could to catch the eye of her boss.

She knew fraternizing with her boss could be considered wrong. Not only was it against company policy, but the woman was married.

It was her little fantasy to be able to be used by the sexy redhead.

Her heels echoed on the marble floor. Her button-down white shirt was crisp and tucked into her skirt. She'd left the top couple buttons undone to put her cleavage on display.

She knocked a few times on the door that separated their offices.

"Come in," a muffled voice called out.

Ivona pushed the door opened and peeked her head inside. The office was massive, tastefully decorated for a woman. It showed off her intelligence, femininity, and business sense. The office was where Maxine ran the company. Ivona scanned the office and froze.

Maxine Stewart took her breath away.

Sitting in her luxurious office with the full span of windows behind her, highlighted her beauty.

Maxine's blue eyes turned to her. "What is it, Ivona?"

"Mrs. Stewart, your husband is on my backline. I know you said no one was to be put through, but I was unsure about him." She shrugged her shoulders in apology.

Maxine let loose a soft sigh and dropped her pen on her desk. She leaned back and ran a hand through her thick hair.

"I don't want to speak to him either. He's called me twice on my line, and I ignored it. Tell him, I will call him back when I get a chance."

"Yes, ma'am." Ivona nodded and backed up.

"Ivona?"

She paused with her hand on the doorknob. "Yes, Mrs. Stewart?"

"When you're done with him, please come back. I want to go over the itinerary for the upcoming trip."

"Yes, ma'am. Give me just a second." Ivona rushed back into her office, not wanting to have Maxine wait for her. She picked up the phone. "Mr. Moils?"

"Yes?" His smooth voice came back on the line.

"She's still on the phone. She said she saw you called and will return your call as soon as she gets a minute."

He released a curse. "Sure. Just let Maxine know I'll be delayed here in Russia, but I'll be home by the time she returns from her trip."

"Thank you, sir. I will be sure to pass on the message." Ivona disconnected the line. She snagged her pen and notepad with all of the messages that had been left for Maxine that morning.

She leaned back against her desk and blew out a deep breath. Ivona didn't know why, but her heart was suddenly racing. She tried to will it to slow down, but it had a mind of its own.

Shaking her head, she pushed off and headed back into the other room.





Chapter Two









I

vona sat in the chair across from Maxine. She tried not to stare at the woman. Her core clenched with need as she watched Maxine flip her fiery hair over her shoulders. 

"Is everything all right, Mrs. Stewart?" she asked. Ivona crossed her legs, hoping that would help calm her nerves. She didn't want her foot tapping to be a distraction for the businesswoman. 

Maxine didn't replay at first. Her blue eyes locked on Ivona, who had to fight the urge to fidget in her seat while Maxine's gaze roamed her body. 

Her nipples were tight little buds pressing forward against her bra. She was wearing a thick padded one and thankful it would hide the small erections from showing. 

"I'm not sure," Maxine murmured. Her gaze darkened when it reached Ivona's cleavage. 

Unconsciously Ivona's chest pushed out farther as if it demanded the other woman's attention. 

She was aroused beyond belief, and the woman had yet to touch her. Ivona was always amazed at how her body reacted when in Maxine's presence. 

"Is there something I can help you with?" Ivona asked. She didn't care that her voice sounded husky. The only thing 
registering in her mind was the hunger in Maxine's eyes. She slowly stood from her chair, leaving her pad and pen on the chair. 

Maxine's gaze continued down the rest of her body. Ivona ambled around the desk, walking over to the massive wall of windows. She stared off into the bright blue sky of Orlando's downtown skyline. 

"I'm here for you, Mrs. Stewart—

"You've been working for me for six months. You have permission to call me Maxine." 

Ivona smiled. "Maxine," she breathed. Her hand rose up to the few buttons on her shirt. The material fell away, leaving her heated body to feel the coolness of the central air circulating the office. "Anything you need of me. I'm here."

The shirt fell to the floor in a puddle. Soon the skirt followed, leaving Ivona in her lacy bra, matching panties and heels. She turned around and leaned back against the cold glass. 

Maxine had yet to turn around.

"That is nice of you, Ivona." There was a deep huskiness to Maxine's voice. 

It caused a shiver to slid down Ivona's spine. 

"It would be my pleasure to help you in any way I can." 

Maxine slowly spun her chair around to face Ivona. The businesswoman's gaze drifted along Ivona's curvy frame. A pleased look appeared on the woman's face. 

Ivona had taken a risk, and it looked as if she wouldn't be getting escorted out of the building. 

Maxine stood from her chair and walked to Ivona. She paused just mere centimeters from her with the heat blazing in her eyes.

Ivona's heart slammed against her chest wall, while her 
breaths came fast. This had been her fantasy, and now, it looked as if it was becoming a reality. 

"See, this is why you are the perfect executive assistant," Maxine sighed. Her hand lifted to Ivona's face and cupped her cheek. Ivona leaned into it with a small smile on her lips. "You anticipate my every need before I even know what I need."

Her hand trailed along Ivona's jaw and traveled down her chest. It stopped in between her breast, where the little silver clasp rested. 

"That's part of my job." Ivona's breath was ripped from her lungs. Maxine undid the clasp and freed her aching breasts. She pushed the offending material down to the floor. 

Ivona stood still as Maxine studied her mounds. 

"Such pretty tits. No wonder you always wear such low cut blouses. Were you showing them off for me?" Maxine cupped them in her hands. She rolled Ivona's nipples in between her thumb and forefingers. 

A moan slipped from Ivona. "Yes, ma'am. I was hoping you would truly see me one day."

"Oh, I've seen you. Those tiny sexy skirts that show off your long legs and those heels of yours have been driving me crazy." Maxine pinched her nubs hard. She leaned forward and slammed her mouth on Ivona's. 

Maxine's tongue pushed its way into Ivona's mouth. The kiss was harsh and demanding. Ivona leaned into her boss, welcoming her tongue inside of her mouth. She wrapped her arms around Maxine's neck and tilted her head to allow the kiss to deepen. 

Maxine pushed her back against the cold glass window. They were high up in the sky, and no one would see them. 

Ivona was a little bit disappointed. 

The thought of someone watching them caused her to grow 
even more aroused. 

Maxine tore her mouth from Ivona's and trailed harsh kisses along her face and down her neck. Her teeth sank into Ivona's shoulder. Not enough to draw blood, but it indeed sent a jolt of electricity to her clit. 

"Yes," Ivona hissed.

Maxine made it to Ivona's breasts. Her mouth, tongue, and hands were all over the massive mounds. Maxine sucked Ivona's tits as if she were a starving babe. Ivona's fingers threaded their way into the red hair. She had been dying to touch it. It was silky and soft just as she imagined it to be. 

Maxine drug her teeth along Ivona's sensitive nipple. She bathed it with her tongue before the rosy pink bud disappeared back into her mouth. 

Maxine slid her hands around to Ivona's ass and squeezed it tight. 

"God, I want to taste you. Get your ass on my desk," Maxine's order had goosebumps appearing on Ivona's skin. 

The billionaire stepped back away from Ivona to allow her to move. 

Ivona pushed off the glass and walked over to the desk on shaky legs. Ivona arrived at the desk and turned around to face Maxine. She hopped onto the massive mahogany desk. 

It was a staple in the room and made a statement. It was the size of most people's dining room tables. 

Maxine shrugged her suit jacket off and tossed it on the floor. She kicked her heels off and stalked toward Ivona. 

"Open your legs," Maxine ordered. 

Ivona rested her hands behind her on the wood and did as she was told. This position not only showed off her tits, but it made it easier for Maxine to access Ivona's dripping cunt. 

"You are so fucking sexy, sitting there in just your panties 
and heels." Maxine arrived in front of her. She tilted Ivona's chin up, pressing a hard kiss to her lips while her hands slid along Ivona's thighs. The kiss turned deep and passionate. 

Maxine shoved Ivona down on the desk. Ivona gasped as the feeling of her panties being tugged off. 

"These heels can stay," Maxine muttered. She ran her hand along Ivona's leg while pressing small kisses along her flesh. "My, oh, my."

Maxine pushed Ivona's legs wide open. Her gaze locked on to Ivona's core. 

Ivona could sense her pussy was dripping wet. Her juices ran down to the crack of her ass. 

"Maxine," she whimpered. She was desperate to be put out of her misery. She wanted to climax on the billionaire's tongue in the worst way. She'd dreamed of it so many times in the six months she'd worked for Maxine. 

Soft hands ran along Ivona's labia. "Such a pretty pussy. Look at your plump lips. "

Ivona cried out when Maxine parted her folds. Her clit, engorged, was sensitive to the air that gently caressed it. 

"This beautiful little jewel. Look at it." Maxine rubbed Ivona's clit softly. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "It is calling for my mouth."


You're damn right it is
, Ivona thought. 

Her gaze was glued to Maxine. She watched her boss lower her head in between her thighs. Her breath paused in her throat. Ivona let loose a strangled groan once Maxine's lips closed around her clit. 

Finally.





Chapter Three









I

vona writhed on the desktop as Maxine devoured her. She couldn't hold back her moans of ecstasy. The woman's tongue must have been blessed by God himself. 

"Yes," Ivona hissed.

Her fingers tightened in Maxine's hair. The loud slurping of Maxine's taking in all of her juices caused her arousal to increase. It had to be the sexiest sound she'd ever heard. 

Maxine inserted two fingers deep inside of Ivona. Her body arched off the desk, welcoming the invasion.

Her body quivered with each thrust of Maxine's hand and the hard suckling on her clit. 

The sensations were overwhelming. 

Ivona's cries grew louder. 

Neither of the women cared. 

Maxine twisted her fingers around and found Ivona's G-spot. She teased it, torturing Ivona in the most sensual way. 

Ivona's arms flailed in the air. Items were pushed off the desk and onto the floor. The sounds of papers and folders hitting the ground went ignored. 

All Ivona could think about was her orgasm. It was on the horizon just out of her reach.

But it was coming for her. 

Her body jerked from the pleasures that raced through her. 

Maxine continued to pound her fingers deep inside of Ivona. Her tongue flicked the swollen bud swiftly, driving Ivona to her climax. 

She suckled Ivona's clit deep in her mouth and sent her fingers even farther inside of Ivona, who detonated. 

A scream was ripped from her while her muscles grew tense. Her bellow echoed through the air as her orgasm slammed into her. 

She gripped Maxine's hair tight in her hand while rotating her hips. 

Tears slipped from her eyes once she settled back down on the hard surface beneath her. 

"That was fucking amazing," Maxine said. 

Ivona laid back, unable to breathe, much less move. Her energy was zapped from her. 

She couldn't remember the last time she'd had such a powerful orgasm. 

"Come, Ivona. Let's finish this out on the couch."

She blinked and opened her eyes, finding Maxine standing before her naked. Her body was perfection. Her breasts were full, with rosy red nipples that were beaded and begging to be sucked on. Her hips flared out wide, and there was a small patch of red curls covering her pussy. 

The carpet matched the drapes. 

Ivona didn't know where she found the strength, but she pushed herself off the desk. Her legs were wobbly as she stood up. Maxine pressed herself against Ivona and covered her mouth with hers. 

She slipped her tongue inside of Ivona's mouth. The taste of her pussy juices met her. It was a taste she was used to and recognized. 

Maxine broke the kiss. Her lips curved up in the corners. She took Ivona's hand and guided her over to the oversized couch on the other side of the office, where there was a sitting area for more intimate business dealings. 

Maxine removed the throw pillows from the couch. She motioned for Ivona to lie down on the sofa. Maxine knelt on the cushion next to her. Ivona immediately opened her legs to allow Maxine to take her rightful place. 

She settled herself over Ivona and lowered herself to where their pussies touched. 

Maxine threw back her head and let loose a moan.  

Ivona could feel the wetness covering her thighs from her climax. Maxine slid her mound against Ivona's, and it moved effortlessly enough, meaning Maxine was just as wet as Ivona was. 

Just the thought of licking up Maxine's juices caused her core to clench. She couldn't wait to part those curls to see Maxine's cunt. 

They moved in tandem with each other. 

It was pure ecstasy. 

Ivona loved a good tribbing, and right now, this had to be the best. 

Being fucked by a billionaire sex goddess was the ultimate dream. 

Ivona's hands settled on Maxine's hips and began to thrust her pussy against Maxine's. The sounds of their juices were exquisite and a significant turn on. 

Maxine shifted her position allowing their clits to brush against each other. 

"Oh, God!" Ivona moaned. 

Maxine's eyes met Ivona's. They moved faster against each other. Ivona was wrapped up in the pleasure of Maxine's hard 
clit rubbing against hers. 

Ivona turned her pleasure over to Maxine and let her fuck her harder. 

Their moans and gasps filled the air along with the slapping sound of their pussies. 

Ivona couldn't believe she could feel the signs of another orgasm coming for her. That was rare. It always took time for her to build herself up for the next one, but it looked like she just needed the right partner. 

Ivona reached up and brought Maxine's head down to hers. She pressed a hard kiss to Maxine's lips. She wanted to show her boss how much she enjoyed and appreciated this thorough fucking.

Maxine tore her mouth away. Her eyes were closed tight as moans poured from her lips. Her breasts swayed before Ivona's face. She reached up and gripped one of the beautiful tits. She brought it to her lips and licked the beaded bud. 

"God, yes. Suck my tit, you filthy girl," Maxine groaned. Her fingers dug into the couch on both sides of Ivona's head. Their pussies continued their dance against each other while Ivona suckled the tit in her mouth as far as it could go. "Harder." 

Ivona did as she was commanded, yanking on the tit. She ran her teeth across the nipple, feeling the shudder go through Maxine's body. 

Ivona watched Maxine's face contort as she reached her orgasm. A warmth shot out on Ivona as Maxine's juices squirted out onto her. 

Ivona's gave in to the temptation and fell over the edge. Her second orgasm hit her like a runaway train. Their bodies jerked against each other as they came to fulfillment together. 

Maxine collapsed on top of Ivona, who welcomed the weight. Her body trembled along with Maxine's as she held the 
sexy redhead close to her. 

Ivona stroked her hand along Maxine's back, enjoying having the woman on top of her. Their bodies were a mess of tangled legs and arms. Neither of them appeared to care about the wet and sticky substances coating their bodies. 

It was the sexiest, dirtiest feeling that Ivona had known, and she loved every second of it. 

After what seemed like hours, Maxine finally lifted her head. Ivona loved the feeling of the other woman's soft body being pressed against hers. 

"I have a proposition for you, Ivona." Maxine reached up and pushed Ivona's hair from her face. Her hand lingered on Ivona's cheek. 

Ivona was all ears. If it had anything to do with what just transpired between them, she was on board. 

"What is it, Mrs—Maxine?" she asked. Ivona ran her hand along Maxine's hip. 

"I want you to be my lover. I want to continue this. This body of yours is exquisite." Her hand slid down to Ivona's breast. She massaged it gently. 

"Yes," Ivona breathed. "Whatever you want. I'm here for you."

"Good. I will certainly make it worth your while." Maxine grinned before lowering her head down to Ivona's tit.

Ivona smiled. Her fantasy was coming true, after all. 





Chapter Four









I

vona walked toward the jet with purpose in her steps. Stewart Technologies was splashed along the side of the bird. She hoisted her messager bag up high on her shoulder. She walked ahead of Maxine, who was speaking on her cell phone.

“Miss Bucsa, how are you today?” Carl, the lead flight attendant, met her at the bottom of the stairs to the plane.

“I’m doing well, Carl. I hope the skies are going to be clear for us.” She smiled at him. They had met a few times during her training. As part of her job, she was to ensure everything her boss wanted on the flight would be available.

Considering they were looking at a twelve-hour flight, she had already made sure Carl was updated on Maxine’s request.

“From what the captain is saying, it will be a smooth flight.”

“Perfect.” She stood off to the side to allow Maxine to enter the plane first. A few other people were going on the trip with them. It was for business, not pleasure. As much as Ivona wanted to have Maxine to herself, she would have to put her needs to the side.

Maxine walked past her and Carl, where they stood. She offered Carl a brief nod and smile before ascending the stairs.

Tom Welch, the VP of marketing, was directly behind 
Maxine.

“Ivona. Carl.” He followed Maxine up the stairs.

Tom’s assistant, Margo, followed along with Nancy Tomas, one of the executive international sales directors.

Ivona glanced down at her watch and saw they were making perfect timing. Their flight was scheduled for a seven p.m take off. It was ideal timing allowing them to arrive mid-morning in Rome.

“After you,” Carl announced, waving to the stairs. “All luggage has already been loaded, and everything that was requested is on the plane.”

“Thanks.” She jogged up the stairs and was met by Lola, another flight attendant.

“Good evening.” Lola nodded at her. “May I take your bag?”

“No, thanks. I’ll need it.” Ivona moved onto the private jet. It was spacious and flaunted everything a woman who was worth billions should own. It was outfitted with everything that would be needed to run an empire from the sky along with living quarters.

Her eyes landed on Maxine, who was settled in her recliner. She was located in the back of the aircraft near the hallway that led to the sleeping quarters. There was a small couch with a pullout table situated next to her.

Conversations were low as she walked back and took the couch.

“Carl has taken care of everything I asked for?” Maxine asked, swiping her finger across the screen of her cell.

“Of course, Mrs. Stewart.” Ivona kept her face void of all emotions. She pulled her laptop from her bag and set it up on the table in front of her.

The flight attendants walked through the cabin to ensure everyone had everything they needed. At the same time, the 
pilots were preparing them for take-off.

Ivona tried her best to act as normal as she could be. With others on the aircraft, she would have to behave herself. She pulled up the calendar to double-check the itinerary for the trip.

A new email arrived in her inbox. It was from the luxury hotel where they would be staying while in Rome. Ivona clicked on it and silently read the arrival notification. Satisfied everything with the hotel seemed to be in place, she glanced up at Maxine.

Her heart skipped a beat at the sight of her employer staring at her.

“Maxine, have you looked at the numbers of my proposal yet?” Tom asked.

Ivona pulled her cell phone from her bag and typed out a quick message to Maxine.



Why are you staring at me? Won’t people suspect something weird?





She placed her phone down on her lap and tried to pay attention to her computer.

Carl paced the isle way going over the safety instructions. Ivona slid her seatbelt in place. Her phone vibrated on her leg, notifying her of an incoming message.



I can’t help but remember my tongue being buried inside of your delicious pussy.





Ivona clenched her legs together. Her gaze flickered to Maxine, who was holding a conversation with Tom.

Maxine was obvious a master of multitasking—sending 
nastygrams while holding a conversation regarding business.



You licked it so good. My pussy is wet now thinking about it.





She held back a laugh and hit send. She wasn’t lying. Thinking of what all they had done in that office had her panties damp. They had fucked for hours, barely coming up for breath. Ivona did not leave the office until eight. It had all been worth it too.

The aircraft jerked as the plane began making its way toward the runway. Ivona glanced up from her phone to look out the window. She loved the feel of the aircraft jetting down the road and lift off.

There was something in the power of the engine that thrilled her.

Sex with Maxine had been the same. It started off slow, sped up, and then they were up in the clouds soaring through the sky together during their climaxes.

Her phone vibrated again in her hand. She jumped slightly. She looked around to see if anyone saw her almost throw her phone, but everyone was busy with their own devices.



Wet already, are you? You little hussy. As soon as the pilot says we can move, I want you to go into the restroom and remove your panties and bra.





Ivona bit her lip to keep from smiling. She sent back the thumbs-up emoji.

This she had no problem doing.

She sat back in her chair and aimlessly browsed the internet on her phone. After they were in the air for a little, the pilot 
gave them the green light to move around the plane.

Ivona undid her seat belt and stood from her seat. She walked down the narrow hallway toward the private sleeping quarters.

She slipped into Maxine’s suite at the end of the hall. She closed the door and made her way into the bathroom.

They hadn’t spoken about their sleeping arrangements while on the plane, but she already could guess where she’d be sleeping. There were only four bedrooms on the flight and five guests on board.

Ivona shut the door and wiggled out of her black silk panties. She wore a sleeveless black dress and had a sweater on to cover her arms and make the outfit look professional.

Feeling a little risqué, Ivona grabbed her phone. She opened the camera app and propped her foot on the sink. Pulling her skirt up, she completely exposed her pussy. She snapped a photo of it.

She sent the picture to Maxine with a question attached to it.



Have you seen this pussy? It’s looking for a face to sit on tonight.





She giggled and thought if she should really send it.

God, the woman, had fucked her yesterday until she could barely walk out of the building.

Her finger hit the send button and sent the photo to Maxine.

Enjoying herself, she removed her bra and pulled her tits free. She snapped a few pictures of them and texted them to Maxine as well.



Two tits looking for a good mouth to suck on them.





Ivona barked a hefty laugh. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d had such fun with a lover.

Gathering her panties and bra, she walked out of the bathroom. She saw her suitcase standing next to Maxine’s and tiptoed over to it. She slid her undergarments in the bag.

It would seem Maxine had decided on their sleeping arrangement for the trip.

Holding her head high, she exited the private suite and headed out to join her coworkers.





Chapter Five









A

couple hours had passed since take off. Ivona was a horny mess. The lights in the cabin were dim, but she knew Maxine had been paying close attention to her. Her nipples were beaded into hard buds. They were so sharp they would be able to cut diamonds.

The anticipation was killing her.

Maxine had received her messages and responded that she would pay dearly for them. Her pussy instantly gushed at the thought. She could feel the sticky substance of her juices on her thighs.

“How are we going to split up the rooms?” Nancy asked her words ending on a yawn.

“Well, it’s four rooms and five of us.” Maxine looked around the cabin. The couches did pull out more to twin beds, but the downside was there would be no privacy. “I’m willing to share my room with Ivona. It’s big enough, and there is plenty of room. That way, everyone will have a comfy bed to sleep in until we arrive tomorrow.”

Ivona’s breath caught in her throat at the thought that everyone would know she was sleeping in the same bed as the C.E.O of the company.

“Do you mind, Ivona?” Maxine asked. She tilted her head to 
the side, and she held a certain amount of innocence in her voice that would fool anyone as to her real reason, she wanted Ivona in the bed with her.

“Sure. That’s fine with me.” Ivona casually shrugged her shoulders.

At least she hoped it looked casual.

Mutters when around the room. Apparently, no one cared as long as they didn’t have to share. The others began speaking of which bedrooms they would take.

“Good night, everyone,” Maxine announced, standing from her seat.

Ivona stood with her. She closed her laptop and gathered her belongings.

“Night.”

“Good night.

“Have a good night.”

Ivona followed behind Maxine toward the bedroom. Maxine’s hip swayed seductively. Ivona knew she was putting more emphasis on her walk for her.

Ivona entered the room and shut the door behind her.

“You don’t think they will —

“What? Tell that their boss was willing to sacrifice part of her bed so they could have one to themselves for a long flight?” Maxine’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows rose. She shook her head and walked over to Ivona. “We are grown adults, and two women can share a bed together, and it could be completely innocent.” She removed Ivona’s laptop and took her messenger bag from her. She walked over to the nightstand and sat them down.

“What we do is not innocent,” Ivona chuckled. She slid her sweater down her arms and tossed it onto the chair in the corner.

Maxine took a seat on the edge of the bed and kicked off her heels.

“They don’t know that,” she smirked.

Ivona reached down and gripped the edge of her dress and pulled it over her head. She stepped out of her shoes and tossed the dress over to join her sweater in the chair.

“I love looking at your naked body,” Maxine murmured. She removed her suit jacket and blouse. She pushed off the bed and shimmied out of her skirt without taking her eyes off Ivona.

They walked toward each other and met each other in the middle of the small room. Maxine reached up and tucked Ivona’s blonde hair behind her ear.

“Whenever we are alone, I want you naked,” Maxine breathed. She leaned forward and nipped Ivona’s bottom lip with her teeth.

“Yes, ma’am,” Ivona whispered. Their nipples brushed against each other, eliciting a moan from Ivona. She pressed her tits forward to rub them against Maxine’s.

“Those photos you sent me were so damn sexy.” She nipped Ivona’s lip again, before soothing it with her tongue. She slipped her tongue inside of Ivona’s mouth. Her hand reached up and gripped the back of Ivona’s neck while the kiss deepened.

Their lips molded against each other. Ivona wrapped her arms around Maxine’s neck, pressing herself closer to her lover.

Maxine’s hand slid down her back and landed on her ass. She squeezed and held Ivona in place.

Ivona wasn’t going anywhere. If Maxine wanted her naked in her bed, then that was where she was going to be.

“You’re going to have to be quiet. That is your punishment,” 
Maxine chuckled.

Ivona was a vocal lover. Moans, groans, and screams were how she showed she was enjoying herself.

“Okay,” Ivona pouted.

Maxine led her over to the bed. Ivona pulled the covers back and slid in. Maxine turned out the light, leaving them in the pitch dark. Ivona’s eyes adjusted a few seconds later in time to feel the bed dip down, and Maxine moved next to her in the bed.

Maxine tugged Ivona to the center of the large bed and flipped over onto her stomach.

“Ass up, my little hussy,” Maxine whispered.

Ivona didn’t know where this was going, but she was down to try anything Maxine wanted to do. Her pussy was moist and ready. She’d imagined everything from their time in the office, and she was ready for round two.

Ivona pressed her hands onto the mattress and rested her head on a pillow, leaving her ass up in the air. Maxine shifted on the bed to kneel behind her.

Ivona’s heart raced in anticipation of what was to come. A shiver slid down her spine as Maxine trailed a fingertip down the center of her back.

She had to fight to not move or fidget in place.

Maxine’s hand slid lower and soon rested on Ivona’s ample ass. She spread Ivona’s cheeks wide.

Ivona’s bit down on the pillow at the first lick of Maxine’s tongue along her anus. Her hands balled into little fists as Maxine continued to run her tongue along her dark hole and through the folds of her soaked pussy.

It took everything in her not to cry out. She squeezed her eyes shut as she continued to bask in the feeling of Maxine licking her pussy and her ass.

Ivona spread her legs as wide as she could in this position. She wanted to beg Maxine to slip her fingers inside her twat. It was aching to be filled.

As if she’d read Ivona’s mind, Maxine pushed two fingers deep inside of Ivona’s pussy.

It was just what she needed. Her pussy muscles clamped down on the digits. Maxine’s tongue ran around the rim of her ass while she began to thrust her fingers in and out of Ivona.

She rocked back and forth, taking the pounding of Maxine’s hand.

Ivona needed more.

She slid her hand down in between her thighs and spread her pussy lips wide, revealing her swollen nub. She began rubbing her clit, needed to come.

She practically jumped out of her skin when a loud smack connected with her bottom.

Ivona bit the pillow, letting a moan slip out.

The sting on her ass was an excellent painful reminder that she was not in charge.

“No rushing this,” Maxine said. She used her hand to rub the area that was on the receiving end of her hand. “We are set to land in about eight hours, and we are going to take our time tonight.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Ivona sighed.

“Now flip over. What’s this about your pussy was looking for a face to sit on?” Maxine asked.

Ivona rolled over onto her back. Her legs were forced open as Maxine’s tossed her leg over Ivona’s head.

Ivona smiled. Unable to wait, she gripped Maxine’s ass in her hands and brought her dripping pussy down to her mouth. She ran her tongue through Maxine’s folds. Her taste exploded on Ivona’s tongue. It was a taste that was unlike anything else 
she’d tasted before.

There was no other way for her to describe it aside from Maxine’s essence.

She licked and slurped all that Maxine had to offer her. Ivona’s body trembled under the assault of Maxine’s deadly tongue.

The only sound that could be heard in the quiet room was the soft lapping of juices and soft moans.

Ivona latched onto Maxine’s clit and suckled it as hard as she could. Maxine’s body jerked before setting a rhythm to ride her face.

“Keep going. Just like that,” Maxine whispered before returning her mouth to Ivona’s pussy.

Ivona could feel her orgasm building inside of her. She gripped Maxine’s thighs tight in her hands.

Her muscles tightened as she reached her climax.

Maxine came along with her. Their cries muffled by each other pussies.

Ivona was out of breath, but totally satisfied. Maxine climbed up to rest her head on the pillows beside Ivona. She pulled Ivona into her warm embrace. She snagged the blankets and pulled them over the two of them.

Ivona nuzzled her face into the crook of Maxine’s arms, loving the feel of the woman’s arms around her.

They were tucked away under the warm blankets.

“You, ma’am are amazing,” Ivona whispered. Maxine ran a hand down her back and cupped her ass.

“You are too, my little hussy,” Maxine chuckled. “Get some rest, because we are not going to be sleeping much tonight. I intend to have my fill of you.”

Ivona smiled and pressed a kiss to Maxine’s neck. She didn’t want to be anywhere else a the moment.

She didn’t want to think of the other employees in the other suites on the plane.

She didn’t want to think about Maxine’s husband.

No, she just wanted to bask in the afterglow of fantastic sex with the sexy redhead.

Her eyes drifted closed.

Nothing else mattered at the moment.





Chapter Six









I

vona was loving Rome. They had been in town for two days, and it had been pretty much run by business meetings. Ivona had been able to talk Maxine into an after-hours tour of the city earlier that day. She loved visiting the ancient coliseums, and it had been amazing to see historic land monuments in person.

They were currently lounging around the hotel. After the day they’d had, even Ivona agreed to the idea of ordering room service. She didn’t want to go anywhere else for the day. The next day, there were plenty of meetings, and luncheons lined up for Maxine. Just thinking about the schedule already had Ivona tired for tomorrow.

They were staying at a luxury villa in the heart of Rome with a beautiful view of the city. It had two bedrooms, one for Ivona and one for Maxine, but only one bed had been slept in.

“How long before the food will be delivered?” Maxine asked. She was sprawled across the couch in a white cami and sleeping shorts.

Ivona, of course, was naked as requested. She walked over to the couch and leaned over, pressing a kiss to Maxine’s shoulder.

“They said an hour. It’s only been thirty minutes,” Ivona 
giggled. She walked around the couch, wanting Maxine’s attention. If she didn’t make her take a break, Maxine would be continually working. “Put those spreadsheets down.”

Ivona snagged the papers and tossed them onto the glass table in front of the couch.

“Hey, I was reading that,” Maxine gasped. She sat up and pushed her red hair behind an ear.

“Working so much is bad for your health.” Ivona pushed her back onto the couch. She climbed on top of her and straddled her waist.

“Is that so?” Maxine mumbled. Her hands immediately went to Ivona’s tits. She cupped them with her hands and brought on to her lips. “Is this better?”

She sucked the nipple into her mouth. Ivona threw her head back and ground her pelvis against Maxine’s lap.

“Yes,” she hissed. She reached down and tugged Maxine’s face upward to hers. She gently covered her lover’s mouth with hers. The kiss was quickly turning deep.

There was a knock at the door.

Ivona pulled back and stared deeply into Maxine’s eyes.

“Someone deserves a big tip tonight.” She hopped off Maxine and strode over to where she kept a robe for when she needed to answer the door.

“I left cash by the door for tips,” Maxine called out.

“Okay.” Ivona tied the robe shut and ran her hand through her blonde hair, praying she looked half presentable.

She gripped the handle to the door and opened it. She froze in place.

“Mr. Moils. What are you doing here?” she gasped, finally able to find her voice.

Chad Moils stood in the hallway dressed in a perfectly tailored suit and held the handle of a small carryon suitcase in 
his hand.

“I’m here to see my wife.” He gave Ivona a blank stare.

“Of course. I’m sorry. Please come in.” She waved him inside before shutting the door again. She turned to see Maxine stand from the couch as he strode into the suite.

“Chad, what are you doing in Rome? I thought you said you’d be in Russia for a little while longer?” Chad took his wife into a one-armed hug.

“I was going to, but then I’m being sent to Paris. The flight was rerouted to Rome, and the next leg of the trip doesn’t leave out until morning. I know you love this hotel, so I figured I’d crash here with you tonight.”

“Of course. Are you hungry? Ivona had already called down for room service for us. We can order you something too.”

“I’m fine. I actually ate at the airport before I decided to come here. I just want to shower and go to sleep.”

Ivona stood frozen in place by the door while she watched Maxine walk into her bedroom with her husband. The door shut softly, but the click echoed through the room as if a bomb had gone off.

Ivona walked toward her bedroom that had yet to be used. She had playfully put her clothes in there because she knew she wouldn’t need to wear any while alone with Maxine.

Now that Maxine’s husband was here, it would look like she’d need clothes after all.

A few minutes later, she emerged from her room with leggings and a loose t-shirt on. She hadn’t bothered with panties of a bra since she planned to go to bed after she ate.

Another knock sounded at the door, and this time it was room service. The concierge brought the food in and set it up at the dining table.

“Thank you so much,” Ivona murmured. She snagged some 
cash from the table to tip them. She shut the door and leaned back against it.

Maxine was still in the bedroom with Chad.

Were they fucking?

They would have every right if they were.

Ivona shook her head. It was none of her business. Even though she said that she was slightly jealous of Chad.

He didn’t have to hide his relationship with Maxine. He could freely kiss her whenever or hold her hands if he wanted to out in public—

Ivona blew out a deep breath and tried not to worry.

She knew what this was between her and Maxine.

She was the side woman, she knew that, but seeing Chad in person reminded Ivona of this.

Ivona pushed off the door and walked to Maxine’s closed door. She rapped on it a couple of times.

“Mrs. Stewart, the food is here.”

“Okay. I’ll be out in a minute,” Maxine called out.

Ivona walked over to the dining table, unsure if she was still hungry. She lifted the metal covering of the food and heard her stomach growl. She grabbed her plate, silverware, and drink and took them to her room.

Tonight, she would be alone in her room. She didn’t want to chance hearing any erotic sounds coming from the couple’s bedroom.

She didn’t know if she would be able to handle it.





Chapter Seven









I

vona turned over in the bed and tried to find a comfortable spot. She wasn't sure what time it was, but all she knew was it was before her alarm was due to go off.

Her body was thrown off due to the time difference. After two nights, she would have thought she would be used to it now, but not her body. Hopefully, she would acclimate before it was time to go back to the States.

She tried to will herself to go back to sleep, but she was fighting a losing battle.

She flopped back onto her back and let loose a massive sigh. The bed dipped down, alerting her that she was no longer alone in the room. Ivona opened one eye and saw Maxine sitting on the edge of the bed.

"Good morning," the redhead said with a soft smile on her face.

"Good morning," Ivona mumbled. She wiped her eyes and blinked a few times. "What are you doing here so early? What time is it?"

"It's five forty-five."

"In the morning?" Ivona gasped.

"Well, it's certainly not going to be in the evening," Maxine 
chuckled.

"Why are you up so early," Ivona muttered.

"Chad just left to catch his flight."

Ivona stiffened at the mention of Maxine's husband. Maxine obviously saw the change in Ivona's body language.

"Nothing happened," Maxine volunteered.

"It doesn't matter if it did. Chad is your husband."

"That's true." Maxine shrugged her shoulders. She leaned down and pushed Ivona's hair from out of her face. "But it didn't. I wouldn't lie to you. "

"I know," Ivona whispered.

"Besides, you've known all along I was married. There is nothing wrong with my marriage. I just need more than what my husband can provide me."

"And I fill a void you have?" Ivona asked softly. She knew she had overreacted last night. Her only explanation was that things happened so fast she hadn't even given one thought about Maxine's husband.

"You do, and you do it so well too." Maxine leaned down and pressed her lips to Ivona's. "I missed you last night. I didn't like eating alone."

"I'm sorry." Ivona's voice was low and husky. She blinked a few times and realized Maxine had on her hotel's plush robe. It was untied, revealing her naked body.

"I forgive you," Maxine chuckled. She reached out and grabbed the blanket. She pulled it away, revealing Ivona's naked form. "But, I see you just redeemed yourself by sleeping naked."

Maxine stood up and took her robe off. She climbed back into the bed and knelt beside Ivona.

"I didn't have the heart to sleep in clothes," Ivona sighed. Her body had ached all night just thinking of Maxine. She had 
wanted to masturbate to relieve the pressure, but she tortured herself by not doing anything.

"I'm glad you didn't." Maxine gripped Ivona's leg and lifted it high in the air. She shifted her body and slid a leg over Ivona's to bring their two pussies in direct contact with them. Their legs scissored each other.

Ivona moaned from the sensation of Maxine's clit brushing up against hers.

"I was waiting on you," Ivona gasped. Maxine began to thrust her hips against Ivona's. Her pussy instantly began to leak her juices out.

"My little hussy. Were you imaging Chad fucking me?" Maxine asked.

Ivona nodded her head.

She would admit the truth. She'd wondered if they were fucking, how Chad would be taking Maxine, and if he'd make her reach a climax as hard as Ivona does.

Maxine reached out and gripped Ivona's tit in a bruising hold. Ivona cried out and pumped her hips toward Maxine's. Their bodies writhed on the bed together.

Ivona's juices slid out of her cunt, coating her thighs. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the air.

"There's no comparing the two of you," Maxine said. Her body shuddered as she pressed harder. She leaned over Ivona and pressed kisses to her lips.

Ivona pulled Maxine's head down. She thrust her tongue past the billionaire's lips in a deep passionate kiss. She wanted Maxine to always know the difference between when she gets fucked by her husband and when she gets fucked by her mistress.

"This feels so good," Ivona cried out. She slid her hand down to rest on Maxine's hips. Their movements quickened as 
they pressed their pussies together. Juices slid down the crack of Ivona's ass, but she didn't care. She was only interested in reaching her climax.

Maxine threw her head back and let loose a deep cry as she crested. Her body trembled and shuddered as she rode the waves of her orgasm.

Maxine slid a hand in between them. Her fingers connected with Ivona's clit. She pinched the swollen flesh and sent Ivona skyrocketing to the heavens. Her scream filled the air while her body convulsed on the bed. Maxine collapsed on top of Ivona.

They were a mass of tangled limbs, and Ivona didn't want to move. She loved the feeling of being wrapped up with Maxine.

Their breathing finally settled into a normal rhythm. Maxine lifted her head and gazed down into Ivona's eyes.

"Why don't you cancel all my morning appointments? I think we have more important business to attend to here," she said.

Ivona pulled Maxine's head down and kissed her slowly. They broke apart, breathing heavily.

"No, problem, boss."
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Friendly Neighbor (The Lesbian Next Door 1)

SNEAK PEEK





Harlow Thomas realized she needed to get out of her apartment more. At the age of twenty-six, she should have a life of late night partying, drinking, and just having a grand time--like her new neighbor who recently moved in across the hall.

She’d watched the girl move in and immediately grew irritated.

Chana Morton was her name.

She didn’t have any concept of time.

There were multiple nights the woman had come home drunk and singing in the middle of the night.

Harlow was a light sleeper and was woken up on each occasion to her neighbor drunkenly making her way into her apartment.

However, there was one thing about the neighbor.

She was beautiful.

Gorgeous.

Hot.

Her thick blonde hair and curves had captured Harlow’s attention.

She was a knockout.

Harlow leaned back on her couch and let loose a sigh. It 
was late, and she had just finished up a few jobs. She was a graphic designer who had the luxury to own her own business and work from home.

“Stop thinking about her,” Harlow murmured.

She ran a shaky hand through her dark locks. They were still damp from her recent shower. She tightened the ties on her robe and picked up the remote. Settling back on her couch, she tried to think of anything else but her neighbor.

After a minute of flipping through channels, she came upon one of her favorite shows about a group of nerds.

She loved watching that show.

It reminded her of herself.

Socially awkward.

Brilliant.

Tossing the remote to the coffee table, she leaned back and tried to get comfortable on her couch.

As much as she tried, she couldn’t get Chana out of her mind. Just earlier that day when Harlow returned from grabbing her mail from the mailbox, Chana had walked through the front door with a broad smile showing off her gleaming white teeth.

Harlow had froze in place while her neighbor grabbed her mail and bound up the stairs.

They had spoken a few times since she’d moved in and Chana had even invited her over to chill.

However, Harlow didn’t think she and Chana had anything in common with each other.

What would they talk about?

Harlow closed her eyes and imagined Chana. She bit her lip feeling herself grow aroused with the thought of her neighbor.

Just because she could be irritating didn’t mean Harlow didn’t fantasize about her.

Her hand slid along the edge of her robe. A sigh escaped her lips at the thought of Chana’s smile.

Her plumps lips would look amazing surrounding Harlow’s clit.

Harlow’s fingers pulled her robe aside and exposed her tits. They were naked and full. Her nipples erected into little buds. Pinching them had her head rolling back against at the couch.

How she wished someone was here to lick her pussy.

Chana.

Her core clenched with the thought of her neighbor kneeling on the floor before her.

Harlow’s legs spread open. Her robe fell apart, revealing her naked body. The cold air kissed her skin and set her body on fire.

Her hand trailed along her torso. Her fingers spread her pussy open. Her clit, swollen and sensitive, was begging for someone to suck on it.

“Hmmm…” she moaned. Her fingers slid across her nub and dove inside of her slick core. She pushed them deep inside of herself before withdrawing them.

They were sticky and wet.

She let loose a chuckle knowing that if anyone were to see her now, they would be shocked.

Little Harlow masturbating?

While fantasizing about a woman?

She giggled while focusing on the sight of Chana walking up the stairs. Her toned legs showed off that she worked out. Her ass was curvy, and Harlow would do anything to lick it.

Harlow’s body writhed on the couch while she pushed her fingers deep inside her wet pussy. She began thrusting them back and forth, fucking herself.

Her walls closed around her fingers tight. She widened her legs so that she could reach every part of her pussy.

She used her free hand to massage her tits, finding them heavy and sensitive. She tugged on her nipples, eliciting a moan.

Harlow quickened the motion of her fingers thrusting inside her pussy. Her breath caught in her through as she imagined them to be Chana’s fingers.

“Yes,” she hissed. Her fingers slid along her slit and made their way to her clit. Her drenched fingers slid along her engorged nub easily.

In slow, steady motions, she rubbed her sensitive flesh.

Her orgasm was going to be fast and hard tonight.

The image of Chana spread out before her, came to mind.

She liked that.

Chana’s pussy would be pink and slick just for her.

Harlow ached to run her tongue through Chana’s slick folds.

Chana was a woman who would gladly spread her legs.

As many men and women left her apartment at all times of night, Harlow was sure their visits were more than just friendly.

Her fingers began rubbing harder on her clit.

Her hand on her tit tugged harder.

Harlow lived alone, so there was no one to worry about hearing her cry out in ecstasy.

Her whimpers were growing louder.

Now in her fantasy, she had a mouth full of Chana’s pussy. Her juices would be flowing out, and Harlow wouldn’t waste a drop. She’d lick and slurp up every single drop.

“Oh, God,” Harlow cried out. Her body arched off the couch as her orgasm slammed into her. She let loose a silent scream all the while still rubbing her clit hard and fast.

Her cream flooded her hand, and the orgasm was as hard as she knew it would be.

Her body trembled falling back against her couch.

Harlow lay there, gasping for breath. A smile crossed her face as she slowly slid her fingers along her pussy.

It was drenched.

Her juices slid along the crack of her ass, and a giggle escaped her.

“Wow,” she murmured. Her fingers were met with the evidence of her release. She slipped them back into her wet pussy, feeling her muscles contract around them. She loved the feeling of coming down off an orgasm.

It was as if she’d traveled to Heaven and slowly made her way back down to Earth.

She withdrew her fingers from her pussy and brought them to her lips.

Licking every one of them, she ensured they were clean.

The taste of her pussy was embedded on her tongue.

She just wished it had been Chana’s.
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Love this little snippet? Download Friendly Neighbor right now! Click HERE.
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