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		Chapter One

		

	
		"Here you go," Erin Flowers said to the well-dressed woman on the other side of the sales counter as she handed her the exclusive store bag continuing her purchase, "and thank you for shopping here at A. J. Bintz."

		Erin always felt a little silly saying that after every sale but knew all too well that some supervisors were eager to write you up for not doing so. As her customer walked away from the counter, the short haired blonde took a moment to check her hair and makeup in one of the oversized mirrors.

		As she did so, she once again thought it incredible how some women were willing to buy a product, just because it had some celebrity's name on it. In the twenty-five year old's opinion, the cosmetics that woman had just purchased really weren't any better than the ones Erin bought for herself at her local drug store at less than half the price.

		***

		The job, such as it was, was one thing she had going for her; having gone back to school was another. If she had to pick a third, Erin would undoubtedly choose the nice two bedroom apartment that she lived in just a short walk from Hyde Park. That she shared the apartment with three other roommates was something she usually failed to mention when she told people about it.

		Sharing the five room apartment called for some compromises, she knew, the most interesting of which was when one of the girls had an overnight guest. Normally, Erin shared one bedroom with Caitlyn Moore, and her other two roommates, Brittany Mason, and Alexa Moore the other. If one of the girls was planning to have an overnight guest, three of them would use the larger of the two bedrooms, turning the smaller one over to the roommate with the guest. It was far from a perfect arrangement since you really didn't always know beforehand if you were going to have an overnight guest.

		Up until about a month and a half ago, Erin didn't have to worry about any of that, because she'd had a steady boyfriend in Dean Grant, who worked at the same store as Erin, in the delivery department. They'd met at a company function the summer before and it had been love at first sight. Okay, maybe lust at first sight, but love at eventually found its way in there as well. Or at least what she liked to think of as love.

		Four inches taller than her own five six, Dean, who was also two years younger, had the kind of body you normally associated with a professional athlete. Not surprising seeing, he'd been a high school jock who made the all-city team his senior year. But high school and college football were two different things, and he dropped out of college after his freshman year when he was cut from the team.

		And while he wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer, Erin had never gone for the intellectual type anyway. The twenty-seven year old blond was smart enough, funny, and totally awesome in bed. In hindsight, Erin sometimes though that it was because he was such a great fuck that it blinded her to other things that she might have otherwise noticed.

		During the last month of their relationship, the subject of Erin moving in with Dean began to occasionally come up. Usually just after they'd finished an exhausting romp in his bed. Dean would be all for the idea post coitus, but then his enthusiasm would usually fade by dawn. Erin didn't press the issue because, given the number of nights she slept at his East Gate apartment, they were practically living together already. Eventually, she reasoned, he would come to realize it and make it official.

		What Erin never understood, however, was that Dean didn't see it quite the same way. In fact, his whole take on their relationship turned out to be quite different than hers, quite different indeed. It wasn't until the day of the electrical fire at the store that Erin discovered how dissimilar their views actually were.

		The fire had started in a storage closet a little after lunch and while there was no major damage or injury, the store had to be evacuated and the lingering odor afterwards precluded customers returning. When the decision was made just to close up for the rest of the day, it hadn't taken Erin five minutes to close up her counter and head for the door.

		A few of the other girls decided to make the most of the free afternoon and head over to Fountain Square, but Erin had other plans. Dean had called in sick that morning and although he said he was feeling much better when she'd talked to him during lunch, she'd promised to stop by after work to be sure.

		She'd had her cell phone in hand to call him, to let him know she would be early, but then decided to surprise him instead. She'd stop at the deli on the corner by his apartment and pick him up some soup in case he was still feeling poorly. If the opposite proved true, Erin mused, well then, a nooner wasn't out of the question.

		Soup in hand, Erin used the key Dean had given her to let herself into the large apartment. Almost twice the size of the one she shared with her roommates, the rent controlled apartment still had his grandfather's name on the lease, which explained how a simple delivery man could afford to live there.

		When she didn't find Dean in the kitchen or living room, Erin left the soup on the kitchen counter and headed down the long hallway toward the bedroom, slipping off her loafers so as not to wake him if he turned out to be asleep. If he was, she'd already decided to crawl into bed with him, if only to help keep him warm.

		The door turned out to be slightly ajar and, silently peeking in, Erin realized that she could've been wearing combat boots and it wouldn't have made a bit of difference.

		Dean was in bed alright, but not only was he wide awake, he wasn't alone. Two girls Morgan knew from the store, Morgan and Whitney were making out as Dean sat beside them, stroking his dick, on the bed. Morgan started massaging Whitney’s breast, she was naked, Morgan had nothing but her panties on, and Dean was in his boxers, still in awe, watching.

		A stunned Erin, was torn between bursting in and making a scene, or just leaving as soon and as quick as she could. However she chose a third option: just watch the disgusting scene about to play out.

		Morgan freed Whitney's breasts from her bra; and Morgan began to work them. Morgan was teasing her nipples as Dean tried to take Whitney’s panties off. Morgan pulled his head towards Whitney's pussy, as she shifted to the side to allow access. Dean was eating Whitney's pussy like nobody's business while Morgan was still working her way around Whitney’s neck and breasts.

		She moaned and pulled Morgan’s hair; a little too hard, so Morgan smacked her.

		"Jesus Christ bitch". She laughed between moans from having her pussy eaten.

		Morgan moved over to Dean's oh so waiting dick and started sucking it. He seemed to love the way Morgan gave head. Morgan was so into it, Morgan barely noticed Whitney was smacking her ass, Morgan laughed.

		Dean paused Morgan and brought her head up to kiss Whitney, while holding Whitney down with his other hand. He pushed the two girls next to each other and they were laying side to side, he began to finger them both.

		“This is GREAT.” Dean grunted.

		Whitney and Morgan kissed and moaned into each other's mouths as Dean eased two fingers into each of them, hard, and fast. He looked fascinated by the view and angled Whitney back up next to him and invaded her mouth with his tongue while Morgan jerked him off and Whitney shifted a little and began to finger Morgan and toyed with Dean's balls.

		After a few seconds, Dean couldn’t bare it any longer, and he positioned himself to fuck Whitney. Morgan couldn’t stop staring, no doubt Morgan was so turned on. Slowly he eased his 8 inch erection into Whitney, she flinched a bit and Morgan laughed inwardly.

		He started to pound her in the most savage way Erin had ever seen while Whitney fingered Morgan and she kissed Dean deeply. Whitney was moaning and screaming like a cat being dipped in acid, Morgan must have found it rather funny. Dean sat back and looked at them with his "Please-suck-my-dick-at-the-same-time" face, and they obliged.

		Whitney and Morgan kneeled on the bed, and started to suck Dean's dick, one on each side. He threw his head back and cupped their heads, Morgan took the brunt of his hips involuntarily bucking from the pleasure he felt. Suddenly, he pushed Morgan back on the bed, and grabbed Whitney's head.

		Erin could only wonder what the fuck he was planning?

		He positioned himself to fuck Morgan, hard, she could see it in his eyes, and Whitney kneeled next to her and kept sucking his dick. He signaled Morgan an "OK" signal with his hand and Morgan winked back at him; Morgan fingered Whitney while she sucked Dean's cock.

		“God, you are wet, and tight as hell.” Dean grunted.

		No wonder she was screaming like she was being murdered Erin thought.

		In the mean time, Morgan came back from watching what Whitney's body was doing as Dean dragged Whitney's face towards his mouth and eased his waiting cock into Morgan as she moaned as she rhythmically fingered Whitney as hard as she could, It was obvious her plan was to make that bitch cum if it's the last thing she did.

		But alas, Dean cut her plans short when he pulled Whitney to him, and positioned her face on Morgan’s pussy, and got behind her to fuck her. They were the most twisted perverted choo-choo train Erin had ever seen. Morgan laying on her back cupping Whitney's head between her legs while behind her was Dean fucking the bejesus out of her.

		Whitney moaned into Morgan’s pussy, and Morgan just closed her eyes as she climbed up to her orgasm. Dean was performing a great doggy style, because Whitney could barely eat Morgan’s pussy from pausing to moan and look back at him like "take it easy" big fella.

		Whitney fingered Morgan while Dean fucked her, and she reached her orgasm. Sweaty and almost molested she fell defenseless onto Morgan’s stomach. Morgan laughed and called her a little bitch, she just looked up at her and gave her the finger.

		At this point neither Dean nor Morgan had cum. It meant drastic measures for the deviant duo. Morgan laid Dean down and positioned herself on top of him. She eased onto him and his erection was sucked into her body and Morgan started to ride him, HARD.

		While Whitney composed herself again, Dean helped her to her knees and positioned her over his face. It was like they were both riding the same perverted horse Erin though disgustedly.

		“God this feels good. I'm so close,” Morgan moaned.

		Erin could see Morgan’s thighs twitching. Morgan pulled Whitney's hair so Morgan could kiss her one last hard time before she orgasmed.

		“I'm SO close.” Morgan shrieked. And so was Dean.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		And finally, like a ticking time bomb, Morgan exploded around Dean's hard wet cock. By the amazing look on her face, it must have been one of the best orgasms Morgan had with him.

		After her legs were done twitching and her breathing went back to normal, Dean sat Whitney and Morgan at the edge of the bed and started to jerk off in front of their faces. A few random licks to the head of his dick and seductive looks from Whitney and Morgan, Dean came all over their faces and breasts. He stood there in awe looking at Whitney and Morgan laughing at each other because of the fresh cum that was just splattered onto them. Whitney and Morgan cleaned up, in front of Dean, as if nothing ever happened.

		And without a word, Erin silently exited the apartment, but not before leaving her key atop a hastily written note on the coffee table in the living room. The note had simply said,

		"It's over."

		Almost as a parting shot Erin heard more moaning from the bedroom as she opened the door.

		"Oh God, baby," she heard Dean say, his voice just loud enough to carry to the door, "your fucking ass is so tight!"

		"That's because your fucking cock is so big!" came the reply from Morgan.

		“Oh gag me!” Erin thought to herself and closed the door behind her.

		***

		The two ex-lovers had not spoken since. In fact, Dean never even tried to call her to try and explain - not that there was any explanation that would've mattered.

		"Well, it could've been worse," Erin's best friend from the store, Isabel Suarez, told her a few nights later as the two of them commiserated in a midtown bar after work.

		"How could it have been worse?" a slightly inebriated Erin had asked.

		"Dean could've been the one with the cock up his ass," the thirty-nine year old Puerto Rican woman laughed.

		Although she had laughed at the joke, Erin had thought, if that had been the case, she might not have felt as bad as she did. Oh, she wouldn't have been happy by any means, but at least she might have understood the reason more. In all the times she and Dean had gone to bed, he'd never even suggested that he'd wanted to fuck her ass.

		It wasn't something that Erin had done before, but that didn't mean she wouldn't have been willing to try. After all, considering the things they had tried, Dean knew she was far from a sexual prude.

		Dean must've told some story to his co-workers because it didn't take long for the word to get out that the two of them were no longer a couple. Erin never bothered to try and find out what he'd said, but it couldn't have been detrimental, because soon after, a number of single and some not so single men began to drop by her counter with invitations that ranged from lunch to drinks after work.

		All of which Erin had turned down as nicely as she could. Some she told that she needed some time to herself, others that she wanted to just concentrate on school for a while. Some, she just simply said no to. Eventually, she got the message across and the invitations stopped. At least for a while.

		What she couldn't tell anyone, not even Isabel with whom she shared almost every confidence, was that something had changed in her life. Something she hadn't been willing to share up to this point. In fact, up until the week before, Erin wasn't even sure how she felt about it. The only aspect of it all that she had been sure about was that it wouldn't have happened if she and Dean hadn't imploded, and that there was no doubt that she was venturing into uncharted terrain.

		***

		It had all started only a few days before she walked in on Dean and his threesome buddies. With a two hour gap in between her Tuesday evening classes, Erin had been enjoying a cup of coffee at her favorite shop down by Fountain Square.

		Her enjoyment of the drink, however, was being offset by her difficulty in understanding the novel her English professor had assigned for the first exam, then only a week away.

		Closing the book, having read the preceding chapter for the third time, Erin still couldn't understand how the characters in the novel related to the questions the professor had brought up in class. Several times during her last reading, she had stopped and referenced her class notes, but found they didn't make it any clearer. It was becoming so frustrating that she was beginning to wonder if she might not be better off dropping the class altogether.Absorbed with her dilemma, Erin didn't notice that someone had sat down at the small table barely half a foot away from her own. It wasn't until the woman said something that she finally looked up and realized that she was there.

		Her name, Erin would learn, was Angela Soto. Ten years her senior, although if she'd had to guess, the younger woman would've thought the difference no more than half that, she was wearing a pair of casual black slacks with a yellow top. Angela also had curly, reddish brown hairt hat was cut in a style not much longer than Erin's.

		"Excuse me?" Erin said, not having quite made out what it was that the other woman had said, but assuming that perhaps she needed something on her table.

		"I said, I'm sorry to see that the professors at Gateway are still torturing students with that book," Angela repeated. "That is where you're going, isn't it, Gateway Community?"

		"Why yes," Erin replied. "How did you know?"

		"I had to read that novel during my first year there; I think every freshman does," Angela replied. "Somehow, I doubt it's gotten any better with age, mine, or the book's," she laughed.

		"I'm pretty sure you're right," Erin agreed with a smile, offering her hand as she introduced herself.

		"Angela Soto," the older woman said as she extended her own hand. "I think having to read that book helped inspire me to become a teacher, if only to save future students from having to suffer through it."

		"Oh, can I transfer to your class?" Erin asked with a laugh.

		"You'd be more than welcome," Angela said, "but I think you might feel a bit out of place. I teach over at Eastgate Elementary and most of my students are just hitting puberty."

		"Considering some of the guys in my class now, it might not be so different," Erin offered, recalling some of the lame come-ons she had been subjected to, in the first two weeks of class.

		Angela laughed at the remark, commenting that some men never outgrow that stage of life.

		"Did you ever figure the book out?" Erin asked.

		"I ask because I'm so totally lost that I don't even know where to start."

		"Did your professor give you a list of questions you were expected to answer?" Angela asked, leaning a bit closer to look at the notes on Erin's table but not seeing any such list.

		Erin nodded in the affirmative.

		"Well, let me take a look at it and maybe I can help a little, "Angela replied, "at least enough to get you on the right track."

		"Oh, I didn't mean I expected you to help," Erin quickly said. "I was just looking for hope that it could be done."

		"Be that as it may, I'd be more than happy to see if I can help, "Angela smiled. "Like I said, saving people from that book was one of the reasons I became a teacher in the first place."

		Not about to look a gift horse in the mouth, especially one that applied to a problem that only a few minutes ago seemed insurmountable, Erin quickly accepted the offer before Angela could change her mind. Reaching into her notebook, she pulled out the list of questions and handed them to the older woman.

		Question by question, Angela took the time to explain just what each one meant, which turned out not to be always what Erin had thought it did, and how it related to the novel. By the time they reached the bottom of the list, Erin had a whole new take on the reading matter and was certain she wasn't going to have any problems with the exam. It also wasn't until they'd gotten to the last question that the younger woman realized that she had taken up more than an hour of the teacher's time.

		"Oh my goodness, I can't believe I held you up this long," Erin said as she looked up at the clock on the wall.

		"It was my pleasure," Angela said, helping Erin gather up her class materials. "I enjoyed teaching someone who was actually paying attention for a change."

		"Well, it was definitely appreciated, believe me," Erin said as she stuffed her notes back into her carry bag. "I wish I had the time to at least buy you dinner or something, to show how much I appreciate it, but I have another class in about twenty minutes."

		"You don't have to buy me anything," Angela said as she reached into her own bag and produced a business card, quickly writing something across it, "but I would really like to hear how you make out on the exam."

		As she took the card, Erin saw Angela had added her personal cellphone number to the pre-printed address and phone number of the school. She promised that she would let Angela know and dropped the card into her bag.

		"Oh my, isn't that lovely," Angela said as she suddenly noticed the small cameo pendant that Erin wore around her neck, a white ceramic face on a green and gold-trimmed background.

		"It's the goddess Artemis, isn't it?" she asked as she reached out and held it in her hand for a moment.

		"Actually it is," Erin replied, adding that it had been a gift from her grandmother and that no one had ever identified it before.

		At that moment, Erin found herself looking right into Angela's green eyes and saw something she really couldn't define. At least not coming from another woman. The feeling only lasted a heartbeat, but it was enough to make her feel a bit out of sorts.

		"I...I really have to go," Erin said as she picked up her bag and started to rise out of her chair.

		"Remember to call and let me know how you make out with the exam, I'd really like to know." Angela said, the smile on her face following Erin as she headed for the exit.

		Erin returned an awkward smile of her own as she again thanked Angela for her help.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		A couple weeks after her break-up with Dean, Erin had been emptying her bag and found Angela's card. She had gotten her exam back a week and a half before and had done much better than she had ever expected, scoring the third highest grade in the class. Because she had done so well, she now felt a bit guilty about not having called the teacher to thank her for the help.

		"Well, better late than never," Erin considered as she picked up her cell and started to dial the handwritten number.

		The number rang a few times and Erin hoped it would go to voicemail in another ring or two. Then she could just leave a message and appease her conscience. When, on the second to last ring before that, alive voice came on the line, Erin was momentarily at a loss what to say.

		"Hello?" Angela said, pausing afterward as if awaiting a response. "Hello? Is there someone there?" she repeated when none came.

		"Hi Angela, this is Erin," the blonde finally said, wondering why she felt so nervous; after all, it was only a phone call. "I don't know if you remember me, but we met at the coffee shop off Fountain Square a few weeks ago. You helped me with a book I was reading for class."

		"Of course, I remember you, Erin," Angela said, the smile on her face evident in her voice. "I had been wondering how you made out on that exam. It's been so long that I'd figured you'd forgotten about me."

		"Not at all," Erin lied, not wanting to say she'd had a few more urgent things on her mind of late. "I only got the exam back a few days ago. You know how some professors are."

		"All too well," Angela said, "but don't keep me in suspense. How did you do?"

		When Erin told her, Angela said that she couldn't help but be impressed.

		"I don't think I would've gotten half that if you hadn't helped me that afternoon," Erin heard herself say.

		"Don't sell yourself short, Erin," Angela said in reply. "I just gave you a little nudge in the right direction; you did the rest on your own."

		"Even so, I still owe you a lot," Erin offered.

		"Well, you did offer me dinner, as I recall," Angela replied, "but I'll settle for a drink and a little adult conversation."

		"A drink?" Erin repeated.

		"And a little adult conversation," Angela also repeated. “You have no idea how hard that is when you spend most of your day with a bunch of teenagers who treat conversational English as almost a foreign language."

		Angela paused for a second, then, before Erin could give a yes or no answer, asked if she knew a restaurant that was only a few blocks from the coffee shop where they'd first met.

		"It's more of a little bar n' grill really, but a very nice place,"

		Angela clarified as she rattled off the address. "What would you say to Friday night about six?"

		Erin considered for a moment that if Angela had once been a student at Gateway, then she knew that they didn't have classes on Friday nights, which was probably why she picked it. Still, if she really didn't want to go, she could always say she already had plans - it was Friday night after all.

		She was about to do just that when the memory of that shared look back at the coffee shop flashed into her head. Both the memory and how it had made her feel. Without immediately realizing she had done it, Erin said that Friday at six would be fine.

		***

		By the time six o'clock on Friday rolled around, Erin already had two drinks inside of her, having gotten to the bar a bit after five. She'd wanted to check the place out and was glad to find that it was exactly as advertised. So much so that it made her feel a bit ridiculous to have even thought that it might have been something else.

		It had been that look, that silly, stupid look that she couldn't get out of her head. The one that so reminded her of the first time she had looked into Dean's eyes and saw him looking back at her with an intensity that made her quiver.

		Why, Erin asked herself more than once, was she making the assumption that that look, and the feeling it generated, meant the same thing now? It was even a leap to think that Angela was into other women. After all, Erin had never had any sense of what some people referred to as "gaydar." Back in high school, there had been one girl Erin had been sure was a lesbian, who turned out to be as straight as they come, and another that she would never have suspected as playing for the home team. And if she was actually right in all of her assumptions, then what was she doing here? It was all so confusing.

		If any answer was forthcoming, Erin didn't have the time to wait for it, because as she turned her head she saw Angela coming in the door. She waved to get her attention and, as the teacher worked her way through the crowd, the salesgirl quickly finished what was left of her beer.

		"I didn't think this place would be so packed this early," Angela said as she squeezed into the space next to Erin at the bar.

		"Normally it

		doesn't get crowded until about eight, but I passed their competition a block back and it was closed for some kind of renovations. Good for the owners of this place I guess, maybe not so good for us."

		"It'll be fine," Erin assured her, now feeling a little more relaxed by the drinks she'd already had.

		A bartender appeared in front of them and Angela ordered her favorite beer, adding that he should bring Erin another of whatever it was that she had been drinking.

		"I thought I was supposed to be the one thanking you," Erin said as the bartender went off to get the drinks.

		"You can get the next round," Angela said as she pointed out that one of the small tables against the wall had just been vacated. "Grab that table if you can, I'll be right behind you with the drinks."

		Erin barely made it to the table ahead of two guys who had also spotted it. For a moment, it looked like they might have wanted to join her but, as Angela showed up with the drinks, a cold look from her sent the two of them off in the other direction.

		"So tell me about yourself, Erin," Angela said as she took a sip of her beer and judged it satisfactory. "I didn't get a chance to learn that much that day at the coffee shop."

		Erin thought about it for a second, then began the same mini-biography she normally gave people at the store or school. Nothing too personal, but enough to give a sense of who she was. Not giving it a great deal of importance, Erin mentioned that she had just broken up with the guy she'd been dating.

		"He must've been a real idiot," Angela said as she took another long sip of her drink.

		"What makes you say that?" Erin asked, surprised at her assumption.

		"Because anyone that let a girl as pretty as you go has to be an idiot," Angela smiled.

		Angela asked a few questions about the things Erin had shared so far, thankfully none of them about Dean. Then she began to offer some details about her own life. In the middle of her narrative, a waitress came up to the table and the redhead paused just long enough to order another round for both of them.

		"I thought that was supposed to be my round," Erin said as the waitress moved off.

		"Totally slipped my mind," Angela smiled as she slid right back into her story. "You can get the next one if you want to."

		It occurred to Erin that if, in an identical situation, a guy had said that, she would suspect that he was trying to get her a bit drunk. After all, with the drink she'd had had in hand when Angela had shown up, not to mention the one before that, she was already past her normal limit. Why then, she asked herself, didn't it bother her now? Was it because she wanted to be a little less inhibited than she normally would be?

		Her mind wandering for a few moments, Erin was only half listening when Angela mentioned that she had been in a long term relationship but it had also ended a few months before. Because of her distraction, Erin had almost missed it when, in referring to her ex, Angela had definitely use the female pronoun. That answered one of the two questions she had been asking herself. Of course, that just made her wonder all the more about the other. Were the two of them on a date?

		When their waitress returned, Erin suggested that they order some snacks to go with the round that was just delivered. Angela thought that a great idea and said she had only hesitated in suggesting it herself because she wasn't sure how long Erin planned to stay. Saying that she was in no hurry to go, Erin then offered the thought that they should order burger plates or something more substantial than buffalo wings. A full stomach, she reasoned, would go a long way in countering the beers she'd drunk much too close together.

		As one hour gave way to two, Erin decided that if this was a date, and she still wasn't sure if it was or not, it had been one of the nicest first dates she had ever been on. The conversation had been both lively and interesting, and there was no feeling of pressure at all. When it finally came time to say their goodnights, Erin had felt a genuine sense of disappointment.

		Angela lived only a few blocks from the bar, and it turned out that the bus Erin needed to take the few miles to her own place had a stop just across the street from there. The two women continued their conversation as they walked, smiling, and laughing almost all the way. When they reached the bus stop, Angela mentioned that a friend was having an exhibition of her photographs in Over the Rhine next week and that she had an extra ticket. Would Erin like to go?

		Erin said she would love to but before she said yes, she needed to know something. Angela replied that she could ask anything she wanted..

		"Would that be a date?" Erin asked.

		Angela smiled for a moment, then said, "Sweetheart, it can be anything that you want it to be or feel comfortable with it being."

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		Angela and Erin grew closer together over the next few weeks, though still in the friendship stage, Erin always had that certain feeling when she was round Angela. The anticipation of their evening out had brought on that feeling once more. She'd only been waiting outside a few minutes when an Uber pulled up along the curb. Before Erin could lean down to see if this was her ride, the door swung open and Angela climbed out.

		"You look perfect," was the first thing she said as she moved closer and gave Erin a perfectly respectable kiss on the cheek.

		Erin was relieved to see that her outfit complemented the one Angela was wearing. A pleasant green shade, the material just about matched her eyes. The older woman was a bit more endowed, but the design accentuated more than displayed those attributes.

		"Ready?" Angela said as she motioned to the waiting open door.

		As Erin stepped past her, her curiosity got the better of her and she asked where they were going.

		Not to give away too much too soon, Angela just replied, "Not far," and then, as she climbed in after her asked, "You do like surprises, don't you?"

		As Angela closed the door behind her, Erin replied in the affirmative, and, as if that was a signal, the taxi driver turned the car out into traffic and they moved quickly down the street.

		It turned out to be more than a short trip, but no more than 45 minutes, until they came to a stop on a street down on the river. Glancing out the window of the car, Erin didn't recognize where they were, but then again this wasn't really a part of the city she regularly passed through.

		On the way there, Erin also hadn't paid much attention to the streets as they passed by, her attention more on the way Angela was holding her hand and the not so respectable kiss the older woman had given her as soon as the taxi had pulled out into traffic. The kiss, and the fact that the driver didn't react to it in the least, both took Erin by surprise. It had to have been visible in the rear view mirror.

		***

		A burst of courage or impulsiveness, Erin’s hand fell between Angela’s open thighs. Erin felt the wetness on her panties. She kissed her way to her ears. Erin felt Angela shiver briefly as she kissed her neck. Strangely, Angela was more than amenable to the blonde girl’s advances.

		While Erin was kissing her face and neck, she pressed her clitoris against her thigh. She felt a rush of sexual energy surge through her body. Her breast swelled as her nipples became instantly erect against her soft breast.

		Unable to control the mounting sexual pressure within herself, Erin eased herself all the way on top of Angela causing the older red head to lay down onto the leather seat. In the flurry of arms and legs, both women’s hemlines road up high on their thighs. Erin placed her clitoris against Angela’s pelvis bone. She slowly began humping herself against Angela.

		Erin knew that she should not be doing this, but in the weeks leading up to tonight, Erin’s anticipation of Angela’s making the first move turn to frustration. With that pressure, Erin simply could not stop herself. She had to grind her clitoris against something...anything!

		The younger woman felt delirious with a feeling of overwhelming sexual arousal. She couldn't breathe. Her panties were sopping wet. She was trying as hard as she could to control herself, but it was a losing battle. She needed desperately to cum.

		Erin kissed her way toward Angela’s mouth. She wasn't sure if Angela would allow her to kiss her glorious mouth. But Erin was insane with sexual desire.

		Angela held Erin in her arms. She did not try to stop Erin as she climbed on top of her. She thought Angela knew that she had become desperate for an orgasm. Obviously the Uber driver was also aware and keep her eyes on the road.

		She felt the younger girl grinding herself against her. Angela felt how wet Erin’s panties were. She was approaching orgasm and she knew it.

		As her mouth approached Angela’s lips, she turned her head away, preventing Erin from kissing her lovely lips. Then she put her hands on Erin’s hips to stop her from humping her.

		She said, "No Erin. This is wrong. We must stop. You’re not sure you are into this, remember?" Angela was testing the younger girl’s resolve one last time.

		Erin wanted to scream that she was too close to stop! Instead, she raised her head and looked Angela in the eyes. Erin said, "I'm dying Angela. I can't stand being this close and not coming. I'm so close. Please let me do it. I am almost there. Please!"

		Erin was literally begging her for it...and Angela knew it. At first, she just looked at Erin. She thought Angela was going to push Erin off of her. Instead, she smiled and said, "My horny Erin. I guess you can have yours. I will get mine soon. "

		Erin’s eyes filled with tears of pure joy. She knew that Erin desperately needed to cum. She raised her thigh so it was between her legs. Erin began masturbating herself against her harder. Erin was fucking herself against Angela as hard as she could. Angela shocked her by reaching up and pulled her down into a kiss.

		It was unbelievable! Erin was actually kissing her soft, wonderful mouth. She ran her tongue over Angela’s lips. She opened her mouth and allowed Erin’s tongue inside. Their tongues danced together.

		Erin slipped her hand down under Angela’s skirt. The found the elastic of her panties, Erin slipped her fingers inside the older woman’s panties. She felt her thick pussy hair. Erin ran her fingers through her pussy hair.

		Before Erin could touch her clitoris, Erin felt her own orgasm begin to consume her. She pulled her hand out of Angela’s panties. Erin place both hands on the car seat. She held herself up and looked into Angela’s eyes. Erin was furiously pounding her pussy against the older woman.

		Angela was looking into Erin’s eyes as the young girl burst into an incredibly intense orgasm.

		Erin came in waves. Long orgasmic waves. She was lost in the sensations of her orgasms. She felt tremendous orgasmic contractions in her pussy as she gushed her wetness through her panties onto Angela.

		Angela held her tightly as she went into a second orgasm. Erin felt the older woman’s arms around her as she pleasured herself on top of her. She knew Angela was getting soaked from her juices. She knew that Angela could feel her body shaking in orgasm.

		Finally, Erin’s thunderous orgasms began to subside. She had cum twice from humping herself against Angela’s pelvis bone. She looked at the older woman. She started laughing at Erin! She saw the joy in her eyes and Erin laughed too. Erin felt wonderful!

		Angela pulled her down into another passionate kiss. Erin again slid her fingers inside of her panties as they kissed passionately. Her hips rose up to meet Erin’s fingers. She felt Angela’s stiff clitoris. Angela needed even less time than Erin to climb the mountain and explode in a convulsion of ecstasy.

		Then Erin said, "You’re going to think this is crazy but I love being like this with you. But I don't know if I want to be a lesbian. I love boys a lot. Is what just happened an accident. I just lost it. I can't believe how wet I am."

		Angela chuckled that got serious, "Why do we have to put a label on what we are feeling? Why can't we just be nice to each other? What's wrong with losing it sometimes?"

		"Because women that do what we just did, are called lesbians. That's just the way it is." As Erin said that; tears started falling from her eyes.

		Angela felt like she was about to explode with unreleased sexual tension. She felt totally frustrated because she could not stop herself from wanting Erin ...and she knew Erin was crying because she was trying desperately not to want her.

		Angela leaned across her and kissed Erin’s tears away. She put her arms around the young girl. She moved halfway on top of Erin so she could kiss the tears on beautiful face.

		“Come, let’s fix ourselves. We’re here. I think where we are going will go a long way to help you make up your mind about your sexuality.” Angela said.

		It wasn't until they were exiting the cab that Erin realize that the cabbie was in fact a middle aged woman, who gave them both a warm smile as she wished them a most enjoyable evening. It probably wasn’t the first time she’d been privy to a scene like theirs.

		Erin followed Angela into the rather high end looking night club. Angela’s talent of avoiding obstacles, had the two of them by pass a very long line and through the doors to the dark club. Inside it was a maze of dead ends, curtains, and mirrors. Erin was thankful she had such an expert guide leading the way.

		After two more turns, they came across a recess with a curtain still open. Opportunity and desire, the latter of which had been building within Erin for the past two weeks, suddenly intersected. Giving in to that longing, Erin impulsively grabbed Angela and pulled her into the opening, sliding the curtain closed behind them.

		"I think this one is ours," she softly laughed, a mischievous glint in her eye.

		The cloth panel was barely in place before Erin's mouth was pressed against Angela's, her tongue slipping past her lips and seeking out its counterpart. The older woman was quick to respond, the tip of her own tongue also reaching out. Erin felt Angela's body press against her own, soft hands pressing against equally soft flesh. No larger than an old style phone booth, the dark enclosure brought to mind the first time Erin had played seven minutes in heaven at a friend's birthday party. Thinking back, she couldn't remember being as excited with Carl Paulsen, the most popular boy in her class, as she felt now with Angela.

		Erin might have initiated the encounter but it quickly became clear that Angela was taking control of it. Pressing Erin against the back wall, she cupped the blonde's left breast even as she tilted her head to kiss her neck. Moving onto her earlobe, she softly asked the younger woman how far she wanted her to go.

		"As far as you can," Erin whispered back, her eyes tightly closed as she tried to take in all the sensations that Angela's touch had produced.

		"I hoped you would say something like that," Angela purred as she brought her lips to Erin's one more time.

		Erin felt Angela's hand slide around her to her back, to grasp the zipper of her dress. As it slid downward, her outfit became loose around her body, allowing the older woman to shift the palm of her hand beneath the material and onto the bare flesh beneath. The dress had come with built in half cups, avoiding the need for a bra. Her fingers closed around the blonde's excited nipple, causing Erin to let out a soft, satisfying moan.

		With only slight difficulty, mostly due to the fact that she was working in the dark, Angela managed to work Erin totally out of the dress, at least down to her waist. Her mouth replaced her hand as eager lips closed around the hard tip. It was becoming increasingly difficult for Erin to keep her voice low, and as Angela continued to suck at her breasts, moving back and forth between the two, she found that she no longer cared that there were two other couples not five feet away in each direction. After all, hadn't she once given Jimmy Kirkland a blow job in the front seat of his car while her cousin Patty did the same to her date in the back seat, and never felt the least bit embarrassed about it?

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Angela continued to feast on Erin's bounty, Angela then slipped one hand under the hem of the blonde's dress and ran her fingers across the cheeks of her ass, moving upward until she had a grip on the elastic band of her panties. With a powerful tug, she ripped the thin material until the fine cloth came apart in her hand. Then it was just a matter of relaxing her grip and the now useless undergarment fell to the floor. It mattered little to Erin at that moment that those had been her favorite pair, or how much they had cost. She had worn them for Angela and right now they were just in the way.

		Fingers extended, Angela moved her hand up alongside Erin's legs, caressing her flesh as it moved ever closer to the lightly haired mound between them. With a skill born of countless hours of practice, they found their goal, and the softness of their touch sent a jolt of pleasure racing through Erin.

		Starting with just a finger, Angela effortlessly penetrated the barrier to the younger woman's sex, a passage already moist with anticipation. A second finger soon followed, with the third right behind it. In and out they slid, probing further with each thrust. All the while the two women continued to trade kisses long and deep.

		"God, that feels so good," Erin moaned, tremors of passion reverberating across her body.

		"If you think that feels good," Angela whispered into her ear, even as she slid her tongue inside it, "then you're really going to love what comes next."

		In one fluid motion, Angela pulled back just a few inches, then dropped down to her knees. Before Erin could fully fathom what she was doing, Angela was down between her legs, having replaced the wonderful touch of her fingers with the even more delightful one of her tongue and mouth. Yet to be accurate, her fingers hadn't really been replaced, just supplemented. They continued to work their magic, even if it was in a lesser capacity.

		Erin was now beyond words, only able to let out moans that increased in length and volume with every thrust of Angela's tongue. The fires within her had quickly flared into a bonfire, raging out of control. The sounds of her joy were now clearly evident to anyone within earshot, the proof of which came in a cheer of encouragement from the other side of the curtain, urging Angela to give her a lick for one who was enjoying the erotic symphony.

		It was a concerto that was reaching its zenith as the forces that had been building within Erin cried out for release. There had been times when she might have tried to hold back her climax, to prolong her anticipation. But this was not one of them. With a cry that she was sure could be heard out on the dance floor, Erin exploded with the most powerful orgasm she could remember.

		"Ohhh Goddddd!!!" she screamed as her body rocked, all while Angela continued her efforts, not stopping until Erin's body finally stopped quivering.

		"I take it that was good," Angela said, just after she brought herself back to her full height and kissed Erin with a passion that reflected the fires that still simmered inside her own body.

		"Good?" Erin panted. "That was fan-fucking-tastic."

		It was then that the two of them recognized the sound from beyond the curtain as clapping. Evidently their audience had enjoyed the show as well.

		"You think we should go out and take a bow?" Angela laughed, softly kissing Erin again.

		"All I want is to try that with you," Erin said, never wanting to please another person more than she did right now.

		"Feel free," Angela grinned.

		"I just wish we had a little more room," Erin mused, not really meaning to say that out loud.

		"Well," Angela said, stretching out the word to almost three syllables, "there is someplace else we can go."

		"You think we could find one of those couches out there empty?" Erin asked, thinking that was what her new love was referring to and no longer caring if they were start naked on them with every woman in the place gathered around them.

		"That's not exactly what I had in mind," Angela said with the broadest smile of the evening.

		Erin just looked at her, not quite understanding.

		"Remember when I said that this place had its advantages," she explained, giving Erin a moment to recall the comment. "Well, if I wanted to list them, I think I'd top the list with the fact that it's only six blocks from my apartment. An apartment, I might add, that has a queen sized bed that right now is just sitting there empty."

		***

		Not having to be asked twice, Erin set a new personal record for putting her clothes back on. The previous one had been the night her parents had come home early back in high school and nearly caught her and a boyfriend in flagrante delicto on the basement couch. This time however, Erin didn't care about trying to look respectable, much less innocent. As they exited the alcove, she saw a few women loitering in the small hallway, curious as to who had been behind the curtain. Walking past them, the blonde noted an exchanging of silent looks among them, mixed perhaps with just a touch of envy.

		"Maybe we should have taken a bow," Angela whispered once they had moved far enough down the corridor to be out of earshot. She had noted the looks as well.

		Erin could only grin in response.

		Back out on the street, Erin anxiously waited for the traffic light to change so they could cross the wide avenue. Twice she had stepped off the curb, gauging the flow of traffic against the chances of successfully crossing on the red light. Understanding her impatience, Angela pointed out a trip to the emergency room would really put a damper on the rest of the evening. That finally made Erin throttle back her engines, but not by much.

		Once across 11th Avenue, the remaining normal sized streets passed quickly behind them and in much less time than it would've taken to hail a cab and maneuver through Friday night traffic, they reached the high rise Angela called home. The doorman greeted the teacher by name, wishing her a good evening as he opened the door for the two of them. That he didn't blink an eye at the sight of Angela having a guest at this time of night made Erin wonder for a moment how often that occurred. It was a question that was just as quickly tossed aside because, no matter who had been there before, she was the one there now.

		Angela, it turned out, lived on the second floor of the building, so rather than wait for the elevator it was quicker to just dash up the stair, exchanging both a smile and a laugh as they did so. Keys already in hand, Angela had the door open less than half a minute after they'd reached it. In took even less time for her to turn the two deadbolts once they were inside, finally granting them the privacy they craved.

		Angela didn't even have time to turn before she felt Erin's hands on her, one running down her side, the other across the cheeks of her ass. She felt the younger woman's body press against her own, sharing the warmth of her excitement.

		In response, Angela slowly turned, firmly planting her lips on Erin's as her own hands made contact as well. Tongues intertwined once more with anticipation of what was to come.

		Continuing to share the tenderness of each other's mouths, they pressed even tighter together, until each could feel the beat of the other's racing heart. Time seemed to stand still, until finally Angela gently broke their embrace and, taking Erin by the hand, led her to the soft bed she had suggested earlier.

		Holding both of Erin's hands in her own, Angela sat on the bottom edge of her bed and stood the blonde between her outstretched legs. She leaned her head forward, placing it against Erin's breasts, while her hands ran up and down the back of her legs, cupping the cheeks on her bare ass as she did.

		Erin ran her own hands across Angela's shoulders, then to the clasp in the back of the older woman's dress, undoing them with ease. From there her fingers glided across the bare skin to the straps of the teacher's outfit, sliding them downward.

		The strapless bra that held Angela's bounty in check had a clasp in front, and it took but a breath's length for her to undo that. The no longer tight undergarment fell free, giving Erin her first look at the delights it had contained.

		Angela's aureoles, which Erin had felt but not before seen, were wider and darker than her own quarter sized circles, with nipples that stood out like the erasers on a pencil. She brought the palms of her hands against the underside of Angela's breasts, marveling at the weight and warmth of the soft flesh. Bringing her head downward, she kissed each one repeatedly, softly closing her lips around each tip as she took it into her mouth.

		Back in her junior year of high school, on a sleepover at a girlfriend's house, Erin and three other girls had played a game of truth or dare. The level of daring made much more than what it might have been by the introduction of a bottle of Johnny Walker that their host had snuck out of her parents' liquor cabinet. After a few of the girls had kissed each other, Suzie Cooper had upped the ante by daring Erin to kiss her breasts. To the amazement of all the girls, Erin included, she had done so. The memory of what it had been like had been blurred by the alcohol. That was one of the reasons that she had been carefully watching how much she'd had to drink tonight. This was a memory she didn't want to forget.

		"Mmmm, that feels nice," Angela moaned softly as she felt the wetness of Erin's mouth on her flesh. "Are you sure you've never done this before?" she jokingly asked.

		"Not that I can remember," Erin said softly as she let the nipple of Angela's left breast slip from her mouth.

		Angela reached up and once more undid the top of Erin's dress, revealing the treats she had sampled back at the club. Erin's cryptic reply to her question made her wonder if she had indeed been the first woman to sample them, but only for a moment as, with both hands around Erin's waist, she brought the blonde low enough so that she could sample them again. It didn't matter to her if she wasn't the first, just that she was the best.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		After a few minutes pleasing Erin with her mouth around her nipples, Angela shifted up onto the flat of the mattress, working her way up its length. Erin climbed into the bed as well and followed her close behind, closing the small distance between them until their lips met once more.

		Hands and mouth again explored each other's exposed bodies, with exclamations of passion filling the air. Never had Erin felt this excited to be with anyone, it was as if she was a virgin all over again. If she really thought about it, in a way she was.

		As they continued to explore each other's bodies, each also took every opportunity to expose more of the body that so held their interest. It finally reached a point where they had to stop what they were doing and take off the dresses that were now just bunched around each other's midsections.

		"God, you are beautiful," Erin said of Angela as she got her first unrestricted look at her body.

		"I was about to say the same thing about you," Angela smiled at she took a similar appraisal of Erin.

		They both laughed for a moment, then fell back into each other's arms, hands and eager mouths picking up right where they'd left off.

		Bodies pressed tightly together, Erin moved her hand down between Angela's legs and for the first time in her life touched the sex of another woman. The wetness that greeted her as her fingers gently ran alongside the fold of the lightly haired mound sent a tremendous shudder through her body, one filled with both excitement and anticipation.

		Angela's hands were likewise busy, covering every inch of Erin's skin. Tiny ripples of pleasure followed in their wake, adding to the ever increasing fires that were again building in each of them.

		Angela's hand moved to Erin's mound, duplicating her actions of earlier in the evening with equal effect. Using the motion of the more experienced woman's fingers as a guide, Erin began to move hers in a similar manner. Back and forth they gently rocked, their mouths still locked together as each pumped several fingers in and out of the other.

		What had started as small waves of ecstasy, mirrored in both their forms, quickly grew in length and intensity until their motions became almost animalistic. Harder and harder they rubbed against each other, as hot, sweat covered flesh became as one.

		The brief but nevertheless pleasing orgasms that erupted in both of them came close enough together to be seen as one continuous climax. Each of them shared the joy of the other, with a passion that passed back and forth for what seemed like forever.

		The tremors had barely stopped before Angela was again focusing all of her attention on Erin's breasts, running her tongue across them and savoring the womanly scents their mutual orgasms had produced. Starting at the tip of Erin's nipples, Angela worked her way down across the length of her breasts, onto her stomach to the blonde's thighs. Then she reversed herself and left a trail of kisses all the way back up to her mouth. Through it all, Erin did what she could to add to Angela's own pleasure by moving her hands to caress what parts of her body she could.

		Another long session of shared kisses followed, until Erin again tried to duplicate Angela's actions and moved back down to her breasts. Soft moans again filled the air as she flicked her tongue across the older woman's hard nipples, taking them deep between her lips and lavishing all the attention on them that she could.

		Back and forth she moved between the large mounds, guided by the sound of Angela's moans, the shifting tempo of which led her to her most sensitive spots. It amazed her how easy it was for her to pick up on the most subtle of clues, but then she realized that the path that Angela was leading her down was not all that far from the one she herself liked a lover to follow.

		Three times she worked her way up and down Angela's body, covering it with licks, touches and kisses both soft and hard. When she reached the previous terminus of her journey once again, Erin knew she needed to go further. It was important that she chart her own course, not just follow what had been laid out before her.

		Reaching down between Angela's legs once more, she started to again rub her hand against the damp mound, slipping a solitary finger this time past the folds. She moved that single digit deep inside Angela, covering it with the fruits of her excitement. Then she carefully removed it, bringing it up to her mouth and placed it inside, her lips closing around it as she licked it clean.

		On several occasions, Erin had tasted the results of her own orgasms, both on a guy's cock when she had gone down on him after fucking or, on a few occasions, when she had licked her fingers after her own climax. But she had never compared her juices to those of another woman. She found Angela's to be just different enough to know they weren't her own, but similar to what she had already experienced. Her one worry had been that when she finally did what she now planned to do, it would somehow freak her out. With that small fear now banished, she again shifted position so that she could now taste Angela's nectar right from the source.

		Angela didn't need to be told what was on Erin's mind; she'd seen comparable actions taken by other inexperienced lovers. Once she was sure that Erin was comfortable with what she had done, Angela moved her own position on the bed so that she was now totally stretched out on her back. Her legs parted just enough to be taken as an invitation, one that Erin could either accept or decline.

		Declining had never entered Erin's mind, even if she thought she might hate it as much as the first time she'd taken a boy in her mouth. Climbing down to the bottom of the bed, Erin parted Angela's legs even wider apart, then moved down between them. She kissed the soft flesh around her belly button, even as she ran extended fingers all the way down and let them dance across the excited, eager flesh.

		As she pressed her tongue gently against the small gap in Angela's mound, Erin tried for a moment to remember just how the men who has been in a similar position with her had done it. Few had really been good at it, so it wasn't a large number that she had to try and remember. Then, as she used her hand to part the way and slid her tongue into the moist pink canal, she realized that she didn't need to remember how a man had done this. It was more important that she do it as she thought she should. Angela knew this would be a first for her, and she wouldn't expect it to be perfect. What was important, was just the fact that she wanted to do it, bringing whatever pleasure she was capable of bringing.

		Slowly at first, then with increasing firmness and frequency, Erin used her tongue and fingers to please Angela. Her technique was a bit awkward, at least at first, but as she had hoped Angela seemed quite happy with her efforts. As before, moans of encouragement, varying in length and volume, helped to guide her, until eventually they were no longer needed. Boundless enthusiasm seemed the order of the day, or night if need be, and it wasn't long before Angela's body was rocking in sync with her attentions. She felt the gentle touch of the older woman's hand against the back of her head, gently guiding her in her effort.

		An effort that began to pay off quite visible dividends as Angela's body began to exhibit the signs of approaching orgasm once more. Signs that spurred Erin to even greater efforts, until it would have been clear even to the most inexperienced lover that Angela was about to climax.

		Erin buried her face as deep against her sex as was possible, her hands tightly wrapped around her legs. Angela exploded with a force that took Erin by surprise as she never imagined that she might be capable of producing such a reaction. Still she stood her ground, continuing her ministrations until long after the quaking in the woman beneath her had ceased. When she finally released her grip and lifted her face back into view, it was totally covered in the sweet, sticky aftermath of Angela's eruption.

		"Omigod, look at you," Angela exclaimed as she looked down as Erin lifted herself between her legs.

		"I guess I must look a sight," Erin grinned as she climbed back up on the bed alongside Angela.

		"I don't think you ever looked more beautiful," Angela smiled, meaning every word, because she had gotten that way in an effort to please her. To emphasize her declaration, she leaned inward and gave her lover the most passionate kiss she was capable of giving.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		After stepping into the bathroom where they could take a washcloth to Erin's face and clean up the rest of themselves as well, the two women climbed back into the comfort of Angela's bed. Laying naked in each other's arms, they were now content to just enjoy the warmth of each other's company.

		"So what did you think?" Angela finally asked after what she considered an appropriate interval.

		"I think that was incredible," Erin replied, the smile on her face lending truth to her conclusion.

		"Oh, I'm not talking just about the sex," Angela went on, "but it was incredible, wasn't it. What I meant was, what do you think about you and I?"

		"You and I?" Erin repeated, if for no other reason than to give herself a bit longer to think about the question.

		"Yes, you and I," Angela repeated as well. "Do you think we might have a future together, or would we be better off just saying we had a great time these last few weeks and just leave it at that?"

		"I'm not sure," Erin admitted. "I mean I have thought about it, I've thought about it a great deal."

		"I would hope so," Angela replied. "If all I wanted with you was a romp in the sack, I'm pretty sure I could've talked you into it that night at the bar. I'm positive I could've done it after the gallery show."

		Erin didn't reply but without saying so, knew both to be true. In all honesty, a small part of her had been disappointed that Angela hadn't tried on either occasion.

		"Do you need an answer this moment?" Erin asked.

		"No, of course not," Angela replied. "Besides, I really wouldn't trust any answer that came right after you'd had a few orgasms. It tends to cloud up rational thinking."

		Thinking back for a moment about the post coitus discussions she and Dean had about their future, Erin immediately agreed.

		"So take your time, well, a few days as least, and think about it," Angela finally said. "Then let me know what you decide."

		"Okay, I can do that," Erin assured her.

		With that, she started to lift herself up and tossed her legs over the side of the bed.

		"Where are you going?" Angela asked, surprised at her action.

		"I thought you said..."

		"I said that you need to decide if you really want a relationship with me," Angela said. "With another woman, that is. I'm hoping so because I would really like to have one with you."

		"Oh."

		"What I don't remember saying is that you had to get up and out of here until you did decide," Angela added.

		"I guess I misunderstood," Erin admitted.

		"That you did," Angela smiled.

		"So what do we do until I do decide?" Erin asked.

		"Again, that's up to you," Angela answered.

		"Could we have sex again?" Erin said, with just a touch of hesitation in her voice.

		"I would think the situation demands it," Angela grinned, "if only to allow you to make a fully informed decision."

		With that she leaned across the bed and kissed Erin again.

		Erin was pretty sure she already had her answer as she returned Angela's kiss, but it wouldn't hurt to be totally sure she told herself. As the two of them dropped back onto the bed, Erin couldn't wait to again venture again into what was no longer uncharted terrain.

		END
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