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Willow couldn’t get her stupid grin off her lips. The bachelorette party was happening tonight and if she knew anything about Emma, the party would be wild. She finished putting her lingerie on and then slid on a black miniskirt and a white tube top that showed her black bra underneath.

Under other circumstances, Willow might have wanted to save some semblance of pride, but tonight, pride wasn’t a concern. She wanted to make sure that Emma knew that Willow was there to party. The text was sent out saying that the venue Emma reserved would be open to them at seven and Willow excitedly responded, “Ladies, we’re going to have some fucking fun!”

“Oh my god, just wait until you see the goodie bags I made for you bitches!!! ;),” came the response from Emma. That group text didn’t stop blowing up Willow’s phone until they were all in the club. They all had to turn their phones off and put them in a bucket or the party would probably turn into a bunch of chicks tapping at their screens.

Emma got on the bar’s stage as the musicians sat up their equipment. She raised her glass of champagne and called out loudly, “Okay girls! Listen up.” Willow and the rest of the women crowded around the stage. “In like, half an hour or so, some strippers should be coming. Keep your hands mostly to yourself, but if they’re nice to you, they might let you touch. We’re not all sex starved bitches, so let’s not act like it. Willow, keep your legs closed!”

“Hey, fuck you. That’s an offer, babe,” Willow called back.

“Maybe before the wedding you sexy little slut!” Emma responded. She then continued addressing the rest of the women, “Really though, enjoy yourselves. Tomorrow I’m going to be Mrs. Kyle, but tonight, I’m just Emma.” Emma lifted her glass higher, “So party while you’re not strapped to kids and bills, bitches!”

A general cry of excitement filled the air. Emma got off the stage and the band started playing their cover music after. Willow was approached by her best friend and they hugged tightly. Emma whispered, “I hope you know I was just teasing you, baby girl.”

“Oh, I know. I can keep my legs closed tonight, or at least, for a few minutes. But about tomorrow at the wedding, you want me to lick that little gash of yours like we used to, babe?” Willow asked.

“Maybe, I really don’t want Nathan to find out that I’m still having sex with you. I think it might be smart to wait a few weeks to let things die down before we keep that up, babe.”

Willow didn’t like hearing that. She hated that Emma’s parents wouldn’t let her have her inheritance unless she married a guy. What neither of the two expected was Emma actually falling for the dude. That detail certainly put a hitch in their plans to be together. Life happened and there was nothing that Willow could do to stop that. Emma was happier now and that was what mattered.

“Hey, we can take all the time we need to get back to that point, Emma. We don’t have to keep doing that if you’re uncomfortable. I told you that months ago,” Willow said.

“Nathan is a good man, but Willow, he’s got nothing on how you treat my pussy. I don’t know if I could live without having your tongue in me occasionally, babe.”

Willow smiled, “If you’re sure you want to keep that up, I’m down, hon. But I still want to get laid tonight, so uh, don’t get too mad if I fuck one of your friends.”

“I wouldn’t get mad at all. Just, uh, I invited a few of my trans friends. If you’re not okay with that, you might want to pass on finding someone tonight.”

“Who are they?”

“Well that would ruin the surprise of finding out, wouldn’t it?” Emma asked.

“You’re a bitch, you know that, babe?” Willow teased.

Emma winked at Willow and nodded to the goodie bags, “Did you pick yours up yet? I think you might appreciate it. I put a pair of spare panties and a dildo in all of them. I mean, and the normal stupid shit that no one wants.”

“Hell, if I can’t find someone to fuck, I’ll just do it myself in front of the strippers,” Willow joked.

“I wouldn’t put that past you,” Emma said.

They could have stayed there all night trading their banter, but one of Emma’s other friends swooped in and stole Emma away to socialize.

Willow didn’t want to be bitter about the wedding. She really didn’t, but Nathan took the woman of Willow’s dreams. Willow and Emma had a history together. They went to school together, they were each other’s first sexual partner, and they were supposed to be each other’s first love.

The bitterness Willow felt towards Nathan would likely never diminish. He might not deserve it, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t hate him for having what she couldn’t.

Willow exhaled a deep sigh to try purging the emotions welling up within her. This wasn’t who she was. She didn’t want to become some bitter bitch that whined when she didn’t get her way. Willow walked to the table where the bags were set out and took the one with her name on it.

Looking through the bag, she felt a surge of a different emotion. Nostalgia. Included in her bag were the normal items, the gag gifts meant to elicit a laugh, but there was more. In her bag were a few things that Emma kept over the years from their ‘adventures’.

A pair of black cotton panties that Willow had to leave in a hurry when Nathan came home earlier than the two women expected. That was before Emma really fell for Nathan. Before Willow was made a side-piece. There were more similar items in the bag, small things that brought Willow bitter-sweet memories.

Was this meant to tell Willow that it was over, or a way of letting her know that Emma wanted to make more memories? The answer was unclear, but in her pouting mood, Willow believed it was the former of the options.

Beside her, a young woman Willow didn’t know reached for her bag. The pale woman’s deep blush gave away her embarrassment at seeing the cheap dildo in the bag. Willow chuckled and pat the thin woman on the back, “Don’t worry, it’s not going to turn into an orgy. At least, I don’t think it will. I’m Willow.”

Her eyes took in the woman’s form. Up from those wide hips to her slender waist, those perky breasts, and finally to the woman’s light blue eyes. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Overall, Willow thought the girl quite stunning. “Jessica, it’s nice to meet you Willow. Emma mentioned you a few times in her stories,” the soft voice said.

“Hopefully nothing too bad,” Willow said with a chuckle.

“Nothing that bad. I think my favorite story was when you told the teacher to go fuck himself for assigning homework on a Friday.”

“That was one of the more tame stories. Don’t tell me Emma hasn’t told you about the time we put a firecracker in the teacher’s toilet and exploded it.”

Jessica’s eyes widened and she shook her head, “How the hell did you get away with that?”

“She did, I didn’t. I took the blame for it, her parents would have murdered her. Man, that was so long ago. We’ve been graduated for like, five years,” Willow mumbled.

“I just graduated last year. Emma knows my older sister and I guess she invited me out of pity or something,” Jessica said.

Willow could see Emma doing something like that. It wouldn’t be the first time, after all. Wrapping an arm around Jessica’s shoulders, Willow nodded towards the doors, “Well, I think you’re alright. I don’t like some of her more stuck up friends. Want to be degenerates and watch the strippers when they get here?”

Jessica’s eyes darted around, avoiding Willow at all costs. Her flushed cheeks turned a darker shade of red, “S-Sure.”

Willow walked Jessica to a table in a corner of the establishment. She sat her bag down on the table and Jessica did the same. Willow waited for Jessica to take a seat and then moved to sit beside her.

“So what made you accept the invitation?” Willow asked.

Jessica looked at the table and twiddled her thumbs, “I don’t get invited out too much to girl’s things.”

“Tomboy?”

“Not really, I just… It’s a long story,” Jessica said.

Willow tilted her head, “How long could it be?”

“I was being polite. It’s a short story but I don’t want to ruin how you might think of me.”

“I’m a pretty chill person, if you’re going to run me off, you’d have to probably threaten to kill me with that dildo or something wild.”

Jessica sighed, “Emma knew me back when my name was Jason. My older sister told her about me and I was the butt of their jokes for a while. I guess she wanted to apologize, but she hasn’t said anything. Stupid of me to be hopeful, isn’t it?”

Willow’s eyes were wide with disbelief. Maybe Jessica was hired by Emma to pretend to be one of her trans friends. Emma was known for pulling some pretty crazy stunts.

On the off chance that Jessica truly was transgender, Willow didn’t want to offend the woman. “I’m sorry to hear that she was mean to you. I don’t know what she gets out of it, but really, she was a different person before she got with Nathan.”

Jessica looked at Willow with a faint smile, “At least she has decent taste in some people. I don’t know many of the people here and honestly, I’m thinking about just leaving early.”

“Don’t run off too quick, I want to hang out with you a bit unless you don’t want me to?” Willow asked.

“If you want to hang out, just promise that this isn’t some fucked up way for Emma to hurt me again,” Jessica said.

It hurt Willow’s heart to know that Jessica expected Emma to continue her cruel ways. On the surface, that should hurt her, but that wasn’t why it bothered her. Emma’s actions were finally striking Willow for what they were. Intentionally ruthless for the sake of a quick joke.

“We could always leave if that’s truly a concern of yours. I’m sure Emma would find a reason to bitch at me regardless of how long I stayed here tonight,” Willow offered.

Jessica shook her head, “I don’t want you to miss out on the strippers, you seemed interested in them.”

“I’ve got all the eye candy I could want sitting in front of me,” Willow teased.

Jessica looked away from Willow, “Oh come on, I’m not nearly as hot as a stripper is going to be.”

“That’s subjective. You wouldn’t tell me what I liked, would you?”

“I wouldn’t, Willow,” she mumbled.

“Good girl. So do you want to stay here or leave?”

Willow felt a hand fall to her knee and start rubbing, “I’ll stay for a little while. I’m pretty sure you’d save me from someone being a bitch for no reason.”

The hand stayed on Willow’s knee and Willow leaned her head against the booth, “You don’t have to worry about that. I’m a lot more passive than I should be at times. Especially when I get turned on.”

Jessica’s hand pulled away, “Oh, shit, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. I was trying to be nice.”

Willow pulled the hand back to her leg, this time further up her thigh, “I really, really don’t mind. If you want to touch, feel free. If Emma told you anything about me, she’s probably told you I’m a bit of a slut.”

“She mentioned something about that, but never said what you were interested in. And I still have my male bits, so that might be a problem,” Jessica said. Her hand rubbed along Willow’s thigh, never straying too close to Willow’s panty-covered sex.

“It isn’t a problem. If anything, that’s a perk. I mean, not to make you feel like some kind of object, that’d be a dick move from me. What I mean is that I find you very sexy. If you’re packing something extra down there, that’s fine. I’m not the kind of woman to turn down a great time.”

Willow spotted Emma walking their way. Jessica followed Willow’s gaze and immediately pulled her hand away again. Once again, Willow pulled it back, this time planting it under her skirt. Willow’s heated sex was desperate for some attention.

Jessica seemed visibly nervous, but her fingers did play along Willow’s pussy. They curled and rubbed in small circles while they two women continued to talk.

“Nice to see you’ve found something to play sex toy for you tonight Willow. Be careful, Jason is a bit of a wild one,” Emma taunted.

Willow could feel Jessica’s hand stop moving. It rested against her wet panties and from the defeated sigh that came from Jessica, Willow knew she had to say something. This kind of behavior was uncalled for, even if Emma thought of it as harmless teasing.

“Emma, I’ve dealt with a lot of your strangeness because I loved you. But I can see why you didn’t want me to meet some of your other friends. If you’re going to be a bitch, I don’t want to talk with you at all,” Willow said.

Emma gasped and glared at Willow, “Excuse me? After all I’ve done for you, you’re taking the tranny’s side?”

“First, that’s an offensive term. But you probably knew that, didn’t you? You’re a manipulative bitch that tries to play chess with her friends. Where can you put your pawns to best entertain you? Is that what this shit is? Is that what WE were?”

“No, Willow, we were something special. And we could be again, but you’re going to have to say you’re sorry for this shit. I won’t have this crap at my party,” Emma said.

Willow saw through the fake words. Having known Emma for all these years, there was no denying that there might have been a spark of truth in there. Igniting that spark would take so much sacrifice from Willow. Having taken a step back from their friendship while talking to Jessica, Willow could see that this shit just wasn’t worth it.

“Jess, my place isn’t too far away. I don’t think we’re welcome here, babe,” Willow slid out of the booth and Jessica got out and stood beside Willow. Jessica took their little goodie bags in one hand.

Emma looked like a child that wasn’t getting her way. Her hands curled into fists and Emma’s expression was somewhere between ready to throw a tantrum and crying. Jessica called out in her soft voice, “Sorry for coming tonight, Emma.”

Willow spoke up, “Don’t be sorry. She invited you to fuck with you. God forbid someone else is happy.” Willow took Jessica’s hand and started towards the door to leave.

Emma called out in a shrill voice, “Fuck both of you. Willow I don’t want to talk to you again, you fucking whore!”

“Should I send your husband the video of you eating my pussy? I don’t know how much he would like hearing about how tiny his cock is in that video,” Willow called back. A communal gasp erupted from the myriad of other women in the room. The damage was done, one of those gossip-happy women would end up telling Nathan about the video.

“You wouldn’t fucking dare!” Emma screamed.

“Consider it done,” Willow said.

The smirk on Willow’s face was born of vengeance. Willow led Jessica out of the establishment. A crisp winter breeze ran over Willow’s cheeks and she lowered her head and started towards her car. “Did you drive here, Jess?”

“No, I got a cab. I don’t like driving with snow on the ground,” Jessica said.

“Awesome, are you fine with grabbing something to eat before I take you home?” Willow asked.

Jessica nodded. Willow unlocked her car and the two climbed in. The heater blew cold for a few moments before it finally warmed up. Willow put her hands in front of the vents and shook her head. “I don’t know if I did the right thing back there or not. Defending you isn’t what I’m talking about. That was the right thing no matter what.”

“I don’t know if calling her out in front of everyone was the right decision. But I also don’t think that Emma should have had a slap on her wrist either,” Jessica said.

Ending her lifelong friendship with Emma over something as pathetic as jealousy felt wrong. Not everything was perfect with the women’s relationship, but ending it in that fashion was more than a little brutal. The party would be ruined, the wedding possibly called off, and Willow knew that she and Emma were probably finished for good this time.

Emma wasn’t perfect, but neither was Willow. She understood her faults and tried to be reasonable most times, but having her love for Emma denied hurt. If Emma wasn’t interested in her, she should have said something a long time ago. The more Willow thought about it, the worse she felt. How long had she wrapped around Emma’s finger, doing her best to make Emma happy? All of that time and affection was tossed down the drain because of inheritance. Emma couldn’t have truly loved Willow if she did then the money wouldn’t have made a difference. The bachelorette party made everything real. The wedding was tomorrow. Even if Emma and Nathan did get married, Willow and Emma could never continue their affair. No matter the outcome, Willow and Emma could never be like they were at before.

Jessica’s voice pulled Willow from her thoughts, “Are you going to be okay?”

Willow nodded and pulled out of the parking lot. She headed towards Taco Bell, the only place she knew she liked in Silverdale. Willow lived across the Puget Sound in Seattle. Emma always preferred this side of the water, there were fewer people while not being too rural.

Sighing as she turned off the car, Willow looked to Jessica, “Are you okay?”

“Kind of? I’m more worried about you. You’re already acting much different than you did when I first met you. Then again, it’s a small sample size, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Yeah, it is. I’m just trying to accept that it’s really over. Shit, I’m being dramatic as fuck aren’t I?” Willow asked.

“Not at all, you need some time to process it, I get that. I had to do the same thing when I came out as trans,” Jessica answered.

Willow smiled at Jessica weakly, “You’re a good person, Jess. I’d like to hang out after tonight, would you be okay with that?”

“Yeah, I would love that. I don’t know what to expect from you though. I went from meeting you to rubbing your, uh, you know. Your lower bits… And now I’m here as a friend. That feels good but confusing.”

Willow got out of the car and Jessica followed. They hurried into the building and ordered their meal. When they were away from the register and out of earshot, Willow spoke softly, “I don’t see why you can’t be more than a friend to me. I don’t know where that would leave you, but I know I’m comfortable enough with my body to admit what I enjoy.”

Jessica’s eyes darted around the restaurant to make sure they weren’t going to be overheard. “I, uh, I haven’t really experimented too much. I’ve been with a few guys, but I’ve never had the balls to talk to a woman.”

Willow smiled at the choice of words, “Well, you can always find out what would happen. I live in Seattle, if you are free tomorrow, I’d love to have you over tonight. Nothing has to happen if you don’t want it to. I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t enjoy holding you close tonight.”

“I wouldn’t want to leave you alone right now. Losing a close friend hurts like nothing else,” Jessica’s tone seemed reflective. Willow guessed that Jessica knew what this kind of loss felt like.

“Willow!” an employee called out.

“Be right back,” Willow got up from the table and retrieved their food. They ate in silence, leaving Willow more time to think about where things would end up. Jessica was a few years younger than her, but Willow still got the feeling that Jessica was more mature than her age would imply.

There was no denying that Willow found herself attracted to Jessica, but would tonight end up damaging Jessica’s self-image? Having their first night end in sex might bother the beautiful girl. She could have that conversation later, for now, she would enjoy the long drive back to Seattle with Jessica.

Once they were back outside, Willow opened Jessica’s door for her, “Are you okay, Jess? I didn’t ask.”

“I’m fine. I’m used to being Emma’s punching bag. I don’t have to like it, but Brenda is super close with Emma,” Jessica got in the car.

Willow got in and started the car to get the heater working again. “Shit, you’re Brenda’s sister? I mean, I knew you as Jason. She made you out to be some kind of an annoying asshole. Then again, being around Brenda was like pulling teeth.”

“Yeah, she’s a little abrasive, but she’s still family. I tried to get along with her, but that’s a little more difficult when she doesn’t support my transition.”

Willow got them on the road and reached over to rub Jessica’s leg over the girl’s tight jeans, “Well, I support you. I know you don’t know shit about me, but we’ve got about two hours to kill.”

“Willow, I want you to know that I don’t care how long I’ve known you. You stood up for me. That says something about you.”

“It says I’m not a complete piece of shit,” Willow mumbled.

Jessica giggled. “That’s not what it said to me. You are a good person, Willow. I can understand you being upset about the stuff that happened with Emma, but I’m going to say something crazy. Don’t be.”

“How could I not be irritated?”

“You’re not irritated, you’re grieving the loss of a friendship. Don’t lie to me about something I know way too much about,” Jessica said firmly.

The tone was certainly different, not that Willow minded. Jessica wasn’t letting her hide her emotions, “Fine, yeah, it fucking sucks. It’s probably for the best, and I understand that. But it doesn’t make it easier, you know?”

“Of course not. But you’re still trying. You’re taking me to your house to try and get to know me better. So you’re a little more resilient than most people would be right now. That, or you’re trying to mask the pain by using me.”

Those words felt accusatory. “I’m not trying to use you. Yeah, you’re attractive. I want to have sex with you. Those are things I’m fine with admitting, but I also really do want to find out more about you. This time from you and not your bitch of a sister. It’s not like I’m demanding that you put your hand back on my pussy, babe.”

“That doesn’t sound like an unreasonable demand, but you’re driving. I’ll be honest, Willow. You’ve got me in the mood and there is so much drama going on right now. I don’t know if it’s fair to you to even want to do anything.”

Willow spread her legs and put both hands on the wheel, “You can play. Don’t get too feisty or I’ll have to pull over. I’ve always wanted to be fingered while I was in a car.”

“You sure about this?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Because I don’t want this to turn into something uncomfortable for you.”

Willow looked at Jessica and then back to the road, “Like I said before, I’m fine with this. I want it, honestly. I’ve been pent up for too long.”

Jessica hesitantly put her hand on Willow’s thigh, “Are you sure?”

“Jessica, either do it or don’t, I’m not forcing you to.”

Jessica’s fingers moved to Willow’s panties and started timidly rubbing, “Sorry, I just…”

“How many times have you done this, Jess?”

“Once…”

“Earlier?”

“I told you I am terrible at talking to women,” Jessica mumbled.

Willow’s grin lit up the car, “So I’m your first?”

“You could be?” Jessica asked in return.

Willow reached down and put her hand over Jessica’s. Her finger guided Jessica’s fingers to her sensitive bead, “This is my clit.” She moved the finger down her folds and gently pressed Jessica’s finger into her entrance, “And my pussy. Don’t be too rough with my lips and you’re fine. You can finger me like there’s no tomorrow. You can rub my clit until I scream your name, I don’t care. But I am driving, so yeah. Let’s hope that no one sees us and that you don’t make me squirt just yet.”

Jessica’s finger dipped further into Willow’s cotton-covered depths. Willow didn’t bother stifling the soft moan that flowed from her. The thought of having someone see what they were doing turned her on even more. Jessica was new to this, and here Willow was attempting to corrupt her even further.

The conversation seemed to pause as Jessica explored Willow’s womanhood with much curiosity. Having been given the green light to play, Jessica’s fingers and thumb explored all of Willow. Willow gasped when she felt Jessica’s little finger pressed against her sphincter. “Careful there, kiddo, I don’t want to run off the road.”

“Don’t play with your butt, got it.”

“I didn’t say don’t play with it, but your thumb is rubbing my clit, one of your fingers is in my pussy, and now you’re threatening to poke another finger in my ass? How much do you think I can handle?”

“You’re a big girl, aren’t you?” Jessica asked teasingly.

Willow sighed and clenched her pucker, “Not big enough to risk getting in a wreck, babe.”

Jessica laughed and pulled her hand away from Willow’s crotch, “Then we’ll wait until we get to your house. Are you fine with listening to my music until then?” Jessica already had her phone out and was chasing the end of the AUX cord down.

“I don’t guess I am,” Willow said with a smile.

The drive usually felt like it took so much longer. If she wasn’t so damn emotional at the time, she might have taken the ferry instead. The trip wasn’t wasted though. By the time they made it to Willow’s apartment, the tension had died down significantly.

“Mm, I think you’re just a little hung up on being my housewife,” Willow said.

“Look, I let you pick a few songs and I sang along to them. That’s not me being wifey material!”

“You’re doing an awful lot of ass shaking while you walk. You sure you’re not trying to flaunt?”

Jessica stamped her foot as Willow unlocked the door, “You just let me do the thing with your thing. I’m trying to be flirtatious.”

Willow opened the door and the two hurried inside. Once it was shut, Willow genuinely hoped that her neighbors wouldn’t hear the ensuing conversation. “You fingered my pussy in my car. Nothing to be shy about.”

“Easy for you to say. You’ve probably seen more ass than a toilet seat.”

“That’s a horrible line to quote. Absolutely horrible. I don’t even like that song,” Willow mumbled.

“You didn’t deny it,” Jessica said.

Willow stepped into her room for a moment, “I didn’t, but if you really want to know, I’ve only been with two people. No, you’re not one of them. Not yet at least.”

Jessica walked around the apartment, her hand ran along the armrest of the leather couch to test its authenticity. “Your place doesn’t smell like sweat and desperation, so I believe you at least.”

“It might smell like sweat for a little while, but never desperation. You’re here because we both want to be here. Not because you want to fuck my brains out.”

“I wouldn’t know how even if I was here for that reason,” Jessica said.

Willow stepped to Jessica’s side and put her hand on Jessica’s ass, “Look, you put your thing in my thing and we do that thing.”

“Are you mocking me?”

“Maybe?” Willow asked.

Jessica huffed and looked around the rest of the apartment, “Are the plants real?”

“Yeah, they help me relax and give the place a bit more of an earthy, natural smell.”

“I can appreciate that. So, uh, what do you do for a living?”

Willow’s fingers pressed against Jessica’s tight jeans, pressing the fabric of her pants against Jessica’s pucker, “I make sexy women happy.”

“I’ve never hated my jeans or your sarcasm more in my life,” Jessica said.

“Then take the jeans off and I’ll give you a real answer,” Willow offered. The jeans were off as quickly as they could be. Willow’s eyes fell on Jessica’s massive bulge, “God damn, where did you hide that thing in those jeans?”

“You said you’d give me a real answer.”

“I’m a software engineer,” Willow reached for Jessica’s cock. She heard Jessica hiss in a breath of air as her fingers stroked Jessica’s length through the panties.

Jessica closed her eyes and swayed in place, “I don’t work at the moment.”

“You okay? You’re like, rocking.”

“I don’t know what to do and I feel like I should be doing something.”

“You’re over thinking it. Just relax. Sit down, I’ll take care of you tonight. I’ll teach you how to treat me to your cock some other time,” Willow offered.

Jessica sat on the couch and whimpered as Willow sat on her lap. Willow looked into Jessica’s eyes, “Cowgirl. Typically you would be laying on your back and I’d be straddling your hips. But this will work, won’t it?”

The heated shaft throbbed in its confines, pressing against Willow’s damp panties with each of Jessica’s heartbeats. “It’s perfect,” Jessica blurted out.

“Jess, calm down. Seriously. From experience, if you’re tense and nervous, you’re not going to be able to enjoy this nearly as much. So trust me, babe, relax.”

Jessica took in a deep breath and Willow felt the thighs under her lose their tightness. Hopefully Jessica would stay calm, otherwise, Willow would end up riding the poor girl all night trying to get her to fill her pussy with cum. Willow wasn’t proud of how she learned about sex, not anymore. Emma taught her so very much and what Emma couldn’t teach her about a man, Willow found out through one of her other friends. Thoughts for another time.

Willow reached beneath her hips and pulled Jessica’s thick cock from her panties. Sliding her own aside, Willow positioned the bulbous glans at her entrance and looked into Jessica’s eyes, “Last chance to say no, babe.”

Jessica’s lower lip poked out and Willow thought she might cry for a second, “Please don’t make me wait. I want you, Willow.”

Willow lowered her hips onto Jessica’s cock and groaned as she slid down the length. Just when Willow thought she couldn’t fit any more inside her, she felt her butt sitting in Jessica’s lap. “G-God damn you’re huge.”

The soft moans from Jessica were Willow’s response. Willow’s hands moved to Jessica’s shoulders to brace herself. She lifted her hips and let herself drop back down. That thick girl-cock stretched her walls with each motion and Willow loved it.

Jessica seemed to appreciate what Willow was doing and that made it worth the time. There was one thing that still bothered Willow about the moment. Something she needed to address.

Her lips fell upon Jessica’s. Willow felt there was more to this than simple sex, but if that was the case, she needed to show Jessica. At first, Jessica didn’t respond and Willow got the sinking feeling that she overstepped her bounds. Was she being greedy by wanting more than a casual fling?

Then Jessica kissed her back. Sparks tingled within Willow and she felt something beyond the sheer bliss of being penetrated. Was it love? Not likely, not yet at least. Could it be? If the sparks were given breath and allowed to become the fire that would warm Willow’s heart.

If there was one thing Willow was still envious of Emma about, it was her relationship. Jessica’s hands moved to Willow’s back, sliding underneath her shirt to rub the supple flesh underneath. Willow slid her tongue into Jessica’s mouth, ignoring the cock within her. She could feel Jessica’s hips writhing under her, trying to thrust into her folds. That could wait.

Willow’s tongue was passion incarnate, trying to convey to Jessica what words would fail to get across. Jessica responded in like, her tongue dancing with Willow’s until they finally broke the kiss. Willow wordlessly adjusted herself on the couch to make it easier to ride Jessica’s cock.

Her hips rose and fell almost in perfect sync with Jessica’s heaving chest. The warm hands on her back shifted to Willow’s hips, helping assist her in her bouncing. Willow’s lustful moans filled the room.

Willow vaguely heard Jessica saying something about cumming, but she couldn’t stop. Her own orgasm was rapidly approaching and she wanted to mark Jessica as her own. One of Willow’s hands moved into her skirt, rubbing her clit with her fingers as she felt her orgasm building within her.

The fire of her lust burned bright. Willow’s typically pale skin was flushed red from their play. Jessica cried out before Willow, her cock twitching within Willow as she unloaded her orgasm into Willow’s depths.

That didn’t stop Willow. She continued bouncing rapidly on the cock, slick sounds of her wetness met her ears. It was Jessica’s cooing moans that pushed her over the edge. Those soft, feminine sounds of appreciation that Willow hadn’t heard in years. Sex that wasn’t just to satisfy lust, that was new.

Her walls tightened around Jessica’s shaft, preventing it from escaping her as she ground her hips on Jessica. The powerful orgasm ripped through Willow. A burst of her juices squirted onto Jessica’s lap, soaking both of their panties in the process. Willow collapsed forward onto Jessica. Their breasts rubbed together and Willow felt Jessica’s hands roaming her back.

After a few moments of silence, she heard Jessica ask quietly, “Should I call a cab?”

Willow pulled her head off of Jessica’s shoulder and looked into the woman’s eyes, “Are you kidding me? Why?”

Jessica blushed but said nothing. “Jessica, stay the night. Fuck, stay a week. I don’t care. I like you being around and I was hoping that this wasn’t a one night stand.”

“I don’t want it to be a one night stand, but I don’t want you to be smothered,” Jessica murmured.

Willow kissed Jessica again. She broke the brief kiss, “Jessica, I want to see where this goes. I can’t promise an easy life, but I can promise you that I want to do right by you. I’ve been fucked with enough to know that I don’t want to do that to someone else.”

Jessica offered a weak smile and then asked, “Do you think I could borrow some of your panties to sleep in? You, uh, ruined mine.”

“I made them a nice little memory. Yeah, let’s go shower and then we can get some sleep, babe. I was kind of hoping to talk to you more later, but for tonight, I think we should end on a relaxed note. What do you think?”

“That sounds good, Willow. I just hope that you don’t snore,” Jessica said jokingly, trying to lighten the mood.

“Good girl. I don’t snore, at least, I don’t think I do. If I do, make sure you toss and turn all night and don’t do anything about it, mmkay?”

“Of course, ma’am. I wouldn’t want to offend you, miss boss lady.”

“Now you’re just getting into dangerous territory, babe,” Willow slowly shifted off of Jessica’s lap and started towards her bathroom. The limp she walked with was new, but it would fade soon enough. Hopefully, she would get comfortable taking Jessica’s size soon. That was being hopeful… Something Willow was excited to be after what Emma did to her emotions.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Any support shown to me by you lets me know that what I do is wanted and worth the time. For anyone that makes it this far, I can hope that you want to see more of my work. I write in various niches, but if you enjoyed ‘Willow’s Futa Friend’, I think you might enjoy ‘Amber’s Futa Mistress’, ‘House of Syn’, ‘Hailey’s Billionaire Futa Professor’, and ‘Zoe and Her Depraved Boyfriend’. You can find those and many others by following the first link below.

Alice Layne's Erotica

Alice Layne's Patreon

https://discord.gg/zktzAx6 This is the link to my Discord. I encourage you to join, it is completely free and gives you a way to communicate with me. I allow users on my discord to read a short story once a month completely for free. I would love to see you there! Building a community would be a dream for me, more so when I could make your fantasies come to life by writing stories based on reader requests. I hope to see you there.
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