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FOREWORD

Editing a series like Best Lesbian Erotica  allows me to read lots and lots of queer women’s erotica; all that reading gives me a context for writing about the bigger picture: the state of lesbian sex and literature, erotic representation, and queer culture. It’s an opportunity to reflect on where we’ve been, where we are, and where we’re going.

In the many years I have edited this series, I have extolled the political significance of writing and publishing queer erotica. Sex is a healthy, positive, fundamental part of who we are; it is vitally important for us to talk about it, to create space for it in our communities, and especially to write about it. Through the written word, we document our sexual desires and experiences and we represent the broad  range of our sexualities. When we tell our erotic truths, we complicate simplistic stereotypes and contradict our enemies’ rhetoric; we also reflect, validate, and inspire our readers.

This year, I received a very interesting letter along with a submission:

 

In the introduction to Best Lesbian Erotica 2002, Amber Hollibaugh wrote, “For those of us that came out with no sense of the existence of others like ourselves, other women who also desired another woman’s touch and smell, who also wanted to be under or over or between another woman’s legs…this book matters. And if you have ever wanted this touch, alone and in fear, you know the importance of this collection of stories.” I was once one of those women. That book helped show me that I was not alone. It encouraged me to explore my hidden lust and gave me the courage to come out as a lesbian to my family, to my friends, to my ex-husband, to my children, and to my community.

In [this submission], you won’t find the bells-and-whistles sexual edginess that often characterizes erotica. There are no nipple clamps, strap-ons, anal beads, BDSM, or flesh-tearing blood red fingernails; not even a single scene of back alley ass fucking. Not that the above isn’t erotic. We all know it is, which is why we read the book. But there is a raw honesty that underscores this piece that would have been lost had I added toys, tricks, and shocking interludes—the honesty and intense pleasure of tasting another woman for the first time.

If, by sharing this story, I can empower just one woman in the manner Ms. Hollibaugh and your authors empowered me—one other woman who might be languishing in a loveless marriage or otherwise het world, afraid and alone—if I can help her summon the courage to find another woman, to dare to love another woman, fuck another woman, or (sigh) finally taste another woman, then I can say that I have truly paid it forward.

 

When I came to the part about “the bells-and-whistles sexual edginess that often characterizes erotica,” I have to say, I was offended: some of my favorite erotic stories involve back alley ass fucking! An adult performer recently said to me that porn is supposed to be taboo, it should shock and titillate us and take us places we’ve never been before. I agree that porn (and in this I include erotic writing) is often about the edge. The edge is what turns on a lot of people. I appreciate rich details, unexpected plots, quirky characters, and offbeat scenarios; they can all be important elements to a good story. But I don’t like bells and whistles just for the sake of bells and whistles; they should have meaning and purpose in the story. I reread that section of the letter, and the second time, I had a different thought. Full of frills or stripped down, kinky or not, good erotic stories have something similar at their core: pleasure.

The moving letter illustrates the ways in which erotic writing can impact real people’s lives. The letter stayed with me long after I’d read hundreds of other cover letters and submissions. When I reread it, I realized that while I had often tackled the political aspect of erotic writing, I had neglected its equally important companion—the personal. This deeply personal letter reminded me how deeply personal an erotic story can be on many levels. For a writer, the process of exposing one’s private desires and fantasies can be daunting, liberating, or both. As a reader, you may react to a piece on a visceral level, sometimes unexpectedly; you might be shocked, moved,  turned on, or turned off. No matter how real or made up the players or circumstances, an erotic story may spark ideas, fuel your own fantasies. It may even push you (gently or not) to come to terms with who you are and what you want.

As it turns out, the letter writer’s piece made it into Best Lesbian Erotica 2007. Not because of her stellar cover letter writing skills, but because of her story. I haven’t told you which story is hers deliberately; it’s up to you now to read the book and figure it out. In many ways, there is a piece of her letter in all these stories, and a piece of her spirit in all of us.

 

Tristan Taormino 
New York City 
August 2006




INTRODUCTION: LUST, CONQUER, SEE

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’m eating gourmet jelly beans as I write this. I can’t help it; so much of this year’s crop of erotic stories features sweetness or fruit in some form or other, literal or metaphorical. And just about all of them make me want to lick my sticky fingers.

Does that sound trivial? Shouldn’t I begin by making the case for lesbian erotica as a politically and aesthetically serious form, of crucial importance to our beleaguered communities? Nah, I believe I’ll skip all that. Things have changed so much, after all, since the first time I picked up a collection of dirty stories, when I was a nervous dyke fresh out of convent school back in the nervous ’80s. Today, who bothers agonizing over the distinction between porn and erotica, or the  patriarchal overtones of voyeurism, sadism, uniforms or rape fantasies? What strikes me about the stories in this anthology is a certain confidence they all have in common; an unapologetic, unself-conscious focus on what feels good.

I’ve never been able to resist Pic ’n’ Mix, as we call it back in Ireland; in North America, it seems to be called bulk candy, which has a far less playful ring to it. It’s the sense of choice I’ve always loved, the impression of having control over such a greedy instinct: five, no, say six wine gums, a single chocolate-covered espresso bean, three caramels, a whole fistful of sour lemons—the infinitely customizable pig-out experience.

It’s that same feeling of options that delights me in lesbian sex writing today. There is no compulsory script. A lemon jelly bean, a lime, or a lemon-lime? The choice is yours, and don’t let anyone fob you off with something less than what you’re craving.

Of course every generation has its fashions, in writing about sex as in everything else. I notice that most women in this collection wear black (especially black silk shirts over black pants), and I find it interesting that the strap-on continues to reign supreme. But you may notice that not every butch in these stories wears one, and if somebody’s wearing one it’s not even always the butch. “She is such a girl in every way,” says the bewildered narrator of Radclyffe’s “Bingo, Baby,” “and I wouldn’t have believed how hot she’d look with all that girl power dancing inches from my face.” In fact, though female masculinity remains a very hot topic in today’s sex writing, different elements turn up in different stories, in unpredictable combinations: butch identity, clothes, the top role; cocks imagined, rubber, and silicone, softees and hard ones. The package has been unpacked (as it were!). In Joy Parks’ refreshingly original “Sweet Thing‚” the confident femme discovers something about the handsome baker she’s just seduced on the breadboard beside the oven: despite having serviced most of the married women in town over the years, can it possibly be that “Petey the butch goddess is a virgin?” And unlike the straight do-me queens Petey is used to, this girl knows how to melt that stone.

“Your sense of your own power was what made me wet,” writes the submissive narrator in Amy Babcock’s “Last Ten Bucks.” In a telling detail, the butch top bends her over a table she (the top) fixed herself: “It is an old wooden table—strong, stable, and firm—like you. You have been working on its repair for some time; skillfully crafting and successfully manipulating it to become what you want it to be—your very own.” In the space between those two sentences, there is a moment of erotic blurring as the table flips from representing its owner to standing for the women she dominates.

A story like Sacchi Green’s “Bright Angel” can be read as a smart commentary on the long literary tradition of wishywashy nature writing about lesbian sex: all petals opening and fronds of seaweed. Green’s butch protagonist rewrites all that on a Grand Canyon scale: “ ‘I suppose you think the water always flows gently, smoothly, taking forever to wear away resistance… But sometimes storms batter at the rocks, and spring floods from mountain snowmelt surge through the ravines.’ I was really getting into it now. ‘The water pounds, thrashes, filled with sharp silt and uprooted trees.’ I raised my hand suddenly to the nape of her neck, still holding her hair roughly back. The scent of her juices on my fingers roused my own. With my fingernails, short but strong, I scraped a line down the valley of her spine…”

By its nature, erotica will always be somewhat conventional: we like surprises, yes, but we like compulsive repetition too. (Admit it, don’t you often rely on a trusty old scenario to push you over the edge?) So most of the stories gathered here combine a quirky setup with a predictable conclusion of blissful orgasms for both parties. But there are some interesting exceptions. In the highly original “Sweet Desires‚” for instance, Tara Alton’s character winds up having weird, uncomfortable, migraine-inducing nookie in her car with a really irritating coworker.

Since taboo is sexy, before I began selecting these stories I was expecting them to ring all the changes on the forbidden. What surprised me is how few of them are about situations in which a social law is being breached: no molestation of the underaged and only one official adultery, in Annette Beaumont’s “Fruit of Another.” Even when sex happens between client and employee, as in Kyle Walker’s “Rosemary and Eucalyptus,” the massage therapist is quite free to rip up the check and walk away. Consent is the rule.

Then it occurred to me that these writers are more interested in mental blocks than legal ones. It is at the private level, in the emotional intricacies of a scene of infatuation, compulsion or voyeurism that these characters knock down barriers. The protagonist in Rachel Kramer Bussel’s “On Fire” makes herself learn fire-eating for a burlesque performance to fulfill the whim of the woman she wants. The nervous heroine in “Public Pet” by Cynthia Rayne has never yet been taken out in public on a leash.

Some of these stories are about sex in committed relationships, others about thrillingly unpredictable pickups (at parties, clubs, conferences), but either way, the excitement lies in achieving a contact so intimate, so naked, whether with partner or stranger, that you can really let go: angels and demons alike released into the shrieking sky.

Many of these tales are about the trembling pleasure of anticipation as much as the moment when sex actually happens; desire is as much about the past and the future as the now. The adult women in Anna Watson’s witty “Homecoming Queen” get to resolve the angst of their adolescence by playing out the cheerleader-and-tomboy-loner scenario they never dared when they were in high school.

Unlikely pairings are a great tease, like that of the drop-dead gorgeous twenty-something Hollywood actress with the aging, crop-haired butch photographer in Sacchi Green’s “Bright Angel.” These stories range widely in settings: from the Grand Canyon to a dark wood where the babes in D. Alexandria’s “Tag!” hunt each other down by—mm!—the scent of their juices. These authors reveal a fascination with the world of the richest lesbians as well as the poorest: homeless and crack-smoking in Jolie du Pré’s oddly romantic “Kiki‚” bike messengers and strippers in Zoë Alexandra’s gritty “French Handwriting,” which concludes “…and then it hit me. I wasn’t going anywhere.”

The protagonist in Lynne Jamneck’s “Voodoo and Tattoos” has both her dreams come true when she winds up in the hotel room of a corporate type and her pierced, tattooed bit of rough. In “Bingo, Baby‚” Radclyffe riffs cleverly on contemporary queer tourism when her butch character gets ordered into skirts by her femme for Drag Bingo in Provincetown.

Bathrooms come up a lot, either as places of privacy where you wash up or strap on, or as illicit places to have sex. The stories vary greatly in tone, and some of the S/M stories are the sweetest, oddly enough.

What’s missing? I was surprised by how little anal sex came up this year. Lynne Jamneck’s story is one of the only ones to feature even an uneasy moment of butch-butch desire. Bisexuality is oddly invisible, too: Suki Bishop’s “Rupture” and Jean Roberta’s “The World Turned Upside Down” are the only ones to include sex with a man (though the protagonist in “Public Pet” is ordered by her Mistress to give oral satisfaction to a strange man’s wife while he watches). And I looked in vain for a story of two convent schoolgirls behind the bike sheds stuffing each other’s every orifice with strawberries—but perhaps that’s just me? Never mind, everyone’s entitled to her own favorite flavor….

Several stories go well beyond the everyday of contemporary lesbian circles. As an aficionado of historical fiction, I was delighted by the aforementioned “The World Turned Upside Down‚” in which a Regency gentleman is appalled to realize that his rival for his promiscuous beloved’s heart is her mannish maid! Girls who still ask “What’s your sign?” will be highly amused by Andrea Miller’s set of encounters with twelve contrasting “Heavenly Bodies.”

One outstandingly atmospheric story, Skian McGuire’s “Sweet Hunger,” offers an unusual variant on the vampire: a mysterious maple syrup maker who seduces a different guest in the middle of the night every spring as a sort of erotic offering to the Goddess to bring the sap down. Our fantasies have infinite power: if the smorgasbord of stories in this collection add up to any message, that may be it.

 

Emma Donoghue 
London, Ontario 
August 2006




SWEET THING

Joy Parks

 

 

 

 

 

Watching Petey Ginoa knead bread dough is like watching a thing of beauty.

Watching her do it when she doesn’t know anyone is watching her is even better.

First there are her hands, which are large but not too large; peachy pink hands that get washed soft over and over again every day, strong with short square nails and slightly knobby knuckles, the kind you get when you crack them too much. And flour. I don’t think I’ve ever seen those hands when they weren’t covered in flour. Strong hands, but not rough at all. Hands that can shape delicate flutes on a tartlet crust or fix a tiny broken motor on the mixer or, I believe, unfasten a button so slow and perfect, sliding a finger down the space between breasts, sliding past a slight  mound of belly, sliding down. I take a gulp of Fair Trade fresh-ground something or other to keep me still and watch how she grabs a hunk of sunflower rye or cornbread with organic red pepper slices, or whatever delightful concoction is in her bowl today, and drops it onto the breadboard, her hands dancing it into a perfect round, her fingers disappearing inside, then out, inside again. Kneading. Needing. I watch those fingers turn and poke and stretch the dough. I feel heat welling up between my thighs, try not to squirm. I watch her with my lips parted like I’m waiting for a kiss.

And then she stops. I hold my breath. She pushes up the sleeves of the white shirt she’s wearing beneath her apron and begins to knead some more, flexing her perfectly shaped muscles, girl muscles but firm and healthy and strong looking. The kind of arms that make you wonder what it would be like to be inside the circle of her body, to feel those muscles tighten and press against you, what that would be like. That close.

It’s warm in here and the windows are sweating from the steam of the kitchen; it’s still morning cold outside. I should go. I should get up and walk out of here as best I can and get to work on time for a change; the walk would do me good right now. If I could just stand up.

I could watch those hands for hours.

Yeah, I know I’ve got it bad. And I don’t quite know what to do with it.

 

Everyone back home told me I was going to hate moving to a small town even if it was the only place I could get a job. In a small town everybody knows everybody’s business and I’d have to watch my Ps and Qs, they said. Growing up in the city and having the natural luck to get away with a whole lot of stuff, I hadn’t had to work very hard at being discreet. Who was going to know and who was going to care?

So I’ve been laying low, working at the library as the junior librarian in training, trying to make it look like I’m far more interested in learning how to organize the periodicals and start a community reading circle than I am in running back and forth to Petey’s all day to buy coffee. I can’t sleep most nights now. I don’t know if it’s all that caffeine or the fact that when I do sleep I keep dreaming about those hands on my skin and then I have to get up and drink a lot of cold water just to keep from melting in my own heat.

But bless the gossips in town for helping me learn all about Petey. I guess since some of them saw me spending so much time in the bakery, they wanted to warn me so I could be on guard and not fall prey to her seductions. You’d never know from looking at me that I’ve dealt with plenty of seductions by women like Petey and enjoyed every single one of them. From the very first day I walked into her shop, if she’d ever even looked at me with half a hint that she might be interested, I’d have fallen on my back so fast I might have ended up with whiplash. It’s funny being femme. Sometimes you hate the fact that no one knows, and you have to go out of your way to make sure some butch realizes you’re available, ’cause you look too straight. But the good ones know. The smart ones. They can look past the heels you wear to work and the lipstick and the girly clothes, and love all that about you, know what you are beneath your clothes, not just any woman, but special. One who would fall on your back for them, let them touch you all over, let them reach inside your body, fuck you hard and tender and whatever it takes to make you both feel so good about what it is that you are.

But since I’m not so obvious to normal people, I got the whole deal on Petey.

Petey Ginoa is a legend in town. Everybody knows she’s a lesbian even though nobody’s ever seen her with any woman at any time. She’s too smart for that—to get caught. It’s a small town and she’s got a damn good business and she’d be crazy to take a chance on losing it all. Petey’s not her real name; it’s Pia, which is the name on the sign above the door. Her father named the shop that back when she was a baby. But everybody calls the place Petey’s. They eat Petey’s bread and take Petey’s cake home for birthdays and baby christenings and stop by Petey’s for coffee. Sometimes I think if not for her, the whole damn town would go hungry. Petey suits her more. That’s just how it is with some lesbian children; they outgrow the names their mommas gave them, grow into something different, someone different from what anyone could have expected of them. Taking a new name is like being born all over again into who they should have been all along.

Not that Petey’s the kind of woman who’d think about it that way. She probably just realized she was becoming someone for whom a delicate name like Pia didn’t fit. It made her feel uneasy. So she gave herself a more comfortable handle. I get the feeling she’s the kind of woman who would do whatever she needed to do to feel okay about herself and not give a damn about what anyone might think.

I wonder if any of her lovers—who no one’s ever seen—call her Pia.

Wouldn’t seem right somehow.

I want to be one of those women no one’s ever caught her with.

I want those hands needing me.

On a belt under her apron Petey wears a measuring cup that looks like it was made by Black and Decker. She wears clean, crisp, white pants that cup her fine ass just right and a white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. She wears a full-length, white apron slung over her neck and tied real loose, and clean white sneakers that don’t make a sound. Her dark hair is cut short and loose around her face, which seems a little tanned. Even in winter that hair curls up at the back of her collar when she’s moving around the kitchen in the heat. That collar, those curls. I have to keep my hands in my coat pocket or flat, fanned on the counter, when I order my coffee. I look the other way when she slides the little waxed paper bag of cannoli my way; stop myself from reaching across the counter; stop myself from reaching out to touch her neck, smooth those curls. Touch her face real slow. I think her forehead would smell like butter, that her skin would be lightly glazed all over with a fine dusting of sugar, that if you put your mouth to her skin, you would come away tasting sweet.

I’m thinking Valentine’s Day will be the time to make my move, ’cause that’s when everybody’s all crazed over romance and hearts and flowers and wanting to be loved. Petey can’t be all that different from anyone else. Can she?

 

Today is Friday the thirteenth, and not a soul on the street fails to comment on it. I don’t feel unlucky, just a little racy knowing I’ve got just today to figure out how I’m going to pull off the seduction of the town dyke. I wonder if she has a girlfriend now, but only for a minute, because something tells me I’d sense it if she did. At this point I don’t think it would  matter if she was dating my own best friend—if I’d been in town long enough to have one.

When I hit the doorway of the bakery, I almost swoon. It’s the clouds of moist heat that gather inside, rain on the window, plus the scent of something sweet and deep, along with something fresh, like fruit juice, underneath it. And there’s Petey. She’s behind the counter, smiling at me. It must have been my reaction to the aroma that wrapped around me as I came inside. I wrinkle my nose like I’m sniffing for more and look at her grinning, as if to ask what’s making such a delicious smell. Her eyes are actually lit, wide and open, more so than I remember ever seeing them. She motions me over. I’ve never been that close to her aside from her pouring my coffee or taking my money when I paid for bread or muffins or those slices of all-natural Queen Anne’s cake with caramel-covered nut crust swirled with spidery feathers of toasted coconut. Or crème brûlée custard on a toasted almond crust. Or shiny pecan buns, moist and slippery as the flesh of my thigh right now. I’m weak. I don’t think she’s ever really talked to me. Specifically to me. And she still isn’t—talking. I step up to the counter and she’s still smiling and motioning me even closer. I move in like I’m in a trance, move in for a kiss, to touch my lips to her cheek, her lips. Desire bubbles up within my belly, there are tiny flutters inside my cunt. Like wings. I wonder if she can see down my blouse, see my breasts nestled in the pink, lacy, silk demi-cup I bought mail order from Victoria’s Secret just in case something like this ever happened. I catch myself when my eyes start to close. She raises a fork to my lips like a present, speared with a tiny piece of something pink and fluffy, like cotton candy covered in chocolate. Oh baby. She directs the fork toward my lips as I open them on command, take the gift inside. Something sweet and deep breaks on my tongue; my mouth wells up with wetness. I think about the pink of it, pink like the tender underside of a breast set free, pink skin of a vulva, all shower fresh and warm; my tongue roaming my mouth to seek out and find every touch of sweetness, the citrusy aftertaste a surprise. I worry about drooling. I swirl it around my mouth, take it in, inhale it. Most of your taste buds come from scent. I taste an orange cream chocolate like from the Whitman’s Sampler but warm. I want to tell her it’s like sex on a fork, but that’s too bold, too early in the dance. She’s close still, watching me, silent. I open my eyes wide now, finally able to open my mouth.

Then she speaks real low, her voice deep but clear against the clang of coffee cups and beaters in the kitchen.

“So, you like? It’s blood orange cheesecake iced with a bittersweet chocolate glaze. Did them special for Valentine’s Day this year. It’s the blood orange that makes it pink. They’re in season right now.”

She beams.

Oh the pride in her voice. Hands in her pockets, shoulders dropped back, slight smile drawing tiny lines around her lips like a frame. She makes me want to leap over the counter, pull her head down into the pink silk of my too-far-open shirt, whisper, “You are magical,” wrap my legs around the clean white apron over her clean white pants, beg her to take me right there, right on the kneading board covered with flour and dabs of bittersweet chocolate glaze.

 

It takes three more trips to the bakery for me to get up the nerve to do what I have to do. All that coffee and anxiety is  making me feel dry-mouthed, and it’s now or never. So while she’s ringing up the roasted red pepper and cilantro quiche with butter crust that’s going to end up being my supper, I finally manage to find my femme courage and make my intentions known. At least to one of us.

“So, what are you doing for Valentine’s Day?” I ask her.

She looks down at the floor like I’ve caught her in a lie.

“Nothing,” she says. She kicks imaginary sand with the toe of her clean white shoe.

I’m tempted to look down too, but I keep my eyes right on her, make sure she can feel them.

“How come?”

It hurts almost to keep my voice this even.

More kicking at nothing. I’ve turned her into a twelve-year-old boy.

“I don’t know. I don’t go in for that sort of stuff. Romance and stuff. Phony.”

Yeah, I think so too. If you do it their way. But I can’t say that. Instead, I say, “Me neither. Maybe we ought to hang out and do nothing together.”

She stops kicking. Goes still. I wait. There’s a buzz rising in my ears. Bubbles flip upside my stomach, more tickle inside. I feel a coffee burp rising, wish it away.

She lifts her head, swings it up slow as if she’s trying to get unstuck from something.

I don’t think she knows. She doesn’t see it. Too long stuck here in town. If she never saw my kind before, how would she know what I looked like?

Sweet thing, I think. You ain’t seen nothing like me yet.

She finally speaks. “Sure. Why don’t you come tomorrow night? I’ll be here after we close.”

She moves her eyes around the room as if to remind me, or maybe her, where she means.

I say I will. Like it’s nothing at all. Like I’m not already thinking about what to wear, what looks best when it’s taken off. Like I’m not planning what I’ll scent myself with to draw her close, how I want her to remember me when she first sees me naked and vulnerable and writhing beneath her. I smile and turn and take my steps just so, knees bent just so to roll my hips slow, knowing she’s watching me walk out the door….

“I’ll try to save us one of the cheesecakes—” I hear her call to me.

But I’m already out the door.

 

I manage to stay away from the bakery all day Saturday until the streets and the lights outside the bakery are dark and the moon is large, ringed with silver bracelets of cold. I can feel the air dry inside my lungs; it almost hurts to breathe. Inside it will be moist as always.

Petey’s alone in the bakery when I walk in. She’s got an apartment in the back, but it’s tiny and it’s obvious she prefers being in the shop. The radio is playing low and I keep wondering if she knows why I’m really there. She’s a little different now that no one’s around. A little more animated. A little more herself, I think. The self she can’t be when she’s on display. We sit and I talk about nothing at all until there’s a Johnny Rivers song on the radio and I start swaying to it without thinking about it. Petey grins at me.

“I bet you like to dance.”

“I do.” I smile. “Want to dance with me?”

There. I’ve said it. Turning point. No turning back. Either  I’m in her arms or I’m out the door in the next couple of minutes.

“With me?” She acts surprised, but I’ve been around the block enough to know it’s an act. “I’m not much of a dancer.”

Wonder how many times it’s started out this way.

“Come learn,” I say. Stand up. Motion for her to come my way.

While Johnny is crooning on about the poor side of town, I take her hand, which feels as smooth and warm and clean as I knew it would, and put it at my waist. I put my arm around her shoulder, resisting the urge to slide my fingers through the curls that have gathered there. She’s sweating. Just a little. I grin and slide my other hand into the one that’s dangling by her side.

“You want to dance slow, like this?” she asks. Goes limp. I feel a little like I’m being baited. I nod and try to get us synced up with the music.

All the time she’s staring at me like I’ve grown a second head. And then she starts to laugh.

“You really want to dance that bad?”

I stop moving. That about does it. I’m sick to death of drowning myself in caffeine and eating twice my own weight in pastry to get this sad-ass closet case to realize she’s got a willing victim here. And now this. I feel my dignity slipping away like pearls on a broken thread and figure, what the hell. So I reach up and kiss Petey Ginoa square on the lips. I slide my fingers into those dark curls that have been as tempting as chocolate shavings for weeks; they feel like wet silk between my fingers. And I press my breasts into hers and slip my leg around hers, press close so she can’t miss the kind of heat I’m giving off. I may not get what I want, but I’m definitely going to give her a taste of what she’s missing. And after what feels like about three years, I let go of her and push her back onto her feet and stare at her as if to ask what she plans on doing next.

Petey looks at me sideways, almost glaring, and if I hadn’t seen that look in the eyes of plenty of women who remind me of Petey, I’d think she was mad at me. But that look’s not about mad. It’s about fear.

“You aren’t exactly the shy type, are you?” she snarls low.

“You like shy?”

I’m looking at her straight in the eyes.

“No. Not necessarily. Just most people. Most women that I’ve been with. They aren’t full-time like you. Mostly just sad women who want to forget for a little while that they’re married to someone they can’t stand being touched by. Others that just want a little vacation from their lives, a little adventure, and when it starts to get over their heads or there’s a chance of getting caught, they run back to where they started. You’re not like that. You’re a different kind altogether, aren’t you?”

Something about that makes me feel really proud, like I’ve just won a contest. So I’m her first real lesbian, her first real pure femme.

“And you like it?” I smile all coy. I know she does.

“I could get used to it,” she says, noncommittal. But then, before I have time to think about what that means, she is beside me, her arms around me, kissing me, her lips beating a tattoo down my neck, her pelvis pressed into mine, making me strain backward.

“I don’t think you should look a gift horse in the mouth,” I say.

And she smiles. It’s a new one, a little too knowing, but it’s a beautiful smile. I’m so heady and fluttering from being so close to the one I adore that I hardly even notice when she pushes me upward onto the breadboard and hoists herself up beside me. I don’t know if I am gift or being gifted, treat or being treated, but it doesn’t matter. The flour on my back feels dry and the air in the bakery is still warm enough from so many Valentine’s cakes that I don’t feel a chill at all as she slides off my sweater and pants, runs her fingers over the pearl heart trim of my red lace bra, and kneads the knuckle of her thumb in the crotch of my red lace panties before she slides them over my hips and down to the floor, grinning all proud at the heat and wet inside my cunt, grinning at the way I press against her hand. She whispers, “How long have you wanted this…?” and my head falls back as if it’s very heavy all of a sudden and I whisper back, “Forever, since I first saw you, maybe even before that.”

And she shudders, that butch shudder of realization at being wanted by a woman. She unbuttons her jeans and slides them off, kicks off her shoes, wraps her arms around me as if I’m something that might slip away, and pushes me gently down on my back.

Petey Ginoa makes love even better than she makes bread and cookies and pies and cakes. She touches me all over slow, achingly slow, and kisses my face and breasts and belly with creamy wet kisses that make me ache and open my legs wide, press hard against any touch of hers I catch just to get some relief. And when she finally slides her fingers between my legs, when my cunt overflows with want of her and opens easy and hot to draw her inside, she cries out my name high and surprised. And Petey Ginoa fucks as sweet as her eight-minute frosting. Her want is hot enough to make me feel the steam rising from her body, her fingers kneading me inside, her mouth hungry on me, her tongue tracing sweet glazed circles, her head rising at times so I see her mouth wet and shiny with me, while I cry out, “Petey!” and tug at those mythical curls at her collar and wrap my legs around as much of her clean, sweet, white-cotton self as I can, try to take all of her inside. I can tell by her eyes and her moans and the way she keeps her lips on me; the way her fingers gather inside me, thrust higher and deeper without asking, simply taking, knowing it’s freely mine to give; that Petey Ginoa has never had a woman want her wholly like this, has never had a real love to call her own. I arch my back, strain up against those strong knuckles slipping, twisting, filling me; those dear arm muscles straining to take me as I come screaming, shivering, crying out, grinding my ass hard against the smooth wood.

 

It’s warm here lying beside the oven. Petey lies silently beside me while I come back inside myself, her fingers resting on my hip bone, her cheek against my hair. I snuggle closer; the board is wider than you’d think to see it in the daylight, but I’m not afraid of falling. I’m facing her now, her shirt is open, her T-shirt and plain white underpants still on. I cuddle against her, kiss her neck, then place my hands at the bottom edge of her shirt, slide up slowly, graze her breasts. She catches her breath. Stops my hand. Holds it tight against her heart.

“Aren’t you tired?”

It sounds like she’s afraid I’m not satisfied.

“Not tired, relaxed,” I whisper, “and I want to touch you.”

She stiffens slightly beneath my hand. Her heart is beating  hard enough for me to hear it; I expect to see it thumping up like a cartoon character’s does when he falls in love. Or gets chased by something wild.

“I…usually…don’t…”

It hits me. Petey’s used to nice straight girls who like to get finger-fucked all night but don’t offer to give anything back. No touch back, no tongue back. That might make them gay. And I sigh.

“Do you want this?” I whisper. “Do you want me to love you?”

She turns her face away from me. Mumbles into her arm, into the makeshift pillow the dish towel has become. I lean in to listen and there’s only one word I hear.

Never?

Petey the butch goddess is a virgin?

Chaste despite sexually servicing what seems like a third of the married women in town, if you can trust the stories. Fortysomething and never been touched. Jackpot, I think, but then I panic; I want to get up and—presto change-o—my clothes would be on and I would be gone.

But that doesn’t happen.

What happens is…

First I roll my eyes upward and curse and thank the Goddess for making me brave enough to bring Petey out. All the way out.

And I remember everything I know about butches and sex and surrender and what that means, and prepare myself for anything.

Then I slowly slip my hand inside the rib-knit tee she’s wearing beneath her open shirt and caress her belly with my open palm. She gurgles something low and deep inside her throat. Her stomach contracts under my touch, new nerve endings coming to life for the first time. I feel terribly powerful and daring. She settles her shoulder closer into me, stretches out her legs; I try not to think of her feet in her white sports socks hanging over the breadboard, but I do and I giggle. She smiles at me as she strokes my hair with her hand. Slowly, oh so slowly, as if her stomach stretched for miles, I take my time and slide my hand further up her shirt, grazing her breasts with my knuckles. She sucks in air, twitches. I can hear my own breathing and hers, imagine it rising up into the moist steamy air that sits inside the bakery. Joined at the breath, I think. I kiss her neck, kiss her shoulders, raise her T-shirt further and bend to trace with my tongue the places my hands have been. Her skin is clean and sweet-tasting, and moist with heat. Glazed. All that sugar, all that goodness. She’s moving down, rising up to meet my hand, still palm flat; my mouth, tiny sighs breaking from her mouth. My fingers find her breast; it’s small and easy to cup within my hand and her nipple is firm as the dried currants I’ve watched her stir into dough and almost as dark. She gasps; I find my courage and rise up further on my side so I can move more easily. Gently, I gather her breasts under my hand. She likes a little more pressure than I would have expected, croons out soft little cries of want as I grasp her breasts and release them slowly, knead her gently as I have watched her do so many times. And eventually, when I’m not sure how much more she can take, I smile and kiss her lips and bend my face to her chest, sucking each hard curranty nipple; one, then the other, until her hips start to rise off the board. She’s starting to get loud. With my mouth still on her, licking a trail over her breast, I retrace my path down her belly, further, further still, slipping  my fingers beneath the waistband of her cotton underwear, moving slowly over a mound of damp curling hair, slowly, so slowly…. She widens her legs to greet me and she is wet and slippery and smooth as pearls underwater, she is open and gasping. In the dark, I imagine shiny deep pink like the filling of the cheesecake she fed me before. And I need the sweetness. She’s rising and crashing into my fingers, so hard and so new that I rise up and turn, stretching out, never moving my hand, and use the other to push off what bit of her underwear still clings to her. Spread her open, slip a finger inside, gentle, so gentle, and she yells something I can’t hear, as if part of her is far away now. And I move inside her slowly as she wriggles all over the cutting board, and all of a sudden, I need to taste her. I throw my head down between her moving legs, trade my finger for my tongue. She is sweet there too, sweet and fresh and slippery wet as cream. I lap her up, suck her sweetness into my mouth, my tongue fluttering hard and fast, then soft and slow inside her lips. I grasp her thighs on either side so I can hang on, stay with her, buckle in as if she’s a wild ride in a small-town midway and she cries out loud, almost a scream, and comes shaking and gushing wetness into my mouth, the insides of her thighs stretching, ass grinding and bucking under my tongue.

And she is done.

For a few moments, she lies in my arms and we ride out her aftershocks with the heel of my hand nestled inside her lips and she sighs over and over, stretches arms out long and languid and pulls me close, and for a split second, I feel all Prince Charming come to curl up and sleep with the princess. Until she kisses me, tongue searching out all taste of her, until she rolls me onto my back, and I feel the wetness spreading out beneath me; I must have come too, when she did. She gathers up the wetness on my thighs and hair and slips her fingers inside me. Oh. One. Two. Yes. Three. More. Petey pushes my knees apart, spreads me wide open, lowers her still trembling body onto mine, grinds her wetness into mine with a fury I never expected, and I wrap my legs around her hips, shelter her as she rides me hard, her hands grasping my shoulders, my body rising up to meet every stroke. She is gasping now, breathing loud and calling out, sweet bits and pieces of words whispered, fuck sweet wet baby, come, mine, mine, oh fuck, beautiful you, oh. And I feel the climb and rise of us both as she comes hard and loud into me while I lock my legs around her, grasping, grinding, shivering, up, up and over, screaming and trembling against her as she falls into me, done, head full of dark sweet curls, fine strands of burnt sugar candy, warm and swirled over my breasts.
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“I hate getting older.”

“Who doesn’t?”

Keisha turned onto her side and propped herself on her elbow, looking at me. “We used to want to though, remember? I couldn’t wait to get to eighteen, twenty-one, twenty-five.”

“’Cause those ages mean somethin’. You ain’t really legal until you can rent a car without the ‘under twenty-five’ surcharge.” I remained lying on my back, staring up at the night sky. It was Keisha’s twenty-ninth birthday and, understandably, she was upset. I had surprised her with a late-night picnic at one of our favorite camping spots, about an hour outside of the city. We were surrounded by dense forest and complete silence, save for crickets and numerous woodland animals going about their business. I’ll be completely honest and say that camping really isn’t my style. I’m a one hundred percent modern butch who likes my TV time, my PlayStation 2, and if I wasn’t smoking a blunt right now I’d be seriously missing my tunes. But Keisha loves the quiet seclusion of camping and getting back to nature, so I deal ’cause I love her and making her happy is my contentment.

She sighed.

I looked over and took in the unbelievably cute pout on her cherubic face and instantly fell in love all over again. Keisha is one beautiful sista, and no one can tell me different. Standing at nearly five feet eleven, with a perfect brick-house body, she is the sexiest female to ever grace my bed. I could spend hours just looking at her whether she’s curled up in a chair reading a book or languidly lying in bed after a break-your-back fuckfest. With her supple body, covered in the softest skin known to man, I can only hope I get to spend several blissful lifetimes enjoying this true model of what is Woman.

Out the corner of my eye, I saw her tremble. I immediately put out the blunt and headed for the stack of fallen twigs and branches we had collected to feed the fire.

“You don’t care that you’re turning thirty in a couple of months?”

I shrugged. “I dunno. I’m not crazy about it, nah, but I don’t intend to lose sleep over it either. It’s not like I can stop it, know what I mean?”

“I miss being a kid.”

Oh, here we go. I rolled my eyes before looking at her. “Now, Keisha Everton, you know damn well you wouldn’t want to be a kid again.”

She looked at me with slight annoyance. “And what makes you so sure?”

I moved to where she sat, straddling her legs. My voice dipped low as I whispered in her ear, “‘Cause if you weren’t grown, you wouldn’t be able to take my dick deep in that thick pussy of yours, that’s why.”

I swear I felt her body temperature rise as she took in a sharp breath.

“You’re so bad,” she whispered, giggling.

I gave her a soft kiss, barely touching her lips, just teasing her. She remained still, eyes closed and face turned upward, allowing me to touch her in any way I pleased. I love that about her. I prefer a woman who just gives in to whatever her lover wants. I’m not saying that Keisha doesn’t get hers, ’cause believe me that body holds a very powerful sexual creature, and she can come at you like a pit bull to get what she wants. However, she has this perfect sense of when to just let me do my thing and that makes my head spin with countless ideas of how to make her sing those cums I feel to my core.

When I met Keisha, one of the first things she told me was that she wasn’t a fan of kissing. I, for one, feel that kissing is one of the finer points of fucking. Kissing is an intimate act, I ain’t about to front on that, but a single kiss, if done right, can make a female part those thighs for you. And right now, Keisha’s breaths were becoming shallow as I gently sucked on her lips, letting the tip of my tongue quickly glide across them. I started to lightly nip them, careful not to bite down too hard, and I felt her thighs press together, my signal that she was getting wet and ready.

Despite wanting to just push her down and spread her open, I also wanted to draw this out as long as I could, and just as I was about to settle in for a little torture, she pulled back.

“You wanna play tag?”

“Excuse me?” I couldn’t have heard right.

“Let’s play tag.”

I sat back on my heels, needing to look at her face to make sure she was serious. She was. “Keisha, baby, seriously…”

“Angel, c’mon, it’ll be fun.” She was already wiggling out from underneath me to get to her feet. “How often can we do silly things like this?”

“Uh, we don’t, ’cause we grown,” I said.

She made a face, but winked. “C’mon, baby, play with me.”

Okay, now she really was losing it. “Keisha, it’s almost midnight and we’re in the middle of the woods. Who, in their right mind, would play tag right now?”

She reached for her K-Swiss, an old beat-up pair that she wouldn’t be caught dead in back in the ’hood, and slipped them on. “Where’s your sense of adventure?”

“I was about to show you before you moved.”

She smiled. “Please, baby? Just indulge me.”

I was already out here complaint free, wasn’t I? That, right there, was some serious indulgence.

I hadn’t answered her and she gave a dramatic sigh, hands on her hips. “Okay, what if I make it interesting for you?”

Hmm. “How?”

She thought for a moment, before a wicked glint came into her eyes. “I’ll strip.”

I chuckled. “Get the fuck outta here.”

“I’m serious.” She was now grinning. “I’ll strip naked right here and then take off. All you gotta do is catch me. That ain’t hard, is it? And if you want, we’ll even play back and forth.”

“You chasin’ me?” I smirked.

“What? You afraid I’ll be better than you?”

I rolled my eyes. “Whateva.”

“Well, what then? Scared? Too dark for ya?”

“Oh, please!” I said sarcastically.

Keisha reached for the hem of her sweater and lifted it slightly, baring her soft stomach. “Don’t tell me you’re gonna punk out on me, Angel. What would your boys say if I told them you were too afraid to chase me in the dark? And naked, at that?”

I stared at her. Well, actually I was staring at the bottom curves of her bare breasts, which she teasingly revealed as she continued to slowly lift her top. I felt my clit twitch at the thought of touching them, getting my hands and mouth on them. Damn, I was aching for her in a serious way.

Her hips swayed provocatively as she pulled the sweater off, dropping it on the blanket. She stood before me, slowly writhing to a melody only she could hear, yet I could see her full hips bumping out the beat in the air. Her large breasts hung freely, moving with her, both nipples tight and hard. I caught myself biting my lip as I watched, and before I knew it I was wondering how long it would take before I could catch her—if I gave in, of course. When I said it was dark, I meant it. In fact, if the slightest bit of cloud cover had hit the moon, I wouldn’t have been able to see my hand in front of my face. But thankfully, I could probably see about a good ten feet problem free, and even if I gave her a slight head start, I could catch her before we got in too far.

“C’mon, Angel baby.” Keisha’s hands found her dark nipples and she gently tugged on them. “You can catch me, right? I mean, your ass hasn’t gotten that old yet.”

And she knew that shit would work. My pride was too high. I grumbled as I got to my feet, pulling off my jersey. (I’d play along, but I wasn’t about to ruin a perfectly good Patriots jersey while up in the mix.)

Keisha’s face lit up at my acceptance and she began tugging down her jeans.

“Leave on your panties,” I said suddenly, eyeing the pale pink cotton thong hugging her most intimate curves. I wasn’t sure why, but I didn’t want her completely naked…yet.

She gave me a sly look as she left them alone, pulling the jeans off her long legs and tossing them on top of the sweater. She stood before me in just her panties and sneakers, looking as fine as she wanted to be, and god help me if she didn’t look as if she were in her element; her ebony skin glowing from the campfire, long limbs ready and taut; even how her hair, which was pulled in a tight ponytail earlier, now had strands that had fallen loose, kissing her cheeks. All she needed was some animal skin and a spear and I’d be at her feet in worship.

I silently appreciated my having had the foresight to wear my battered pair of Tims, before I crouched low, feeling my strap press against my left inner thigh, and shuddering in anticipation. “Ten! Nine! Eight!”

Keisha took off. I watched her slip into the darkness, the last sight of her the jiggling of her ass as she ran away. I took a deep breath to calm myself and finished counting, stretching out the last numbers to give her more time.

“Three! Two! One!” I called before I followed. It was dark as hell. I was rushing through the trees, my eyes darting from side to side to catch sight of her as I maneuvered around rocks and brush, batting branches out of the way. I had assumed I’d be able to find her right off the bat, but as I moved, I realized that  my first instincts were right and it was going to be a helluva task to see anything. The night air was still, the darkness threatening to envelope me indefinitely. We might as well have been playing hide-and-seek. I was trying to think like Keisha, wondering how she’d try to move, when a branch snapped loudly under my boot. I silently cursed and slowed my pace.

As I moved, taking measured breaths, my heart was pounding and I could hear every pulsing thud in my ears. I was stepping gingerly, trying not to make a sound as I listened out for her, knowing that if she was smart, she would be trying to remain low ’cause of her height. I paused by a slim tree with low-hanging branches and squatted, my eyes now adjusting to the darkness. I was hoping to see the moonlight against her skin, but was having no such luck as I peered all around me. I figured I had been moving for almost ten minutes in one direction, and wondered if I should double back, just in case Keisha was purposely staying close to the campsite.

I was about to turn around when something in the air caught my attention. I stopped and inhaled deeply, my lips spreading in a wide grin as I recognized a scent almost as familiar as my own.

“You’re wet, baby girl, I can smell it,” I called out, my clit throbbing behind my dick as I surveyed the area. She was close, I knew it; unless she was so aroused her scent was just lingering in the air. I took a few steps toward the right and heard rustling to my left. I turned my head in time to see a quick blur of pink rush past a couple of trees.

I chuckled as I quickly followed, barely seeing her move ahead of me, but able to hear her quick, excited breaths. No doubt, she was completely worked up. I was right on her tail and able to smell her arousal even more, knowing at this very moment she wanted it just as much as I did. She suddenly made a right turn, and I did the same, knowing exactly where she was headed. I increased my pace, my breaths short as I pumped my arms, willing myself to pull ahead. In a few minutes I broke through the trees and stepped onto one of the hiking trails we often took, this one leading down to a small pond about a mile away. I stepped back into the trees, and quietly counted until I heard her footsteps.

Just as she was about to pass me, I lunged out, my arms looping around her waist, and pulled her close to me.

“Gotcha!” I roared as she struggled in my arms.

“Dammit!” She gasped heavily before accepting a deep kiss from me. I was feeling drunk on the adrenaline that was coursing through me. Keisha fell into me, her arms lacing around my neck as she hungrily returned my kisses while still trying to catch her breath. I relished in the feel of her naked body as my hands glided over her now slightly sweaty skin. I cupped her ass with some force and pulled her tighter against me so she could feel my dick through my jeans.

I pulled my lips away. “You want it?”

“Yes,” she hissed, as her lips reached for mine.

I ducked my head, giving her earlobe a soft flick with my tongue. “How bad do you want it, baby girl?”

“Fuck, I want it bad.”

“What do you want, Keisha?”

She gave a half groan, half whine. “Angel, I want your dick! Please! Now!”

I gave her ass a tight squeeze with both hands before pulling away. Just as she tried reaching for me again, my hand swung out, connecting with an asscheek, the smack echoing around us.

“You’re it!” I smirked before I turned and ran.

“Asshole!” she screamed, but I heard her footsteps behind me.

I stayed on the trail, moving quickly until I was about a quarter of a mile away from camp, before turning left. This part of the woods had trees that grew closer together, and obviously, since there wasn’t a defined path, I had to make my own, holding on to tree after tree for balance as I moved. I forced myself to move faster, as the sound of Keisha’s footsteps started to fade. When I could still see a glimpse of camp far to the right, I darted to the left and crouched low behind a couple of bushes and waited.

After a few minutes of not seeing her, I began to worry, wondering if maybe the path I had taken wasn’t as forgiving to Keisha in her sneakers. But before I could rise to investigate, I heard a branch break to my left. I had to grin. The girl had taken another route, hoping to cut me off as I had done to her earlier. But, of course, she hadn’t anticipated my beating her and hiding out. I watched as she stood still, trying to listen out for me as she searched. She looked absolutely gorgeous. Her body glistened with sweat in the moonlight, her hair a complete and captivating mess, and every breath she took forced her breasts to slightly lift. Damn, I needed to have her pussy wrapped around my dick. She caught sight of camp and gave another hopeless look around before taking a step toward the glow of the campfire.

I jumped out and grabbed her, pulling her hard to me as I kissed the back of her neck.

“I guess we know who’s best, huh?” I taunted as I held her arms to her side.

She couldn’t help but giggle as she squirmed in my grip. “You cheated,” she gasped.

“You wanted to fuck up, so I could catch you again, don’t front,” I pointed out as I took a few steps forward, forcing her to move with me until she stood before a large tree. I placed a hand on her shoulder and forced her down to her knees, facing away from me.

Gasping for breath, Keisha planted both hands on the ground beneath her, her ass high in the air. My movements were quick, and before she knew it, I was behind her, jeans unzipped, dick in hand. I grabbed hold of her panties by the thin strip of fabric in the back, and was about to pull them to the side, when I thought better of it and gave a rough tug, tearing them away from her body. Keisha gave a loud gasp, bucking her hips in anticipation. There was no point in drawing this out, ’cause we were both primed. I pushed into her deeply, my entry the smoothest it’s ever been ’cause of how wet she was. She groaned loudly, pushing back against me, her ass warm against my denim-covered thighs.

I sat back on my heels, getting a good grip on her wide hips as I pulled out to the head and then pushed back in, wanting to give her every inch of me. She was so wet that even in the dark I could see her juices glistening on the dick, and she was making guttural noises every time I entered her. My fingers dug into her flesh as I stepped up the pace, just enough to watch her asscheeks shake with every move we made.

“So, you got your ass caught up, huh?” I asked, giving a cheek a playful swat.

“Shiiit,” she whispered.

“What was that?” I slapped her ass again, a bit harder.

“Dammit, Angel,” she cried out, her ass starting to rotate on my dick.

“What, baby girl?” I asked as I gave her a quick thrust that made her body jump.

“It feels so goooood, fuck.” She let her head fall forward as she quickened her hips.

I weighed my options and decided I wanted to enjoy a show. I stopped moving and removed my hands.

Keisha’s head snapped up and she looked silently back at me.

“Who told you to stop? Keep going.” I gave her ass a hard slap and she whimpered. “Come on, Keisha, move that ass.”

Her eyes met mine for a moment, and I saw the lustful twinkle in them before she began moving her hips. I remained still, keeping my hands at my sides as I watched the woman I love fuck herself on my dick. She was working it like only a sista could, her pussy literally pulling my dick into it as she threw herself back and forth. I was mesmerized by every move she made; how her lower half seemed to have a life of its own and how my body was oh so willing to oblige its manipulations. She suddenly lifted her left leg, and I swear on everything that I am, my dick got sucked in deeper, and I quickly grabbed the leg to balance her as her ass started to ricochet off my body. In this position, I had a perfect view of her pussy greedily consuming my dick and her clit swollen and full, standing away from her body. I pulled her leg back, holding it against me, and reached for that clit, massaging it.

“Sweet Jesus…” Keisha wailed and I watched her fingers dig into the earth. I gently pulled on that slippery nub, feeling it pulsate and knowing she was gonna blow at any moment. I started tapping on one side of her clit, as I resumed moving, keeping her locked in her position.

“Yes, Angel, yes!” she cried as I fucked her. I was slamming into her harder and harder, hearing the slapping sounds of her ass connecting with my body, and I could feel the beginnings of my own cum. I was on a mission to fill and stretch that pussy to the hilt, jabbing her like a piston. She was back to whimpering, only louder this time, every lunge I made causing her entire body to convulse.

Just when I was sure she was ’bout to cum, I let go of her leg and quickly pushed a firm finger into her ass and she hollered, her body seizing and then freezing as she came, the song that I practically live for escaping her lips. I was still working her pussy as my finger dug in deeper, forcing every shudder out of her beautiful body. I bit my lip hard as I silently came, unable to take my eyes off her.

Keisha collapsed on the ground, and I knew that once morning came and she saw all the dirt and bits of leaves in her hair she’d freak, but I couldn’t care less as I carefully pulled out of both her holes and lay beside her. We were both breathing heavily, and I found myself staring up at the night sky again.

“You were right,” she said, still gasping.

“About what?” I turned to look at her and saw that familiar wicked glint in her eyes.

“About not really wanting to be a kid again,” she replied. “’Cause only grown folks can play tag like that.”

All I could do was laugh.
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