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  INTRODUCTION


  This book is a celebration of all things boi, butch and masculine-of-center, in those who include lesbian as a part of their identities. These are stories of people we love, and people we are, who put their own personal spins on the gender spectrum. Bois who like girls, bois who like bois, bois who like both; those who don’t label themselves boi or butch at all but can’t stand to wear a skirt; screw-the-binary free spirits of many flavors. Cool bois, hot bois, swaggering bois, shy bois, leather bois, flannel bois, butch daddies and the femmes and mommas and tops and bottoms and even girls next door who wouldn’t have them any other way.


  Writers always blow me away with the variety in their stories, and the twenty here are no exception. Some are from a boi’s point of view, some from a femme’s, some from a seasoned butch’s. Some deal with youthful self-discovery and others with finding your inner butch later in life. The settings range from a charming English garden and an equally charming (if greasy) English car-repair garage, to a racing sailboat, to quiet forests and rushing cities and dimly lit bedrooms where the rest of the world might as well not exist. A couple of pieces take us back through time, to a Regency drawing room and an old-school, pre-Stonewall lesbian blue-collar bar, but most could be taking place just yesterday, or today, or tomorrow.


  And, of course, all these stories give us a charge of steamy, explicit sex that develops naturally out of all the elements in the story. The action may be kinky, or hard-edged, or sweet, or passionately emotional—or even blends of those that you wouldn’t have thought possible—but whatever turns you on, or cuts deep, or sparks your wildest fantasies, if these writers don’t push the buttons you already have, maybe they’ll hook you up with some new ones. Gender has no boundaries, and neither does lust.


  Sacchi Green

  Amherst, MA


  ONLY PINUP


  Gigi Frost


  She is my only pinup. Half-asleep in the morning, I roll over to watch her dress, enjoying every stage, boxer briefs tight around her thighs, bra or binder showing her strong shoulders, over that a white undershirt, the way she walks around with her jeans undone while she puts on deodorant and buttons her shirt.


  She is my only pinup, sprawled on my bed, hands behind her head, grinning up at me. She is the strongest, the softest, the only one I want. I love kissing her powerful back, her sharp curving hip bones. I can’t stop grabbing her butt whenever I am behind her, in the kitchen when she’s washing dishes, or just walking down the hall.


  There are girls like me everywhere, pretty office workers pouring out onto downtown streets in pencil skirts and heels, interns with long shiny hair at the State House, models half-naked on billboards, every blockbuster movie populated by virgins and whores. If she wants a little eye candy, all she has to do is open her eyes.


  My type is butch, or transmasculine, et cetera. And they do catch my eye sometimes, salt-and-pepper butches at the co-op bundled in flannel and fleece, sporty dykes in Provincetown, walking the streets in cargo shorts and polo shirts, their hair sticky with wax. But you won’t find my type baring their skin to sell Skittles or shaving cream. If I want to look at a handsome pair of arms, or the hidden curve of a strong chest, well, I’m lucky I have my very own pinup right here in my bedroom, getting dressed.


  She is my only pinup. I joke about making a calendar, six months of her in a binder and boxer briefs in different colors, three months in a sports bra and jeans, three months in a shirt and tie, maybe a sweater vest for variety.


  When we watch movies, she watches the men, their clothes, their hair, their bodies. Walking down the street, she’ll grab my arm. “He’s so tall!” “Did you see his jacket?” I turn my head, but the object of this admiration, envy or wonder is halfway down the block. “I didn’t notice,” I mumble. If anything, I notice women, their colors, their accessories, their posture.


  In the country of men, she is a foreign exchange student with a visa and I don’t even have a passport. She is writing a doctoral thesis and I don’t speak the language. I never needed to, never wanted to. I am an admirer of this masculinity, I don’t need to embody it.


  She is my only pinup, my butch and my top. Her desire to fuck me is an electrical current that charges and changes us both. I don’t need to fuck her in the same way. I don’t have that energy coursing through me that makes we want to take her, own her.


  When I fuck her it’s sweet, silly, gentle, so different from how she tops me, with that scary look that melts me, makes me arch my back and throw my hands up over my head.


  The first time she let me touch her chest, it was morning. She asked me to look away while she took off her binder, then crawled under the sheet, pulled it up to her chin like a child afraid of monsters who will snatch anything left uncovered. She let me touch her back. The sheets, the walls, her skin, all pale, reflected the sunlight that poured in and we were late for work again, like we always were that summer.


  I kissed her neck, the freckles behind her ears, and she said, coy like a femme, “I have freckles on my back, too.” I kissed the bone ridges of her spine, the sheet still pulled up to her waist. We rolled over together, skin to skin like some mad ballet, and there is nothing, nothing, like chests and nipples touching. Especially when I had wondered if it would ever happen.


  We’d talked about someday, talked about how she dreamed of lying topless on the beach, but I thought it would be months, years, before she’d let me touch her chest. I would stroke her belly while we cuddled and sometimes she asked me to massage under the elastic band of her sports bra where her skin was sore and constricted. Gradually, we were getting closer to something we both knew we wanted. Later, I joked it only took me six months to get to second base.


  After that day she gradually got more comfortable. Soon she had a new pinup pose, on her back, chest bare with her hands behind her head, grinning up at me.


  And then, just a few weeks later, we woke up on another morning, kissing and touching, and she asked me to fuck her.


  Warm skin against skin, my mouth everywhere, on her cunt, my hands cupping her hip bones, grasping her breasts. I kissed from the hollow of her breast up to her chin and back down again. She pushed the pillows up over her head, arched her back and let me in.


  Right before I enter her there’s always a little hesitation, looking both ways, peering around the corner. But then—the long slow entrance, and she is so ready for me, keeps opening and I add another finger, and another. She keeps arching up, trying to get close enough to kiss me, but I want to go deeper, so I push her back down.


  I love seeing the silhouette of her buzzed head against the pillow. Fucking her like this I get a taste of the power she wields over me, but I get self-conscious, I need her to tell me what feels right, I need us both to laugh when I all but do a back bend to reach the lube, which has of course rolled under the bed.


  I love how wet she gets, just from making out, just from thinking about fucking me, about hurting me. I lean over her, kissing, grinding, and she tells me that she wants everything, wants to flip me over and fuck me at the same time that she also wants to get fucked. If she can’t decide, I’ll decide for her.


  “Don’t go getting all fierce just yet,” I say, and push her over onto her back.


  This is love, and passion, and trust, and I get to look all I want while she comes on my hand.


  A FRESH START


  Melissa Mayhew


  Bob lay on her back on the creeper, looking up at the underside of a car that, in her view, should have been consigned to the great scrapyard in the sky long ago. Grimly, she applied the socket and bar and exerted all her muscle power to the bottom ball joint. If it didn’t budge soon, she was going to burn the damn thing off. Grunting, she forced her weight against it. It didn’t budge.


  “Come on, you bastard,” she muttered under her breath, levering the bar hard. She felt the sweat running down her face, the strain in her muscles and then, finally, she felt a tiny movement as years of muck and rust gave way and it began to turn.


  She relaxed, catching a breath. This bloody wreck was going to be the death of her. But the owner loved it, and despite the expense, insisted on the garage keeping it on the road, no matter what.


  “Bob, kettle’s on,” she heard Ed shout across the noise of the workshop.


  “Okay, coming,” she called.


  “Lucky cow.”


  She heard a burst of male laughter, and grinned. As the only girl in the workshop, she was often the butt of male colleagues’ jokes, but she gave as good as she got, and they were all close friends who’d known each other for years.


  Not that it was true, she thought, her smile fading. It had been a bloody long time since she’d got lucky. Not since Lauren had left, five years before, in fact. Since then, she hadn’t much bothered with romance, but now and again she missed it.


  Sighing, she emerged from the underside of the car, wiping the sweat from her forehead, and went to get her tea.


  The bell on the customer counter rang just as she picked up her mug. Damn. As a small garage, they didn’t have a receptionist, and anyone who was available went to serve when customers came in.


  Wiping her hands on her boiler suit, she walked through to the customer area and saw a look of surprised relief wash across the pretty elfin features of the small brunette who stood waiting. Bob smiled easily. It wasn’t uncommon for female customers to feel intimidated in the largely male environment of the garage, and she often helped to put them at ease.


  “Hi. Can I help you?”


  The brunette looked sheepishly into her eyes. “I hope so. My car’s making a weird noise. I’ve no idea…” She trailed off.


  “Okay. Why don’t you have a seat, and we’ll take a look at it. Do you have the keys?”


  “Oh. Yes.” The woman slid a voluminous handbag from her shoulder, and raked through it. Bob laughed. “Looks like you’ve got the kitchen sink in there.”


  The woman grimaced. “Just about literally. I’m just moving into the area. Basically, all my worldly goods are in the car, and this bag.”


  Bob nodded, thinking how very sexy the woman was, with her smooth, dark hair, soft, curvy figure and small, slender hands.


  “You’ve landed a job near here?”


  “Uh-huh. Research assistant at the university. I only got the job last week, but they wanted me to start straightaway, so here I am. I’ve had to rent a house I’ve never even seen—some place nearby called Tanfield Village.”


  Bob started. “Oh! You must have rented the old Mill House.”


  The woman’s eyes widened. “How did you—?”


  “ESP?”


  The woman blushed. “You wouldn’t want to read my mind.”


  Bob’s eyebrows rose. “No?”


  She laughed nervously. “I wouldn’t want to shock you.”


  “Sweetheart, that’s highly unlikely.” The endearment came naturally, unexpectedly, and for a moment, the two women looked at each other, a thousand unspoken thoughts swirling between them.


  Bob cleared her throat, striving for normality. “I live in Tanfield. It’s a small village, and that’s the only place up for rent just now. It’s a nice house, you’ll like it.”


  “Oh! We’ll be neighbors, then?”


  “Mmm-hmm.”


  “In that case I’ll introduce myself. I’m Ellie.”


  “Bob. Good to meet you.”


  Bob looked into Ellie’s pretty blue eyes and wondered if the color deepened when she was aroused. She could just imagine peeling off that fluffy little sweater, revealing the rounded curves of Ellie’s breasts, stroking the vulnerable tenderness of her stomach, hearing sighs and groans as her work-hardened hands slid across smooth skin lower to soft, moist warmth. Would she taste as good as she looked? Bob felt her stomach clench at the thought. Hell, she loved the scent and taste of an aroused woman, to bury her head—


  The door banged as another customer walked in. Bob jolted back to the present, shocked. Hell, what was she thinking? She was at work, for goodness sake. Not only that, she never, ever flirted with customers; it was a recipe for disaster.


  She frowned as she looked at Ellie’s head, lowered now as she rummaged in her handbag. Had Ellie guessed what she was thinking? Had she embarrassed her? She didn’t want Ellie to feel awkward around her, especially if they were going to be neighbours.


  Ellie looked up, smiling. “Found them,” she said, handing the keys over, but her tone was brittle, and Bob noticed that she wouldn’t meet her eyes. Shit.


  “If you’ll take a seat, I’ll get your car looked at,” Bob said, politely, and watched as Ellie turned and sat down. Forcing a smile to her face, she turned to greet the other customer.


  Ellie hadn’t been joking about the kitchen sink, Bob discovered ten minutes later as she reversed the little Auris over a bay. The back was so full of stuff that you couldn’t see out of the rear window.


  As she maneuvred the car she listened to a rhythmic knocking in the engine. A pound to a penny, the suspension arm bush had gone. And if that was the case, Ellie wasn’t going anywhere, as they’d have to order the part in overnight and fit it the next day.


  Half an hour later, Bob’s diagnosis was confirmed. Ellie’s face, when Bob told her, was a picture of dismay. “I don’t believe this,” she muttered. “Could anything else go wrong this week?”


  “You’ll be on the move again tomorrow,” Bob said reassuringly.


  “Yes, but I wanted to get settled in tonight. All my stuff’s in the back.” Her shoulders slumped. “Never mind,” she sighed, pulling a mobile phone out of her pocket. “You don’t happen to have the number of a local taxi firm, do you?”


  Bob hesitated. It was nearly five, and she was due to finish. She could easily give her a lift.


  The offer was made before Bob had time to process the wisdom of it. She watched an expression of thanks and relief cross the pretty face. “Really? That would be great.”


  Half an hour later, Bob’s estate car was loaded with Ellie’s belongings, and they set off along the pretty country roads toward the village.


  “I had no idea it was so lovely around here,” Ellie exclaimed as they drove along the country lanes lined with pink dog roses and creamy white cow parsley.


  Bob nodded, trying to ignore the subtle allure of Ellie’s floral scent. “It’s a good location. Close enough to the city for work, but far enough away from the madding crowd.”


  Ellie looked at her, surprised. “Madding? You like Thomas Hardy?”


  “Sure. I prefer his poetry to his prose, though. You?”


  “Oh, yes. I love both.”


  They drew up outside the Mill House. Bob turned to look at her. “You didn’t expect a mechanic to read Hardy?”


  Ellie’s eyes widened. “Well, I…”


  Bob grinned. “You’ll find I don’t conform to much. I just do what suits me. I love mechanics, I love reading, I love…” She broke off, looking away. “Well, I am who I am.”


  Ellie stared at her. “I am surprised,” she admitted. “Not because you’re a mechanic, but because very few people read Hardy these days, especially his poetry.”


  “You have.”


  “Well, yes. But then—”


  “Then what?”


  “Well, it’s my job. That’s what I do. I’m a researcher in English.”


  * * *


  The Mill House delighted Ellie, who exclaimed in delight at the period features, the gorgeous view of the river and the pretty cottage garden. Following a tour of the house, Bob helped her unload the contents of the car into the drawing room.


  “Good grief, I’m done in,” said Ellie as they hauled in the last box. Sitting on top of it, she stretched, wiped a limp strand of hair from her face and then laughed at the sight of Bob. “You don’t look like you’ve even broken into a sweat!”


  Bob shrugged, avoiding Ellie’s eyes. With her job, she used her muscles every day and carrying in a few boxes was hardly an effort. But seeing Ellie sitting there like that, sweaty and rumpled, had her on the rack. She wanted to go over there, lay her back over the box, pull off her jeans and—


  Bob turned abruptly and headed for the door. “I’ll leave you to it. If you like I’ll pick you up tomo—”


  She stiffened as Ellie jumped off the box and caught hold of her arm. “Bob? Wait. What is it? What’s wrong?”


  Bob felt her muscles clench at the light touch; she couldn’t help it. She jerked away, raking a frustrated hand through her short, dark hair. She could smell Ellie’s perfume and the musky scent of her sweat, and her stomach clenched. “Ellie, nothing’s wrong. I just have to go.”


  “Bob, please. Let me at least treat you to something to eat to say thanks for helping me. Didn’t I see a pub just along the road?”


  Bob shut her eyes. She could tell how much Ellie wanted her to stay. She should take her to the pub, and introduce her to some of the locals, help her to make friends. It was just that it was so damn hard to be around her, feeling so aroused that she was caught on a knife-edge of pleasure and pain. She didn’t even know if Ellie was straight, gay, or somewhere in between, and she had no intention of coming on to someone who might be horrified by an approach.


  “Ellie…”


  “Bob…”


  They both paused, then Ellie said diffidently, “Bob, can I talk to you frankly? I know I haven’t known you long, but I feel like I have.”


  Bob turned warily, folding her arms. “What is it?”


  Ellie moved to look out of the window, her body tense. “Earlier, I said this week couldn’t get much worse.”


  “Yes.”


  “My boyfriend split up with me.”


  Bob felt her stomach plummet. Ellie was straight. End of story. “More fool him,” she said, roughly. “He’d have to be crazy to give up a girl like you.”


  Ellie shook her head. “Not really. I… I…” She turned to face Bob, her eyes anguished. “He left me because…because I’m rubbish in bed.”


  For a moment, Bob’s face went blank as a hundred thoughts vied for attention in her head. Finally, she asked, “Why?”


  “Why am I rubbish at it?”


  Bob nodded.


  Ellie blushed. “I could never fancy him,” she said in a low voice. “He was a nice guy but I just didn’t…like it. I tried, because I wanted not to be…” She broke off, staring at her feet.


  Bob’s jaw clenched. “Just tell me,” she said.


  “I wanted not to be attracted to women.”


  “But you are?”


  “Y-yes. I… I’m attracted to you.”


  Bob closed her eyes, feeling torn. She knew that it had taken a good deal of courage and trust for Ellie to confide in her. But if she let Ellie get close, she risked getting hurt again, and last time had been bad enough. Her jaw firmed. For five years, she’d lived like a nun. Perhaps it was time to take a risk.


  “Come here,” she said.


  Ellie looked relieved but nervous. Bob could see the tension in her small frame, and rolled her eyes. “You can calm down,” she said, dryly. “If you think I’m about to make love to you after a hard day’s work dressed in an oily boiler suit, you’ve got another thing coming.”


  “Oh.” Ellie relaxed visibly.


  “How about we go to my place, so I can have a shower and get changed? Then the pub for a meal. After that, we’ll see how it goes. There’s no need to rush anything. I’ve waited five years, I can wait a bit longer if need be.”


  “Five years?”


  “It’s been a long time. I don’t take casual lovers.”


  Ellie flushed. “I don’t think this would be casual,” she murmured.


  “No. I don’t think it would be, either.”


  “So, where’s your place?”


  “Ah.” Bob paused. “Well, actually, it’s next door.”


  Bob left Ellie browsing the bookshelves in the study and went upstairs to shower and change into her usual black jeans, black shirt and leather jacket, with a low-slung belt circling her narrow hips. The style suited her tall, boyish figure and her casual approach to life.


  She picked up her wallet, went downstairs, and found Ellie sitting at the kitchen table browsing through a book of poems. Ellie’s eyes widened as she walked in.


  “What is it?”


  “You look different in normal clothes.”


  Bob frowned. “Different?”


  “Tough. Powerful. Sexy.”


  “Sounds scary. Want to back out?”


  “No!”


  “Well then, let’s go. Tough, powerful, sexy women need to keep their energy up, you know.”


  They enjoyed excellent roast beef and a very good real ale, and sat chatting by the fire afterward. Bob was pleased to see Ellie relax and laugh.


  Finally, they walked home. Bob slung a casual arm around Ellie’s shoulders. Ellie hesitated, then slowly stretched her own arm around Bob’s back, to rest a hand at her waist.


  They reached the house. “I know it’s a little soon to ask this, but would you like to come in with me?” Bob asked softly, looking into Ellie’s wide eyes.


  Slowly, Ellie nodded. Taking her trembling hand, Bob led her inside. “I’m going to take you to my bedroom. Okay?” she murmured.


  A sharp, jerky nod. The lady looked like she was suffering from an extreme case of nerves. Bob led her upstairs. She was going to have to make Ellie relax somehow, or this was going to be a disaster.


  The bedroom, with its cream walls and neutral shades of taupe and chocolate brown, was lit only by the glow of a small bedside lamp. Bob sat on the large, soft bed and patted the counterpane beside her. “Sit down,” she invited.


  Ellie sat.


  “I thought perhaps we could talk first,” Bob said mildly.


  Ellie’s eyes flew to hers. “Okay.”


  “Have you ever done anything at all with a woman before?”


  “No.”


  “Well, you don’t have to do anything now, either, if you don’t want to.” Bob rested her hand on Ellie’s. “If you’re not ready, we can wait. Don’t beat yourself up about it.”


  Ellie flushed. “I really want to do this with you. I’m just afraid that…”


  “What?”


  “I told you. I’m no good in bed. What if I disappoint you?”


  Bob grimaced. So that was what all the nerves were about. She should have realized.


  “Sweetheart, all I want you to do is relax. Leave everything to me.”


  Bob stood up. She slung her leather jacket over the edge of the bedroom chair and turned to face the tense figure perched on her bed. “Lie down,” she commanded.


  Ellie hesitated, and then did as she was told. Bob knelt on the bed and gently pulled off Ellie’s shoes. “Do you like having your feet rubbed?”


  “Y-yes.”


  “Good.”


  Bob began to massage her feet with firm fingers, rubbing the arches and caressing the toes. She kept going until she saw Ellie’s slim body relax against the soft pillows, and then let her hands drift slowly upward to massage the soft denim encasing her calves. Ellie’s eyes fluttered shut as she absorbed the relaxing sensations, and gradually Bob slid her hands up toward her knees and then onto her thighs. The bedroom was quiet except for their soft breathing, as Bob parted Ellie’s legs and slid her hands slowly upward toward her inner thighs. There she paused, massaging the fabric, knowing it would be rubbing and teasing the sensitive regions between Ellie’s legs. She heard Ellie’s breathing quicken, felt the instinctive undulating movements of her hips and smiled.


  Stroking the fabric in slow, teasing circles, she watched as Ellie’s movements became more abandoned, her flush deepening. Finally, Ellie opened her eyes.


  “Please,” she whispered.


  “Please what?”


  “I’m so close.”


  Bob reached up and stroked her hair. “Take off your jeans,” she said huskily.


  Ellie’s eyes widened, and then hurriedly she pulled them off.


  “Good girl. Now lie back.”


  Ellie lay back, trembling.


  “Open your legs.”


  Slowly, Ellie let them fall open.


  “Wider.”


  Biting her lip, Ellie complied.


  She was wearing pretty little white panties, and Bob could see the damp patch and smell the musky scent of her arousal.


  “My, my,” she said gently, running a teasing finger over the damp cotton, “aren’t we aroused.”


  “Oh!” Ellie flushed scarlet, and went to close her legs. Quickly, Bob caught her knees. “No, sweetheart. Keep them open for me. Sit up and take off your sweater.”


  Lightly, Bob tickled across the white cotton. Ellie bucked and squealed, and then struggled out of her sweater to reveal a white lacy bra.


  Casually, Bob reached up and pulled down the delicate bra cups, exposing the creamy swell of Ellie’s breasts. She watched as the cool night air made the nipples pucker and tighten, and then ran a work-roughened thumb gently over one sensitive tip. Ellie cried out, arching. Her breath came in short panting gasps as Bob moved her hands to stroke lightly around the blushing areolas, her drifting fingers never quite straying to the aching, wanting nipples.


  Ellie felt a flood of wet warmth soak her panties and twisted helplessly. But the light pressure of Bob’s fingers kept on tormenting and circling until Ellie was bathed in sweat. Only then did Bob stretch out her long, slim body beside her and lower herself to take one soft, rounded breast into her mouth.


  Ellie gasped as she felt for the first time the gentle suckle of a warm woman’s mouth. Bob’s tongue stroked and swirled softly around the nipple, and then, at Ellie’s abandoned response, stiffened to rasp firmly against the sensitive flesh.


  Ellie, crying out, clutched at Bob’s head, pressing it to her breast.


  “Please! Oh, Bob, please…”


  And then she felt Bob reach down into her wet panties, stroking strong, powerful fingers between her pussy lips, to slide smoothly inside her.


  The feeling of Bob’s powerful hand massaging her inside, whilst her demanding mouth suckled on her breast, sent Ellie spiraling. She was dimly aware of Bob raising herself onto her elbow, and then the hand in her panties moved so that even as the fingers worked their magic the heel of the hand pressed hard against her clitoris.


  Sensation blossomed as Ellie squirmed, crying out, stretching her legs wide open to bear down on Bob’s hand. Her breasts ached, her pussy throbbed. She sobbed in torment as the powerful surge of impending orgasm roiled, and then suddenly Bob reared up, holding her down with one powerful hand whilst the other massaged her inside and out with a fierce pressure in quick, circular movements that sent Ellie screaming in drenched abandon straight over the edge.


  Afterward, Bob pulled an exhausted, trembling Ellie into her arms.


  “I never knew…”


  “Shh. It’s okay. Go to sleep.”


  “But what about you?”


  “It doesn’t matter. Get some rest, honey.”


  Bob watched as Ellie slid helplessly into sleep in her arms, and smiled tenderly, stroking the hair back from her face. It had been good for her, and Bob felt an overwhelming sense of satisfaction that the first, crucial time had gone well. Ellie was an amazing woman. Bob’s gut tightened at the memory of her passion and she shifted restlessly, her own body aching with need.


  But whilst Ellie had enjoyed being touched by a woman, she had not yet confronted the reality of touching another woman’s body. It was possible she wouldn’t like it. Especially with her, Bob thought, bleakly.


  She remembered Lauren’s wounding words as she’d left with a petite, pneumatic blonde on her arm. “Look at you. You’re more a man than a woman,” she’d sneered. “I want a womanly woman.”


  Well, if there was one thing she would never be, it was a womanly woman. Her body was tall, slim, muscular, closer to the ideal body shape for a man. Her instinctive outlook and approach to life could broadly be described as masculine. She couldn’t change that. Would Ellie, like Lauren, leave her for a softer, curvier, more feminine lover? The thought of another rejection sliced into her, and she winced inwardly.


  Sighing, she pulled a comforter over them both. She’d just have to hope for the best. Dropping a tired kiss on Ellie’s hair, she closed her eyes, breathed in the warm, musky scent of the pretty, feminine body next to her, and went to sleep.


  Two hours later, she awoke abruptly, flinching at the unexpected sensation of someone touching her.


  “Bob! Bob, it’s me. Ellie.”


  “Oh!” Bob subsided back against the pillow with a sigh. Sleep-dazed, she mumbled without thinking, “Sorry. I’m not used to being touched.”


  There was a moment’s silence. Then Ellie said warily, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have…”


  “I said I wasn’t used to it, not that I minded.” Stretching out her arm, she pulled in Ellie by her side and kissed her hair, drowsily. Ellie laid her head on Bob’s shoulder.


  “Bob?” she whispered.


  “Mmm?”


  “What you did earlier was amazing. But…”


  “But…?”


  “But I want to touch you, too.”


  Sleep fled in an instant, the tension in Bob’s body unmistakable.


  Ellie sat up, and looked into her lover’s evasive eyes. “What’s the matter?”


  “Nothing.”


  “Don’t lie to me. What’s wrong?”


  For a moment there was silence. Then Bob said, flatly, “You’ve never touched a woman. You might not like it. And my body”—she paused, then went on with difficulty—“it’s not like yours. Yours is curvy, soft, delicious. Mine is harder, more muscular. Not…so attractive.”


  Ellie looked at her, aghast. “You’re worried I don’t find your body attractive?” Bob’s eyes slid away from hers. “Or perhaps,” Ellie said quietly, “you don’t think anybody would find it attractive.”


  Bob winced, and Ellie’s eyes narrowed. “Five years since you last had a lover. Is that how long you’ve believed that?”


  The silence stretched.


  Ellie swallowed hard on a surge of protective fury. Some bitch had really done a number on Bob, but she was damned if she was going to let her continue to think of herself as unattractive. Rubbish lover or not, she was going to show Bob exactly how attractive she found her.


  “Well, there’s only one way to show you how I feel, isn’t there?” said Ellie, finally. “Will you let me touch you?”


  Bob swallowed. There was nothing she wanted more than to have Ellie touch her, but the memory of Lauren’s harsh words was ringing in her ears. Finally, she forced herself to reply. For better or worse, she needed to know if Ellie could accept her body.


  “I…yes.”


  Ellie expelled a harsh breath. “Thank you,” she breathed.


  Bob felt Ellie’s hand go to her shirt, and flinched involuntarily. Ellie froze, and then leaned over to look into her wary eyes. “Bob, would you mind if we kissed first?’” she asked.


  “No.”


  Slowly, Ellie lowered her head and pressed what she hoped was a reassuring kiss onto Bob’s lips. She felt them part beneath her own, and then the heat rose in her and she thrust her arm under Bob’s neck and lifted up her head to kiss her with all the pent-up power and passion this woman kindled in her. Beneath her mouth, she heard Bob gasp, and then she thrust her tongue inside and kissed her with a ferocity and intensity born partly of an overwhelming fury that someone could have hurt Bob, and partly out of a desperate need to show how desirable she found her.


  As she kissed her, Ellie used her free hand to undo the buttons of Bob’s shirt, and then slid it inside to caress her small, firm breasts. Under her mouth, Bob groaned as
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