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That morning, Mia woke to find herself in one of her moods: hot, bothered, and craving for a little trouble. 

“Today, I think I'm gonna get me some,” she declared with triumph.

Intent on doing something about it, she called in sick to work. As a reporter for an online news aggregate site, she knew skipping out for even a day would cost her later on. But, today, she just wanted to experience some of the things she had written about first hand. Why should politicians and celebrities be the only ones allowed to have all the kinky fun? 

Having never played hooky before, she found making an impulsive decision like this exhilarating.

Her cell warbled, and her heart leaped into her throat. Was work checking on her fib already?

She picked it up and looked at the call display. She laughed. No, it was Emily, her best friend in the whole world. Mia knew Emily had quite the adventurous side. Maybe she should find out just how adventurous it could be?

“Hey, Emily! Why the early morning call?” she said. “Checking to see if I'm up to some mischief?” She wasn't at the moment, but that was going to change.

“Mia, baby,” Emily said, sounding despondent. “I wish it were true.” Her normally giddy personality was no where to be found this morning.

“What happened?”

“How, it's shitty. Kim's been cheating on me!”

“Oh, my God!” Mia cried out. “What a bitch! What happened?” As she said this Mia was shocked to realize she had slipped her free hand down the front of her pink panties. 

Delightfully moist flesh welcomed her fingers.

Emily had started to cry. “I was cleaning out the front closet, getting ready to move some of the winter wear out of the way. Anyways, I was about to do the same to that big, puffy, blue jacket Kim wears and checked the pockets first.”

She stopped and sniffled loudly.

“Go on,” said Mia. She was slowly rubbing her middle and fore fingers up and down the length of her pussy, enjoying the hot dampness that was spreading down there. She tried to suppress a shudder by biting a corner of her bottom lip.

Emily, oblivious, said, “I found a second cell phone in it.”

“So?”

“So?!” Emily yelled. “It's a secret phone. It had the numbers of all these girls, and naked pictures of them!”

“What a lying whore,” Mia gasped. Her fingers were now moving more vigorously. What had come over her? Was it Emily's voice that was turning her on, or the fact that her friend was now technically single?

“Are you okay?” Emily asked. “Did I catch you at a bad time, or something?” Her voice had pitched higher with annoyance.

“No! Not at all!” said Mia. “Oh, I'm sorry sweetie. This is just so much to take in all of a sudden.” And with that she firmly thrust a finger deep inside herself. She was very hot and slick, just the way she liked it. It took all her effort not to moan out load.

She as being so naughty! Perhaps it had to do with her long dry spell from intimacy. It had been months since she felt the flesh of another person's body on her.

Or in her.

She tried to at least sound consoling. “Have you confronted her, yet?” Rub, rub, rub.

“I sent her a text a few minutes ago. Just said FOUND YOUR OTHER PHONE BITCH, and left it at that. Haven't heard anything back.”

“Well, she probably hasn't seen it yet. Does she work on site today?” Kim was a advertising saleswoman, and her work in the field resulted in her missing phone calls and texts.

“Yeah, I think so. Oh, what do I do now, Mia? I'm afraid of how she'll react!”

Mia had moved her hand up to her mouth, sniffing experimentally. She put a damp finger into her mouth and sucked. She tasted pretty damn good!

She managed to say, “Who cares now! Don't do anything else, especially when she responds. Let that cheating bitch sweat!”

This didn't really make Emily feel any better, and she started to sob. “Oh, this is horrible. I trusted her with all my heart! Now what am I going to do? I feel awful.” 

Mia knew exactly how to comfort her friend and make her feel amazingly better at the same time. Besides, she wanted to hear what Emily thought about her taste, too.

“Emily, honey, I want you to come over here right away. We can talk about this further. I don't want you to be all by yourself today.”

“Oh, that's so kind. But don't you have work to go to?”

Mia had licked her finger, and slid it down the the crack of her butt, between her firm, rounded cheeks. She started to rub herself down there. It tingled at the touch. Can't leave that part of her outta the fun now, could she?

“No worries, I already called in sick. Wanted to do something more constructive with my day, may as well have that be you.” Emily had no clue how constructive that would be!

“Well all right. I need to get my mind off this and I think your company will help. Give me a few minutes to wash up and I'll be over soon as I can.”

Mia was ecstatic. She had now slowly worked her finger. She kept it there, thrusting it in and out with small movements. 

She said, “Great! Don't worry we'll work through this together. After all, what are friends for?”

She hung up, and squealed with joy. This was amazing. She had always fantasized about Emily, and now she had a chance to put those fantasies into action, with the added incentive of making her best friend feel good during a time of need.

No, not just good. Fantastic!

She removed her finger and smelled it.  There was something strangely arousing about doing something so forbidden. Unsure with what to do with herself until Emily arrived she went to the big oak dresser and opened the bottom drawer. Inside was a myriad of exotic toys; Dildos, a vibrator, lubricant and a curl of silk rope.

She grabbed a handful of supplies, and jumped up on the bed, kicking away the covers. Won't be needing those.

Laying down, head comfortably propped up on a pillow so she could watch what she was doing, she spread her legs. She took a squeeze bottle of body oil and squirted some in her hand. It felt warm and silky.

At the foot of the bed, mounted on the wall, was a large mirror which she had positioned there for a reason. She had entertained herself with it many times, either by herself, or with company. (And with company was always the most thrilling!)

She watched herself now, from a wonderfully delicious angle. Then, with slow purpose, she began to smear the oil onto her body. Up and down her flat tummy, along the inside of her firm thighs, but staying away from her pussy.

At least for now!

Her breasts were full and perky, and she made sure to rub them over completely. She squeezed them together, enjoying the feel of them. She pinched each nipple and was thrilled at getting them so erect. Leaning forward she took the left one in her mouth, and licked it over playfully. Then she did the same with the right, this time sucking in as much of her own breast into her mouth as she could, flicking the nipple repeatedly with her tongue.

She let it out, with a audible pop, smiling at the beautiful red ring on her flesh it created.

Getting more excited she took the vibrator with one hand, and used her other to rub her pussy. She had a waxing job done earlier in the week and she loved the feel of her bare skin.  Wiggling her fingers back and forth, enjoying the wet sound her pussy created, she turned on the vibrator.

She ran the vibrator over her chest and breasts, feeling its mechanical sensation, and ran it around each nipple. Then she guided it slowly down her flat stomach, past her belly button (she had an inny!), and through the small trim triangle of pubic hair.

As it crested her pubic bone she shuddered with anticipation.

Then her cell phone rang.

Dropping the vibrator in alarm, she was suddenly awash with a feeling of guilt. The ringing brought her back into reality. This time, the display showed it was work.

“Uh, oh,” she said. Should she answer? If she didn't they might get suspicious. If she was really sick she should be home, by the phone. But if she didn't answer now, they would probably call back later, and that's when she was planning on entertaining Emily. All of Emily.

Best to deal with them now. She answered it.

“Mia! You're alive.” It was Frank, her boss. “How are you feeling? I heard you had called in sick and thought I should check on you, and see how you were doing.”

“I'm not feeling to great, Frank,” she said. He was checking in on her, alright. But not with genuine concern. She made a pathetic attempt at sounding ill. “I hope it's only a 24 hour thing. I'd like to get back to work as we both know the work won't do itself.” As opposed to her doing herself.

“Yeah, of course. Of course,” he said. “Hey, what's that sound? Is that some sort of interference?” 

Mia balked. It was the vibrator! It was making its high pitched sound. She fumbled for it, but the oil on her hands made it slip out.

“Oh, that's nothing. Just the TV,” she managed to grab it and flick it off. She couldn't help but feel a little disappointed.

“Look, if you need anything. Anything at all to help you feel better, just let me know. I can be over in a flash.” He sounded like he was grinning from ear to ear.

Mia shuddered. Frank was short, fat, bald, and always smelled like potatoes. And, yet, that didn't stop her from shamelessly hitting on her, and every other female in the office. He had even groped her on several occasions; at the Christmas party, the Halloween party, the Thanksgiving party. Heck, anytime there was a party he'd guzzle enough alcohol to work up the courage to fondle the local
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