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The sun cast long shadows
between the thick wooden slats of the deck railing. I watched
Mother Nature painting a beautiful scene for me in the western sky.
The rich orangy-amber dusk kissed the bottoms of the trees as night
threatened to appear.

I sipped at my wine,
feeling the chill of evening creeping up around me. Waiting for
spring had been torture and I didn’t care if the temperature
was dipping into the low
50s, I was going to enjoy the first day of spring on my deck even
if it killed me. Looking around my neighborhood, it seemed everyone
else had the same idea I did. Children played and neighbors washed
their cars and swept out their garages. The winter hibernation on
Hyacinth Avenue seemed to be over.

The melodic chirping of the
robins perched in my massive sycamore tree was drowned out by the
low rolling rumble of a motorcycle off in the distance. The loud
sound grew even louder; blotting out my thoughts as the shiny
chrome beast came tearing down the street. I watched through my
squinted scowl as a petite figure dressed head to toe in black
leather steered her steel pony into the driveway across the
street.

My newest neighbor was
home.

Olivia Hawthorne, or Ollie
as her friends called her, had moved into the neighborhood six
months ago, and the residents of Hyacinth Ave hadn't stopped
buzzing since. Many assumptions were made about the beautiful,
nearly six-foot-tall woman. Some of them were even
correct.

Ollie was long, lean and
100 percent lesbian. She wore her sexuality proudly, replacing the
stars and stripes that had been a fixture on the old bungalow, with
a bright new rainbow flag. Much to the chagrin of the conservative
elderly neighbors to my right, she was here, she was queer, and we
just had to get used to it. I for one loved it.

My bisexuality had been a
sensitive subject my whole life. It bubbled to the surface now and
then when I was younger, not fully recognized until I hit puberty.
My parents wouldn’t discuss it or even hear of it. Mom thought it
was something I would grow out of when I stopped hanging out with
my “hoodlum friends”. Of course, my sexuality wasn’t something I
grew out of, it just became a secret that was simply not spoken of.
There was something about Ollie that brought all of those old
hidden feelings rising back to the surface. My dirty little secret
popped its head around the closet door whenever she was
around.

Her heavy black boot hit
the smooth cement of her driveway, snapping me out of my daydream.
She took off her helmet, shaking loose the bouquet of long golden
curls she had neatly stuffed inside.

She was fucking
gorgeous.

My stomach fluttered
watching her luscious curves moving fluidly in the tight black
leather. Ollie had an ass that could cut glass. It was so tight, so
perky, so irresistibly delicious. As she walked toward her door, I
imagined that ass up on my chin riding my tongue toward climax. I
bet she tasted like candy, but I honestly had no idea. I had never
actually slept with a woman before.

Just like clockwork, Ron
pulled in the driveway and tore the beautiful girl-on-girl fantasy
from my brain. My boyfriend since college, Ron was like a favorite
pair of shoes. He was reliable, went with practically everything,
and fit so well I couldn’t throw him out. He wasn’t flashy, he was
comfortable, almost too comfortable. Ron never made me feel the way
Ollie did, and that glaring fact kept me up at night.

My need to explore my
lesbian cravings had built up from a small flame to a raging forest
fire. It consumed my every thought and was threatening to destroy
my relationship. I wanted to explore my sexuality to its fullest,
but at the least, I needed to tell Ron the truth. He had no idea
who I really was, and he deserved to know.

Stepping out of his car,
Ron smiled at me warmly and waved at Ollie who was climbing the
steps of her porch. She waved back and shouted a “Hello” at both of
us. My stomach clenched as he answered her greeting with a warm
“why don’t you come over for a beer later?”

“What the fuck is he
doing?” My mind spun trying to imagine
that beautiful creature in my house sharing a beer like it was no
big deal. She was my unicorn, how could he
do this to me? I stared in horror as she
nodded yes and went inside her house. What
did he just do? What the fuck did Ron just do?

“Ron, we can’t have company
over tonight, the place is a mess,” I said in a desperate attempt
for him to reconsider his invitation. I followed him up the stairs
to our bedroom, plopping down in a huff on the end of the
bed.

“The place looks fine, but
if it makes you feel better, we can sit outside. Actually, yeah,
let's get a fire going in the pit,” Ron responded, his face
lighting up at the prospect of building a fire. What was it with
men and fire anyway?

“Whatever,” I sighed,
trying to keep my cool. I had no idea how I was going to survive
the night with Ollie so close. Ron, meanwhile, was on cloud nine.
He loved socializing. He was busy stripping off his clothes to
freshen up after work, and I was busy pouting.

“It will be fun, you’ll
see.” He lobbed back at me happily, stepping into the shower. “Come
on, join me,” Ron said, shooting me a seductive wink as the steam
from the bathroom consumed his naked body.

I reluctantly joined him in
the shower, peeling off the stress of the day. The warm water
greeted me like an old friend, soothing away my worries. I
momentarily stopped panicking about Ollie and tried to breathe. Ron
stood behind me, massaging the knots in my tight shoulders. His
hands felt like heaven on the little balls of stress clawing at my
neck. My eyes fell closed from the exquisite sensation, and Ollie’s
face instantly popped in my mind.

Her full plump lips curled
into a smile as her clothes evaporated into thin air. I imagined
taking her full ample breasts into my hands and kneading their
fleshy goodness between my fingers. My pussy tingled as I
daydreamed, keeping my eyes shut tight as I reached back for
Ron.

His soapy hands smoothed
down from my shoulders to my tits, lathering my creamy mounds as
thoughts of Ollie danced in my skull. I envisioned her opening her
legs for my inquisitive mouth, letting me nibble and taste her
sweet core. I ran a finger over my hungry lips wishing it were her
pussy instead. Just the thought of Ollie was driving me to the
brink.

Ron’s hands grew more
intense as he pressed his cock into the small of my back, the
hardness of girth distracting me from my daydream. I bent over at
the waist, grabbing my ankles while my thoughts stayed firmly
planted with Ollie.

The hot streams of water
splashed against my back as Ron centered himself between my spread
legs. My mind drifted to Ollie modeling a huge strap-on just for
me. As Ron pushed inside me, I pictured her hips thrusting the toy
inside my slit. Moans spilled out of my mouth imagining Ollie
fucking me silly with the long phallic chunk of
silicone.

It filled me, harder,
deeper, more and more, over and over, yes, yes, yes, YES! My body
bucked back into the fullness, the sound of wet smacking flesh
filled the hazy moisture-laden air. My body quaked, screaming out
for a release. I was going to cum, and Ollie was going to take me
there.

“Don’t stop,” I begged,
rearing back hard on Ron’s cock. He happily obliged, pumping away
at my cunt as I climaxed. We collided one last time before we both
came, trembling and jerking against one another’s bodies. His deep
throaty groan snapped me back to reality. It was definitely Ron I
was fucking, and it was absolutely his cum dribbling down the back
of my thigh.

I stood up suddenly,
feeling dizzy from the blood rushing down from my head, yet I had a
moment of clarity. I needed to tell him the truth. Ron absolutely
deserved to know about my sexuality, and I couldn’t hold it back a
second longer.

“Baby, I need to talk to
you about something,” I said matter of factly, reaching for a
towel.

“Oh shit, was it that bad?”
Ron cringed, waiting for the scathing report of his fucking
technique.

“No, the sex was great,
it's not about that. It’s about me,”

“Cara, please tell me this
is not
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