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Beth Taylor dug around in her garden, the
brick buildings stood silently over her, great companions in a
noisy world. Her silence was interrupted by a click from somewhere
above her, eye traced the sound.

Perched on a fire escape, crouched with a
camera a willowy, red haired man snapped pictures across towards
another building.

“Excuse me!” Beth called to the man.

The red-haired man ducked inside an open
window off of the escape.

Beth lived up a flight from where the man had
been perched; she scanned the windows and thought maybe he had been
paparazzi spying on an upcoming artist. That would make sense with
all of the artists that live around her.

Beth walked out her apartment door, the lanky
red-haired man walked past her, his gray overcoat flapped in the
breeze.

Beth ran up next to him, he turned to look at
her and made a dash for it, she ran behind him, but suddenly got
blindsided by someone.

From out of nowhere, a door had opened and
Eva had stepped from her building, directly into the path of
Beth.

Beth was first to get to her feet, at first,
she wanted to continue her chase, but knelt at Eva’s side. The two
women stood at each other’s side and brushed the dust from their
clothes.

“I’m Beth by the way.” Beth smiled at
Eva.

“Thank you, I’m Eva.

They shook hands.

Beth surveyed Eva for any injuries, Eva was
about the same height as her, skinny with large breasts packed into
a tight halter type.

Eva smiled at Beth, grateful for her help,
even after she had run her down.

“What was that all about?” asked Eva. Eva
started to walk, her movement triggered Beth to walk at her side
and answer the question.

“There was this red headed man, I had seen on
the fire escape taking pictures at the building.” Beth paused.

“Actually, it was the building you came out
of.” Beth finished.

“My building? Why on earth would he be taking
pictures?” said Eva, she stopped, her fingers stroked the curve
between the connection of collar bones.

“Would you like some coffee or tea?” Eva
blurted out at Beth.

“I have an appointment soon, but sure, for a
few minutes.” replied Beth.

There were a couple dried paint spots on Eva’
elbows, that Beth figured she couldn’t see.

The ladies sat down in a booth, waited for a
waitress.

Eva watched Beth’s small, pert boobs bunch
together as Beth leaned over with crossed arms. Not to seem so
obvious, Eva bit her lip and crossed her legs.

“You’re a painter?” asked Beth. Eva looked
puzzled, but Beth pointed at Eva’s elbow.

She nodded after twisting her arm to see the
dried paint.

“For a while now, but I still work part time
here and there. I do alright.”

An awkward silence interrupted the
connection, until the waitress brought them both tea.

Beth’s phone vibrated, a text to let her know
the meeting was cancelled.

“I guess I am free now.” Both ladies
nodded.

With her head tilted, Eva reached out and
rolled the bracelet on Beth’s wrist, her fingers lingered more on
her skin than the jewelry.

It was a surprise to have her new friend
touch her so freely, Beth smiled with no explanation behind the
bracelet. In fact, Beth was a bit surprised that in return, she
curled her fingers slightly when Eva slid her fingers from her
wrist, over her palm. For a split second, a tiny spark formed,
similar to static on a carpet.

“This man?” Eva said.

“I believe I’ve seen him lurking around.” She
finished and sipped her tea.

“Maybe I should call the police.” Beth said,
her eyes cast down to the table.

Neither woman added on to the conversation
and the fell silent.

“Would you like to see my work?” asked
Eva.

Beth nodded excitedly and they made their
back to Eva’s.

Inside Eva’s tiny studio apartment, her
living space was a small kitchen area, bed and a bathroom. The rest
of her space was occupied by canvas, finished work and a couple
painting in progress.

Eva closed the door behind them and let Beth
take it all in. One of the windows was open, a warm breeze carried
fresh air into the space.

“What’s your creative process like?” Beth
asked, her arms crossed, while her eyes looked everywhere.

Eva rushed to a work in progress, she took
her halter top off and let her pants drop to the floor, she was
nude and ready to show her painting skills.

A bit shocked at how freely Eva shed her
clothes, Beth stared at the tight curvy body of her friend.

“Oh, I didn’t explain. I don’t feel creative,
when I’m trapped in clothing. It stifles my spirit.” Eva explained
to the wide-eyed Beth.

Beth worked her way over to her naked friend,
but her mind lost interest in the art and she didn’t consider
herself a lesbian, but there was an attraction.

Eva grabbed Beth’s hand and led her to a rug,
sat her down cross legged facing her.

“Breathe.” Eva instructed Beth.

Her mind was cluttered with the chaos, but
Beth closed her eyes. She felt hands tug at her shirt, Beth opened
her eyes, Eva’s heat was close. At first, Beth resisted, but gave
in and let Eva pull her shirt off.

Eva took Beth’s pants off, repositioned her
in a cross-legged seated position. Their knees touched, Beth
listened to Eva’s instruction, inhaled deeply, exhaled deeply.

Her wrists were encircled by delicate
fingers, raised and place on soft mounds of flesh. Beth had her
hands on Eva’s large heaving boobs, but that’s not where she felt
the sensation. Eva uncrossed Beth’s legs and Beth felt Eva’s soft
firm legs slide under her own, her pussy quivered at the touch of
this beautiful stranger’s skin.

Soft lips kissed Beth’s mouth, hands rubbed
gently over her erect nipples and then both of Eva’s hand slid over
Beth’s flared hips. Eva leaned Beth back, held her kiss and moved
on top of her.

Beth opened her eyes, Eva had started to kiss
her way down Beth’s body, her fingers brushed Beth’s outer labia.
She was in heaven, her back arched and she bit the corner of her
mouth. She had no idea who this woman was, but here she was on her
back, about to have Eva’s tongue touch her most private parts.

Eyes directed up at Beth, Eva sucked two
fingers, leaned down, slid them inside Beth at the same time her
mouth inhaled Beth’s hood. Eva ran a hand along Beth’s tummy in
response to her arched back. Experienced, Eva sucked Beth’s clit
and twisted her fingers in and out until Beth reached orgasm.

At the moment of orgasm, she realized Eva’s
paintings weren’t just flowers, but vaginas painted inside the
flowers.

Eva kissed Beth on the mouth, her body
hovered over her, and large tits tickled Beth’s nipples with each
move. They cuddled until dark, exchanged numbers and then Beth
left.

Days later, Beth walked outside, a few blocks
later, she had a sense that she was being followed. She







































































cover.jpg





