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My stomach growled loudly
as I rolled over on the fluffy comforter Malia had smoothed on the
floor for my weary head to rest. We had driven ten long hours to
her house after finishing our last midterm; it was finally time to
let our hair down and enjoy the spring break we so desperately
deserved.

I listened to Malia's slow
even breath as she slept peacefully in her bed above me, trying in
vain to ignore the raw hunger gnawing away at my guts. The last
bits of gas station beef jerky I scarfed down somewhere in
Tennessee was long gone, and I had no choice but to obey beast
roaring in my belly.

Tiptoeing out of my best
friend's bedroom, I made my way down the curved staircase toward
the kitchen.

Malia's family had money,
more money than I could even wrap my mind around. College was an
extended summer camp for her. Her parents paid, so off she went,
blasting through their cash as she mostly slept through her
classes. She was earning her education in partying, which is where
we forged our friendship. My tuition was on Uncle Sam's dime, but
that didn't stop me from cutting loose.

I looked at the perfectly
straight, gleaming white smiles staring back at me from the ornate
framed on the wall. The pictures of the Evans family were like
pages ripped out of a travel magazine. Yachts, safaris, ski lodges,
all neatly captured in crisp black and white images, sealing the
moment in time.

The best vacation I had
ever had with my family was a five-dollar plastic wading pool
tossed in the back yard, filled with the rusty hose water my father
stole from the next-door neighbor's spigot. Malia lived a childhood
that my section-8 brain could barely even register.

I walked across the glossy
smooth tile floor to the kitchen, opening the cupboards as quietly
as I could, peeking my nose in for a snack. My eyes widened; the
kitchen was less family home and more convenience store.

They had every snack I had
ever heard of, and some I didn't even know existed.

I settled on cereal, my
good old stand by, shoving my hand into the box, tossing handfuls
of sugary carbs into my hungry, gaping mouth.

"Let me get you a bowl for
that, dear,"

A voice echoed softly from
behind me, scaring me so much I lost my grip on the box, causing a
cascade of crispy, coated flakes to rain down on the pristine
floor. My cheeks burned red with embarrassment as I scurried to
pick up my mess. I cursed under my breath as I gathered up the
cereal, it had been less than a day in Malia's house, and I was
already making an ass of myself.

"Don't worry about that,
dear, our housekeeper can attend to the mess in the
morning."

My eyes lifted from the
pile of flakes on the floor, following the curvaceous silhouette
standing above me to her grinning face. Mrs. Evans hovered over me,
one hand on her lingerie covered hip, and the other gently swirling
a glass of wine.

"No really, let me clean
it up, I am so sorry, Mrs. Evans,"

"Please call me
Sterling,"

The mature blonde held her
hand out for me as I stumbled to my feet. Her long delicate fingers
were dripping with diamonds and gold. She reminded me so much of
the evil cartoon stepmother's I used to watch as a child. I stifled
a laugh as she brushed a wave of pale yellow hair from her
shoulder.

I stood face to face with
Malia's mother, so close I could smell her intoxicating perfume.
Her ice-blue eyes twinkled in the light from the full moon,
glittering like two deep mysterious ponds I suddenly wanted to
drown in.

Sterling was perfect. Her
body and her face looked as if they had been sculpted by an artist,
which given her bank account, I am sure they had been.

"I was just about to have
a nightcap upstairs, care to join me?"

"Uh, yeah,
sure,"

I mumbled out my response
as I followed her back up the winding staircase. Her ass rolled
like waves inside her black silk lingerie with every step she took,
hypnotizing me with her charms. I wondered why she had suddenly
taken an interest in me. A twinge of panic raced through my
brain.

Maybe Malia had told her
the truth about me, and she didn't approve. I chewed on my bottom
lip as I prepared myself for a lecture in morality.

"Delaney, sweetheart, come
sit by me,"

Sterling's meticulously
manicured hand patted the soft bedding next to her on the bed. I
stepped closer, the butterflies swarming in my guts the further I
walked into her bedroom. Her husband was gone for the weekend, it
was just me, my soundly sleeping best friend, and her Mother,
Sterling the temptress.

I gingerly sat down on the
edge of the bed, teetering on one cheek as I prepared my body to
bolt. Did she know I was a lesbian? Did
she disapprove? Could she tell I was attracted to her?
The questions swirled in my mind, whipping me up
into a frenzy, until finally, Sterling began to speak.

"Delaney, I love my
daughter very much," She began, looking me dead in the eyes as she
spoke. Even though I knew the hammer was about to drop, I still
felt the surge of desire for her. Sterling was the most beautiful
woman I had ever been this close to.

"I know you do Sterling;
Malia talks about you all the time,"

"That's good honey; I
believe all mothers and daughters should have a special
bond,"

I could feel it coming; I
could sense the words were bubbling right there under the surface.
I knew it would not be pleasant, but I wanted her to pull the
trigger and put me out of my misery.

"I agree, Mrs. Evans…I
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