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Howdy Neighbors!  I am so happy you are reading this story.  This is a continuation of Lakeisha and Bailey’s story.  We get to see how they meet and the sparks that always fly between these two.  

This story is a part of my vision to tell kinky, sexy stories set in the suburbs with ordinary people.  This series is multi-orientation, though each type of relationship will have their own miniseries and collection.  

Thank you for joining me on this journey. 

May you have happy endings, pleasurable dreams, and kinky tomorrows 🤭!  Enjoy!  
Lakeisha looked herself over in the mirror with one thought in mind:

I am not fucking anyone tonight!

She applied her cherry red lip gloss to her lips, picked to perfectly match her loose fitting crop top that was only tight around her lusciously full, round breasts.  She matched this with a pair of white-washed jean pusher pants.  They were tight against her ass and loose around her thighs, giving her the right amount of sexy and comfortable.  

From the edge of her square top, standalone sink and cabinet, she grabbed her favorite gold hoop earrings.  They had been her lucky pair since she bought them at a mom and pop store in her early 20s. Walking into her room to give herself a final once-over, Lakeisha could only come up with one thought: I look good!

With her outfit now completed by her ‘97 Jordans and matching white-washed jean jacket, she indeed did look good. 

*
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Kiki ‘The Grand’ Whitley, ran to greet Lakeisha at the door.  This had been only the third party Lakeisha had shown up to since Kiki moved into this apartment. Lakeisha recognized some faces, but was drawing a blank on so many others.  What she knew for sure was that this place was filled with her kind of people.  Those that had kept her and Kiki safe, loved and cared for since their college days together, borrowing money from each other to pay their bills when they went out to eat.  

Even as Kiki was introducing her to different people, Lakeisha’s eye kept being drawn across the room to a green pair, who were returning the attention.  To say that the blonde stranger was beautiful was like calling the L’Eiffel Tower tall.  Her beauty was embedded in who she was, not just superficiality.  As a matter of fact, most of the monikers people would use to describe girls like her wouldn’t have fit.  

She wore a dress that flowed down to her ankles, just low enough to touch the top of her Black Doc Martens, and wore studs and small hoops in her ears. Her black leather jacket, filled with drawings and silver studs made her look like she meant business; her purple lip gloss was just cute enough to show a softer side to this force of nature.  

Lakeisha tried not to be rude, and paid attention as much as she could while following Kiki throughout the party to meet various people.  There were some from Kiki and Lakeisha’s college days at Howard University, other folks from Kiki’s job—which had once been Lakeisha’s before she moved into full time consulting.  

There were even some folks from their first job together, when they both worked at a local shoe store called Freeman’s Shoes and Things.  The owners were an older Black couple who started it to help provide shoes and a place to hang out to the local kids.  It was famous for its indoor basketball game, a quarter jar which featured little toys which kids could play with and even pull a prize from when they won games, did well in school, or a parent shared a good report about them with the owners, and the walking library.  It was closed now, but had been a staple in the community for over 20 years before the Freeman's retired.  

However there were also folks, like the spunky blonde with the beautiful green eyes, that Lakeisha didn’t know.  That definitely wouldn’t be the case for long. 

“Want me to introduce you?”

Lakeisha pretended not to know what Kiki was talking about. “To who?  I’ve already met so many wonderful people tonight.”

Kiki looked at Lakeisha as if to say, Who do you think you are fooling?

“Sweetie, I have known you since I had to fight that idiot Michael Clark for not leaving you alone after that Sigma party.  I know when you are interested in someone.  It shows all in your eyes and face.”

“BS!  You can’t tell all of that from a look.”

“I absolutely can!”

“Then what do my eyes and face say?”

“That you are a hungry lion who wants to devour my new friend.”

Lakeisha’s face dropped at Kiki’s observation.  There were many things Lakeisha was, but a cheater and a bad friend were not on the list. 

“Oh, I’m sorry Ki.  If you’re already talking to her I won’t bother her at all.  I wouldn’t want...”

“Not that kind of friend.  Like a literal friend.  I met her at the Pride Center about a month ago and she seems to be good people.”

Lakeisha felt relieved as Kiki walked them both over to the woman in question.  Kiki laughed at Lakeisha’s clear attraction to this woman seconds before formally introducing the two.  

“Hey Bailey, I’d like to introduce you to one of my oldest and bestest of friends.  This is Lakeisha Brown,” Kiki turned to Lakeisha and said, “Lakeisha, this is Bailey Spencer.”

Lakeisha’s eyes slowly perused Bailey’s body from head to toe.  Every second that passed only increased the heat between the newly introduced pair.  Bailey’s look was no better, as Kiki decided to point out.

“Damn Bailey, if I would’ve known you were going to drool over Lakeisha like that, I would’ve introduced you two, a while ago.  You both could use a good screw.”

They both looked at Kiki incredulously.  Bailey blushed to the color of a raspberry, while Lakeisha looked like she wanted to strangle one of her dearest and oldest friends. 

“Kiki!”

“What? And you aren’t any better? I could probably heat this whole building with your eyes alone.”

“Kiki!!!” They both screamed. 

This seemed to finally get through to Kiki that she was embarrassing her friends in front of each other. 

“I’m just stating facts.  But I’ll leave you two lovebirds to your own devices.  Just a reminder the guest room should be empty if you need it for...anything.”

“Kiki!”

“Alright, alright! I’m going,” Kiki said, before sauntering off with a wink to her two friends. 

“I am so sorry for that! She knows better.  And I can tell you for a fact she was definitely raised better.”

Bailey laughed at Kiki’s antics, even as her face was cooling down from the temporary embarrassment.  “She's just being Kiki.  But since she brought it up...she’s not wrong.”

Lakeisha decided to feign innocence and pretend she had no clue what Bailey was talking about. 

“She wasn’t wrong about what?”

Bailey gave Lakeisha a seductive, knowing look that said Lakeisha wasn’t fooling anyone.  

“How about I take you to the guest room and I can show you?”

Lakeisha was used to being the bold one in most of her interactions with the ladies.  While not considered quite a stud, she was masc enough that most ladies let her lead the way.  Bailey clearly had no problem taking charge.  She liked this change of pace. 

Following this new admirer into the room, Lakeisha’s smile mirrored a new lottery winner picking up their new check.

The door stayed open as Bailey pulled Lakeisha into a blistering kiss against the wall.  She nibbled and sucked on Lakeisha’s bottom lip, sending the message that she wasn’t interested in a Sunday afternoon picnic kiss.  

She wanted more, much more. 

Lakeisha moaned at the sensations of each exploration, enjoying discovering this siren before her.  She was also keen to do some exploring of her own.  She turned Bailey around so that she was the one against the wall, moving her head back to make sure Bailey was okay with the new dynamic.  Bailey was chasing her lips, wondering why they’d stopped.  She could see Lakeisha become shy as she looked at Bailey with pleading eyes.

“Are you sure?” Lakeisha asked with earnest vulnerability in her voice.  

Bailey didn’t answer with words.  She softly kissed the goddess before her, pulling her closer.  She gently caressed her cheek before finally answering with words. “I want you to fuck me to within an inch of my life, then get my number so we can go out on a proper date next weekend.”

Lakeisha laughed at Bailey’s boldness. “You know, that normally is done the other way around.”

Bailey laughed too. 

“True, but I get the
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