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​Chapter 1 

Persha

Joining the military is one thing. It's adventurousand unpredictable. You encounter people from all walks of life—some fascinating, others less so. Most join seeking excitement, camaraderie, and a sense of purpose. However, nothing truly prepares you for the challenges and frustrations you’ll face. For example, thewoman sitting next to me is grumbling about how she didn’t shower last night because she was exhausted. This morning, she snoozed too many times, leavingherself only �ifteen minutes to get to work, and again skipped her shower. She always �inds an excuse; personal responsibility seems foreign to her. 

Showering should be a daily occurrence, a basicact of self-care and respect for those around you. Eitheryou take one in the morning to start your day feeling refreshed, or you wind down with one in the evening after everything is said and done. Skipping a showernow and then isn’t the end of the world, but when you consistently reek of old tuna �ish, it might be time to consider showering twice—or even three times—a day.

Despite this, she offers a justi�ication for her hygiene situation — or rather, the absence of one — with the serene con�idence of someone who has thought it through and arrived at a completely different conclusion than the rest of us. I listened. I nodded. Icontinued to breathe through my mouth. 

Amn Byers is not, unfortunately, a rare specimen. She is simply the most recent example in a collection I have been involuntarily curating since I arrived at this 

​squadron. They come in different shapes and varieties, but they share a certain quality — a speci�ic, almostimpressive resistance to the basic mechanics of the tasks assigned to them — that I have come to recognize the way you recognize weather. 

Then there is Amn Cline. Amn Cline, who has been given a job in the kitchen. Amn Cline, who has been shown the job. Amn Cline, who has been shown the job again. And who has, despite all of this, developed her own approach to it that diverges from the established method in ways that continue to surprise me, which I did not think was still possible. 

The grilled cheese sandwich. I bring this up not to be unkind but because it is instructive. A grilledcheese sandwich is, by design, a task with two steps. Step one: put bread on the griddle. Step two: put cheese on the bread. That is the complete list. There is no step three. There is no room for interpretation or creative variation. It is a closed system. Amn Cline looked at this system and saw an opportunity. 

The cheese went on the griddle. Next to the bread. Separate from the bread. Independently, as a standalone cheese event, melting quietly on its own beside the bread that was waiting for it, neither of them was aware of what they were supposed to be to each other. 

I stood there for a moment. I looked at the bread. I looked at the cheese. I looked at Amn Cline, who was watching the griddle with the focused satisfaction of someone who felt the job was going well. Airman of the Quarter, I thought. Aim high. 

​I cannot make this up. I want to be clear about that upfront. No creative embellishment has occurred here. This is a factual account, presented to you exactly as it happened, because reality has long since stopped needing my help. 

Amn Cline. Still working in the kitchen. Still, atthis very moment, a presence in that kitchen. And yet — and I need you to sit with this — Amn Cline made Airman of the Quarter. The award exists. She received it. Someone looked at the available options, conductedwhat I can only assume was a very thorough review process, and landed on her. I have made my peace with this. Mostly. 

And then there is Amn Byers, who is my current lived reality and has personally expanded my understanding of what the ASVAB is capable of accommodating. The ASVAB, it turns out, is a generoustest. An inclusive test. A test that meets you where you are, takes your hand, points at the circle, points at the hole, and says: put that there. Yes. That one. The round one. In the round hole. You’ve got it. You’ve almost got it. There it is. Yea! You did it! Aim high, Sunshine! The Air Force needs you! 

I am not being mean. I want that on record. I ambeing a person who has worked alongside these individuals and emerged with information, and I amsharing that information in the spirit of honesty and public service. 

What I am saying — and I say this with the full weight of personal experience behind it — is that 

​Services Squadron is the trash can of the Air Force. It is where ambition goes to get a food handler’s permit. It is a place I know well, which tells you everything you need to know about the trajectory of my early career, and I am choosing to own that with dignity. 

To my left is someone who got in trouble for altering his military records. I want to give that sentence the space it deserves before I continue. This individual — this Airman, this man who is breathing the same air as the rest of us and somehow arrived at this decision — did not make a small alteration. He did not nudge a date or quietly correct a typo. 

He gave himself three decorations. Three. Outlandish ones. He looked at his record, found it 

insuf�icient, and decided to address that personally and directly, in the computer system, using his own login credentials, which he entered himself, with his own hands, on a keyboard that logged every keystroke. 

Ladies and gentlemen, he gave himself a PurpleHeart. A Purple Heart. The decoration awarded to those wounded in combat. He was not wounded in combat. Hewas, at the time of this alteration, very much unwounded, in a kitchen, in a Services Squadron, whichas we have established, is the trash can of the Air Force. And yet he felt the Purple Heart was appropriate. He felt he had earned it in some capacity. He entered it into the system and presumably went home that evening feeling he had corrected a signi�icant oversight. 

They caught him. He still does not understand how. I have thought about how to explain this gently, and I cannot. I don’t know much about computers or 

​programs — this is true, I will own that — but I doknow that when you log into a government system using your personal credentials, type your own name into your own record, and add three decorations you did not receive, the resulting audit trail is going to have your name on it. Your name speci�ically. In several places. With timestamps. The investigation, I am told, was not long. 

Here I sit. Swing shift. Front desk of a militarylodging facility, which is exactly as glamorous as it sounds, which is to say not at all. SRA Garcia, reportingfor duty, �lanked on both sides by the �inest examples of human potential that Services Squadron has to offer, which we have already established is a sentence that requires signi�icant quali�ication. I have decided I amgoing to request a different shift. This decision was made approximately forty minutes into this one. 

“Hey, Sra. Garcia,” said Amn Purple Heart — a man who, I want to remind you, gave himself a Purple Heart in a government computer system and still does not understand how they found out — “what are you doing tonight?” 

Your momma, I thought, with great clarity and zero hesitation. Something told me that would not �lyover well. I have a �inely tuned instinct for these things. Ikept it internal, �iled it where it belonged, and produced a face that communicated nothing. 

“Sleep,” I said. “I don’t feel good. Something is making me nauseous.” 

I did not elaborate on what that something was. The something was Amn Byers, and the speci�ic

​olfactory situation she had introduced to the front desk area of this facility, which I want to be clear is a placewhere the public comes and stands and breathes. I am a person who appreciates the female form in all its varieties. I am broad-minded. I am supportive. But there is a category of smell that transcends personal preference and enters the realm of public health, and we had crossed that threshold approximately an hour ago and had not looked back. 

Amn Purple Heart returned to his drawing. Iwant to note that he was drawing. At the front desk. During a shift. This was the arts-and-crafts hour that had begun at the start of the shift and showed no signs of concluding, with both he and Amn Byers deeply invested in their respective projects, which I can only assume were masterpieces given the level of concentration they were receiving. 

Then a colonel walked in. I stood. I addressedhim. Professionally. Correctly. With the full bearing of someone who had not just spent an hour breathing through their mouth next to two people doing �ingerpaintings on government time. 

“Good afternoon, Colonel. Are you here to check in?” Iwent through the process. Ef�iciently. Professionally. With the practiced calm of someone who was absolutely not thinking about the smell, the drawings, the Purple Heart situation, or any of the other details of this shift that I would be processing later in therapy, or at minimum over a very large meal. 

Meanwhile, the Colonel’s eyes moved left. Thenright. Taking in Amn Byers and her artwork. Taking in 

​Amn Purple Heart and his. The slight pause. The almost imperceptible recalibration of a man who had walked into a military facility and found something that did not quite match the mental image he had arrived with. Ikept my face completely neutral. I had a lot of practice. 

I knew, with the speci�ic certainty of someone watching a slow-motion collision from the side “Is this customary,” the Colonel said, with the measured patience of a man choosing his words very carefully because the words he actually wanted to use were not available in a professional setting, “for these two airmen to ignore their surroundings and color while a guest is checking in? Unaware of the rank entering the 

building?” 

My face went bright red. Not from shame — Iwant to be clear about that — but from the speci�ic, volcanic effort of not laughing in a Colonel’s face while standing at parade rest. 

They were still coloring. Both of them. Completely, serenely, cosmically unaware that any of this was happening, their projects apparently at a critical stage that could not be interrupted. the shift. 

“I can’t answer for them, sir.” I handed the keys over with the clean conscience of someone who had, in fact, just gotten back from the desert and could not be held responsible for what had developed in her absence. “Idon’t know. I just got back from the desert.” 

I said it twice. For emphasis. For the record. Forthe Colonel’s awareness that I was a separate and 

​distinct entity from whatever was happening at the coloring stations on either side of me. 

He stepped to Amn Purple Heart �irst. They had words — brief, pointed, the kind that end with reporting in blues at 0800 tomorrow, which Amn Purple Heart received with the expression of a man who had not seen this coming, which tracked perfectly with everything else I knew about him. 

Then the Colonel crossed to the other side. AmnByers was still coloring. Still had not looked up. Still had not registered that a Colonel was standing approximately eighteen inches from her face, which was either the most impressive focus I had ever witnessed or something else entirely. Her name badge — large, prominent, impossible to miss — sat on her uniform shirt like a label on an exhibit. 

“ Amn Byers.” She looked up. 

And there it was — the look. The one I had been subjected to. 

“Oh, hey!” she said, with the warmth and energy of someone greeting a friend at a casual social event. “Howare you? Do you need to check in?” 

The Colonel blinked. Once. Twice. A third time that I believe was involuntary. I stared at the wall directly in front of me with the �ixed, glassy intensity of a person whose entire internal structure was under severe load-bearing stress. My face was doing nothing. My face was a blank, professional surface. Inside, I wassomewhere else entirely, and I intended to stay there until this was over. 

​Amn Byers picked up her crayon and waited helpfully for his answer. Airman of the Quarter, Ithought. Aim high. Aim very, very high. The lights were on, and the building was occupied, but the directory in the lobby had not been updated for some time. Sheblinked at the Colonel with the open, unhurriedexpression of someone who had just surfaced from somewhere very far away and was still getting her bearings. 

I weighed my options at the speed of someone with very few of them. Stay: witness everything, risklosing composure entirely, and possible career implications. Leave: I miss the rest of this, which was shaping up to be the most educational shift I had ever worked. I stayed. Obviously, I stayed. I am only human. 

The Colonel's face had begun its journey. It went from his natural cream baseline to a light pink that could still be attributed to the temperature of the room, then to a red that could not, then to a third shade that I do not have a name for but that I would describe as the color of a man who has been in the military for twenty- plus years and has never, not once, encounteredsomeone who was actively holding a crayon. 

“Oh no,” the Colonel said, deploying the last of his professional reserves like a man spending his �inalcoins. “You need to be in your blues. Zero eight hundred. This lobby.” 

“ Am I getting coined?” She asked it with hope. Genuine, uncomplicated hope. Like a child asking if there was dessert. I have a strong constitution. I have deployed. Ihave worked swing shift in a Services Squadron alongside Amn Purple Heart and Amn Byers 

​simultaneously, which is the kind of experience that either hardens you or breaks you, and I had believed, until this moment, that it had hardened me. 

It had not hardened me enough for this. Thelaugh started somewhere in my chest and moved upward with the unstoppable momentum of something that had been waiting a long time for exactly the right moment. I clamped my mouth shut. I found the wall. Ithought about serious things. I thought about the grilled cheese. I thought about the Purple Heart audit trail with its timestamps and his name in several places. 

None of it was suf�icient. I became Muttley. FullMuttley. Silent, shaking, shoulder-heaving, tear- producing Muttley, vibrating at a frequency the Colonel could clearly detect because he turned and looked directly at me. 

He said it in four separate pieces because apparently that was his �inal straw. “I so —” My hand went over my mouth. “I’m so sorry, Sir. I physicallycannot stop.” This was true. This was a medical fact at this point. The laugh was running the show, and I wassimply its host. None of it was suf�icient. 

No one, I thought, could be this stupid. And yet here we all were — me laughing, him not laughing, AmnByers holding a crayon, Amn Purple Heart presumably still processing his 0800 appointment — gatheredtogether in a military lodging lobby as living proof that Services Squadron contained multitudes. 

I looked at the Colonel through watering eyes. Helooked back at me. And there it was — the thing he was 

​�ighting, the hairline fracture in twenty-plus years of bearing, the corner of his mouth doing something it had been speci�ically trained not to do. He wanted to laugh. He wanted to laugh the way a person wants air after being underwater. He was a full-bird Colonel in the United States Air Force, and he absolutely could not, andthe gap between what he wanted to do and what he was permitted to do was the funniest thing I had seen all shift, which was a high bar given the competition. 

Go team! I considered it to be perfectly �ine news. The Colonel absorbed the smile. The smile did not adjust. He looked like a man trying to solve an equation where the numbers kept changing. 

“No.” The Colonel found his voice from wherever it had brie�ly gone. “ Amn Byers. You are not getting coined. Youare getting paperwork.” 

She blinked. And then — and I will carry this with me for the rest of my life — she looked dumbfounded. Not embarrassed. Not apologetic. Noteven slightly aware of the chain of events that had produced this outcome. Dumbfounded. As though the paperwork had arrived from nowhere, without context, without cause, completely disconnected from the coloring and the crayon and the Colonel she had just asked about coins. 

The Colonel shook his head. The slow, heavyshake of a man updating a very long list. He turned and walked out with the measured stride of someone who needed to be somewhere quieter, somewhere with less crayon, somewhere where the Air Force looked more like he had been told it would when he signed up. Amn

​Byers watched the door close behind him. Then she looked at me. 

“Do you think I'm in trouble?” I put in for a differentshift before the end of the night. I did not wait for morning. Some decisions cannot wait for the morning. 

She turns and looks at me, “What did I dowrong?” Not touching this. 

“I'm going on my hour break.” I walk out and go to my dorm room. Once I get there, Mandy walks in with a drink in her hand. If only I could. I have four more hours of this madness, and it is already looking bad for the other two. We talked about what happened on the shift. She bellows a laugh as I am crying in pain. After lunch, Ispent the last four hours in the back doing CBT. (Computer-Based Training). Start with Cybersecurity Awareness and work my way through all eleven yearly mandatory trainings. Note to self, talk to the front desk manager in the morning about the shift change as soon as possible. 

The midnight shift comes in, carried on the chill of the night air that seeps through the automatic doors. One civilian woman with long blond hair—alwaysimpeccably braided, not a strand out of place—stepsinto the �luorescent-lit room. Her posture is upright and purposeful, her navy uniform crisp against the weariness in her blue eyes. 

She’s a little older than I am, but not by much; still, there’s a quiet authority in how she surveys the room, taking in every detail. Her gaze lingers on the other two airmen, assessing their readiness with a quick, practiced glance, before turning to me. For a moment, I feel as though she’s looking straight through 

​my uniform, weighing my competence and my patience, measuring what kind of night this will become. 

“Pull your bank.” She did not have to tell me twice. Shedid not have to tell me once with any particular emphasis. The words landed, and I was already in motion, moving with the quiet urgency of someone who had been stationed next to Amn Byers for an entire shift and had been waiting for a legitimate, professional, above-reproach reason to be somewhere else. This was the reason. I treated it accordingly. 

“What about me?” Amn Byers said it to the room, to the air, to whoever was still within earshot and felt responsible for her, which at this point in the shift was a list I was actively removing myself from. 

“What about you?” The civilian called it back without slowing, without turning, without any indication that the question had required signi�icant processing time, because it had not. Three words. Flat. Final. Theconversational equivalent of a closed door. 

“You know it takes me time to count my bank,” AmnByers said, with the steady conviction of someone who had intended to use it. “I should go �irst.” The civilian looked at Amn Byers with the focused patience of a woman who had made a decision about how this was going to go. I want to sit with this logic for a moment, because it deserves examination. The argument being made here was that her demonstrated dif�iculty with the task entitled her to earlier access to the task. Thelonger something took her, the more priority she should receive in doing it. That slowness was, in fact, a form of currency. 

​“Four quarters make a dollar.” I stopped walking. Iturned around. I needed to see this. “Ten dimes make a dollar. Twenty nickels make a dollar. One hundred pennies make a dollar.” Each one was delivered at the same measured pace. The same tone. The tone of someone reading from an internal document titled ‘Starting From The Beginning Because We Are Starting From The Beginning.’ Not unkind. Not mocking. Simplythorough. Fundamentally, load-bearing thorough. “ Anything less than those values, count it carefully. Fillout the sheet we give you.” She paused. “It’s idiot proof.” 

She said it the way you say something that is simply true. A statement of design speci�ications. Theproduct has been engineered for accessibility. She was communicating a feature, not an opinion. Amn Byers nodded. Slowly. The nod of someone �iling new information. The civilian went to the back and began counting sundries with the brisk ef�iciency of someone who had just completed a task she hadn’t planned on doing today and was moving on. 

I walked back, counted my bank with the focused ef�iciency of a woman who had seen things tonight and wanted to be done seeing them, and signed the count the moment she �inished. Thirty minutes. Thirtyminutes stood between me and the end of this shift, andI intended to treat each one like a precious, non- renewable resource that could not be squandered on anything that required explaining. 

“Pull your bank,” she told Amn Byers. Then she pivoted to Amn Purple Heart with the energy of someone who had been saving this moment since the Colonel left. “You. Now that you are done with the arts and crafts.” 

​The arts and crafts. Said out loud. To his face. Hereceived it without visible injury. 

“Go clean the coffee machines. Take the trash from behind the desk with you. Once you are done with the coffee machine, take the trash to the dumpster in the back of the building, using that hallway,” she points down the obvious hall. 

“Can I go home after that?” The civilian had been mid- login. Fingers on keyboard. Eyes on screen. A womanwith a plan and seventeen things left to do before the end of shift. The question arrived, and she stopped. Completely. The way you stop when something requires your full, undivided, are-you-serious-right-nowattention. She turned. 

She looked at Amn Purple Heart — this man, thisAirman, this person who had given himself a PurpleHeart in a government computer system using his own credentials and still did not know how they caught him — and she stared at him with the quiet, steady intensity of someone taking a very long mental photograph. Apparently, it required its own moment — “take the trash to the dumpster. In the back of the building.” Another pause. She pointed. Again! “Using that hallway.” The hallway. The singular, solitary, architecturallyinevitable hallway that led to the back of this building had been doing so since the building was constructed. “To get there.” 

She had pointed at it. Named it. Explained its purpose. Described its destination. I watched her do all of this and felt a profound, wordless respect for a 

​woman who had looked at the available information and calibrated accordingly. 

“Can I go home after that?” She was looking at the computer to log in when she turned and stared at him. “Please do.” 

She meant it. Every syllable. “Please do” hadnever been said with more sincerity in the history of this building or possibly this branch of the military. Itwas less a farewell and more a blessing. A release. Asmall, quiet prayer answered. She turned to me. “ All you need to do is restock.” 

I nodded. I was going to restock with a speed and dedication that would have impressed my basic training instructors, because restocking required no explanation, produced no questions, and involved absolutely no one who had recently decorated themselves in a federaldatabase. The civilian looked at me with the eyes of a woman who had been through something. I looked back at her with the eyes of a woman who had been through it with her. A moment passed between us. Wordless. Complete. 

She turned and watched Amn Purple Heart begin his journey down the hallway. 

“Where are you going?” 

He stopped. He turned around. He looked at her with an expression I had not previously seen on a human face — the expression of a man who had been given a task, had begun the task, and had been interrupted mid-task by a question he found not just unnecessary but faintly insulting. The look of a man who felt he was, in this moment, the one dealing with 

​unreasonable people. Amn Purple Heart, who had given himself a Purple Heart. 

The civilian looked at him. He looked back. Thehallway waited behind him, silent, pointing toward the dumpster, having done everything a hallway could reasonably be expected to do. 

“The coffee machine, Amn Purple Heart.” A pause. A longone. The kind where you can actually watch understanding travel. 

“The coffee machine �irst.” He looked at the hallway. Helooked at her. He looked at the hallway. 

“Oh.” He turned back around. I �inished restocking. Istood there for a moment, breathing, existing, marvelingat the fact that I had made it through an entire shift alongside Amn Byers, Amn Purple Heart, a Colonel, acoin question, a grilled cheese, and a hallway that had to be pointed at twice, and I had emerged with my rank, my sanity, and my bank count intact. Two out of three wasn’t bad. I did not specify which two. 

Her head tilts to each side to crack her neck — asound like a tiny spine giving up on life. Throughclenched teeth, “Clean the coffee machine �irst. As I toldyou to. As I have always told you to. As I will apparently be telling you until one of us dies.” 

“Oh. Yea. That's right.” A revelation, apparently. He goes over and cleans the machine, scrubbing with the grim determination of a man who has only just discovered that objects require maintenance. The �luorescent lights buzz overhead, indifferent and eternal, as if they, too, have witnessed this exact scene seventeen times this week. The civilian, clearly exasperated, presses her 

​�ingers into her temples like she's trying to physically hold her brain inside her skull. “I'm going to get fucking written up because of these two,” she mutters. “Twofully grown, oxygen-consuming adults.” 

After restocking supplies—metallic clinks echoing in the quiet room—I head home, leaving Amn Byers still hunched over her bank, lips moving as she counts bills for the third time. The day’s chaos lingers in my mind. Around eight, my phone lights up with a text: my schedule has changed. I’ve been moved to the midnight shift on the main side. Relief washes over me at the thought—working the main side means fewer headaches, fewer last-minute scrambles. The survival side is a different beast: a ten- to �ifteen-minute trek each way, always on the edge of chaos. 

At eleven, I walk through the heavy doors, thescent of antiseptic and old coffee greeting me. Thecivilian hasn’t arrived yet. The room feels suspended, waiting for her energy to shift the balance. When she does arrive, unlike everyone else, she enters with a purposeful stride, pushes the doors open with a practiced swing, and neatly places her things in the locker, as if staking her claim to the night. 

“I had Amn Byers count her bank already. Amn Garca has counted it when she �inished.” I walk into the back room, where the low murmur of conversation fades as I enter, the air thick with the scent of stale coffee and disinfectants. “ Amn Byers is cleaning the coffee machine?” She questioned, her words hanging in the charged quiet. For a moment, no one reacts. The female civilian �ixes Amn Byers' blank, unimpressed stare, herlips pressed into a thin line as if weighing whether to 

​speak or let the silence do the work. The tension in the room is almost tangible, each of us waiting for someone else to break it. 

“You might want to help that dumb ass with that, or she will break it or be there all night trying to �igure out how to put the machine back together. I am not going to help her ever again. By the way, can you tell her to clean her dirty fucking pussy. She fucking stinks.” 

“Jen, you know you are not supposed to say that.” SSgtDelco scolded her. 

“Come on! I can’t say it, but you can, in a professionalmanner. You know you smell that dirty ass pussy.” 

SSgt Delco walks out. Jen starts counting the last bank, and I count sundries. This is going to be an interesting night. The other shift left, and we began the night. When a guest enters, both of us greet them and let them decide who they want to go to. When everything was quiet, my back was hurting, and I was doing what I could to stop the pain. 

“ Are you okay?” Jen asks. 

“Just my back. My boyfriend and I had a wild night.” Shedidn’t look over. 

“HHHMM. Thought you were gay.” We didn’t talk for the rest of the night, the silence between us stretching out and �illing the �luorescent-lit room. In the military, rulesabout openness are strict; expressing our sexuality is forbidden, a secret tucked away beneath starched uniforms and forced smiles. Yet as the hours passed and our shifts dragged on, she didn’t seem to mind my quiet presence or the unspoken truths between us. There was calm acceptance in her demeanor, as if she understood the weight I carried without needing to say a word. 

​At the end of the shift, Jen went her way, and I went mine, the �luorescent hallway swallowing us as we disappeared in opposite directions. For a month, weworked together in that blur of routine and odd hours, forging camaraderie from shared exhaustion and quiet understanding. When I �inally asked if she wanted to go to the bar with me, my nerves hummed beneath my practiced calm. I knew Jen was straight and married, butwe seemed to click in an easy, unforced way. Like the singles, she loved bar hopping and the thrill of a nightout, eager to shake off the monotony of base life. 

Jen accepted my invitation without hesitation. Friday night, the �irst bar. The place was packed as we squeezed through the narrow entrance of the small club, our laughter mingling with the pulsing beat of music and the low hum of conversation. Downstairs, the bar was a tangle of bodies pressed around a cramped dance �loor, sticky with spilled drinks and perfume. Thebathrooms were tucked into one corner, barely visible past the crowd. Upstairs, we found a row of pool tables and a stage that looked like it hadn’t seen a proper act in years, its curtains drooping in the shadows. 

We played pool, our shots clumsy with laughter, watching the show while sipping cheap whiskey and warm beer. For three hours, time lost meaning in the neon haze. Eventually, the group of us spilled onto the street, jackets pulled tight against the midnight chill, 

and made our way to the Brass Rail—home of stronger drinks and the raw, un�iltered side of Spokane nightlife. Iwatched Jen take it all in, her eyes wide with curiosity and delight, and felt the city open up in a way I hadn’tfelt in years. 

​As it turns out, she had only been in Spokane for �ive months, still learning the rhythms of the city and searching for her place in its unpredictable nightlife. The Brass Rail was a microcosm of wild freedom— anything went, from drag queens expertly applying makeup in the women's bathroom to men swaggering about in assless chaps, their laughter echoing above the pulsing music. The sight of a particularly hairy man’sbare backside sent a ripple of shock and amusement through our group, the kind of moment that left us doubled over in laughter and shaking our heads in disbelief. 

Later, the drinks catch up with us, making each step up the crowded stairs feel buoyant and reckless. The club’s energy was electric—sweaty bodies, glitter, and the constant thrum of bass vibrating through the 

�loorboards. By the time the bar’s neon lights �lickeredoff and the music faded, we spilled onto the cold sidewalk in search of something to soak up the alcohol. The Satellite Cafe ́ beckoned with its promise of greasy, all-night breakfast—the kind of meal that tastes like heaven at 3 a.m. and regret by morning. We crammed into a sticky booth, laughter and half-drunk stories bouncing off the checkered �loors and chrome napkin holders. 

When the night �inally ended, I found myself staggering uphill, the city lights blurring into a smear of orange and gold behind me. My new apartment was silent and unfamiliar, but I collapsed into bed, the noise and warmth of the night still ringing in my ears as I drifted into sleep. 

​Within two months, I began dating Joslin, whohad just moved into town. Like all other relationships, we move fast and heavy. She is good in bed and cool to hang out with. At �irst, we had a lot in common, and I wanted Jen to meet her. One night, I got Jen to come out with me and several others. We were in the mood to party and have a good time. By the time Jen showed up, Iwas into my third drink. Like usual, Jen has a coronawhen I introduce her to Joslin. They hit it off. Talkingand having a great time. 

Before too long, both disappeared outside to smoke. Joslin came in �irst. 

“I really like Jen. Are you sure she is not gay?” Joslinasks. 

“I know, right. No, she is married.” The words hang between us, charged with the secrets and longing of the night. Suddenly, I pull Joslin close, pressing her against the wall where the sticky residue of spilled drinks clings to the surface. I kiss her deeply, the taste of beer and menthol cigarettes lingering on her lips, heat �laringbetween us in the darkened corner. The bar’s noisefades for a moment, replaced by the thudding of my heart as we break apart, breathless. 

Before too long, Jen comes back in, balancing a full Corona in one hand and laughing with a group she recognizes from past nights out. I slip up behind her, arms draping around her neck in a familiar, easygesture. “What do you think of her?” I ask, my voice low and teasing above the hum of conversation. 

“She is cool. But that bitch is crazy too. Don’t piss her off. She will slash your tires.” Jen is never the one for mixed words. You ask, she will not sugarcoat shit for you. 

​That’s what I love about her. Joslin and I lasted for a while before we both decided to call it off. 

Spokane has many events for single life—one of my favorites is Bar Crawl. Usually happens around Halloween or Bloom Day. A group of twelve of us got together and dressed up like superheroes. Of course, Jendidn’t, but it didn’t mean she was not going. Taco and her boyfriend dressed as Batwoman and Batman. Iwondered how he got that mask over his incredibly enormous head. Whatever he did, it was really tight around his face, and he complained a lot. As with all bar crawls, we start at Fast Eddies to pick up our maps, cups, and lanyards, along with the card for the bars on the list to sign to show we've been there and had a drink. 

From Fast Eddie's, we went to the Globe. Ourgroup does a shot, drinks a beer, and is ready for the next destination. Things become interesting when I runinto one of my exes, Amanda. We had a good time while dating. Amanda is wild in bed as she is in the bars. Justat the time we clashed over crowds and friends. Amandajoins our group on the way to the hockey bar across the street. In here, we run into Hill and several others who hang out with Jen’s husband and work in the Civil Engineering Squadron. Some are plumbers, some are electricians, and some are heating and air. All in all, theyare all whores. 

What began as a dozen has swelled to twenty- 

�ive, and now we are a raucous pack of half-sloshedlegends storming toward the Lions Head, our next conquest. Tequila shots rule this place, chased by icy Modelos. One of the new guys from the HVAC shop 

​claims to have found a unicorn, which in our world means a girl only a mother could love. Amn Wright, fresh to Spokane and part Puerto Rican, part mystery, isimpossible to miss—he is always grinning and twice as loud as anyone else. When he started chatting up his so- called unicorn, the rest of us had to double-check our beer goggles to see what he was seeing. No luck. She is truly one of a kind. 

We left the Lion’s Head and wandered toward a bar I’d only heard whispered about — the kind of place people describe in hushed tones, as if saying it too loudly might jinx the experience or invite a healthinspection. Three men trailed after us with their unicorns, costumes crooked, horns at half-mast, shedding glitter like a craft store had sneezed on them. Two big women in sleek dresses strode ahead, heelsstriking the battered pavement with the kind of purpose the rest of us were still pretending to have. The women weren’t my type, but the guys in our group had apparently already drafted wedding speeches, theirlaughter swelling and their con�idence rising in direct, embarrassing proportion to every step those heels took. 

Jen was right in the thick of it, corralling the herd with an easy authority, her voice rising above the chaos as she kept everyone moving in the right direction. When the group called for her to wait up, she turned, beer in hand—the only one bold enough to strut out of the last bar still clutching her drink, grinning as if daring the night to get any wilder. The city lights �lickered off the rim of her bottle, and her laughter echoed down the street like an invitation to keep chasing the night’sunpredictable energy. 

​“How did you get away with leaving the bar with a 

beer?” She looks at her beer and at several of us. 

“I don’t know. I just walked out. I just bought this before you guys decided to leave! I need to �inish what I start. I’m not a quitter, Persha!” 

We wrap our arms around each other'sshoulders and continue to the next bar. After Jen 

�inishes her beer, we enter a random bar off the beaten path. The bar wasn’t well-lit, but it was on the list. Wewalk into the questionable bar with a smell that slaps us in the face. Not one of us is drunk enough to order a mixed drink. We all toast, downing the drink as fast as we can before leaving the bar. Again, we stand and cheer to the next. Jen has another fucking beer in her hand. How the hell is she getting away with this? 

“How the hell are you able to get a beer out of the bar?” Iyell, my voice rising above the raucous chatter and music spilling from the open doors behind us. The cool night air mixes with the stale scent of spilled beer, andfor a moment, the absurdity of our party’s parade down the sidewalk makes me laugh. 

“Really! Did you see the shadyness of that bar? Something tells me that at the Daiquiri Do Express, theycouldn't care less if a �ive-year-old minor walks into the bar to get something to drink. Hell, I think they would get it drunk to see what happens. Besides, I ordered a beer for the road.” The girl shrugged, popped the top of a Corona, I paid, and we left. “This is a thirsty game.” Ilook from her to the beer. 

“Can I have a drink?” She shrugs and hands it over. 

​The next stop is the Baby Bar—a dimly lit, narrow dive that feels more like someone’s living room than a proper bar. By now, our group has swelled into a chaotic, laughing mass; I’ve lost all sense of who’s withus and who’s swept up in our energy. We crowd inside, 

�illing every inch of the tiny space until it feels like the walls themselves are pulsing with music and bodies. The air is thick with the tang of cheap liquor, secondhand smoke drifting in from the open door where Jen and a few others linger, cigarettes glowing in the dark as they �inish their beers. 

I consider grabbing a beer to go, like Jen, but The Baby Bar is just a stumble away from our next destination. The hour we spend there blurs into a hazeof clinking glasses, shouted jokes, and the muf�ledthump of bass vibrating the �loor beneath our feet. When we �inally pour back onto the street, we’re met by the long, snaking line outside the Brass Rail. The place is packed—faces pressed against the smoky windows, neon lights �lickering across the crowd as anticipation crackles in the air. 

“This place is packed!” I yell over the music. Look down in Jen’s hands, she has two and a half fucking Coronas! Iwant to ask, but it is so apparent. 

“How did you get three of them in the bar?” 

“We are wearing coats. Want a drink?” Fuck yeah, I do! 

After thirty minutes in line—shoulder to shoulder with strangers, our breath steaming in the cool night air and the muf�led pulse of bass leaking out from inside—we’re �inally next. We've passed the time swapping stories, laughing over nothing, and splitting three Coronas that taste better for being shared. 

​“Don’t forget to buy me one, now that you help me drink two,” I order us a beer, and Jen orders two. “For the line ride game on re�ills.” I handed her the beer, joining the crowd we entered with. This night is full of different characters and one-night stands. Soon, our group shrank in size before we were back to the original twelve. It's two in the morning, and I didn’t �indanything of interest. Like a habit, we enter the Satellite cafe ́ for yet another morning regret. 

We walk in and are immediately swallowed by a wave of heat, music, and �lashing lights. Amn Wright is already in the thick of it—unicorn horn askew, makingout with someone at a corner table while the rest of the group erupts in laughter and wild stories. The whole scene is a blur of neon and movement, bodies pressed close, the sticky �loor vibrating under the steady thump of bass. 

I weave through the crowd to join the group, where Jen is holding court with Peaches and Florida, hervoice animated as she recounts highlights from our bar crawl. To my surprise, she’s still having a half-fullCorona, the condensation tracing lazy trails down her �ingers. I catch her eye and shake my head, grinning; there’s no point asking how she got it—her knack for bending the rules is legendary tonight. 

As the conversation �lows, I catch snippets about rides and curfews. Jen mentions she has a ride back to base, which is a relief—I’d been about to offer her a place to crash. Suddenly, her husband materializes in the crowd, his expression thunderous as he joins the circle, clutching a Coke with white-knuckled restraint. 

​The contrast between him and the swirling, intoxicatedenergy around us is almost comical. 

We stay until closing—last call echoing over the sound system, lights �lickering up as bartenders start herding people toward the door. Most of the group decides to pile into cars and head back to Jen’s place, determined to squeeze a little more life out of the night. I watch them gather up their things, tipsy and laughing, and realize I have no idea where any of them will actually end up sleeping. As for me, I slip out into the cool, quiet street, grateful for the solace of home after the chaos, my ears still ringing as I make my way alone through the thinning crowds. 

During the dead of winter, a group of us escapes to Silver Mountain for a weekend of skiing and hard- earned revelry. Seven bodies, bundled in parkas and scarves, squeeze into a four-bedroom suite—itscramped living room scattered with gear, boots thawing by the heater, the kitchen counter already littered with snacks and half-empty bottles. I stake my claim on a twin bed, tossing my duffel in the corner before the magnetic pull of laughter and music draws me downstairs to the bar. 

Taco, Vivian, Daral, and I are the �irst to arrive. The bar glows with strings of colored lights re�lectingoff frosted windows, and the thrum of anticipation crackles in the air. We start with Jello shots, their neon colors promising trouble. The gelatin wobbles on my tongue, the sharp burn of tequila cutting through the sweetness—my gut tightens with the knowledge that tomorrow’s hangover is already brewing, but the night is too young to worry. When Angelia and Korin burst 

​through the door, our party grows louder, the group crowding around a sticky table, toasts echoing off the wood-paneled walls. By the time everyone arrives, thenight is in full swing: music pulsing, voices raised in laughter, the cold outside forgotten as we lose ourselves in the warmth and wildness of the mountain weekend. 

In the morning, I wake to the sour, sticky taste of regret coating my tongue—a potent mix of tequila, sugar, and sleep. I groan, wishing I’d brushed my teeth before collapsing onto the bed. The room is heavy with the musty scent of spent energy and spilled booze. Igrope for my backpack, hands clumsy in the cold air, anddig out a battered bottle of aspirin, swallowing two with a wince. The house is eerily quiet; everyone else is still lost to sleep, their soft snores drifting from behind closed doors. 

In the kitchen, dawn light glints off a battle�ieldof small plastic shot cups strewn across the white counter and heaped in the sink, remnants of the night’sexcess. I paused for a moment, piecing together �lashesof laughter, music, and clinking glasses, before rolling up my sleeves and cleaning up. The sound of water running and cups clattering is oddly soothing, a small act of control after the chaos. Only after the counters shine again do I grab a bottle of cold water from the fridge, feeling the chilly relief slide down my throat. 

Angelia is the �irst to stir, her hair wild and eyes bleary as she pads into the kitchen. Vivian follows soon after, stretching and groaning about the state of her head. Gradually, the rest of the group emerges, wrappedin blankets and sleep, and we gather around the table, 

​piecing together the night before and making plans for the day ahead. 

We all bundle up, wriggling into layers of �leeceand waterproof shells, breath clouding the air as we shuf�le toward the lifts with our boards in hand. The line is already buzzing with early risers, the crisp morning alive with laughter, clacking gear, and the distant whir of the cables overhead. Pairs of us load onto each chair, swinging our legs as the lift tugs us skyward, the whole world unfolding below in a pristine sweep of white. Overnight, fresh powder has transformed the mountain into a glittering canvas, snow�lakes still clinging to the pines, everything hushed except for the muf�led crunch beneath our boots. 

At the summit, boards dangling at our sides, wepause for a moment to soak in the view—endlessridgelines cut against a winter sky, the sunlight throwing diamonds across the untouched snow. One by one, we strap in and launch ourselves down the gentle beginner slopes, carving wide arcs and shouting encouragement over the wind. As con�idence grows, sodoes our ambition; by midday, we’re tackling steeper runs, tumbling and laughing as we wipe out in powdery heaps. Muscles burn with each climb and fall, but the thrill is worth every bruise. 

When exhaustion �inally overtakes us, we drift toward the main lodge, where the bar glows with golden light and the hum of satis�ied skiers. We collapse around a table for eight, cheeks �lushed and hands thawing around steaming mugs or frosty beers. The air is thick with the scent of woodsmoke, fried food, and the lingering adrenaline of the day. We order drinks, 

​swapping stories and scanning the menu as the last light fades from the slopes outside, grateful for good company and the warmth of the lodge after a perfectday in the snow. 

For about ten minutes, it felt like someone was staring at me. Look around the room several times when my eyes made contact with a dark-haired, brown eyes female who glanced over again. I look away to �ind her again. She caught my interest all too quickly. Thewaitress comes back around and takes our order when I excuse myself to use the bathroom, just to get a closerlook. Cross the room, and in the hall to the left, thebathroom sign hung. I look back at her and enter the hallway. Enter the third stall on the left. I close the door when the main door opens. Hover over the toilet, Icouldn’t squeeze a pee out. Give up the �ight, �lush the toilet, and exit the stall to her at the sink. 

She glances over. I glanced at her. We don’t sayanything as water �lows from two faucets. 

“I’m Natilie.” She turns to me, “Sorry for being forward, but I've been watching you, and I like what I see.” Myheart is pounding. I want to get to know her. 

“Persha.” She looks me up and down several times. Iknow what she is thinking, and if anywhere else, I wouldtake off with her. 

“Think I can get your number and text you later?” Shehanded me her phone, and I typed my name and number on the new contact page. In a brazen move, sheleans over and kisses me softly on the lips. “I will talk to you soon.” What the fuck. That was hot. She turns and walks out the door. 

​My face was �lushed when I joined the others. The image of kissing me lingers for a while, along with thoughts of getting to know her better. Return to my seat, “So �lush. She must have talked to you.” Korinwinked at me. 

“How did you know?” 

“Really, Persha?” 

“I scoped her when we walked through the door. I wouldfuck her senseless if I had half the chance. She has been watching you since we walked past her.” Looking back over at the table across the way, she peers at me for a lingering second—a quick, curious glance—beforeturning her attention back to her friends, their laughter rising above the clatter of glasses and the thumping bass. The bar is alive with neon glow and the low hum of conversation, the air thick with perfume and the faint hint of spilled whiskey.

Korin scans the room, her gaze sharp and searching, until her eyes lock on a blonde girl perched at the bar, tracing the rim of her glass with one �inger. Korin stands about �ive feet six inches tall; her short, dark hair tangled in a deliberate, artful mess that suits her restless energy. Her chocolate brown eyes have a piercing, magnetic quality, framed by dark lashes that make her stare linger just a moment too long. Smooth, thin lips curve into a knowing half-smile, hinting at the con�idence beneath her calm exterior. There’s a hungerin the way she watches, a boldness that draws women in—an electric pull that’s impossible to ignore. 

Korin and I never got together. From the �irsttime we met, we both knew we were better friends than girlfriends. Most of the time, we hung out and partied together. 

​“I see desert for tonight. Maybe she has her own room, or we can take up in another part of the living room. Behind the couch.” She looks directly at the female. Herface �lushes. The waitress comes back around, “Can I borrow your pen really quick?” Korin asks the waitress. She writes her number and something else on a napkin, then hands it back to the waitress. It read: 

Korin 509-499-2468

Call me in about an hour. 

Korin walks con�idently over to the girl, offering her the napkin before returning to sit beside me. Her boldness and self-assurance take me by surprise, leaving me both impressed and a little awed. 

“How do you know she's going to call you?” She takes a drink and looks around for a moment before facing me again. 

“I told her I was hungry.” Unbelievable—so daring. Ican’t help but laugh as we rejoin our group, conversation and laughter swirling around us. Timeslips by, and before I know it, we’re back in our room, drinks in hand, the evening’s excitement buzzing in the air. Eventually, the world blurs, and I drift into a tipsyhaze—until a soft moan from the other room jolts me awake. 

Another moan, needy and urgent, follows. I blink, disbelieving, as Korin’s voice slips through the door: “You have to be quiet before I give you something to be quiet with.” The girl answers with another moan, ashuf�le, a hushed giggle. “Here,” Korin whispers. I’mstunned—Korin actually pulled it off. The room �illswith breathless anticipation as Korin murmurs, “I'm

​going to fuck you senseless. You’re going to cum for me when I tell you to.” The girl’s moans grow louder, echoing with pleasure and surrender. 

“Oh yes, baby girl. Suck my pussy, while I fuck your face.” I hear heavy breathing and wet sounds. 

“I have never done this before.” I hear her friend whisper. 

“You're going to eat my pussy while I eat yours until we both cum.” I hear more sounds. I don’t want to listen to this. 

In my bag, I rummage for my headphones and iPod, slipping them on to drown out the sounds from the other room. Muf�led laughter and the rhythmic thumping of the bed echo through the thin walls. I can’thelp but smirk, imagining the tangled sheets and 

�lushed faces. It’s going to be a long night for them— Korin’s energy is endless, especially when she’s drunk. Iwonder if the neighbors can hear, too. 

Morning light creeps through the blinds, paintinggold stripes across the �loor. Around seven, I groggilyreached for my phone, my head still heavy from last night. There's a message from Natilie, sent around midnight: she wants to meet tonight in the hot tub on the third �loor. Only the fancier condos have access to those hot tubs—maybe she’s trying to impress me. Ishoot back a quick reply, agreeing to the time, my

�ingers tingling with anticipation. 

A few minutes later, Korin shuf�les into the kitchen, hairwild, eyes half-lidded with exhaustion. She pours herself a cup of coffee, and we exchange a knowing smile. 

“So, fucking tired.” 

​“Maybe from all the catcalls last night,” I call back before I blow into my coffee to cool it down. 

“I fucked her for hours while devouring her pussy like I was starving. I'm going to see her today while her parents are out. I can’t turn down her pretty pink pussy. She is �inger-licking good.” We both laugh, waking the others. 

Vivian bursts into the room, her hair a wild mess, cheeks �lushed, and eyes shining with a mix of exasperation and admiration. She waves her mop in the air, half-laughing, half-groaning, “Korin, I love and hate you right now. I am game for some good pussy. Did you have to get a loud moaner? Fuck!” The memory of last night lingers in the air, the room still holding onto the heat and muf�led sounds from hours before. Korin leans back in her chair, the corners of her mouth curling into a satis�ied, contented smile, her posture radiating smug pride. 

“I �igure it was better than a screamer,” Korin teases, hervoice still husky from the night before. We grab our gear and head out to the crisp white slopes, the mountain air biting our cheeks and �illing our lungs with icy exhilaration. Sunlight glints off the snow, laughter and shouts echoing as we carve our way down the runs. Bysix, muscles aching and adrenaline fading, we trudge back to the room, cheeks numb and hearts light. Theenergy is electric—everyone’s ready to party. When I mention my date for the evening, Korin bites her lip and shoots me with a mischievous look. “Have fun? Cause I did.” I roll my eyes, pretending not to care, but curiosity simmers beneath my indifference. 

​A few minutes after eight, Natalie meets me by the door to the rooftop hot tub. The night sky is clear, starlight �lickering above, and the air is sharp with cold, maybe twenty degrees or less. We waste no time slipping into the steaming water, letting it envelop us up to our necks, the world outside fading away as warmth seeps into our bones. 

Natilie is the �irst to talk about herself, her voice soft and a little breathless, steam curling around us as conversation �lows and tension simmers beneath the surface. The world feels suspended in a cocoon of heat and starlight—no one else is out here, just the two of us, surrounded by the gentle hiss of the bubbling water and the distant hum of the city below. 

She edges closer, her thigh brushing against mine, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through my body. Her hand �inds my waist, �ingertips lingering, possessive and gentle at once. I can feel her breath— warm, sweet, and slow—ghosting across my cheek, mingling with the night air. The anticipation is heady, my pulse loud in my ears. Suddenly, she closes the distance and captures my mouth in a kiss that is wild and urgent, her lips demanding, her tongue insistent. Isink into her, my senses reeling. 

My hand slides beneath the warm fabric of her bra, seeking out the soft swell of her breast. My

�ingertips graze her tight nipple, and she sighs, tastingof honey and vanilla, a sweetness that lingers on my tongue. Her hand, bold and unhesitating, slips past the elastic of my bottoms, her touch sending sparks of pleasure racing through me. She presses deeper, her

�ingers slick and sure, moving between my lips in a 

​rhythm that steals my breath. We break apart for a moment, gasping, and I �ind her breast with my mouth, teeth grazing just the nipple as a moan escapes me, rawand desperate, the pace she sets utterly intoxicating. 

Just as I was going to pull her suit to the side, akey rattling in the door broke us apart. 

“Fuck.” She whispers, pushing her tit back into the holder. An older couple entered the other hot tub together as we sat silently, facing the other direction. The skies are clean, and steam is rising around us. Westart talking again when I feel her hand slide across my thigh as she tells me about how long she is going to be here. Before I can pull away, she moves against my clit faster while I move with her actions. 

Thank God for the steam when I am coming close. She is still talking about something, but I am lost in the moment of her expert �ingers doing their dance on my clit so good that I start to cum. I’m not sure if it is from the thought of others being here, built-up sexual need, the newness of her, or the nimble �inger she used to work me over, or all of it. Something in me snaps. Shebites her lips and looks over at the older couple. Theyare looking at the stars in the opposite direction. I pullher onto my lap, straddling it, and kiss her hard. My

�ingers rake across her covered pussy several times. Shekisses me while my �ingers �ind their way under her suit and into her pussy, sliding in and out. She is slick from arousal. 

My thumb reaches up and running in circles over her clit while I go deep inside her. She moans softly in my head where others cannot hear. 

​“Persha! Yes. Of fuck me yes!” She whispers in my ear. Before too long, her pussy clamps down on my �ingerwhile she rocks into me. I stroke down her clit once more before slowly removing myself from her satisfying warm pussy. She lifts off me, kneeling between my legs. Ican’t believe I am doing this. 

“We need to meet somewhere we can ....adventure a little more.” Her teeth scrape across her bottom lip. “Not tomorrow. I head out early. It’s our last day.” Shelooks at me. 

“Where do you live?” 

“Spokane.” Her face lit up. 

“Good, I am in Postfalls. I want to see you again.” And we leave with that one promise. 

Three hours later, I returned to the room just in time for Korin to join me at the entrance of our room. “ Are you full yet?” I ask her. 

“Most de�initely. I would go back again. Too bad she lives in Montana.” We laugh, closing the door behind us, theair still buzzing with the echoes of our adventure. Thewarmth and hum of friendly voices greet us as we rejoin the others, the glow from the �ireplace casting �lickeringshadows across the room. Later, Korin slips beneath the covers beside me, her breathing slow and steady, sleepclaiming her almost instantly. I lie awake for a while, listening to the fading laughter from down the hall, feeling wrapped in comfort and belonging. 

The weekend unfolds in a blur of crisp mountain air and gleaming sunlight. We venture out each day, strapping on snowshoes and exploring winding trails through silent forests, our breath hanging in clouds before us. When spring arrives, the snow melts away to reveal hidden paths, and our hikes become treks 

​through budding meadows and along sparkling streams, every step �illed with the promise of new beginnings. 

Mid-March, Natalie texts me out of the blue. Ican’t believe she waited this long to get in touch with me. 

Natilie: I’ve been thinking about you. 

Me: Is that right? 

At dinner with several others, I try to be discreet when I text back—my phone dings. 

Natilie: Oh yeah. I want to see you again. How about my place on Friday? I just got back in town.” 

Me: What time? 

“Take it that is a booty call,” Korin whispers over. Thephone dings again. 

Natilie: Seven?” 

“Fucking get you some pussy. Clear the cobwebs out.” Korin nudges me in the ribs. 

Me: I will see you at seven. 

Korin and I look over the table to discover they are oblivious, and I line up a booty call. Friday night is one day away, and I have plans for Friday and Saturday. Thisis going to be a busy weekend. 

At six thirty, I am out the door and, on my way, toPost Falls. Natilie's place is about forty-�ive minutes away. On the highway, I sent her a text to let her know I'd be late, as usual for me most of the time. By the time I got there, it was almost seven. Fabulous late like always. Oh well. Knock on the red wood door, she opens it, wearing light blue jeans and a shirt with a lowerneckline showing her cleavage. Her supple breasts are held out before me, encouraging me to run my �ingeralong the exposed skin. We kiss on the cheek before she invites me in. 

​Scent of vanilla wafts around her as I pass by. Ican’t help but silently question if she tastes the way she smells. Hopefully, we will �ind out tonight. 

“You want to go bowling tonight with a couple of my friends? I promise we will have fun.” Going out? Whynot. 

“Hell, yeah. Let’s go! What she doesn’t know is the competitive side of me. I am competitive by nature and love challenges. We headed to the bowling alley, wherewe met up with three other couples. On lesbians who have been together for �ive years, and the other two are straight. In the �irst round of bowling, we got to know each other and started joking around. By the end of the night, we were laughing and playing like we had known each other for years. 

Back at her place, she invites me in, her voice low and inviting as she �licks on the soft kitchen lights. Theair is warm, humming with anticipation. She moves with practiced ease, grabbing two cold beers from the fridge and popping the tops, the hiss and clink echoing in the quiet night. We sit at the counter, our knees brushing, laughter and stories �lowing as the minutes slip by. Iwatch as she licks and bites her bottom lip, her eyes glinting with mischief, the gesture sending a pulse of heat through me. 

Gradually, the space between us disappears. Ilean closer, feeling the electric charge building, the air thick with possibility. My hands �ind their way behind her on the counter, anchoring me as I press against her, feeling the warmth radiating from her skin. Herbreathing grows quick and shallow, every exhale 

​brushing soft against my cheek. Gently, I slide the beer from her hand and set it aside, savoring the way her 

�ingers linger on the bottle for a heartbeat before releasing it. My lips �ind her ear, my breath teasing her skin, and I feel her shiver beneath my touch, anticipation hanging between us like a thread pulled tight. 

“I bet if I slid my hand down in between your pussy lips, I would �ind you soaked.” I nibble on her ear. Turn her around and have her grab the counter. As I suggested in her ear, my hand slid against her skin between her lips to �ind her soaking wet and engorged. I �ingered her nub slowly, stealing the breath from her lungs. 

My mouth watered while I nibbled and bit her neck while she moved into me over more. I grabbed her by the neck and led her down a hallway until she entered her room. 

“Take off all your clothes, get on the bed, spread your legs, and show me your sweet pussy.” I reach down more fucking with two �ingers, tightening my grip around her neck. She is unbuttoning her pants, trying to slide them down as best as she can. Her �ingers work the buttons of her shirt, opening to allow me access to her perky tits. 

I pull my hand out from between her legs and unfasten her bra, letting it fall to the ground. She was fully naked with her back against my chest. 

“I didn’t say you can move.” I reach up, cupping her breast with both hands, feeling the soft heat of her skin beneath my palms. Her breath hitches, a moan slipping from her lips, low and desperate. I tease her nipple between my �ingers, rolling and plucking gently, 

​watching her back arch as pleasure ripples through her. The way she gasps and trembles makes my own desire burn hotter, knowing exactly how to drive her wild. “Now go lie down and spread those legs for me.” I tapeher pussy before letting her go. 

Her hair spread out about her head, perky tits sat high on her chest, and her pink slit was on full display. There is a desire to dominate her, and tonight I am going to take her in every way possible. Stripping myself of my clothes, I crawl from the corner of the bed between her creamy white legs. She plucks at her nipple a couple of times. “Show me what you like.” A �inger runs between her ripped lips when she lets out a moan. I sank, removing her �inger, replacing it with my tongue. Mytongue runs side to side, then draws her into my mouth. 

Her legs clamp onto my head. Push the apart, dipping down into her, shoving my tongue in her hot core. She moves up and down on my face when her thumb rubs her with the same speed as my tongue. Sheis losing control until I stop slowly massaging her erotic zone. I shove two �ingers inside, moving fast in her, while I clamp my mouth onto her right breast. Herbreast is soft, with a tight bite. Pain and pleasure �ill her. She is speechless. 

“Tell me what you want, and I will give it to you.” 

“I want you to suck on my clit while I grind on your face.” Nice, pushing her legs over my shoulder, I went in for the kill. 

She moans louder when I push two �ingersinside, not letting up on the suction on her clit. Shestilled. Her
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