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Racing Hearts

Good Sports, Book Two

Alex Winters


Chapter One

RILEY

“The hell?”

Riley Hunter did a quick stutter-step onto the sidewalk, used to having the whole of her big, wide suburban street to herself at this admittedly ungodly hour. Instead, she was suddenly sharing it with a rattletrap pickup truck in some sickly shade of mustard yellow, the crooked bumper covered in a hodgepodge tapestry of faded Northern Carolina State bumper stickers, as it grumbled by at an almost luxurious pace.

Riley took a break from glaring at the ramshackle bumper, afraid it might fall off in the middle of the street, and glanced up at the sky, familiar shades of orange, blue, and black as her morning run straddled the last of nightfall and the beginning of daybreak.

The truck’s brake lights faded around the corner as it wound clumsily along toward the cul-de-sac at the end of Sycamore Street. Riley shook it off and slipped back from the sidewalk onto the blacktop, pink-and-white running shoes finding familiar footing as she wound down her morning jog, savoring the cool dawn air as it washed over her sweaty body.

In the vague distance, the truck’s engine still hummed, the only sound for miles as the sleepy little town of Jasper, North Carolina slumbered through the last of the night, hours away from waking. It was what made her morning runs so appealing, despite the ungodly hour: an entire town, quiet and sleepy, all to herself.

Not that little Jasper was ever quite bustling or hectic to begin with, but there was something to be said about the solitude of an early morning run, the peace and quiet of empty streets, hers for the taking. Winking stoplights glowing just for her, no traffic jams or waiting at crosswalks, no barking dogs or passing school buses; nothing but her, the road beneath her feet, and the familiar sights, sounds, and even smells of her tiny hometown.

Most mornings, anyway. But this morning, she was sharing her long, meandering street with a noisy, rusty, unfamiliar interloper. Some college kid delivering papers, perhaps? Or some burned-out frat partier heading home after a rowdy kegger, heading off to bed as her day was newly beginning? Riley wasn’t curious, per se, just ticked off that the best part of her run, the quiet, slow, leisurely cool-off down the last of her street, had been ruined by some rattletrap junk heap at the ass crack of dawn.

“Chill, Riley,” she told herself, musing quietly with the last of her breath. “You sound like Old Mrs. Johnson when you and Piper used to drag your asses home after some high school party!”

Thus, she rounded the corner that led to her house, finding the piss-yellow truck parked crookedly in front of Piper’s old house. As she watched, transfixed, the driver’s side door opened and none other than her old teammate, and first lady crush, unfolded from the seat, one velvety-smooth, irresistible inch at a time.

“Speak of the devil,” Riley murmured, heart racing as she padded closer to the house at the end of the street, legs suddenly as unsteady as her trembling knees.


Chapter Two

PIPER

“You still do that shit?”

Piper McPhee stood at the back of her truck, admiring the sleek curves of her old track teammate, stretching leisurely at the curb.

“What shit?” Riley huffed, vaguely out of breath as sweat drizzled along her stretching limbs, provocative and comely as the first rays of dawn caressed her smooth, olive complected skin.

Piper reached for the crumpled pack of smokes in her beach hoodie pocket. “Run every morning,” she explained, waving a freshly tamped-out cigarette in her general direction.

Riley stood, body glistening in the provocative dawn light, skin radiant—and plenty of it. Her sports bra was drenched in sweat, as was the waistband of her sheer pink jogging shorts. The only other clothes Riley wore were a pair of lowcut socks and, of course, the best running shoes money could buy. She winced as if she could already smell the smoke wafting from between Piper’s lips. “You still do that shit?”

“What shit?” Piper teased as a ribbon of smoke slithered through each nostril and up from between her crooked, almost leering smile.

Riley smirked and inched closer, face aglow with endorphins and eyes smoky with mystery. “Poison your lungs, that’s what shit,” she huffed, reaching for the cigarette.

Piper assumed she’d toss it to the ground and stamp it out beneath the ribbed, rubber tread of her $280 sneakers but, instead, Riley slid it between her ripe, full lips and took a long, leisurely drag.

Piper leaned back against the truck bed, admiring the sexy trail of smoke that slid from between those same sultry lips. Riley handed it back. “Damn, that’s good,” she said, eyelids fluttering in sheer nicotine ecstasy like spinning numbers in a racing slot machine.

Piper chuckled through another drag. “When’s the last time you smoked, Cool Breeze?”

“When’s the last time I saw you, Piper?”

Piper didn’t have to struggle to remember the occasion. “Sophie Tucker’s graduation party.”

Riley frowned. “So…three years then?”

“Almost four,” Piper corrected her, offering the cheap cigarette she’d picked up at a gas station off the interstate less than two hours earlier. She watched as her old friend did the mental math, waiting for the inevitable callout.

“Hmm,” Riley observed knowingly, her smoky brown eyes searching out Piper’s as they lingered near the back of the truck. “It’s too late to be home for spring break, and a few months early for graduation, so…what gives?”

Piper sagged with the weight of her decision, the old truck shifting behind her. “Do you want the whole truth?” she asked, dropping the last of her cigarette to the driveway and tamping it out herself. “Or the sanitized version I’m going to give my mom when she wakes up and finds me sitting in the kitchen, having my eighth cup of coffee of the morning?”

“The whole truth, duh.” Riley’s face was dotted with concern, making Piper feel bad for disturbing her old friend’s morning run. She knew how much those meant to Riley growing up.

“So, I…actually didn’t go to school this semester.”

“What? Why not?”

“I don’t really know, Riley. I just…didn’t want to.”

Riley nodded as if she understood, even as she began her predictably thorough interrogation. “All of a sudden? But your scholarship—”

“Shit, honey, I screwed that up sophomore year. I’ve been paying for school myself ever since.”

Riley gave her the vaguely judgmental, quietly concerned look she’d been dreading ever since deciding to drive home in the middle of the night the day before. Her lease was up, her bags were packed, her roommates were tired of her sleeping on the couch, it was time. She just wished she’d left a little sooner to avoid a predawn reunion with the one girl that got away. “I…I had no idea, Piper.”

“Well, how could you? We kind of left on not the best of terms, so…”

Riley grew indignant. Piper grew defensive. It was too early for this kind of thing, too soon, too much, too fast, yet somehow not even close to enough. Their voices mingled in the rising sun, hushed as if to match the dulcet tones of a small-town Carolina morning in the stilted air of May.

“I mean—”

“Don’t get me wrong, it’s just—”

“No, I get it, still—”

“Sure, of course, but—”

Riley’s voice struggled to have the last word. “It’s just…friends fade away, don’t they? Eventually? After a while. I mean, I don’t keep in touch with most of the kids we graduated with, do you?”

Piper wanted another cigarette so badly she could taste the acrid burn deep down in her lungs but resisted the urge. She’d always been the bad girl to Riley’s goody two-shoes, responsible, stuck-up little self, and the last thing she wanted now, upon seeing her old friend for the first time in years, was to add chain-smoking, scholarship-losing, couch-surfing, college dropout to the list.

“I’m not blaming you, Riley. I…I got all caught up in college athletics that first year, and after that, it was hard to pick up the pieces and remember I even had a life back here, you know?”

Riley nodded, glancing slightly away at her own house, further on up Sycamore Street. Her voice was oddly sentimental as she muttered, just above a whisper, “I hope you didn’t forget all about your life back here, Piper.”

Their eyes met in the shimmering new dawn, Piper nodding gently as she struggled to contain the feelings bubbling straight to the surface. She’d hoped, with nearly four years’ distance, she could have put some of those old longings to bed. Instead, they came back, harder, faster, more powerful than ever.

And all it took was one sultry glance from her high school crush. “Not all of it, Riley. No. The only thing I regretted leaving behind was you.”

Riley brightened. Or perhaps it was the sun, glinting off her smooth shoulders, stinging her eyes as her lean, sweaty body cooled in the balmy Carolina breeze. “Funny,” she sighed, inching gently away as if she’d already said too much. “The only person I wanted to stick around was you.”

Piper chuckled, shifting her weight from the rear of the truck and snatching her duffel from the back. “Lucky you then,” she said with a smirk as they stood, inches apart but miles away.


Chapter Three

RILEY

“Why so gloomy, Riles?”

Riley glanced up from a property listing she was midway through updating and peered into the face of her boss, Shirley Renaissance. She had to blink a few times to focus on the person across from her desk, wondering when she’d managed to slip into her office without being noticed.

“Am I?” Riley asked, wiping the blur from her eyes and peering out from behind her sleek computer monitor for the first time all day.

Shirley wrinkled her ebony nose, straightened her sleek red glasses, and nodded perfunctorily. “Maybe not gloomy, per se,” she said in her stiff, efficient southern accent, the perfect complement to her tailored red suit and matching manicured nails. “But you’re definitely not the perky social media manager who normally bounds in here six days a week, updating us all on your viewing trends from the night before.”

Riley stifled a blush and forced a dry, humorless chuckle. “Sorry, I ran into an old friend this morning, that’s all.”

Shirley made a dramatically surprised face. “You? Have? Friends?”

While she ran the offices of Renaissance Realty with an iron fist, Shirley also made time to familiarize herself with the lives of her fellow realtors and even employees, humble as they might have been in Riley’s case. She’d started working for Shirley the summer after graduating high school, needing something flexible but that paid well so she could have time off to care for her grandfather at a moment’s notice.

Shirley had needed someone to manage her new social media development and figured someone fresh out of high school would be just the right fit for maximizing all the latest trends, sites, keywords, and hashtags. Riley hadn’t had the heart to tell her future boss that she was so busy caregiving for her elderly grandfather she barely had time to take a selfie, let alone post one, but still got the job almost sight unseen.

Since then, she’d worked her way steadily up the ladder to have her own office and a new title—Social Showcase Coordinator—with a whole new host of responsibilities, such as the one she was currently supporting when Shirley had all but snuck up on her: updating the daily fluctuations in price, availability, and amenities of Renaissance Realty’s new Property Management division.

“Had friends,” Riley corrected her. “As in, once upon a very long time ago…”

“Oh, come on,” Shirley tut-tutted, shifting her generous weight in the rarely used chair across from Riley’s desk. “It’s only been a few years since you graduated, right?”

“Almost four,” Riley sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose to relieve a tension headache that had been gradually building there all morning. No surprise there. Running into the sultry sex goddess you thought you’d buried in your long-distant past tends to do that to a gal. “Long enough for everyone else from my senior class to graduate.”

“So that’s what this is then, huh, Riley?” Shirley nodded knowingly. “You ran into someone from school, driving a better car, working a better job, who’s already got that paper diploma framed and hanging on their wall and now you’re feeling oh so very woe is me about it?”

Riley smirked. “Actually, it’s just the opposite.”

“What?” Shirley looked like she was personally offended that her carefully curated narrative for Riley’s moral dilemma was doomed from the start.

“Yeah, it’s this girl I went to school with. We ran track together, and most mornings before school too. We both got scholarships to different schools. She went to NCU, and I was set to go to Southern Carolina but then Gramps got sick and needed me and, well…”

Shirley adopted a concerned tone. “You never told me you had a scholarship, Riley.”

“I mean, I had to turn it down, obviously, and had already kind of scrubbed it from my memory banks by the time I interviewed to work here, so…”

Shirley sat back, looking uncomfortable but perceptive in the generic desk chair that struggled to confine her womanly hips. “But look how happy you made your grandfather in those final years, Riles.”

“Thanks to you and your flex schedule,” Riley pointed out, struggling not to let the weight of those last few years drag her down.

“The one nice thing about being a realtor is the flexibility of being one’s own boss,” Shirley reminded her, for perhaps the four millionth time since she’d started there. “You’ll appreciate that even more when you take that leap and get your realtor’s license like I’ve been bugging you these last few months.”

Riley blushed slightly. “I’ll get there, it’s just been a lot after all the fallout with Gramps, getting his affairs in order, and I mean… I’m halfway there, right? With the way you helped me avoid probate while buying the ole homestead after he passed?”

“Just a taste of the big things to come for you, Riles, but stop avoiding the question and answer me, girl!”

Riley chuckled. That was almost exactly what she’d been doing with her quick trip down Memory Lane. “Where to start?” This time, her heavy sigh was unintentional.

Shirley growled with mock impatience. Or perhaps it was real impatience, Riley thought. She was a busy woman, after all. “How about with her name, Riles?”

“Piper,” Riley blurted. “She… I mean…she was…”

Shirley noticed the pregnant pauses, filling in the gaps with a knowing tone and even more knowledgeable smirk. “She was more than a friend?”

“I wanted her to be,” Riley acknowledged, hardly believing she was spilling all this to her boss, of all people. Then again, she probably wouldn’t have spilled her guts so easily if said boss didn’t have a wife of her own and two beautiful adopted children at home as part of her own personal backstory. “And, for a time, I thought she wanted to be more than just friends too. And then…”

“Time ran out?”

Riley nodded. “It went so fast. Senior year, I mean. The year I was finally going to admit my feelings for her and see if she felt the same way. And I was such a chicken about it all. Every day during our morning run together, I told myself I’d fess up and every day, I wound up wussing out. Completely. Utterly…”

“Give yourself a break, Riley. Sounds like she was skirting the issue a little too.”

“A bit.” Riley smirked. “I think, small town, you know. Small school. All those cliques. All those eyes, watching your every move, just waiting for you to slip up so they can scandalize the most innocent of emotions. If she’d been a boy, or if I had, it would have been easier, obvi.”

Shirley’s voice was ripe with recognition. “Oh, don’t I know it. But then neither of you would have been yourselves now, would you?”

Riley sank back into her seat quietly, nodding all the same. “No, I guess we wouldn’t.”

“And now? What, she’s back in town and you’re feeling…sentimental? Afraid that she’s moved on or that, somehow, you still haven’t?”

“That’s just it. I don’t know how to feel.”

Shirley’s ever present cell phone skittered across Riley’s Lucite desk just then, earning an automatic reach from her boss. “Shit, I have to take this, Riles, but two words of advice?”

Riley chuckled nervously, not sure whether to feel relieved that her sordid little tale had been cut short or distraught, still searching for answers. “Sure, boss. Shoot.”

“First off, in this life, we don’t often get second chances. If you’re still feeling a way about this girl, don’t let the chance get away from you this time.”

“Got it. And the second piece of advice?”

Shirley all but kicked the desk chair across from her. “Second? Get with Rodney in Accounting and have him work up a purchase order for a new chair over here. This one’s trash!” She winked at the same time she swiped to accept the call. “Thus endeth the lesson,” she said to Riley as she strode toward her office door. Then, back into the phone: “No, not for you, Carl. You got an updated contract for me, sir? You promised me you’d have it on my desk this a.m. and, sir, my desk is clean as a whistle, so…”

Shirley left the office far louder than she’d entered, but Riley felt none the wiser. Her boss was right, of course. She was also big, bold, brave, and badass, none of which described Riley.

At. All.

Still, she wasn’t entirely wrong either. Piper had made it clear she was in town until she sorted out what to do next with her life. Maybe, this time, Riley could help her do just that.

Or, at the very least, sort out her love life?


Chapter Four

PIPER

“Finally…”

Piper slid slowly into the tub, luxuriating in the almost scalding warmth of the water as it enveloped her tired, aching body in a rich lavender haze. The sensation was so new, so exotic, she shivered with the delight of it all, wriggling deeper and deeper until the soft, whitecapped suds reached nearly to her chin.

The involuntary sigh that escaped her body had to have come from somewhere deep within, possibly even her toes, cleansing her of the last few months of inner turmoil and outer behavior, rippling the foamy layer that covered the gently lapping bathwater on its way out of her body and into the atmosphere.

“Good riddance,” she harumphed as she took one last drag off her roach, inhaling the musky smoke and holding it gently until it fluttered from her lungs. She tamped the joint out in the little ashtray on the stool she’d slid close to the tub. Piper reached for the cold import she’d just cracked open and swallowed the beer greedily, the one-two punch of relaxation a welcome respite after the dustup she’d had with her mother earlier that day.

She set the beer down and used her cold fingers to gently trace the flushed skin on the cheek her mother had slapped before storming from the room, only to return moments later to tearfully apologize for. It was the same old pattern as high school, and Piper was disappointed that she was reacting the same way now as she did back then: smothering her feelings and wallowing in self-pity at the same time.

The only upside was that her mom hadn’t just left in a huff of self-righteousness and self-regret but would be gone for the entire weekend as well: off to give the keynote presentation at the work-from-home, vaguely pyramid scheme sounding door-to-door perfume sale company she worked for as Head of New Recruits.

It was the latest in a long line of do-it-yourself, unconventional, vaguely shady jobs her mother had held ever since divorcing Piper’s father midway through her final year of junior high. That was the year Piper and her mother had moved to the house on Sycamore Street, five doors down from Riley and a world away from their home back in Florida, where her banker father had taken up with his secretary, ten years his junior.

The scandal hadn’t just rocked their family foundation but had set Piper’s mother on a collision course with revenge. Determined to outwit her ex-husband, to say nothing of outearn him, Piper’s mom had grabbed at every half-baked, off-the-cusp, quasi-legal opportunity known to man: online medical supply sales, freelance graphic design, remote customer service for an air mattress company, any and all ways to earn her dream income of six figures a year.

By hook or by crook she’d met her goals, and then some, especially with this latest perfume company gig. But financial success and nonstop hustling had left little to no time for parenting, giving Piper all the freedom she needed to live a mostly independent life during the four years she spent at Jasper High School.

Piper had wasted little time taking full advantage of her dysfunctional family background and latchkey kid circumstances, quickly earning a reputation as a wild party girl up for anything, anytime, on a moment’s notice. That is, until she’d come home from a late-night party one predawn morning only to find her comely and irresistible neighbor, Riley, heading out for a morning jog.

They’d seen each other on the street in the brief time Piper had lived in Jasper, and in and out of the halls at school, but that morning had been the first time Piper had been still just buzzed enough to speak to her.

“Are you out of your mind?” Piper had blurted, stumbling off the ratty ten speed that had been her central mode of transportation until she got her driver’s license a year or two later.

“Are you still drunk?” Riley had chuckled as she sped past, a blinding flash of lusty thighs and pumping arms and perky breasts and long, chestnut-brown hair swept into an irresistibly swishing ponytail.

Piper had set her alarm for early the next morning and, despite wearing ill-fitting shoes and a pair of denim shorts, had managed to join Riley on the first of what was to be four long years of before-school runs. Rain or shine, summer, winter, spring or fall, they’d unilaterally met on the quiet cul-de-sac at the end of their street and dutifully set about forming a lifelong friendship that had only ended when Piper went off to Northern Carolina State, on a full track scholarship no less. All thanks to little miss goody two-shoes and her jog past Piper’s house that random, boozy, sultry morning.

Piper owed a lot to Riley, she surmised, sinking lower into the tub as the warm water, skunk weed, and cold Belgian beer worked its magic and lulled her into a welcomingly blissful state. Sweet, pretty, comely Riley, with those sumptuous curves and that flawless olive complexion and the same chestnut-brown hair, straight and long and aching to be tousled as they lay, blissful and dewy and sweaty in a cloud of sex-stained sheets and sticky limbs.

Piper smiled at the thought, just one of a million sexy daydreams she’d been indulging in since their first run together, the sound of Riley’s pants and grunts as they sprinted through the last quarter mile seared in her brain and, if Piper cared to admit it, never far from her fantasies.

She heard them now, luxuriating in her bathtub, remodeled and twice the size since she’d last used it years ago on a holiday visit home during winter break. Now her long legs barely reached the opposite end where, before, they used to stick out.

She sighed and took another sip of beer, reveling in the lavender bath salts and luxuriating bliss of soaking, naked and alone, so completely and utterly alone.

She could hardly believe the disconnect between her current state and the chaotic reality of her apartment-dwelling, roommate-having, privacy-deprived state back in her off-campus place. Her two apparently agoraphobic roommates who never left the house except to attend the rare Tuesday and Thursday class, leaving Piper little alone time and even less privacy to indulge in such luxurious, lavender-scented, foamy-surfaced, naked pleasures.

Naked. Utterly, completely, wetly naked in the middle of the day, just a few houses down from her first female crush, the whole house to herself for the rest of the week as her bipolar mother put on her best pink suit, strode up to the podium in her tallest pink heels, and gave the keynote address to a roomful of cult-like perfume company employees in some hotel ballroom in downtown Albuquerque, no less.

The contrast from her old life back in some Carolina college town, her pizza-smelling apartment and passive-aggressive roomies, the long, winding, late-night drive back home, the sudden appearance of Riley, curvy and bubbly and looking every bit as she had that freshman morning, comely and alluring and sweaty, had Piper in an almost surreal state of suspended animation.

As the sting of her mother’s homecoming slap faded not just in tingle but in memory, only to be replaced by Riley’s smiling face and those ripe, firm breasts, Piper gave in to age-old temptations and gently slid her hands beneath the water’s surface.

The heat, the desire, the temptation, the anticipation was too much to resist. Piper smiled, left hand drifting to enrobe her breasts in a firm, teasing embrace even as her right hand slithered across her smooth, shaven mound to caress and slither between her pink, slick lips.

The sensation was as immediate as it was naughty, the water gently rippling as Piper spread her thighs and her fingers found purchase on her clit. It begged for attention, even as it shuddered in mounting ecstasy. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d climaxed, alone or with another human, and her tense bud was there to remind her that, indeed, it had been far too long either way!

All the same, Piper took her time as the hot water and silky lavender suds covered her gently probing fingers, almost like a lover’s hand. Her nipples were taut, pink peaks, tender to the touch and responsive to her bidding, bending and aching beneath her wet fingers, slithering around them, thumbing and pressing them, pinching them until she felt she could come from that alone.

And all the while, her thighs spread wider, her fingertips probed tighter, pressed firmer, slid faster, then slower, her bare ass squeaking on the smooth polished surface at the bottom of the tub as her languid lust thickened to a tidal frenzy.

The first orgasm caught her by surprise, a gushing blitz of nerve endings and fiery sensations pulsing and prodding at her pressing fingertips, making her entire body shudder as she bit down on her lower lip to squelch the scream that threatened to loose itself and shatter the high, stylish bathroom windows.

The water splashed, a smooth, sudsy wave that reverberated against the far end of the tub and back again, slithering across her trembling pussy and unleashing yet another orgasm in its wake, slower this time but just as powerful, a quaking shudder that forced her eyelids closed and her mouth back open.

In due time she recovered, blinking away the sweat that stung her eyes even as the aftershocks of a second powerful wave receded, leaving room for a third, then a fourth, a fifth, and a sixth until, in the feverish blur of slick, sticky flesh and slithering, pressing fingertips, she blissfully lost count of the final tally.

Instead, she merely nodded, gulping down beer to slake her thirst, if not her desire. If anything, the solo session had only managed to leave her more determined that it be her last one for a good, long while.

It was at that moment, the suds retreating, the water calming, her shuddering pussy struggling to regain its composure, nipples softening in time with her ragged breathing, that Piper made a simple but stern promise to herself: the next time she came, at least within the city limits of Jasper, it would be by Riley’s hand, or tongue, or with her sweet, bronzed, curvy body pressed tight against her own.

She didn’t know how it might happen, or even if it could happen, or quite frankly if it ever should happen, but so help her, Piper vowed to make it a reality, one way or another. Sadly, she knew that the only way to start was the same way she had all those years ago, by setting her alarm at some ungodly hour and lacing up her running shoes for one last sprint toward romance—or heartache!


Chapter Five

RILEY

“You sure you’re up for this, Piper?”

Riley struggled to keep her composure as the sight of Piper, endless legs pale and wan under the harvest moon, swam into view. “Absolutely not,” Piper grunted, joining her as they slipped from the sidewalk in front of her driveway down the long, winding, familiar street where they’d first officially met.

“But…it worked for us once upon a time, right?”

Riley eyed her carefully, having to glance up at her running partner’s towering, statuesque form. “I suppose it did there for a while, huh?”

Piper nodded, offering Riley one of her trademark semi-smiles, as sexy as it was confusing. As always, it made her pitter in some places and patter in others, a surprisingly welcome feeling after so many years spent apart.

Falling back into their familiar old routine, they ran for the most part, and spoke when they felt like it. Riley was going slower than usual, following Piper’s lead as those long, flawless legs struggled to find their footing. “When, uh…if you don’t mind me asking…is the last time you did this?”

“Not since I lost my scholarship,” Piper huffed, instinctively turning right as they reached the end of Sycamore Street and merged onto Archer Avenue. The sheer muscle memory of it all, the easy turn, the low-key shuffle, the automatic instinct to follow the old trail they always had, made Riley feel like she’d traveled back in time to high school, all the old feelings—and even some new ones—blooming like spring flowers shooting up overnight. “Kind of took the joy out of running after that, you know?”

Riley took a chance and shot out an elbow to jostle Piper affectionately in the ribs. “Come on, Piper. We both know you never really enjoyed running all that much to begin with.”

Piper sighed. Or breathed heavily. Or panted. It was hard to tell which at this point. “Naw,” she grunted, lean arms pumping mildly in the sultry Carolina breeze. “I only ever got into it because of you, anyway.”

Riley took a long, lingering gander at Piper’s endless legs, lean and supple and pale in the early morning light. “I mean, with those legs? You had to run track.”

“So said you and Coach Proper, every chance she got. I mean, I suppose it was inevitable. How else would we have gotten to know each other so well, Riles?”

“Did we though?” Riley kicked her own pace down a notch as Piper seemed to glide along even more slowly than she had before. It wasn’t that she wasn’t in shape, per se. She looked fitter than ever. It was just that her heart didn’t seem to be in it. Didn’t seem to be into anything at the moment, Riley noted, save for wrapping up their morning run.

Piper seemed surprised by the suggestion. “Sure, I mean, for a time.”

“I guess.” Riley was slightly out front as they turned from Archer Avenue onto Main Street, the quaint and colorful, meandering strip of shops and restaurants, cafés and bars that lined what amounted to downtown in tiny Jasper. It was all but deserted at this hour, the wide sidewalk theirs and theirs alone save for a few bus benches and café tables in front of the smoothie shop.

Piper glanced over, face aglow with perspiration, auburn hair dancing across her sweaty shoulders in flouncy, utterly sexy pigtails. “Look, I’m sorry for the way I left town. Honestly? I thought you were right behind me. I mean, we both had scholarships, we were both busy packing and getting ready, then I heard about your Gramps through the grapevine and… I’m really sorry, Riles. Truly, I am.”

Riley nudged her again, finding herself too close by far to the sexy temptress who had fueled a thousand late-night fantasies, and nearly as many early morning runs. “It’s fine, Piper, honestly. You were caught up in your world, I was caught up in mine, it’s… We’re here now, right?”

“Speaking of.” Piper nudged her back, the fleeting glance of flesh on flesh so immediate and powerful Riley nearly gasped with the unexpected enormity of it all. “Can we slow down?”

“Slow down?” Riley snorted, nearly marching in place already. “Any slower and we’ll be sitting in Jasper’s Java having a mocha smoothie!”

As if on cue, Piper did just that, coming to a standstill in front of the gaily lit café, the only establishment—other than the Quickie Mart across the street, that is—open at this ungodly hour. “I mean—” She reached into the tiny pocket of her satin running shorts and slid forth a carefully folded wad of cash. “That’s what I was hoping for, anyway.”

Riley stopped as well. “Jesus,” she muttered, pretending to be disappointed when, after all, she hadn’t been feeling like a run that morning either. “I suppose, Piper.”

Piper let out a triumphant little “squee” sound, clapping her hands as Riley struggled not to focus on the way it made her ripe, curvy breasts rasp against her powder-blue sports bra or the light return to her soft, green eyes. “Mission accomplished.”

“What? You had this planned the whole time?” Riley huffed as Piper held the door open for her. Inside, the air was cool and the music loud, something synthetic and neon like the muted pinks and greens floating across the ceiling.

“I mean, for now. I’ll get back in shape, Riles, promise, I just… I wanted to see you again, that’s all.”

Riley was suddenly grateful for the post-run flush that hopefully hid the actual blush rising to her cheeks. “There are easier ways to do it than pretending to be interested in running, you know?”

They paused, face to face in the doorway, bodies aglow with perspiration, eyes dancing nervously as they always had. “Not with you, Riley. It’s never been easy for me to talk to you.”

“Jesus.” Riley was too nervous by far to be standing so close to her first, and only, female crush. “You’re so full of beans.”

Piper snorted, following her up to the sales counter. “God, I haven’t heard that one-liner since I left town.”

They lingered just short of the cash register, the sleepy cashier eyeing them suspiciously. Their eyes met in the otherworldly green and pink neon, like something from an eighties movie as time melted away with every batted eyelash and licked lip. “Did you miss it, Piper?”

Piper paused only momentarily before replying, an almost sultry whisper that shot straight to Riley’s core. “You think I’d be up at the ass crack of dawn if I didn’t miss all this, Riles?”


Chapter Six

PIPER

“She really said all that?”

Piper nodded noncommittally, stirring the dregs of her PB & J smoothie as she sat across from Riley outside the empty café, the two of them the only inhabitants of a still deserted Main Street. “In so many words, yeah.”

Piper had wisely left the part about the slap out. She always had, growing up. The words her mother said to her were bad enough to share, the slaps were, well, better left unsaid. Especially to a do-gooder like Riley, who probably would have called child protective services or some such dramatic shit had she known.

“Can I ask you a question?” Riley said after a long, pregnant pause.

Piper glanced across the small, plastic table and nodded quietly. “Of course. What?”

“Is that…is she…why you were so eager to get out of Jasper in the first place?”

Piper had never really thought of it that way before, but the answer was so obvious she wondered why. “I suppose,” she hemmed. “And she certainly pushed for it, that’s for sure.”

“Really?”

Piper pushed the last of her smoothie away, sinking back into her creaking fold-up chair and lingering in the soft, quiet humidity of another spring morning in Jasper. “I wouldn’t have known the first thing about applying for a scholarship, but Mom sure did. I’d come home from school and there would be a stack of printouts for me to sign, the manilla envelopes already addressed and stamped, and she’d send them all off the next morning as soon as the post office opened.”

“No shit?” Riley’s face was a mask of genuine surprise and mild disgust, skin still aglow from their abbreviated run through town.

Piper chuckled nervously. “Yeah, I… Is it weird that I just remembered that? Like, right this minute?”

Riley shook her head, almost reverently. Her ponytail, loose and brown, swished across her bare shoulders. “No, not at all. Most of that year was a blur anyway, you know, for normal senior year reasons and then add on what your mom was doing to you at home, all the responsibility of finding a school and…” She picked up her barely touched mocha smoothie and slid warm, wet lips around the straw. Piper struggled not to notice.

“Where’d you go?” Piper whispered, nudging Riley’s sneaker beneath the plastic table as if hoping to quietly kickstart her back to reality.

“Sorry, it’s just…seeing you again, Piper. I’m remembering things too, you know?”

“Good things, I hope?”

Riley put down her smoothie and wriggled back against her chair. She wore a pink sports bra with no straps, clinging to her small, pert breasts like loving, tender hands. Piper struggled to retain eye contact as her heartrate increased tenfold.

“Always good things, Piper. You know that.”

“Even after I left the way I did.”

“You left, Piper. You had a life to live. We both did, I suppose. And I certainly couldn’t hold you back just because mine was temporarily on hold with Gramps. Like you said, we’re here now, right?”

“We certainly are.”

Riley shifted in her seat and Piper realized she’d left their feet touching beneath the table. It felt both oddly unnatural and the most natural thing she’d ever done before. Even more so when Riley did nothing to slip hers away. Instead, she forced a soft, almost shy smile and asked, “Speaking of, what does your day look like?”

Piper hadn’t really thought beyond setting her alarm and running with Riley that morning. “You’re kind of looking at it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, I mean, instead of taking classes this semester I worked at this pizza parlor just off campus. My overhead at the apartment was low, I ate at work, the other kids were always calling off, so I just worked and worked and saved up, well, quite a bit. I’m good for now, for a while in fact.”

“And then?”

Piper nudged Riley’s foot once more, felt the resistance, pleasant and playful beneath the table. “And then? Maybe I figure out what I want to be when I grow up.”

Riley wore a curious expression. “Sounds nice, actually.”

“My dysfunctional, fucked-up life? Sounds nice? How so?”

“I mean,” Riley murmured, wriggling in her seat so that those petite breasts brushed against the clingy fabric of her top. “I needed something flexible when Gramps got sick, so I hooked up with this local realtor. I love it, don’t get me wrong, but I’ve been grinding basically since just after graduation and it’s, well…”

“A grind?” Piper offered playfully.

Riley nodded. “Yeah, actually. A grind.”

“So, call off today.”

“I don’t really have to,” Riley said with an almost apologetic grin. “It’s my flex day where I work from home anyway, so…”

Piper felt a gush of almost orgasmic relief. “Really?”

“Yeah, why?”

“I just… Feels like old times this morning. I was hoping, maybe we could keep it going?”

Riley met her eyes across the table. “Funny,” she said, a smirk slithering across those ripe, full lips. “I was thinking the exact same thing.”


Chapter Seven

RILEY

“It feels different, this way, somehow.”

Riley glanced over at Piper. “How so?”

Piper shrugged those lean, pale shoulders, glistening in the spring heat. Dawn was breaking, the sky blue and black and orange behind the stylish row of suburban houses lining scenic Sycamore Street. “Walking, you know? We always sprinted this part of the run, as I recall.”

“You recall correctly,” Riley said haltingly, struggling to form coherent words above the simmering of anticipation in her clenched gut. “But in your delicate condition, a walk home seemed the best remedy, don’t you think?”

Piper snorted. Riley shivered at the sound, so sly and sultry and coy. “I guess. It’s just weird being here, in general. On this street. In this town. Walking. Here. With…you.”

Riley noted the pregnant pause, nodding in reply. “I definitely didn’t expect to see you yesterday morning, that’s for sure.”

“Not gonna lie,” Piper murmured. “I was hoping you were over your little running obsession by now.”

Riley shrugged. “I thought I’d be too. I tried to stop, after high school. I certainly had enough on my plate, that’s for sure. Between getting Gramps home care and working full time, I was getting my steps in just living life, but something about running every morning, running the same path we used to, I needed it. After you left…”

Piper slid her shoulder alongside Riley’s, startling her in the best of ways. “Funny, Riles. I never took you for the sentimental type.”

They were at her house now. Standing by the mailbox, lingering in the morning heat, both of them sporting a sheen of perspiration from the lazy, meandering, reminiscing walk back from Jasper’s Java. “I guess, until you, I never had anything to be sentimental about?”

Piper glanced gently down at her, pausing at the mailbox. “Speaking of…” Her voice was tentative, even as she nodded at her grandfather’s old house. “It’s been a while since you’ve invited me over.”

Riley snorted with almost liquid lust. “Is that your way of asking if you can come inside?”

“Guess so. It’s been a while.”

“Since what?” Riley asked over her shoulder, leading their way up the driveway and past her sleek new ride, a gift to herself on her last birthday.

“Since I’ve invited myself over to a girl’s house?”

Riley paused, her hand on the doorknob, cool and reassuring under her fingertips. “Girl’s house, huh?”

Piper nodded down at her, the two of them standing so close on the same welcome mat they might as well have been in each other’s arms. “Mostly, lately, yeah.”

Riley turned the doorknob at last, hoping Piper wouldn’t see the sudden tremor in her tentative grip. The door slid open easily.

“You don’t lock it?” Piper mused, slipping past in a rush of warm, sweaty skin and a surprisingly feminine burst of caramel-smelling perfume tinged with the slightest hint of honey.

“In Jasper?”

“Aren’t you afraid of someone breaking in while you’re out?”

Riley shut the door gently behind them, the click resounding ominously through the sunken living room just beyond the tiled foyer. “There’s only one thing I’ve ever been afraid of, Piper. Don’t you know that by now?”

Piper gave her a knowing shrug. “And what’s that?”

“Being alone with you, dummy.”


Chapter Eight

PIPER

“Do you have anything stronger?”

Riley stood in front of the fridge, her ripe body aglow in the light oozing from just within the open double doors. She turned, wearing that goody-goody face Piper remembered so well. “It’s six in the morning.”

Piper’s expression was as deadpan as Riley’s was incredulous. “And your point is…?”

Riley shook her head. “Well, you sure haven’t changed any, Piper.”

“Did you expect me to? More importantly, did you want me to?”

Riley grabbed a pair of brown bottles and turned, the soft fridge light illuminating her glowing skin as if a team of Hollywood lighting experts were filming a big budget rom-com in her cozy kitchen. In particular, the scene where the two strong female leads get reacquainted after a long, soul-crushing absence from each other.

And the scene after that? Piper wondered idly. To be continued…

Riley was certainly playing her part, suddenly in a confessional, almost conspiratorial mood. “To be honest, Piper? I never thought I’d see you again.”

“No?” The thought chilled Piper to the bone.

“I mean, it just felt like you closed that particular chapter of your life and moved on, you know?”

“I had, I thought—”

Riley waved the bottles as if to indicate the world beyond the small, stylish kitchen. “On your mom, on this street, on us—”

“Never on us, Riley.”

Riley cracked open the bottles at last, focusing on the caps that fell to the marble countertop with a telltale clatter instead of Piper’s questioning eyes. “I ran by your house every morning that first Christmas break you were off at State, you know? All the other kids came home from school for the holidays. I’d see them around town, at Jasper’s Java or the mall, at the tree-lighting downtown, but…never you.”

Riley slid Piper’s drink across the countertop. Piper reached for it, clutching her host’s hand as it gripped the bottom of the bottle. “It was too much, that first year, you know? The thought of coming home, seeing Mom, spending time in that house, reliving all those dysfunctional old memories, the two of us pretending to play nice around the tree? I just… I couldn’t, Riles.”

Riley glanced up, eyes more resigned than accusatory. “And the next year, Piper? And the year after that?”

Piper felt Riley slipping her hand away and squeezed it one last time before she succeeded. “I’ve got no excuses, Riley. Maybe…” She sighed heavily, sinking down into the leather barstool across from her as if she hadn’t rested her weary bones in weeks. “I was worried you’d act like this.”

That got a rise out of her at least. Wide brown eyes, flared nostrils, the works. “So, it’s my fault?”

“Probably, yeah,” Piper teased.

Riley finally got the joke, sagging gently with one hip against the counter between them. “I’m not mad, I’m just confused, I guess?”

“About what?” Piper glanced at the label on her bottle, finding it a crisp pear cider instead of the cheap lagers her mom always kept in the fridge. She smiled and took a long, comforting drag.

“This. You. Me. Everything. Same as it ever was.” She held her bottle across the counter, as if waiting for something. Only too late, Piper swallowed and realized what it was. “Oh, shit. Sorry?”

“I mean, shit, if we’re day drinking, scratch that, morning drinking, might as well make a toast, right?”

Piper wriggled her nose. “It does feel a little like a holiday up in here, right?”

Riley grinned. “More like…Homecoming. Is Homecoming a holiday?”

“I dunno,” Piper mused. “I never went.”

Riley’s smile above the lip of her cider bottle was pure bliss. “Too busy partying, as I recall.”

Piper chuckled. “Sorry I didn’t sit home every year, binge-watching trashy eighties horror movies and inhaling cheesy poofs all night like you, Hot Pants.”

“Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it, Piper. Besides, who says I wasn’t waiting for you to stop by all those years? Knock on my window after partying all night? Sneak inside and share a little of that Mary Jane you always kept handy.”

“Uh, your lights being totally off by the time I got home the morning after, for one thing. Lack of an invitation, for another.” Piper pointed her cider bottle at Riley like a judge’s gavel, the heady back and forth just like old times. “Need I go on?”

Riley rolled her eyes, soft and brown and liquid in the dim glow of the light from beneath her microwave. “Listen, let’s start fresh. Toast me something new, will you? Before my arm gives out!”

Piper chuckled, reaching forward and clinking their bottles gently. Their eyes met, soft and shimmering and elusive. “Okay then. To…Homecomings. Better late than never, right?”

Riley gave a begrudging nod, drinking cautiously from her expensive brown bottle. She’d never been a big drinker back in school, Piper recalled. More of a control freak—with good reason, obviously—who was ever at the ready should her beloved grandfather take a spill in the middle of the night, or take too many of the wrong medicine, or not enough of the right one. Here, suddenly, she seemed freer. Looser. More open to new possibilities. Piper took a long, leisurely sip of the crisp, dry cider before setting it down on the countertop with a resounding clink.

Riley arched one soft brown eyebrow at the sound, still echoing gently through the too quiet kitchen. “’Sup?”

“I dunno, I just realized that, even though you and I never went to one, don’t they dance at Homecomings?”

Riley rolled her eyes, as if already suspecting Piper was up to no good. All the same, it didn’t stop her from answering in a syrupy, almost sultry tone. “I suppose, why?”

Piper stood, noting Riley’s phone lying atop the counter nearby. “Does that have a password?”

“Why would it?”

“Same reason you should lock your doors while you’re away, silly.” Piper picked the phone up just the same and scrolled through Riley’s apps until she found the telltale blue one with the single song note icon. Opening it, she looked through a dozen of Riley’s carefully curated playlists before glancing over at her host. “Why are all your playlists so sad, girl?”

“I made those years ago,” Riley bluffed. “I hardly listen to them anymore.”

“None of this shit is danceable to, Riley.”

They enjoyed a good old-fashioned standoff, just like back in the day. Piper urging Riley to go a little faster, try a little harder, do something a little different, and Riley steadfastly refusing until, usually anyway, Piper just gave up.

“Good, because we’re not dancing, so…” Riley crossed her sweaty arms over her pert, perky breasts as if that somehow sealed the deal or something.

Piper made a pouty face, finally settling on one of Riley’s playlists called “Sad Songs Without Words.” She winked and waved her half-empty cider bottle in the air. “You literally just toasted to Homecomings.”

Riley chuckled, leaning back against the kitchen counter as if holding on for dear life. “Yeah, as in literally you. Coming. Home. Homecomings, get it?”

Piper pushed “play” on the soundtrack and sat the phone back down on the counter. In moments, a sad, synth-driven song oozed from the little speaker in the back. Riley looked embarrassed.

Piper gave a wry little chuckle. “Synthwave? You?”

“It… This younger girl at work, she interned in my office for a few weeks last summer and turned me on to it.”

“The music?” Piper teased, fighting the sudden flash of jealousy that raged through her entire body. “Or the intern?”

“Stop, she was a teenager. Literally. I was into her musically speaking.”

“We were teenagers once too, Riley. Remember?”

They were standing face to face by now, Piper gazing gently down as Riley blushed up at her. “How could I forget?”

Piper’s heart was pounding, her face flushed, her fingers trembling as she gently reached out to tuck a stray lock of brown hair behind Riley’s warm, pink ear. “I’ll never forget, Riley.” Her voice was low, quiet, deep, almost unrecognizable.

Riley swallowed so loud Piper could almost feel it in her bones, let alone hear it from the few inches that separated them. “Forget what, Piper?”

“Don’t make me say it, Riley.”

“I want to hear it, though. See if we’re remembering the same things, in quite the same way.”

“What if we’re not?” Piper asked, removing her hand and placing it almost gently around the small of Riley’s back. She watched closely as Riley’s eyelids fluttered at the mere touch, both of them seeming to shiver slightly at the onset of direct physical contact. “What then, Riley?”

“Piper,” she murmured, voice husky as their eyes met at last. “We’re drinking cider in my kitchen at six in the morning. Listening to sad synth music with your hand on my back. I’m pretty sure we’re remembering things the same way.”

Piper grinned at the sudden vote of confidence. “I just want to know we’ll still be friends if we don’t feel quite the same way about each other, that’s all. It’s not easy for me to talk like this, you know? With you, especially…”

“You’re making it look pretty damn easy, Piper.”

Piper reached for Riley’s left hand, taking it in her right one and lifting it into the air: the classic dance pose. “You always thought that I was confident, Riley, no matter how nervous I felt inside.”

“You? You were never nervous, Piper.”

“God, we really aren’t remembering things the same way, Riles.”

“Tell me,” Riley purred as Piper eased her back away from the countertop until they stood, hand in hand, face to face as they began to sway almost imperceptibly to the surprisingly catchy tune oozing like the eighties themselves from the sleek phone on the kitchen counter. “Tell me what you remember about us, back then, Piper. Tell me what you’ll never forget.”

Piper made an almost desperate croaking sound, nodding with resolve. “I’ll never forget the way you always looked after track practice, sweaty and golden in the sun, smiling shyly to yourself and looking down as we headed into the showers…”

Riley murmured, nodding with wide, shimmering eyes and wet lips. “Sometimes,” she confessed, voice barely above a whisper, “I thought I could feel your eyes all over me as we walked into the locker room together…”

“You weren’t wrong.” Piper could hardly believe she was confessing such things, like this, right here, right now. “I had to fight it, every day, with all those other girls, wondering if they’d notice me, watching you…”

Riley’s hand grew warm in her own, even as their breasts eased gently closer together in their slow, quiet dance in front of the big, stainless-steel fridge. “Why do you think I always took so long to untie my shoes?”

“And wriggle out of your tank top,” Piper recalled fondly.

“And slip out of my running shorts.”

Piper spun her gently around, using the motion to pull Riley closer to her still. For once, she didn’t resist. If anything, her ripe body seemed to grow even warmer, curvier, and more impossible to resist. “And your sports bra,” she muttered into Riley’s wildly blushing ear.

“And my panties…”

“But no matter how long we took undressing, Riles, there were always so many others around.”

“So many. Too many.” Riley’s breath was warm and sweet on Piper’s blushing throat.

“But not today,” Piper pointed out, dragging her old teammate even closer. “It’s just you and me here today, Riles.”


Chapter Nine

RILEY

“I…I’m painfully aware, Piper.”

Riley struggled to breathe, intoxicated not just by the moment, or the slow dance, or the music, or the intimacy, but by Piper’s confession, so much like her own. They were close enough now, Piper’s long fingers warm in the small of her bare back, their breasts gently rasping against each other’s as they swayed together in the dark, for Riley to hear her dance partner’s heart pounding against her chest.

“And wearing pretty much the same things we wore back then, huh?”

Riley blushed anew, hardly believing there was any blood left to spare to fill her cheeks when, after all, it was so busy rushing past both ears. “I’m aware of that too, Piper.”

“I mean, hell, if we wanted to undress each other, right here, right now, there’d be no one to stop us, now would there?”

“Right here?” Riley slid away, peering up into Piper’s eyes to see if she was bluffing or not. “Right…now?”

“We’ve waited four years,” Piper insisted, tousling the same lock of stray hair as she had earlier behind one blushing ear. “Do you really want to wait any longer?”

“I just…”

“You just what, Riles?” Piper’s voice was curious, not insistent. “I don’t want to rush you into anything…”

“Rush me? I’ve been waiting for you to say those words forever!”

Piper chuckled almost breathlessly. “So, what’s the problem, Riles?”

“I guess, I just imagined it differently?”

“Funny,” Piper recalled, releasing her hand but placing it on Riley’s bare shoulder instead. “This is almost just exactly how I pictured it.”

“Really?” Riley shivered when Piper’s other hand squeezed her second shoulder as well. More than just the physical contact, Riley’s body was responding to the clear message Piper was sending with the subtle, but firm grip: I’m taking the reins now, just sit back and let it happen. After so much time spent pining for her long-legged, strawberry blonde femme crush, Riley was more than eager to do just that.

Piper grinned so widely Riley could only believe her flattering words, to say nothing of her sensuous caress. “Sure, Riles. You, me, after a run, sweaty, half-naked…alone.”

“Jesus,” Riley muttered, as if to herself. “Jesus.”

Piper smiled. “What if we try this?” She trilled her right hand, just the fingertips, down Riley’s bicep, then back up. Riley’s teeth almost chattered with the aftershocks. “I’ll start undressing you and, when you feel uncomfortable, or shy, or want to change your mind, or think things are going too far, or aren’t romantic enough for your fancy little heart, I’ll stop, okay?”

Riley shivered at the prospect. “Why…why do you get to undress me first?”

Piper squeezed her shoulders again, harder this time, forcing another involuntary shiver through Riley’s clearly helpless body. “Seriously? I’m the one baring my soul here, Riles. I’m the one confessing things you’re too chickenshit to say out loud. Obviously, I get to see those thick, ripe nips first!”

Riley’s eyes widened before she snorted, then chuckled, then giggled with delight. Piper was breathing heavily as if she’d just tried to jog again. “Well, I mean, when you put it like that, whatever was I thinking?”

Piper doubled down, slithering her whole hands down each of Riley’s arms until, at last, her thumbs lingered near the top of her sports bra. “Remember, Riles,” she reminded her, breath awash across Riley’s forehead as she pressed a single, butterfly kiss to her forehead, leaving a fiery trace of her lips against Riley’s grateful skin. “You can stop me at any time, okay?”

Riley merely nodded, too eager to be unpeeled to think straight. “How can I tell you to stop if you never even start?”

Piper snorted, then did just that. She began by gently pressing Riley against the marble counter, wickedly cool and delightfully hard against the small of her sweaty back. That sensation alone was enough to cause her knees to buckle and her petals to weep, as if they weren’t already dripping by now. But the withering kiss that followed, leisurely and lingering, nearly brought Riley to climax itself.

Falling just short, it nonetheless found her breathless and panting when, at last, Piper drew her warm, full lips away, sticky and damp with desire. “Fuck.” Piper wasted little time in dragging her knuckles alongside Riley’s breasts as if beating her to a one-two punch of quivering breathlessness. “I’ve wanted to do that for too damn long.”

“Same here.” Riley shivered as she luxuriated in the delicate teasing of her passionate partner. “I’ve wanted to do all of this, and so much more, for so, so long, Piper.”

Piper held her in place with her fluttering belly, pressed damply against her own. “You mean that?” she teased between longer, more playful kisses that left their lips sticky and ripe. “You’re not just saying that to get in my pants?”

Riley’s chuckle was pure chocolate drizzle. “Pants? Jesus, you tease! I’d settle for your top, my top, one of our tops, damn!”

Piper leaned back, sending a shiver of pressure as their bellies slithered and snaked along each other, firm and soft in equal measure. “Oh, you want to rush this now? When we’ve waited so long?”

Before Riley could answer, Piper tugged her sports bra left, then right, the soft, clingy material rasping against her aching breasts and stiff nipples like a second skin. “God no,” Riley sputtered, shaking her head before nodding. “I mean, I want it all, right away, then never, again, and…and…”

Piper chuckled as she began to gently, patiently, achingly tug the tube top down, forcing an audible moan from deep inside Riley’s seemingly endless reserves of white-hot passion. “No one’s ever wanted me this bad before,” she whispered, making Riley’s eyes flutter open in shock and dismay.

“How…how could they not?” Riley knew she sounded as flummoxed, as absolutely baffled, as she felt.

The look on Piper’s face was pure gratitude, as if Riley truly was the only one on earth who saw her staggering beauty. “Maybe they don’t have the history we do, Riles.”

“I’d want you if we were total strangers, Piper. If we’d never met before. If I was standing in the grocery store line and saw you walk in from three lanes over, dowdy in your laundry dress and curlers in your hair. I’ve never—never—not wanted you.”

Riley moaned for emphasis as, at last, Piper peeled off her cloying top. The warm breath of appreciation washed over her bare breasts, heaving with her confession, with desire, with anticipation and a thousand other emotions, all too powerful to convey without at least a few hundred squeals of delight.

“Jesus,” Piper purred, absently forgetting about the top as it rested midway down Riley’s panting belly. “I’ve forgotten how good those look naked.”

Riley bit down on her tongue, afraid to say anymore. Instead, she let Piper do the talking with her hands, shivering uncontrollably as she cupped each breast from the bottom, gently holding them in the warmth of her soft palms.

“They fit perfectly!” Piper beamed, squeezing them one at a time for emphasis.

“Sure, they’re tiny enough…”

This time Piper squeezed them warningly, making Riley wonder which she preferred more: gentle or forceful. “That’s enough of that talk, Riles. They’re absolutely, utterly perfect!” As if to prove it, Piper cupped and caressed each breast in turn, narrating her passionate foreplay as Riley squirmed insatiably in her tender, loving grip. “So pale and round,” she commented, as if she was alone in the room with just Riley’s breasts. “Look at these tan lines, Jesus. I’ve missed these and here, watch your nipples stiffen as I run my fingers along the top…”

Riley shivered, moaned, then gasped, unable to control her reactions—physical, verbal, or emotional—any longer. Piper noticed, nodding with a devilish grin. “Ooh, you like that, huh? What if I press my thumb down on them, just like that? Mm, I can almost feel them humming. And this one, here? What if I just…pinch it…just a little?”

Riley gasped anew, bucking with the sheer delight and surprise of it all. She wasn’t a virgin, although she was far from experienced. But none of the other women she’d been with had ever teased and taunted, pleased and peppered her like this. Piper took encouragement with each naked shiver and moan of delight, moving her left hand away until it returned to Riley’s shoulder, slithery now with a fresh coat of sweat.

She pressed with her palm, firmly, nodding as their eyes met in the dim kitchen light. “Lean back for me, baby,” Piper said, voice a heady tone of request and demand. “Lean back a little so I can taste those perfect tits of yours.”

“Oh my…” Riley had never indulged in dirty talk before, but found it was the ideal soundtrack to the way Piper’s hands had made her feel thus far. Riley did as she was told, leaning back as Piper held her firmly in place, bending her head to press firm, wet lips against her left breast. Riley squeezed her eyes shut, her hands fumbling on the countertop as she gripped the edges with slippery, desperate fingers. “That… Jesus, Piper, that’s…so…good.”


Chapter Ten

PIPER

“Don’t tell me, baby.” Piper’s words spilled out in breathy kisses, peppered along the edges of Riley’s small, firm breasts. “Show me.”

Riley snorted, too smart for her own good. “In other words, shut up?”

“For now,” Piper murmured, licking a single pearl of sweat from just above Riley’s right nipple. It tasted like cinnamon and sunshine and grass and desire. “Let me do the talking, just the way I know you like it.”

In fact, Piper knew nothing of the kind. She’d taken a chance that Riley might like being talked dirty to, the same way she’d taken a chance setting her alarm that morning, bringing along a wad of cash for smoothies or, for that matter, getting in her beat-up truck and driving the four hundred miles back home to tiny Jasper, North Carolina in the first damn place.

The fact that it had all paid off was not lost on Piper, and as she slithered her tongue along the base of Riley’s warm, smooth breast, savoring the moisture and the heat to be found there in equal measure, she vowed to not waste a single moment of her homecoming, horny as it might have been.

She hadn’t been lying when she said Riley’s breasts were perfect: petite, perky, smooth and, under her lathering attention, now slick to the touch, even to the taste. “I always wondered what your sweat would taste like.” Piper lapped at Riley’s left nipple as she felt the hum of desire heighten in her lover’s slick, smooth body. “So clean and sweet, with just a dash of salt for flavor.”

“I wish you’d let me take a shower first.” Riley sounded a thousand miles away as Piper silenced her with a single nibble on her nearest tit.

“Screw that,” Piper spat playfully, fiery breath awash over the breast in question. “I wanted you this way. Just. This. Way.” She announced every syllable with another playful nibble, potently aware of what they were doing to the last of Riley’s crumbling resolve.

“W-w-what way, Piper?”

Piper paused to lean slightly up and forward, pressing Riley back even farther against the counter with a shuddering kiss. “Slick and sweaty and panting after a run. That’s the way I wanted you this first time, Riles.”

“First time?” Riley’s flitting eyes were as eager as they were anxious.

“Sure,” Piper bluffed with a confidence she only marginally felt. “First I’m going to make you come in this very kitchen,” She drizzled wet, tempting kisses all the way back to Riley’s breasts and beyond, to press and play at her soft, fluttering belly.

She glanced up at Riley, watching her eyelids flutter delightfully. “And second?”

Piper tugged at Riley’s waistband with her teeth. “Haven’t figured that part out yet,” she said, talking with her mouth full. “But first, we’ve got to get these damp shorts off and let my fingers slide down the front of your panties. My back’s starting to hurt with all this leaning over BS!”

“Oh! My!”

“Stop saying that, Riles!”

Riley merely nodded, cheeks flushed, breasts damp and heaving, as Piper’s hands joined her teeth in gently tugging the running shorts down to reveal the soft, pink panties Riley had worn beneath them on her morning jog. Soaked through with sweat and musky with lust. Piper pressed her lips against Riley’s mound as she helped her step from the shorts, one foot at a time.

Piper could taste Riley’s sweat, her heat, her musk, her hungry, eager lips soft against the almost sheer cotton panties. Riley writhed against her mouth, but it was too soon for such delicacies just yet. Instead, Piper pressed one last kiss against Riley’s fervent mound and stood from where she’d crouched, all the better to taste and tease her steadily whimpering lover.

Piper stood face to face with Riley, savoring the look of joy and uncertainty on her lover’s shuddering face. “You’re so wet, Riley,” she murmured before kissing her breathless. “And so hot. I can’t wait to touch you, down there. To make you buck and squeal with pleasure.”

Riley went to open her mouth and Piper silenced her with a single finger. “And if you say ‘oh my’ right now, so help me I’ll cock block my own damn self and strut right on out of here instead!”

Riley merely nodded and stood, at last, perfectly still. Jesus, she was beautiful, eyes big and brown as they watched Piper’s every move, those breasts heaving and ripe, her belly soft above the waistband of her panties. Piper was playing it cool, busying herself with dirty talk and barking orders, but inside she could barely breathe. Her fingers trembled as, at last, her right hand slithered down her lover’s body, tips first, rasping along her swallowing throat, her begging nipples, her panting chest, and the soft, yielding flesh of her belly.

As much as Piper wanted to linger and tease and tempt the hell out of poor, pitiful Riley, she could sense in every whimper, every gasp, every flinch and seismic shiver that she wouldn’t last long once Piper slid her long fingers down the front of her panties and made quick work of worshipping her clit.

And so, naturally, she did just that.

Rather than scream or cry out, Riley merely gulped and promptly bit down on Piper’s shoulder, harmlessly but desperately. Piper relished the bittersweet pain of Riley’s teeth on her bare flesh, biting back a gasp of her own as her fingers teased and taunted just inside the front panel of Riley’s ruined panties.

Piper’s fingers trailed first along her lover’s smooth mound, then danced over the damp, matted bush of Riley’s pubic thatch. Riley had relented by that point, hands clutching the counter, head tossed back, ripe breasts heaving as she struggled to deny herself the climax they both knew was mere moments away.

“Bushy,” Piper admired aloud, twin fingertips curling a particularly damp strand of her sexy carpet into a taut little circle. “I like that…”

“If I’d known you were coming, Piper,” Riley muttered through gritted teeth, her breath oozing out in ragged little tatters of raw, primal desperation, “I might have trimmed.”

Piper tugged gently on the tangled fur, slithering between her fingers. “Screw that,” she growled, fingers dancing ever lower until they glanced across smooth, ripe flesh sizzling with a primal heat. “I like you like this, natural and raw. Just like back in school. Just the way I remember you…”

“I didn’t know any better then.” Riley risked a glance as Piper trilled her fingertips gently across her lover’s tender clit, still tiptoeing gently into the fantasy she’d long since harbored about her sexy teammate. The touch, tentative and exploratory as it was, sent visible shivers of raw delight across Riley’s sweaty face, her ponytail gradually coming undone with every shake of her head and squaring of her shoulders.

“Don’t change a thing for me, Riles.” Piper leaned into her ear and nibbled on a blushing lobe as she pressed two sticky fingers against her wet clit. She felt the tremor, heard the gasp, and relinquished the ear just as she moved her fingertips to trace Riley’s sticky pussy lips. “I want you just the way you are.”

“What?” Riley gulped breathlessly, Piper gradually increasing the pressure as she tempted and teased her lover inside her sodden panties. It was as if they really were back in that steamy high school locker room, lingering after all the other girls left and she had Riley backed up against a locker, helpless and drizzling tender excitement all over Piper’s sticky fingers. “Helpless? Moments away from losing control?”

Piper kissed her fears away, smothered her doubts with passion, and applied just the right pressure against Riley’s trembling bud to bring her close to the brink, but not quite take her over the edge. You couldn’t tell by looking, though. One glance at Riley and she seemed crazed with passion, dripping with sweat, every fiber of her body shaking, eyes crazed with lust, holding on for dear life as she too struggled to enjoy the fantasy come to life as long as she possibly could.

“Silly girl,” Piper whispered in the same ear, flushed and fiery as the rest of her. “You’ve never been more in control of me than at this…very…moment.”

And, just like that, three little glances across Riley’s swollen bud and Riley gasped, bucked, and came as if she’d never come before. The heat from deep inside Riley’s body nearly singed Piper’s fingers as she continued to press her fingertips just above her clit. Along with Riley’s cries of release and the creaking of the counter at her back, the intimate kitchen filled with the musky perfume of her lover’s release.

Their eyes met then, zealous and intimate and passionate as, nodding quietly, Piper orbited the bud in soft, tender circles, riding out Riley’s first orgasm and gently building to the next. It came almost immediately, stronger than the first, louder, slicker, wetter, and hotter and, so help poor Riley, it was just the beginning…


Chapter Eleven

RILEY

“Your turn.”

Piper snorted, face flushed and auburn pigtails sticking to her sweaty shoulders. “Riley, that…that was my fantasy. We don’t…we don’t have to do another thing if you don’t want.”

Riley was still shivering, sweat dripping from her quaking body and throat hoarse from crying out in lung-bursting, tonsil-shattering ecstasy. “Listen, I can barely stand but I think I can lean, so get your ass up on this kitchen counter and let me indulge my fantasy.”

“Counter?” Piper’s face was hilariously hopeful.

“Yeah, counter. Right here.” Riley slapped the island counter with the flat of her palm, the sound reverberating through the quiet kitchen like a gunshot.

“You want me to sit up on the kitchen counter?” Piper’s voice was midway between caution and curiosity.

“Precisely,” Riley explained, body coiled with desire despite the dozen or more orgasms Piper had just fingered out of her. While still in her panties, no less! Riley could hardly believe how the poor swatch of fabric covering her still quivering snatch hadn’t spontaneously combusted amidst the flurry of lip-biting climaxes it had just witnessed. “Now, use those long legs for something useful for a change and hop on up here with that tight little ass of yours.”

Piper giggled and, using the rung of the nearest barstool, wriggled herself just where Riley intended. “Is this you talking dirty, Riles?”

“Not yet,” Riley teased as Piper squirmed into place. “Why, don’t you like it?”

Piper blushed, pale cheeks glowing softly pink and highlighting the charming spray of freckles sprinkled across her face. “What’s not to like, babe?” she purred as Riley inched closer to the counter, a hand on each of Piper’s long, pale thighs. Despite her earlier bravado, Piper flinched openly at the touch. Riley nodded, smiling almost triumphantly.

“Oh, I see,” she teased, trailing soft fingers along her lover’s inner thighs and enjoying the way Piper sighed and shivered at the touch. “You prefer to dish it out instead of take it, huh?”

Piper merely grinned, eyelids heavy. “I’m putty in your hands, Riles. Do with me what you will?”

Riley kneaded Piper’s thighs, inching closer to the hem of her soft blue jogging shorts. “Hard to know where to start.” She leaned in to favor Piper with a warm, wet kiss. It felt different, this time, kissing rather than being kissed. Touching, rather than being touched. Desiring, rather than being desired. Like a kid in a candy store, Riley froze with the “choose your own orgasm” opportunities currently on display.

Piper seemed to sense her indecision, taking the reins of desire back, however temporarily, to join the foreplay fun. “I mean, it’s really hot in here after our run. Maybe I should…take off my top?”

“Yes, yes, absolutely!” Riley nodded like it was her idea, watching breathlessly as Piper slid the half-top she’d worn running that morning over her large, round breasts and up, over her head. She tossed it casually onto the kitchen counter, but all Riley saw was the pale, ripe flesh before her, a veritable feast for every sense imaginable.

“Say something,” Piper whispered. “You’re making me nervous.”

“You’re supposed to be nervous before sex, silly.”

“I’m always nervous around you, Riles.”

“Could’ve fooled me, sexy.”

“Sex is easy with you, Riley. I’ve wanted it so long, imagined it so many times, all I had to do was fill in the blanks.”

Riley pressed her belly to the counter and reached up to hoist Piper’s bounteous breasts in her palms. They were supple and full, warm and slick to the touch. Piper shivered, sucking air in through her teeth and pressing back eagerly, filling Riley’s palms with the bulk of her flesh as if telling her where to touch next.

“Nothing’s easy when it comes to you, Piper,” Riley explained, favoring first one, then the other nipple with the same tender affection as she’d shown to Piper’s breasts. Piper shivered with delight, throat flushing from the effort, skin alive with tension and desire. Riley had never felt so powerful, so alive, or so eager to make another person happy.

Especially this particular person…

“Sex isn’t supposed to be easy, silly,” Piper teased, mimicking her earlier sentiments. Riley pinched a single nipple, silencing another one of her partner’s ill-timed lectures with a quaking, gulping gasp.

“You made it seem easy, Piper,” Riley muttered, breath washing over her lover’s breasts as she drizzled them with eager, hungry kisses, one then the other and back again.

“Have you seen yourself, Riles?” Piper gasped. “I couldn’t keep my hands off of you!”

“Hands are one thing.” Riley slithered her lips around Piper’s poofy nipple. She sucked and slathered it with affection, teasing it into a stiff peak of ripe desire. “But I’m afraid hands just aren’t a part of this particular fantasy, babe.”

Piper stiffened, as if sensing the hidden undercurrent to Riley’s raging desire. “I…I thought we weren’t using our mouths yet.”

“Who says?” Riley teased before lavishing tender affection on the other breast, leaving it far wetter and fuller than when she’d found it. When she pulled her lips away, Riley was proud to see both nipples stiff as precious gemstones, sitting on the puffy, pink pillows of Piper’s enticing areolas, truly the stuff of Riley’s wildest fantasies come true.

“I say, Riles. You’re skipping things. No fair!”

Riley chuckled. “My house, Piper.” She waved her hands around the kitchen, brighter now as the sun finally began to rise. “My rules.”

Piper’s glowing green eyes grew wide at the sudden comeuppance. “Why you little…” She wagged a playful finger and, emboldened, Riley reached for it. Piper paused, finger extended, watching wide-eyed as Riley drew her lips around it and, savoring the taste of her own juices, took it deeper inside her eager mouth. “Oh. My!”

Riley laughed around the finger, but it was no laughing matter as Piper’s resistance soon withered under the savory, sexy gesture. With her lover’s finger wedged deep inside her lips, Riley watched Piper writhe and squirm atop the counter.

Piper gradually drew the finger out, but it only made Riley hungry for more. She reached for the waistband of Piper’s running shorts and gently, gradually, helped her lover slither free of the wispy material, eyes wide to find she hadn’t been wearing any underwear.

“Piper!”

Piper wriggled and blushed nervously. “Sorry, I slept through my first two alarms and was in a hurry.”

Riley slid the running shorts free of first one ankle, then the next, and let them drop with a sodden, sexy thwock sound onto the tiled kitchen floor. “Too much of a hurry to put on your drawers?”

“I hadn’t unpacked all the way yet.”

“You found your running shorts but not some panties?”

Riley glanced up from dropping the jogging shorts and paused, mouth slack and eyes wide with wonder. “Holy hell, girl.”

“What? What’s wrong?”

“Wrong? Nothing’s wrong, you’re…you’re smooth, Piper.”

“Yeah, it’s called shaving.”

Riley sank down into the barstool at her back, sliding it forward as if they were suddenly playing doctor. She put her hands on each of Piper’s thighs and spread them gently, revealing the smooth, pale expanse of Piper’s shaven mound and the first glimpse of her pink, puffy labia below. “I don’t remember it being like this in high school, babe.”

“Yeah, well…I’m trying something new lately.”

Riley glanced up from between Piper’s thighs and winked at her. “Yeah, Piper. Me too. Wish me luck.”

“Wait, what?”

Riley ignored her question, too horny to answer at that moment. Fortunately, the minute she pressed a hot, fervent kiss on Piper’s inner thigh, her lover gasped and leaned back, propping herself up on both hands as the subtle posture change managed to slide the best parts of her even closer.

By the time Riley shifted gears to the other thigh, both were shivering, to say nothing of the rest of Piper’s body, long and pale and glistening with the sweat that covered them both by now. Riley let her breath precede her lips, awash over the glistening expanse of Piper’s smooth, pink bud. It glistened and shone in the early morning light, peaked and at attention as Riley’s eager lips pressed against it as delicately as she dared.

Even so, Piper sighed and squirmed at the tentative exploration of her smooth, shaven bounty. Riley ignored the fervent gasps and approving moans, using her tongue like a fingertip to guide and explore the wet clit beneath, moments before trilling around the bright-pink petals that glistened with their own savory dew and rippled delightfully beneath Riley’s probing tongue.

Riley circled Piper’s pussy tentatively at first, lapping at each rosy-pink inch before returning to her clit, desperate and begging for attention. She’d pause, kiss, lick, suck, and, just as Piper’s passion began to crest and mount in real time, instinctively move on, darting her tongue inside the fiery furnace before slithering it out and back across Piper’s tense bud, only to begin the process yet again.

She barely realized she had slid her hands beneath each thigh, lifting them higher for more access, guiding and shifting Piper’s endless legs until her ass was nearly hanging off the edge of the counter, providing a banquet within easy reach of Riley’s desperately craving mouth.

“Riley, I…” Piper’s voice drifted closer from what felt like miles away, breathy and low and deep and desperate. No more false bravado or cheeky temptress here. Now all that remained was utter helplessness, Piper’s entire body seized by pleasure, a slave to it, the incessant waves of primal desire mounting inside until even her voice quivered uncontrollably. “Please, baby, I… I…”

Moments later her body clenched, then shivered, racked by tremors that Riley could feel beneath her fervent kisses, still lapping and caressing Piper’s quaking clit almost mercilessly. Still clutching Piper’s trembling thighs for purchase, Riley savored the intense rush of heat that washed over her face, enjoying a mixture of pride and wonder at reducing her longtime girl crush to such a powerful climax.

Riding the waves of desire and release, Riley merely paused before slathering attention on Piper’s mound once more, licking and lapping at the blushing expanse of wet sex, kissing and savoring, tenderly nibbling each wrinkled labia and tugging playfully until Piper squealed with bittersweet delight. She sucked Piper’s clit until she came anew, over and over again, living out each secret fantasy she’d had, for years and years, until the heat and slick, damp pressure from Piper’s thighs stilled her.

“Please, baby, stop…stop…” As if to convince her she wasn’t just playing hard to get, Piper slid backward on the counter, rattling the cider bottles, long forgotten, and rousing Riley from her bodacious buffet as if startling her from a powerful daydream.

Riley blinked her eyes several times, still perched at the edge of the kitchen counter. Piper sat, splayed out and pale, sticky and sweaty, trembling, panting, the very picture of a woman satisfied in every conceivable way.

Riley smiled at last, sinking back so that the leather barstool beneath her own sticky flanks groaned in protest. Their eyes met. The sun had risen, casting the room in a golden hue as if the angels themselves approved of this unholy union.

Piper smiled. “Jesus, Riles, if I had known you could do all that, down there, I might have come home sooner.”

Riley admired her handiwork, Piper’s tight braids frayed and in ruins, her smooth mound lathered with desire, nipples puffy as her chest continued to heave uncontrollably with the aftershocks of shared lust. “If I’d known your pussy tasted that good, Piper, I would have never let you leave in the first place…”


Chapter Twelve

PIPER

“Riley?”

Piper’s voice was as sore as the rest of her, aching and desperate as her eyes fluttered open in the afternoon light. She felt disoriented, turning instinctively to find the other side of the big bed empty. She wriggled up into a sitting position, feeling sticky and damp and far from sated. As she glanced around the room, Piper’s eyes noted the modern furnishings, light and airy and sparse and sleek, realizing immediately this wasn’t how the house had always looked.

Everything about it, at least from the little she’d seen before being seduced by her comely hostess, seemed modern and new: the magazine-layout-worthy kitchen with its stainless-steel accessories and stylish central island, the bleached white bedroom walls and soft, wheat-colored boho accessories, garnished here and there with lush greenery and healthy plant life, seemed as breezy and classy and sexy as the woman who lived there. Riley had casually mentioned taking over the house after her grandfather passed. No doubt she’d put her own stylish stamp of approval on each and every room as, one by one, she’d set about redecorating them and bringing the ancient house back into modern times, one throw rug and hanging plant at a time.

Piper slid from the bed, long legs still quaking from the most orgasms she’d ever enjoyed in a single tryst, even with herself. The door was half-closed, the sound of someone typing drifting down the long hallway just outside. She grabbed a robe, silky and sheer, that had been tossed casually at the foot of the bed.

For me? Piper wondered idly, before slipping it on and drifting slowly from the room. Her bare feet padded on hardwood floors, as sleek and stylish as everything else about the house.

The sound of fingers flying on a keyboard grew louder as Piper drew closer to the kitchen, until she entered and saw Riley, hair pulled up in a messy updo, laptop open in front of her as she sat in a small breakfast nook. Sunlight surrounded her, streaming in from the floor to ceiling windows in the small, circular nook.

Piper paused at the fridge, suddenly parched. “Workaholic, much?”

Riley glanced over as if expecting her. “Sorry, I just wanted to get my work out of the way in case, you know…”

Piper blushed at the sentiment, reaching for two more bottles of cider before sliding the fridge shut. “In case what, Hot Stuff?”

Riley blushed, either at the question, or the term of endearment. “In case you wanted to…you know, hang out a while?”

“Hmm.” Piper slid into the chair opposite Riley, tired in ways she’d never been before, and equally excited in new and inventive ways. “You think you could get rid of me after this morning’s, uh, performance?”

She cracked open both bottles and pushed one toward Riley.

Riley glanced at it, smiling. “As ever, a bad influence.”

“I didn’t hear you complaining earlier, Riles.” Piper sipped the vaguely sweet brew and savored each burst of flavor on her parched tongue.

“Did I say it was a cutdown?” Riley teased, reaching for her bottle and taking an equally long sip. She sighed and put the bottle down, returning her attention to the keyboard and, after a few decisive clicks and clacks, shutting the cover with a resounding whisper.

“What were you working on?”

Riley reached for the bottle again, leaning back in her cozy chair. Brown strays and sexy wisps of her twisted-up hair framed her soft, cherubic face. She wore a robe of her own, powder-blue terry cloth open just enough for Piper to see the hints of tan lines that made her breasts so glorious to behold, her puffy nipples teasing just beneath the thin, revealing fabric. “Just updating some property listings for work.”

“Where do you work?”

“At a local realtor. I have ever since, well…just after graduation, I guess.”

“Do you like it?”

Riley paused, the bottle halfway to her lips. “I didn’t, at first. It was just a way to work odd hours, at a moment’s notice, whenever Gramps didn’t need me. But over time, yeah, I actually do.”

“I’m happy for you, Riles.” Piper felt emotional to find the words ring true. “Jealous, but happy too.”

“Why jealous?”

“I dunno,” Piper said, wishing being around Riley didn’t make her inner censor turn off at the first sight of her tangled updo, or those caramel-brown eyes, or those pale, perky tits that seemed to have a life of their very own. “You just always had your act together, and it’s clear nothing’s changed.”

“I? Had my act together?” Riley waved her cider bottle dangerously. “Piper, need I remind you, you’re the one who went away to college. On a full-ride scholarship. Are you out of your mind?”

“Yeah, hon, and look how well that worked out for me.”

Their eyes met in the cozy nook, Piper unable to bear the intensity of Riley’s stubborn curiosity. She glanced out the window beside her, noting the new pool and fashionable deck that matched the chill, trendy vibe of the house itself. Beneath the table, Riley’s bare foot slithered atop her own. Piper melted at the touch, glancing back at her across the crowded table. “What really happened, Piper? To make you quit going to classes, I mean.”

“I wish I knew,” Piper sighed before savoring a much-needed swallow of cider, as if bracing herself for the confession to come. “I was doing fine, you know? Running, winning races, going to class, doing the work and then, after winter break, I just… None of it seemed worth it anymore.”

Riley sank deeper into her wicker chair, wriggling back as the clingy blue robe shifted and slithered across her taut, petite frame. “Was it hard?” she asked, cradling the fancy brown bottle in both hands as if cupping a mug of hot cocoa by the fireside. “Leaving after being there so long?”

Piper’s answer was decisive and blunt. “Fuck no.”

“Oh. My.”

Piper gave a playful little growl, wriggling back into her seat as well. As much time as they’d spent together back in school, they were always, ever, running. To each other, with each other, from each other. Running to class. Running to practice. They’d never, as far as Piper could recall, and she would have certainly cherished such an occasion, ever just sat and chatted like this. Slowly. Leisurely. Lingering in each other’s company. She savored the moment, despite the intense desire building inside her all over again.

“Weren’t there any friends you left behind, at State, I mean?”

Piper shrugged. “The girls on the team were fine, but college is different than high school. Everyone comes in new, there are no cliques or histories. Yet. Then they start pairing off, or grouping up, and I just…never fit in. Not the way I did back here, with you.”

Riley nodded. “Lovers?” she prodded.

“Oh shit, are you asking me about my love life right now?”

Riley blushed. “I mean, those fingers of yours tell me you’ve done this a time or two, Piper.”

“Oh, like that tongue of yours hasn’t!”

Riley chuckled, rolling her eyes. “You first, Piper.”

“Fine, if only to get it over with. Yes, Riley, I have had a few lovers since I left Jasper, okay?”

“Were they always women?”

“Fuck yes, why do you think I left town in the first place?”

“Uh, to get away from your dysfunctional home life, I thought.”

“Well, yeah, that and to have anonymous sex with every chick I could find, obvi.”

Riley cast a doubtful gaze. “Piper, really?”

“I mean, at first. That’s what I wanted. Or, at least, I thought I did. Turns out, Northern Carolina is affiliated with the damn Baptist Church, so it nixed that idea pretty quickly. And if it hadn’t, finding hot, anonymous lesbian sex on campus was as hard as finding it here in tiny little Jasper.”

“That’s surprising.”

“You said it. But, along the way, I managed a tryst or two. Your turn.”

“Oh no!” Riley’s self-conscious giggles were girly and delightful, the sound that always brightened Piper’s day back in school. “You’re not getting out of this that easily.”

“Honestly? I was too chicken to do much my freshman year, but my sophomore year I was allowed to move off campus and I found a room with this older girl. Daphne. I mean, older, she was a teacher’s assistant so only by a few years, but she was renting out one of her guest rooms and the price was right, so…”

Riley wriggled, nodding eagerly. “You mean, you slept with your roomie?”

“Not right away,” Piper explained. “But, eventually, one thing led to another and, one night, after a few drinks, you know…”

Riley wriggled ever deeper into her cozy chair, as if listening to some spooky fireside tale. “Wow, sexy.”

“Not really. She was bossy and dull, actually. And the whole time? I never came. Once.”

Riley frowned. “Not once?”

“Far as I can tell, she never did either. I think it was just something on her bucket list she felt she needed to do before settling down, you know? Anyway, we kind of trailed off from all that until she decided to rent out the second room too.”

“And?”

“And.” Piper blushed. “Justice was this cute little junior, older than me but still younger than Daphne. We both wanted her, but that part felt kind of creepy, so I stayed away, just kept things light. Then one weekend Daphne was out of town at a conference and, well…Justice knocked on my door and one thing led to another.”

“Oh shit.”

“Yeah, things kind of soured after that. Daphne came back and figured out what was up, made it her mission to seduce Justice and, eventually, she did. Three’s a crowd, so, I think they were both glad I left when I did.”

“I’m sorry, Piper.”

“I’m not, I mean, at the end of the day, it kind of helped me see what I was really missing.” Piper’s eyes glanced furtively across the table at Riley.

“Which was?”

Piper eased her foot back over Riley’s, feeling it smooth beneath her sole. “You, silly.”

“Piper, stop. You’ve had me, you can have me again, as many times as you want. You don’t have to butter me up anymore.”

“I’m not, Riley. Honestly. You asked why I stopped going to classes. I never really stopped to think about it until I had packed my bags, handed over the keys to my room, and was driving home, staring at the road, pedal to the metal. The only thing I thought about, the whole way back, was how right it felt to be coming home, here, to this street. To…our street. I missed you, it’s… At the end of the day? I guess it’s just that simple.”


Chapter Thirteen

RILEY

“Somehow, Piper, it doesn’t sound quite that simple.”

Piper nodded, face radiant in the early afternoon light that flattered her pale features. “No, probably not, but it was just that easy.”

Riley struggled to hide the emotions gurgling inside, equal parts jealous of Piper’s college exploits and, somehow, relieved they weren’t half as torrid and spicy as her imagination had assumed they would be.

“We’re simple, right?” Piper asked, almost shyly.

Riley nodded. “Of course we are. We are, anyway. Life? That’s another story.”

Piper nodded, sipping her cider quietly. Then her eyes widened as if she was remembering something and she blurted, “Your turn.”

Riley snorted, savoring the taste of the rich, cold cider too much for her own good. “I thought you might have forgotten.”

“Forgotten to ask who taught you to use that tongue of yours, Riles? Not a chance.”

Riley shot Piper a look. “No one taught me to do that to you, Piper. Except hot, raw desire.”

“Oh, you had to have some kind of practice, Missy. No one’s ever pleasured me like that, younger, older, more experienced, less… You had to have tried that shit on somebody first. If not many somebodies.”

“No, it was just one somebody,” Riley confessed, shaking her head.

Piper smirked. “Lemme guess: that intern of yours, huh?”

“What? How…I mean…how did you know?”

“The way you blush every time I bring up her name, that’s how.”

“I do not.”

“You are right now.”

“Only because you’re so fucking sexy.”

“Don’t change the subject now, Hot Pants. The intern. You. Go. Now!”

Riley chuckled, openly, gaily, in a way she hadn’t in years. At least, not since Piper left town, that is. “Fine, just… It’s embarrassing, that’s all.”

“Wait, before you start, was she your first time?”

“Piper, she was my only time. My first and only time until right now, just now, with you.”

“No shit?”

“Yes, just…” Riley took a swig of the cider, set the bottle down, and girded her loins. “Her name was Jasmine. She was a freshman at Jasper Community College, just needing a few hours interning somewhere for her Business Studies class.”

Piper wriggled in her seat, the loose robe Riley had left out for her doing little to hide the pale expanse of her long, lean body, or the effect Riley’s sexy story was having on those puffy, ripe nipples of hers. “Ooh, workplace lust. Sexy. Did she wear tiny little skirts to work?”

Riley chuckled. “She did, in fact. And little silk blouses and snug little jackets. She was pretty blunt about her sexuality, and not shy about her interest in, well…”

“You?”

“Not to flatter myself, but yeah, pretty much. I mean, now that I know her better, know her motives, I’m no longer flattered but, at the time, sure. I mean, after you left, there was nobody exciting around anymore. No one to flirt with or watch shower out of the corner of my eye or stretch or dress or undress, you know? I worked, and cared for Gramps, and worked some more. It was a grind through and through and she was a fresh new face, eager and willing and perky and, frankly, persistent. One day, the rest of the office, all of them realtors pretty much, were out of town at a sales conference. It was a half-day, I was just there to answer the phones and hold down the fort until noon, and I forgot to tell Jasmine not to come in. When I said we were closing early, she said she’d stick around. And she did.”

“Wait, your first time was in the office?”

“Jesus, no! She just kind of hung around, flirty and free. It was a weird day, and after I closed the office, we went to this little gastropub next door. She was still too young to drink, and I was trying to keep my wits about me, but we talked and actually had a few things in common.”

Piper slid her foot over Riley’s once more, the sensation warm and inviting. “You mean like synth music, Riles?”

“Okay, okay, so maybe I forced myself into finding common ground, but can you blame me? A twenty-two-year-old virgin being openly flirted with in the middle of the day by some nineteen-year-old vixen? I would have said I loved hair metal and grunge if she’d mentioned it!”

Piper chuckled throatily. “You poor thing. I should have come home sooner…”

“No shit! Instead, I had to deal with this little hussy, who made it clear as we left the restaurant that her roommates were out of town for the weekend, and would I like to see her vinyl collection?”

Piper seemed impressed. “Her vinyl collection? That’s a new one.”

“What do I know? I thought she meant she really had one!”

“She didn’t?” Piper sounded almost disappointed.

“That was my reaction too. I mean, she had a couple of albums, but she really just wanted to drink and hang out and, well, one thing led to another, and we started fooling around. And then, just as things started to get hot and heavy, she whipped out this Steadicam and asked me to sign a waiver so she could film our little tryst and…”

“The hell?”

“Right? And that’s not even the worst part. I mean, no way was I filming my first time with some horny temptress, but even if I was into the idea, it turns out she ran this webcam site where she seduced MILFs on camera for, like, two thousand horny subscribers or something!”

Piper shook her head, as if struggling not just to picture the scene but do the mental math. “So, what, there was a MILF hiding in the other room or something?”

“Piper, stay with me here: I was the MILF! Me! That’s what she did, pretended to be some innocent little intern and she’d go into these offices and find some older woman and get them to sleep with her on camera. I…I was the older woman!”

“No way, girl. You? Old?” Piper’s tone was as incredulous as her slack-jawed expression.

“Yes, me. I’m still getting over that shit, trust me. Traumatizing, it was.”

Piper was chuckling, however. “Oh, I bet. But flattering? In a way?”

“In what way?”

“I mean, imagine the hits that video would have gotten, Riles.”

“Yeah, well, luckily we’ll never find out.” Riley nodded, as if assuring herself of that very fact, or maybe even relieved about the bullet she’d dodged. Then she glanced over at Piper, wearing an oddly bashful grin, as sexy as it was modest. “Anyway, that was the sole extent of my experience, such as it was, until you showed up this morning, Piper.”

Piper nodded, glancing across the table in her gauzy nightgown, the sun making it clear she was still naked underneath. “You could have fooled me, Riles.”

Riley shrugged, sighing heavily as she stood from the cozy little breakfast table. Piper watched her, all the way to the fridge, making Riley wish she’d worn a slinkier robe. Or a shorter robe. Or a see-though robe, for that matter. “Yeah, well…” The silence that followed her words was filled by the opening of the fridge and the clink of two fresh cider bottles in her hand.

Piper sat where she was, watching as Riley turned, a bottle in each hand. “Yeah, well what, Riley?”

“Yeah, well…” She nodded her head toward the foyer just beyond the open kitchen area, the international symbol for “get your ass up and follow me,” or so Piper thought. “If you’d like to follow me back to bed, I’d love to, uh, fool you some more.”


Chapter Fourteen

PIPER

“Leave it on for now, okay?”

Piper nodded, standing beside the bed as Riley peered gently up at her, face a mask of desire but still somehow demure as their bodies hummed next to each other with unmistakable desire.

She swallowed. Hard. “Fine, Riley. Whatever you say.”

Riley smirked, blushing to add color to those olive-complected cheeks and licking her full, wet lips. “Promise?”

Piper nodded eagerly, letting go of the sash that held her clingy, sheer robe loosely in place, her pores so open, her skin so flushed she felt every inch of the sheer, gauzy material as it rested against her heaving breasts and overheated crotch. “Of course, Riley. I trust you. There’s no one else I trust in this world more than you.”

Riley blushed anew, then nodded at the bed. “Lie down then.”

Piper snorted, pleasantly surprised by the eagerness in Riley’s abrupt tonal shift. “Oh, shit. Okay then…”

She did as she was told, eagerly, quickly, lying on her back atop the mussed white sheets, blushing with excitement. Glancing up at Riley for approval, she heard only her next order: “In the middle, silly. I want to be next to you, duh!”

“Duh,” Piper snorted, nervous as she shifted slightly across the bed. “Is this better?”

Riley nodded coyly, reaching for her own sash. “Much,” she purred, voice pure liquid as she tugged at the loosely tied sash. Gently, slowly, her robe drifted open, slithering across Riley’s petite form and flushed skin until it fell to the floor with a withering hiss.

“Jesus.” Piper admired every inch of her lover’s taut, ripe torso, caressing it with hungry eyes and feeling the sudden sheen of desire that coated her trembling thighs.

Riley blushed and crept onto the bed next to her. The mattress shivered beneath her back as Riley inched into place, the motion eliciting a slow, subconscious moan from somewhere deep inside. Her hand reached out, a single finger tracing Piper’s gasping lips as she shivered with sheer delight. “I can’t tell you how many times I lay in this bed, right where you are now, thinking about you, Piper.”

“M-m-me?”

“Yes, you, silly. Thinking about you, creeping through that window over there, after one of your all-night ragers, buzzed and high and sexy in some tube top and jeans, drifting over to my bed to slip inside and make love to me.”

“Oh. Jesus. That’s… I—I would have loved that, Riley. If only I’d known sooner.”

“You knew,” Riley countered, the same finger drizzling down her chin, across her throat, between her breasts until it settled just atop the loosely knotted sash around Piper’s trembling waist. “You had to know, Piper.”

Piper shook her head, pigtails all but loosened now, cheeks flushed, eyes wide, mouth gasping for air with the thought of Riley tugging on that sash and setting her free. “I suspected but, I wasn’t sure…”

Teasingly, Riley played with the sash, loosening but not quite untying it. “Are you sure now?” Her voice was low and taunting.

Piper bit her lower lip and gazed up into those soft brown eyes. “Hmm, not quite yet. I guess I could still use a little more convincing, Riles.”

Riles chuckled gaily, making the bed shake as she untied the sash at last. It gave with a slithering drift as, one by one, Riley peeled each side of the robe away from her lover’s naked skin until Piper lay, bare and wanton, in the middle of the bed.

“Well then.” Riley straddled one thigh and bent to place both hands, palms down, on either side of Piper’s shoulders. “Let me try and convince you one last time, Piper.”

She kissed her then, pressing her into the pillows at her back, a smoldering gesture that found them panting and wet when, at last, she leaned gently away. Their eyes met, afternoon sun streaming in through gauzy curtains that covered the windows, the room bright and crisp, but Piper’s eyes fixed on her lover as she lowered herself.

Their breasts pressed against each other’s, soft and silken and sweaty in the sun. Piper gasped at the tender pressure, so smooth and gentle. As Riley continued to smother her with wet, stolen kisses, Piper moaned her approval as their nipples danced along each other’s, stiff and rasping in the sweltering spring heat.

Piper began to squirm, ass bare and hungry in the twisted sheets, desperate and greedy by the time Riley slid her weight even closer, the swollen, sticky lips of their pussies melding in the fervent embrace. Piper gasped at the sudden pressure of their swollen mounds glancing across each other as Riley slithered and shifted her weight to alternating degrees.

Piper responded in kind, pressing when Riley relented, moaning when she pressed, slithering and sliding under her agile lover as the heat between their legs increased with every shift and shiver, every zig and zag.

It wasn’t just the pressure that excited Piper so much, but the combination of sights and sounds, smells and caresses, the heat and excitement making their tangled bodies slick and saturated with sweat and desire. Piper grasped Riley’s arms, their eyes wide and searching as their bodies writhed and danced atop the squeaking mattress.

Between arousing every other sense in her gradually loosening body, Riley continued to pepper Piper’s ripe, swollen lips with sweltering, savory kisses. “I love watching you gasp,” she teased, punctuating every kiss with a nugget of salacious wisdom. “I love feeling you squirm.”


Chapter Fifteen

RILEY

“No one’s ever made me gasp like you do, Riles.”

Riley found more reason to bask in Piper’s gulping praise, feeling her lover’s swollen bud smooth and sticky against her own as she ground, gently, ever gently, never increasing her pace or loosening her grip but gradually, over time, feeling the heat and desire increase between their mingled legs.

Her knees rested atop the swirling sheets, her bare ass ground and arched, pressed and lifted as, time and time again, she gently pushed herself down and around Piper’s tense clit. Despite having climaxed more times than she ever had before only hours earlier, Riley could feel the desire mounting, the pressure intensifying, as if it was their first time together all over again.

She wasn’t alone. Piper’s long, pale fingers gripped both of her arms, clinging, kneading as if hanging on for dear life. The dance continued but, she knew, not for much longer.

As the afternoon wore on, Riley clung desperately to the last of her resolve. She listened to Piper’s ragged breathing and panting gasps for guidance, doing more of what made her helpless and needy and less of what caused silence. In due time, every rasp and grind elicited some response, either from her lover, herself, or, poor thing, the squeaking, creaking mattress beneath their wild embrace.

When Piper came at last, fingertips digging into Riley’s biceps, nipples at rapt attention, Riley smothered her helpless cries with a passionate kiss, feeling the hum of release pass through her own body as well.

In a blinding blur of desperate moments and tender efforts, Piper came twice more before shifting her weight, sliding up and over and, surprisingly, pinning Riley’s sweaty, sore back to the mattress she’d occupied only moments before. Now it was Riley’s turn to gasp, as surprised by the sudden turn of events as she was by the way Piper made short work of turning her into the same quivering mass of squeals and pants she’d been only moments earlier.

Where Riley was petite and compact, a blur of soft, smooth curves and ripe, evocative tan lines, Piper was all arms and legs, long and lean and pale, agile and athletic from years of exerting herself on and off the track and field.

“How…how did you do that?” Riley gasped as Piper began to writhe and grind against her clit, suffocating her with urgent, tender kisses even as she ground herself against Riley’s sticky, sweet sex.

“No idea,” Piper murmured, face flushed and hair askew as she smothered her with swollen kisses that mimicked the delicate sensations of their pussies slithering delightfully together, lip to lip. “None of this seems real, anyhow.”

“It’s real,” Riley gasped, turning her head from side to side as the pressure from Piper’s slick, juicy mound brought her ever closer to her own sudden release. “I can feel every inch of it, can’t you?”

Piper smiled, nodded, and kissed her breathless, the combination of heat, moisture, pressure, lust, and lack of oxygen literally forcing a massive orgasm from somewhere deep and primal inside her. It burst forth, a shuddering escape that brought a wicked smile to Piper’s lips when at last Riley could catch her breath and risked opening her eyes.

“I could watch you come all day,” Piper enthused, smothering her forehead, her eyes, her nose, and lips with tender kisses as, all the while, she made good on her word and attempted to do just that.

As they continued to pleasure each other, Piper slowed her efforts to a crawl, literally inching her slick labia along Riley’s, pressing and caressing and drifting her smooth, pink petals like little fingers until their orgasms blurred into mutual exclamations of joint pleasure.

Each new burst of heat and moisture and release grew more intense, building on the pressure and passion of the last, until the bed was a creaking, sagging, roiling, damp exchange of pants and screams, moans and groans, twisting limbs and pressing bodies. At last, in a shared moment of mutual surrender, Piper rolled off her lover and lay on her back, splayed and spent and sticky and gasping for air.

“Jesus,” they murmured together, shaking the bed beneath them in new ways as they giggled and gasped and Riley slid her damp thigh atop Piper’s as if to keep her right where she was.

In due time the afternoon passed, casting shadows across their naked bodies. Their breath grew less ragged, their chests quit panting and, blissfully and tenderly, Riley lay on her back, sated for now and utterly, completely entranced with her agile new lover.

The bed shifted gently beneath them as Piper turned her face toward Riley. “Is this what you imagined when you hoped I’d crawl in your window, Riles?”

“Uh-huh,” Riley confessed, staring up at the ceiling as if to look at Piper might reveal more than she was willing to share just yet.

Piper nudged Riley’s hip with her own, tender flesh sticky and damp in the wake of their stunning afternoon delight. “No?”

“It’s so much better, Piper,” Riley gushed, feeling Piper find her hand and lace her fingers inside. “I didn’t know it could ever feel this good.”

“I did,” Piper assured her.

“You did?”

“I always knew, if I ever got to lie with you, it would feel this good. Not exactly, not specifically, but I always knew we’d make it feel this good. Together.”

Riley considered the reply, nodding as her damp hair whispered beneath her in the twisted sheets. “It makes me happy, to think you thought of me this way.”

Piper’s hip slithered against her own tenderly, sending another wave of soft, gentle aftershocks through her loins. “Would it make you happier if you knew I’ve thought about this moment every day since we met?”

“I’m not sure I could get any happier,” Riley confessed, even as she nodded. “But yes, that makes me very happy indeed.”

Piper squeezed her fingers playfully, nudging her hip once more. “And?”

Riley blushed and smirked, knowing just what Piper was getting at. “And what?”

“And this is the part where you say, ‘Duh, Piper, I’ve thought about you every day since we met too’.”

Riley did more than that, of course. She turned toward Piper, thigh slithering across her lover’s until her whole body clung to Piper as if to a life raft. She found her ear, pink and blushing, and whispered into it dreamily, “I’m afraid that, if you know how much I’ve thought about you all these years, Piper, you’ll think I’m obsessed.”

Piper turned her face gently, until they were eye to eye in the shimmering afternoon shadows. “Good, Riley, because I won’t settle for anything less than obsession.”

Riley smiled, nodding as they kissed once more, a slower, more tender and haunting affair. In due time their sticky bodies relented, giving in to the clawing fingers of sleep that dragged them both down, one by one, until they lay as lovers do, spent and exhausted, limbs entwined and hearts beating gently in the same, tender rhythm.


Chapter Sixteen

PIPER

“No, baby, stay just like that.”

Piper lay on her side, propped up on one elbow, fingertips splayed out on the soft white sheets just centimeters from Riley’s tawny skin.

“It feels funny like this.” Riley lay on her belly, having slithered away and turned over sometime during their afternoon catnap.

“It doesn’t look funny,” Piper countered, finally running her fingers across the small of Riley’s back now that she’d roused from a deep, blissful slumber. “In fact, it looks hot as hell.”

“You’re not looking at my fat ass, are you?” Riley worried aloud, risking a glance at Piper as she lay atop a single white pillow.

“Fat ass?” Piper slid her hand lower, grabbed the closest cheek, and squeezed it for good measure. Riley shifted on the bedsheets, flat on her belly and murmuring her begrudging approval. “This ass hasn’t changed since high school, Riles.”

“Yeah, Piper, when it was fat then too.”

“Do you even have a mirror? This ass? Right here?” Piper continued to squeeze it, gently but persistently, with each heightened syllable. “This ass is perfect, Riley. And don’t ever think otherwise.”

Riley’s eyelids fluttered appreciatively over Piper’s ripe, bruised lips. “You’re still in the throes of hot, wicked lust, that’s why you think it’s perfect.”

Piper rolled her eyes and graduated from squeezing to stroking, encompassing the entirety of Riley’s ripe, firm ass in her appreciative gesture. “I’m going to tell you a little story that’s lived in me for years, okay? And when it’s over, you’ll know just how perfect of an ass I think you have—and a whole lot more. Are you ready for that?”

Riley’s smile was pure honey, her eyes dewy with affection. “Storytime with Piper? I’m down.”

Piper’s heart was racing, and not just because she had her hand on the finest ass in all of Jasper. The memory of that day, vivid and evocative, was as fresh now as it had been nearly seven years earlier. “Good, because I’m going to tell it anyway. So, do you remember the time we were at that regional meet in Charlotte?”

Riley’s eyelids fluttered with recollection. Then she smiled. “You mean sophomore year?”

“Exactly. We had to be on the bus by 6:00 a.m. and it was a three-hour drive and when we got there it was raining and we had to sit in the stands and wait for it to blow over and then, even after it did, it took a while to clear the track and the team had kind of scattered by then. Some of the girls were getting snacks at the vending machines, and others were in the visitors’ locker room changing and some more were touring the campus gym and you had fallen asleep, face down, in your running shorts…”

“And what? You sat there, watching me?”

“Duh.”

Riley’s laughter shook the bed once more, sending shivers of delight, and more, through Piper’s body. “Perv.”

“And? What of it?”

“Nothing, I guess. There was a story in there, I was promised?”

Piper squeezed that ass again, firmly, intently, tenderly. “I’m getting to it. So many interruptions…” she teased, squeezing once more for good measure. In reply, Riley squirmed and almost imperceptibly spread her legs.

Piper noticed, but continued kneading and caressing Riley’s ripe, shapely ass in the meantime. “The sun had finally come out, and I was a few bleachers away, trying not to be too obvious, you know?”

“Trying not to be too obvious as you stared at my ass?”

“Like I said, the other girls had all drifted away and I was pretending to scroll through my phone, but all I could see was your ass, perfect and ripe, just like today. And that was the moment I knew…”

Piper paused, fingertips slithering up and down the curve of Riley’s closest buttock until they drifted over the crest and down to the joint where her ripe, fleshy orb met the top of her thigh. Riley shivered predictably and, just as predictably, spread her legs a little more.

Mission accomplished, Piper thought dreamily.

“Knew what?” Riley purred, voice silken and low as it grew more desirous with each taunting, teasing pass of Piper’s admiring hand.

“Knew I was into you. Knew I was into girls, specifically. Knew, after seeing that ass, perfect in shape and size, glowing in the sunlight, just a few feet away from my hungry eyes, that I’d never been into anything, or anyone, as much as I was into you.”

As if to prove it, Piper slid her hands between Riley’s legs. They both gasped. Riley, she supposed, at the sudden sensation of long, probing fingers against the swell of her labia and Piper at the slick, wet heat residing there.

Riley ground against Piper’s fingers, the passion readily apparent as she spread her thighs and arched that round, perfect ass in concert, all but inviting Piper’s hungry fingers deeper, further inside. Piper willingly obliged, gently teasing and pleasing her eager lover as they murmured and moaned the story to completion.

“I never slept with another boy after that,” Piper assured her.

“No? Never?” Riley could not hide her surprise as her eyelids fluttered open and shut.

“I never wanted to after that,” Piper assured her.

“But you’d already seen me in the showers.” Riley grew more and more bold as she pressed and writhed against Piper’s tender touch.

“This was different, somehow. More personal, more private…” Piper’s voice was barely above a whisper by then, two eager fingers buried to the hilt inside Riley’s sweltering pussy, her greedy lover grinding against the joint where her fingers ended and her hand began, mining the sweet junction against her swollen clit as if road testing a new sex toy fresh out of the box.

“Tell me,” Riley gasped, slick and wet and hot against Piper’s glistening fingers, her rhythm increasing with the height of her curiosity. “Tell me what was different, babe. Say it…say it out loud.”

“I’m not sure,” Piper explained, realizing that her words were turning Riley on as much as the wet, sticky fingers wedged deep inside her. “I think because we were alone, in a way we hadn’t been before. Even in that big stadium, where anyone could return at any minute, I had you all to myself…”

Riley arched her back, biting down on her lower lip as she gyrated greedily against Piper’s cupped palm, pressed tight against her sweltering mound.

Her lover’s voice was low and far away, as if speaking through a fevered dream. “Just like now, huh?”

Effortlessly, Riley lifted herself up to her knees, brown hair cascading across the pillows with her face still buried in the soft white pillow. The gentle motion didn’t just invite Piper’s fingers deeper inside, it all but demanded it.

“Not quite,” Piper purred, wriggling her buried fingers even as she pressed her palm oh so gently against Riley’s clit. “But that ass, perfect and round in those little track shorts you liked so much, spawned a million fantasies…”

Riley gasped and came, quickly, noisily, hungrily, warming Piper’s palm and the fingers buried inside her tight cavern with the essence of her lust. She turned her head from side to side, moaning aloud. “A million, huh?”

As if to emphasize the number, Piper slid and rasped until she came again. “Maybe more,” she teased, watching Riley shiver with delight and desire.

Riley shook off the tremors of another orgasm, richer and thicker and hotter than ever before. “Damn, then…then…” She shivered anew, the aftershocks apparently short-circuiting her pillow talk. “Guess you came home just in time then, huh?”

Piper inched closer, if only to slither her fingers in further and cup her lover’s soft mound all the more tenderly. “Speaking of coming, Riley…”

They chuckled then, a soft, low display of desire. Piper could have stayed there all day, naked and kneeling as she pleasured and teased and pleased sweet, sweaty, shaking Riley.

Over and over again.


Chapter Seventeen

RILEY

“I hope you’re hungry…”

Riley sat cross-legged on the living room couch, hands cupped around a ceramic cup of hot jasmine tea. On the coffee table in front of her, savory and exotic, were a variety of to-go boxes, white and red with the familiar dragon logo of her favorite Chinese takeout restaurant. Piper stood, barely clad in the sheer gauzy robe, tying the sash loosely across her sticky belly as Riley drank her in all over again.

“When the hell did you do all this?” She drifted down the two short steps into the sunken living room on those endless legs, bare feet padding across the wooden floor beneath them.

“While you were zonked out,” Riley said, nodding to the leather wing chair across from her. “Again.”

“Can you blame me?” Piper asked, admiring the spread atop the coffee table much the same way she’d admired Riley’s bare, quivering ass mere hours earlier. “If a certain someone could keep their hands off of me, I might not pass out every two hours.”

“What about my lips?” Riley teased, still tasting Piper’s savory, silken bud on the tip of her tired but delighted tongue.

“That too,” she sighed, reaching for her own mug, a swirl of steam drifting from the warm contents inside. “What’s this?”

“Jasmine tea,” Riley said. “I thought we should probably fuel up before…you know…” She stopped short, aware that Piper might already be tired of her by now and not quite up for the rest of the evening together.

“Before what?” Piper teased, blowing on her mug with warm, wet lips.

Riley shrugged, avoiding her eyes as she waved at the array of delicacies on the coffee table. “I just thought dinner might be nice, you know?”

“I like where this is heading,” Piper reassured Riley in her own subtle, if cocky, way. “Kind of like…a date?”

“Only if you want, Piper.”

Piper rolled her eyes, taking a tentative sip of the tea. “Isn’t it obvious by now what I want, Riley?”

“Yes? No? I don’t… I’m not good at all this.”

Piper was incredulous. “You think I am?”

“Better than me,” Riley insisted.

Piper pulled her legs up, one by one, and tucked them beneath her as she wriggled deeper into the oversized wing chair. “I guess if I was better at all this, Riley, you still wouldn’t be unsure of…us.”

“Us?”

Piper growled, gripping her ceramic mug tighter in both hands. “Riley, your insecure act is only so cute for so long, you know?”

“I wish it was an act, Piper.”

“Me too, Riley, because then you’d see how wonderful you are. How…special…you are to me.”

“I do, a little.”

“What would it take for you to see a lot?”

Riley considered the question carefully. “Time, I suppose.”

Piper beamed. “Time? I got loads of it. As long as you need.”

“You mean that?”

Piper sighed heavily. “I’ll make you a deal, Riley, okay?”

“Such as?”

“You quit doubting me so much and trust me just a little more.”

“I do trust you, Piper.”

“Okay then, so trust yourself?”

“How?”

“Trust yourself enough to believe me when I tell you I’m here until you don’t want me to be any longer.”

“Well, that’s bullshit.”

Piper was mildly incensed. “How so?”

“You need a life, Piper. You deserve a life. You never wanted that here, in Jasper.”

“Who says?”

“Uh, you did the minute you hotfooted it out of town, that’s who!”

Piper nodded, then shook her head. “Just because I left town, Riley, didn’t mean I left you.”

“Sure felt like it when I lost my running partner, Piper.”

Piper seemed to melt back into her chair. “I never stopped running with you in my head, Riley. And in my heart. You were there, every day of practice, every track meet, every award, every shower, even if I was three hours away.”

Riley smiled, inside and out. “Three hours felt like a lifetime to me, Piper.”

“Why do you think I’m back, Riles? I…I couldn’t take it anymore. Being away from you, not for a single other day.”

“You mean that?”

Piper growled and Riley smiled, holding her hands up in defense as she replied, “Okay, okay, I just… Trust issues, you know?”

“I don’t, Riles. I told you, in this whole world, I only trust us. And I meant it, and if it takes four hundred talks like this, or four thousand, I’ll sit here, and tell you that, over and over and over again.”

Riley smirked. “Funny, I thought you were more into show and tell.”

Piper chuckled, sipping her tea slowly. “Oh, that goes without saying, Sweet Cheeks.”

Riley blushed at the new term of endearment, her ass still warm from the attention Piper had lavished on it only hours earlier. She reached for a takeout box and a pair of chopsticks, then leaned back in her seat, making sure her loosely tied sash opened just enough to tease Piper with a hint of cleavage and her warm, sticky thatch. “But first, food?”

Piper rolled her eyes and did the same, settling back into her chair with a red-and-white to-go box while unwrapping her chopsticks. “Fine, if you insist…” Riley nodded, admiring the way Piper’s robe had come loose as well.

“I mean, we can’t live off sex and cider alone, can we?”

“I wouldn’t mind trying with you, Riles.”

“Tease.”

Piper slid the tips of her chopsticks into the lo mein inside her to-go box and twirled before sliding a hefty portion between her ripe, pink lips. “I mean,” she asked after she swallowed. “Isn’t that why you gave me this see-through robe in the first place?”

“Duh.”

“And isn’t that why you’re sitting over there, just out of reach, squirming around in your own little robe, open just enough for me to see that I want to see even more?”

“Duh.”

“And…who’s the tease again?”

Riley giggled, nabbing a chunk of green pepper from her own carton of pineapple fried rice. “I can’t help myself around you, Piper.”

“Same,” Piper murmured, mouth full again, lips glistening as she washed her latest bite down with a splash of hot tea. “I guess we’re making up for lost time?”

Riley wasn’t so sure. “I think I’d feel this way even if we’d just met, Piper.”

“I never believed in love at first sight, Riles.”

“Love?”

Piper glanced up, green eyes wide at the blurted confession, then shrugged. “Sure, why not?”

“Why not?” Riley repeated, the auspiciousness of the moment not lost on her. At all. “I mean, love has to happen sometime, right?”

Piper slid her chopsticks back in her to-go box and peered across the coffee table at Riley. “Silly girl, it already happened years ago, don’t you know that?”

“I suppose I do, I just… It never felt real until just now, you know?”

“I certainly do, Riles. I think, all that time away, I was just sleepwalking in place, going through the motions until…until I could get back here, to you. Where things could feel real again.”

“Real good? Or real bad?”

“Real is real. It probably won’t always be sex and Chinese food, you know?”

“No?”

Piper chuckled, setting down her box and reaching for her teacup. In the process, her robe opened slightly more, thrilling Riley all over again. “I dunno, maybe it will be. I’m new to all this too, remember?”

“So, we’ll get through it together then, huh?” Riley put her own box of takeout Chinese down, and picked her tea back up, careful to slither her sash open all the more as she sat back in her own wing chair.

“No one I’d rather do it with than you, Riles.”

Riley squirmed at the admission, only eight long years in the making. “Same, Piper. Here’s to us.” She waved her glass across the table, watching Piper do the same.

“To Homecomings, remember?”

“How could I forget?”

“I dunno, seems like days ago we made that toast, huh?”

Riley stood at last, the already loose robe coming slowly undone as she slunk across the sunken living room toward her lover. “Sure does, Piper,” she murmured, taking Piper’s hand. “I guess that’s what a few hundred orgasms in a few short hours will do to you.”

Piper rose slowly until they stood face to face at the foot of the steps leading up to the rest of the house. Not surprisingly, the slow, lingering moment made quick work of what was left of the loosely tied sash around her own waist. “And now?”

“Now? Well, here’s to a few hundred more…”

“Homecomings indeed.” Piper followed along as Riley led them back to the bedroom, feet barely touching the floor as she basked in the not-so-sudden presence of love, no longer hidden or on pause, but here, in this very moment, and for as long as it might last…
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