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         She’s wearing a pair of snug workout-tights and the fabric makes them look like a second skin hugging the broad hips and the sculpted, muscular ass. Spreading her legs, the woman angles her feet out and looks over her shoulder, straight at Nathalie, giving her a wide grin before turning her head back and bending her knees. The fabric of the tights stretches over the woman’s ass – Nathalie thinks she can almost see the white buttocks and the notch in between through the material. Moaning, Nathalie lets two fingers slide into the wetness between her legs. Licking her lips as she imagines the woman in the tights, in the same exact position. Nathalie would have given anything to place her hands on the woman’s hips, letting her tongue stroke her to climax, just like she’s doing to herself with her fingers right now.

         “As you can see, these tights aren’t squat-proof,” the girl on the computer says laughing, and then continues: “The search must go on! Here is a pair of tights from Gymshark.”

         Nathalie whines as the young woman reappears in a new pair of tights. Please, not squat-proof, not squat-proof, not squat-proof, not squat-proof. Bending her knees, the woman’s ass shoots backwards, as if she was going to sit down, and as she stands in an almost 90-degree angle, Nathalie can once again see how the fabric reveals the thong and beautiful rear. With a loud moan Nathalie is awash with the pleasant feeling. Her dripping wet fingers being hugged by her cramping pussy as she rocks – humping and moaning – riding the big wave of her orgasm.

         Panting, Nathalie closes the lid to her laptop, placing it on the nightstand. Her tired, relaxed body sinks deeper into the bed. Tomorrow is the day; she thinks to herself, and with that exhilarated feeling she falls asleep.

          
   

         The padlock thumps against the metal, sending an echo through the sterile changing room. Sitting on the bench, Nathalie is trying to summon courage. For the last week, she has mentally prepared for this and now she’s here, ready for her first workout. Deep breath, she urges herself, you can do it. Nathalie convulsively wrings her hands together in her lap, a lap without even the smallest of thigh-gaps.

         It felt good this morning, waking up, packing her bag, walking the short distance in the still sleeping autumn morning. It felt fine as she entered the gym and removed her muddy shoes. But when she got to the changing room, that’s where it went wrong. The first thing she saw was two tall, skinny girls that looked to be about18, posing half-naked for selfies in front of the big mirror. Eyes on the floor, Nathalie had found a locker as far away from the girls as possible. But she could still hear them.

         “God, no! You can’t post that, I look fat!” the thinnest one screamed with her voice filled with panic. The yell made Nathalie freeze. Fat. Her hands trembled as she fumbled with the button and zipper of her jeans. Hesitating before she pulled her jeans down over her wide hips and thighs covered in cellulites.

         “Maja, you can’t talk like that, you’re gorgeous. Think about the people who are actually fat…” The friend’s words had become a whisper and then they both roared with laughter. At the same time Nathalie had stood, balancing on one leg in a pair of ill-fitting cotton panties, trying to put on the tights. She hadn’t looked over at them, hadn’t heard the end of the sentence, but in some way, she knew they were talking about her. With tears stinging her eyes she had gotten the other leg in the tights and hoisted them up over her rolls. You’re good the way you are, Maja. It could be worse – you could look like me.

         The thin girls have long since left the changing room. Sitting there on the bench, Nathalie contemplates changing back into her jeans and big hoodie and going home again. She thought she was ready for this, but apparently, she was wrong. She decides to peek out of the changing room to see how many people are working out.

         As the door slams shut behind her, she’s surprised to notice that the ladies-only gym is completely empty. Sighing loudly with relief, Nathalie relaxes her shoulders from up around her ears. In her pocket is a note with her work-out schedule. She starts warming up.

         Pedalling on one of the exercise-bikes, Nathalie is sweating profoundly when she hears a door opening and closing. The sound of shoes on the floor makes her turn her head to see who’s disturbing her peace and quiet. The young woman smiles kindly towards her and gives Nathalie a nod before putting on her headphones and choosing a treadmill.

         The worry in Nathalie’s chest is growing. She feels insecure, so wrong, at the gym. Everyone else seems so sure – they look like they belong in the sweaty environment, amongst the exercise machines and heavy weights.

         Now and again, Nathalie sneaks a peak towards the other woman. As the minutes pass, she starts to become more and more comfortable in the woman’s company. She doesn’t look at all like the two young girls in the changing room – her body looks more like Nathalie’s than theirs. She’s wearing a pair of worn shorts and a regular t-shirt, the red hair up in a messy bun. As the woman runs on the treadmill, Nathalie can see her naked thighs shake every time her foot hits the belt. The sight makes her bite her lip. She looks down at her own thighs, rubbing together with every stroke. Usually, that would have made her give up, but suddenly she’s feeling less insecure. If she can do it, I can do it, Nathalie thinks, smiling to herself while giving the last kilometre her all.

         When the cool-down is finished and the screen of the bike turns off, Nathalie sits there for a while. The wrinkled little note is full of exercises to do. Casting a glance over her shoulder, she sees two girls entering through the door, walking straight to two cross-trainers. Taking a deep breath, Nathalie peaks at the note once more. What should she start with? The feelings of insecurity returns. Maybe she should just go home and come back another day.

         “Your need some help?” The voice makes her jump. Nathalie twists around, meeting a pair of deep blue, kind eyes. “I haven’t seen you here before, and you seem a bit lost. I just wanted to ask if you needed any advice or anything…” the redheaded woman continues while awkwardly scratching her neck.

         Without Nathalie noticing, the woman has finished on the treadmill, observed Nathalie’s embarrassed insecurity and quietly walked up to her. Slowly, Nathalie feels the blushing on her neck and cheeks grow. At first, she doesn’t answer, she just stares in surprise. Then she realises she needs to say something.

         “Oh, that’s kind of you. It is the first time I’m here, I haven’t been at a gym before, so I don’t really know what to do.” The words come of their own volition. She hadn’t thought to answer as truthfully, but in a way it felt natural and relaxed to talk to the other woman.

         “Fun! Come, let me show you around and I will help you make a simple routine,” she says with a smile and briskly starts walking towards some machines. “My name is Tilda, by the way,” she adds, over her shoulder. Quickly, Nathalie jumps off the bike and hurries after her. Noticing Tilda’s round, solid ass. With each step, it swings, sending waves over her bare thighs. The sight brings Nathalie’s thoughts back to the YouTube-video she watched the night before, making her blush even more.

         “My name is Nathalie,” she stutters shyly as they stop in front of one of the machines. Tilda’s blue gaze pierces Nathalie, and she feels her heart beating nervously. Not until she’s standing in front of her does Nathalie realize how beautiful Tilda is.

         Straddling the bench of the machine, Nathalie curiously listens to Tilda’s instructions. When Tilda reaches over her, she can feel Tilda’s breast grazing her arm. The warmth from her body feels good against Nathalie’s skin and the smell of her shampoo finds its way into Nathalie’s nose. Tilda is standing close and it makes Nathalie dizzy.

         “Here you set the weight, do you see? I think this might be good to start with,” Tilda says, choosing a lighter weight. “Remember that your back is supposed to be straight and your shoulders relaxed. Pull until your elbows are in line with your body and then release slowly…” Nathalie does as she instructs and feel her lower back muscles working. It’s heavy, but also fun, especially as Tilda is standing by her side, showing her what to do.

         For about thirty minutes they walk between different machines and workout equipment, building a routine for Nathalie. Tilda is being so helpful and nice that Nathalie almost forgets how insecure she really is. With Tilda at her side, she feels at home in the gym – like she’s got as much right as anyone to be there.

         “Great!” Tilda laughs, putting a hand on Nathalie’s shoulder when she’s finally finished the sweaty workout. The touch makes her quietly gasp. Tilda’s closeness affects her more than she first thought. She wants her. Damn.

         They walk into the changing room together and open their lockers in silence. She had planned to take a shower before going home, but she can see Tilda undressing in the corner of her eye and it’s just too much. With her face red as a tomato, she pulls on her hoodie and changes from her workout shoes into regular converse. Time and time again she repeats, don’t look, don’t look, don’t look! Wanting nothing more than to do just that as Tilda removes her sweaty workout-clothes and wash her glossy body clean.

         “Bye Tilda, thanks for your help today!” Nathalie cries breathlessly while walking with her eyes on the floor towards the exit.

         “Bye, see you!” Tilda answers, and as Nathalie turns her head just enough, she can see Tilda’s wide, white smile. Tilda is standing there in just her thong without being the slightest bit embarrassed. Nathalie quickly leaves the changing room with the image of Tilda’s pink little nipples on her mind. She lets out a deep sigh, feeling something pull in her stomach. A feeling she’s familiar with, that she knows she can’t ignore.

         She comes hard and fast where she stands leaning against the cool tile wall with the water running over her. As soon as she got home, she jumped out of the wet clothes and ran to the shower, where her hands, in her fantasy, became Tilda’s – exploringly caressing her to climax.

          
   

         Two days later she’s back again, at the ladies-only gym, looking around nervously. This time there are more people there and Nathalie feels the worry boiling inside her, but the knowledge that she has a routine to follow helps. Standing taller and taking a deep breath, she thinks I can do this and smilingly walks up to the bike.

         When Nathalie met Tilda the other day, she had been ready to flee the gym, giving up on working out for all foreseeable future. However, Tilda’s self-confidence and kindness has made Nathalie rethink. Tilda had showed her what to do and how to do it – showed her you didn’t have to be embarrassed. But that wasn’t the only thing Tilda had accomplished – she had also woken Nathalie’s lust. The fact was that Tilda was all Nathalie could think of since the moment she stood in front of her smiling. Nathalie tried to think of something else, but her thoughts always retuned to the red hair, blue eyes and Tilda’s curvy body, time and time again. It was impossible to see Tilda as only a friend – to Nathalie it was so much more than that.

         In her pocket, her phone vibrates. With panting breaths and sweat running down her back, Nathalie picks up her phone and keeps treading. Not reading the notification but unlocking the phone straight away, she sees it: the follow request on Instagram from no one other than Tilda. Immediately, she stops pedalling. Her heart is pounding hard in her chest – but not from the workout.

         Nathalie presses accept, then starts looking at Tilda’s profile. She follows her back and looks through her pictures. Landscapes mixed with cats, food and beautiful selfies dominates the feed. She stops at a picture of a smiling Tilda on the beach in a bikini. Nathalie would give anything to kiss those smiling lips.

         There’s another notification, only a minute after accepting Tilda’s follow request. Tilda has liked and commented on a selfie Nathalie uploaded that day. Deadly beautiful! says the comment. With her heart thumping in her throat, Nathalie bites her lip. Nervously looking around the gym, meeting her own reflection in the mirror and seeing pure happiness.

         The whole workout, Nathalie is on edge. Every time she hears the door to the ladies-only gym open and close, she’s hoping it’s Tilda. And every time she sees someone else; disappointment hits.

         The feeling that something has changed slowly creeps over her. It takes a while for Nathalie to realize, but as she sees the two girls from the other day, the ones who laughed at her in the changing room, she understands. She understands that she moves more comfortably around the gym, feeling neither out of place nor like an alien. She has just as much right to be here as everyone else, and what anyone else thinks about her body is completely unimportant. For the first time in a long time, Nathalie feels at home in herself. Her body is strong – it can lift, pull, push and endure more than she could have ever guessed. She’s fantastic, and no one can take that away from her.

         It’s late in the evening when Nathalie gets an Instagram message from Tilda. Do you want to work out? I’m at the gym in 20. Looking at the clock, she sees it’s 10.04 pm. She thinks of the lecture that starts early the next day. She also thinks of the workout she did before lunch. Tired in every muscle, Nathalie should just go to bed and rest up for tomorrows lesson, but she wants nothing more than to be with Tilda. A little while can’t hurt, she thinks, as she decides to meet up with Tilda.

         Twenty minutes later they walk into the gym together. A tingling feeling spreading through Nathalie as she thinks about the fact that it’s just the two of them there. Alone, together. She thinks of the comment Tilda wrote on the selfie she uploaded yesterday, getting warm. Sure, friends can give each other compliments and be close physically without it meaning anything – but this feels different. It must be different.

          
   

         As Nathalie does the exercises Tilda showed her – for the second time that day – she catches Tilda watching her. At one point, their eyes meet in the mirror wall and Nathalie could swear that Tilda is biting her lip with a dreamy expression. They don’t talk much – they let the silence speak. The air vibrates with something, almost like it’s charged. Shy smiles, moans from the heavy lifts, blushing over pale cheeks. The sweat is running along Tilda’s neck, down to her big, soft cleavage. In her head, a thousand thoughts swirl, and yet there’s only one thing she can think of: how much she wants Tilda.

         Nathalie is in the middle of an exercise when a sharp pain suddenly shoots through her lower back and down in one buttock. Screaming, her hand flies to the painful area. Lying on her stomach on the floor, she can see Tilda running towards her.

         “What happened?” Tilda pants, and Nathalie can feel her hands all over the area that hurts.

         “Sciatica,” Nathalie answers. “I think I trapped a nerve.” She yelps from the jabbing pain and tries to move, but Tilda puts her hands on her lower back, as if to tell her to be still. Holding her breath where she’s lying on the floor, she feels Tilda’s warm hands on her sweaty body.

         Carefully, Tilda starts massaging her. A moan escapes Nathalie, who is suddenly very happy that the pain can be her excuse. As Tilda’s hands glide over her, something twinges low in her stomach. With her eyes closes, she pictures them being at home, at Nathalie’s place, naked in her bed, and Tilda’s massage being of a completely different kind.

         “I know, I’m sorry!” Tilda woefully excuses herself as Nathalie is wailing and writhing on the floor. “But massage helps, I’ve also had my sciatica trapped.” Her grip hardens as she massages firmer to really get to the nerve, and Nathalie can feel her desire growing. There’s a wet pulsing in her panties and her body has a hard time remaining still. The pain is soon gone, leaving her with only lust. But she doesn’t want Tilda’s hands to stop massaging her – she just wants to stay in this moment.

         “How does it feel?” Tilda’s voice sounds thick – hoarse. Something in her voice is different. The shift is so sudden, Nathalie barely notices. Suddenly Tilda’s hand slides slowly over the buttocks, towards Nathalie’s groin. It stops there, right next to her pussy. Nathalie can hear from the way she breaths that she’s excited. Carefully Nathalie turns her head and meets Tilda’s blue eyes. Her cheeks are pink and she’s smiling shyly towards Nathalie, who’s smiling back. The hand at the groin moves millimetre by millimetre. First, Nathalie feels the fingers grazing her genitals through the thin layer of fabric, then the heat from the whole hand cupping her.

         “That feels good,” Nathalie whispers as an answer, closing her eyes. She doesn’t dare meeting Tilda’s gaze. Scared of breaking the enchantment – to wreck the moment.

         Then she feels Tilda’s moist breath against her cheek. Opening her eyes, she looks straight into Tilda’s, wild from lust. Tilda’s lips are moist and gently open. With one hand between Nathalie’s legs, and her face just a few centimetres from Nathalie, Tilda finally closes her eyes and leans forward.

         Nathalie’s lips meet Tilda’s, and it feels like the earth stopped spinning. The world that Nathalie knows ceases to exist. All that remains, the only thing that means anything, is Tilda’s well-shaped lips pressed against hers.

         First, it’s only two pair of lips meeting, but then Nathalie carefully opens her lips and lets her tongue meet Tilda’s. As the kiss deepens, the hunger grows. The kiss tastes salty from their sweat, but it’s also sweet somehow. Nathalie can’t put her finger on what it is Tilda tastes of, all she knows is she wants to taste that taste every day for the rest of her life. She is insatiable.

         As Tilda’s hand between Nathalie’s legs firmly strokes the outside of her tights, Nathalie presses herself against the hand, whining, while she kisses and kisses and kisses Tilda. That someone, at any point, can enter the gym and catch them – see what they’re doing – does not exist.

         Then Tilda quickly pulls back. The heat from her hand against Nathalie’s sex is gone with it. Tilda’s face is tomato red as she pulls a hand through her red hair, heavily exhaling.

         “I’m sorry,” she says, laughing low. “It wasn’t my plan to throw myself over you like that.”

         Nathalie turns around and sits up. She puts a shaking hand on Tilda’s knee and locks her with her gaze, intensely blue.

         “You can throw yourself over me whenever you feel like.” The words leave her mouth before she has a chance to think them through. Now it’s too late. She and Tilda can never be just workout-buddies, because Tilda will always know just how much Nathalie wants her.

         Nathalie can see her words slowly sink in and instantly feels unsure. Maybe she shouldn’t have revealed the fact that she’s gay – maybe now she has scared Tilda off for good. Inside her head, a thousand thoughts are spinning, but mostly Nathalie wonders how she could have been so stupid, why she had to destroy their friendship like this. Just as she’s about to get up and leave, Tilda stands up at her side, puffing. Gazing up into Tilda’s blue eyes, Nathalie tries to interpret her gaze – tries to read what she wants to say. For a moment, Tilda stands there, completely still, and look at her without as much as a blink.

         But then Nathalie sees a shy smile starting to spread, and Tilda reaches out a hand towards Nathalie where she’s still sitting, and almost whispers:

         “Come.” The word is just as much of a question as a command, but Nathalie doesn’t have time to think of the meaning. Her hand meets Tilda’s, letting her pull her to her feet.

         They stand close together, both breathing heavily. Tilda’s blue eyes meets Nathalie’s brown ones in an inscrutable gaze that never ends. They still hold hands when Tilda finally opens her mouth again.

         “I want you,” she whispers almost soundlessly, and just like that, the knot in Nathalie’s stomach is gone.

         Losing the self-restraint Nathalie’s struggled to hold on to since the first time Tilda spoke to her, she lets her guard down in the same moment as their lips meet and they embrace each other, hard and tight. This time, both know what they want and what the other wants. There’s no need to fumble, instead they can be fully engulfed by the remarkable desire they feel towards each other.

         Their chests press hard against each other’s and Nathalie wishes that all the layers of fabric between them would disappear. She wants to feel Tilda’s hard, pink nipples rub against her dark ones – feel the smell and taste of Tilda’s skin.

         This time, Nathalie is the one who breaks their kiss. She licks her lips while keeping eye contact with Tilda, slowly falling to her knees in front of her. Her fingers finding the waistband of the tights, Nathalie slowly starts pulling them down over Tilda’s wide hips and thighs. When the garments are down by Tilda’s ankles, Nathalie strokes her fingertips upwards once again. Letting them slide over Tilda’s calves, over the hollow of her knee, the inside of her thighs and finally to her pussy. Tilda bites her lip, trying to hold back a moan all the while she pushes her hips forward, with her legs spread, letting Nathalie get close.

         “God, you’re wet,” Nathalie gasps when her fingers easily slide into Tilda’s narrow sheath. Whining and moaning, Tilda presses her eyes shut. Nathalie pulls out her fingers and is amazed by the see-through string forming between her middle finger and index finger when she spreads them. Tilda blushingly looks at her, almost excusing her arousal. What she doesn’t know yet is that Nathalie is just as wet as her, if not more.

         As Nathalie closes her lips over her fingers, tasting Tilda, she can feel her pussy pounding hot in her panties. The blood flows through her, preparing her for what is about to come. Making her ready for Tilda’s fingers, lips and tongue.

         Nathalie is just about to spread Tilda’s legs wider and sink her tongue deep in to the pink opening when she feels how Tilda tense up. Letting go, she looks up, sees how Tilda is looking alarmed out of the big window, out into the dark night. Out there, they see the lights from a car, and the car parks right outside.

         At once, Tilda pulls her panties and tights up, worryingly looking around, as if she only now understands the risk of them being seen. Anyone could have walked by the gym and seen them through the big windows.

         “We can’t do this in here,” Tilda whispers, pulling Nathalie to her feat. Ashamed, Nathalie nods, afraid to have made a fool of herself. Afraid that Tilda doesn’t want to continue, that the car on the parking lot is just an evasion to make her stop. Then Tilda steps closer, lifting her cheek with her index finger. Their eyes meet and Nathalie can see the fire in Tilda’s gaze.

         “Let’s continue in the changing room.”

          
   

         Tilda steps out of her workout-clothes without taking her gaze of Nathalie. Garment after garment hits the floor as her light, creamy skin is revealed. Her breasts are big and heavy, her stomach softly rounded and her hips wide. The sight makes Nathalie’s blood rush fast through her body – her heart pounding faster, she can feel how her pussy swells and sticks to her panties.

         Nathalie can’t help but stare – amazed by Tilda’s beauty and her self-confident way of moving, without either apologizing or being ashamed. Not that she has anything to be ashamed of – rather the opposite – but to be curvy, big or even fat in a world where beauty doesn’t come in your size makes the shame find you. Tilda has managed to turn her back to the shame, and Nathalie admires her for this. One day I’m going to be as brave as her, Nathalie thinks, pulling her tank top over her head.

         With swinging hips, Tilda walks into the shower, turning on the water. Nathalie stands at the side, watching the water run over her. How her hair is weighed down by the water and how small droplets forms and falls from the tip of her nose. Opening her eyes, Tilda smiles broadly. In that moment Nathalie barely has a choice – she needs to kiss her. Nathalie’s hands cup Tilda’s face and Tilda’s hands finds Nathalie’s waist. Pulled into each other’s arms, they kiss the breath out of the other.

         Nathalie doesn’t even care that her curls come in contact with the water, although she just washed her hair. With her lips against Tilda’s, and her naked skin against hers, everything else melts away. Her hands find Tilda’s heavy breasts, massaging them just like she herself likes it. With her thumb and index finger, she pinches one of the nipples and Tilda moans loudly under the shower’s rippling water.

         At the same time, Nathalie feels how Tilda, once again, moves her hands down, stroking her way to Nathalie’s pussy. To be touched by Tilda’s soft but strong hands makes Nathalie’s whole body tremble. Her breath quickens and the muscles in her legs and stomach gets to work. She has dreamt of this since the first time they met. She has fantasised of Tilda’s fingers against her clitoris, in her vagina, just as Tilda is touching her now. In and out, in and out with slow motions.

         Nathalie stumbles backwards, touching the wall and Tilda leans against her, pushing Nathalie’s body up against the cold tiles while moving her fingers quicker. Nathalie’s moan echoes in the shower, trying to be quiet, but inside her there’s a voice screaming this is so good, this is so good, this is so good!

         The feeling takes over and grows so large that Nathalie with certainty knows that she in the space of a few seconds will lose control. Tilda’s fingers move faster in and out of her, they jab her G-spot again and again. Simultaneously, Tilda’s palm rubs against her swollen clitoris. She’s so close that Nathalie forgets where they are. She’s ready to give up – opening her mouth, she lets a high moan rise from her stomach to her throat.

         That’s when they hear the door to the changing room open. In in an instant, Tilda’s fingers have left Nathalie’s pussy, left her right on the brink of an orgasm.

         Panting, Nathalie is leaning against the wall, watching Tilda chose a shower two showers down from her. From outside the changing room, they hear a girl open a locker, change and refill her water bottle. All the while humming.

         She’s listening to music; Nathalie thinks and turns to Tilda who has her back against her, rinsing her hair. Tilda is standing there as if she was actually showering, as if what they’d just done was a fantasy. Between Nathalie’s legs, her pussy pulses. She wants more – needs more.

         Tilda almost screams as Nathalie appears behind her, but with a hand over her mouth the sound is muffled. With her free hand, Nathalie caresses her breasts, down over her stomach, to her pussy. The humming from the changing room continues. Nathalie explores every centimetre of Tilda’s sex, letting her fingers slide over every fold and finally stopping at her clitoris. Tilda tries, in vain, to not let out any moans, trying to twist out of Nathalie’s grip – but never making a real effort to break free.

         The impending risk of getting caught eggs Nathalie on. She lets her index and middle finger slide back and forth over Tilda’s clitoris, time and time again, in such a speed and with such pressure that Tilda’s legs start to shake. Tilda’s head falls back against Nathalie’s shoulder, and Nathalie smiles quietly to herself because now she has Tilda exactly where she wants. Tilda’s whole body starts to shake; she sways with her hips, whining loudly again and again. With her hand hard against Tilda’s mouth, Nathalie stifles the high, grunting moans Tilda makes as she comes.

         Tilda’s legs give out under her and she sinks down to the floor, heavily out of breath after the intense orgasm Nathalie just gave her.

         A door opens and slams shut and they both go still. The quiet feels intense, it fills the whole changing room, and that’s when they realize the humming woman has entered the gym. Finally, they’re alone again.

         “Was that nice?” Nathalie’s voice echoes in the shower. Waterdrops fall from her chin – running along her dark skin and soft figure. Biting her lip, Tilda nods carefully. Then she reaches out her hand towards Nathalie.

         “Come here,” she breathes with a hoarse voice. Nathalie takes her hand, letting herself be pulled down to the floor, where Tilda kisses her neck and then move her lips to Nathalie’s collarbone and down towards her breasts. The plump, dark pink lips close around Nathalie’s hard nipple. She moans low as the tip of Tilda’s tongue hardens and move over the nipple, up and down, up and down.

         With a firm hand Tilda spreads Nathalie’s legs, still with her face buried in Nathalie’s breasts, and lets two fingers slide into her wet pussy. Gasping for breath, Nathalie moves her hips to meet Tilda’s fingers. Her body closing around Tilda, finally becoming one again. This time, Tilda doesn’t need to start soft and careful – her back muscles work under her light skin as she uses the force of her arm to come as deep inside Nathalie as possible, as fast as possible. Nathalie is right there, straight away. On the tip. She never really left it.

         “Yes, come for me,” she hears Tilda hiss above her and her moans sounds gurgling as she receives every thrust with humping movements. Nathalie tenses up like a bow, rising up with the help from her shaking legs, feeling her eyes roll backwards. Her screams echoes in the shower as Tilda makes her come. Tilda pulls her fingers out of her, and when Nathalie feels the cool air against her swollen pussy it’s as if someone is touching her again. She jerks involuntarily, moaning again.

         The water from the shower has stopped long ago. Nathalie is on her back, breathing heavily with a big, goofy grin on her lips. Next to her, Tilda is sitting, smiling with cheeks rosy from excitement. They look at each other and start to laugh. It was so close that they were caught.

         The laughter fades away as both Nathalie and Tilda disappear into their own thoughts. Waterdrops fall from the shower down to the draining gutter. The sound fills the silence. Nathalie is thinking about what’s next, between them.

         “Do you think she’s still listening to music?” Tilda’s voice unexpectedly breaks the silence. Nathalie turns her gaze towards her, thinking.

         “Yes, I believe so,” she answers, confused. Unsure what Tilda wants to say. As an answer, she receives an ingenious smile. Nathalie observes Tilda as she slowly comes closer, feeling the tension in the air between them. How it charges and gets more and more electric.

         “Good,” Tilda whispers and clears her throat before continuing: “Because if I remember correctly, you were going to eat me out before we were interrupted.” Nathalie’s pupils dilate, and something tugs low in her stomach. She presses her thighs together unconsciously.

         Trying to get up to bury her face between Tilda’s thighs, Tilda stops her. Instead she turns around, straddling Nathalie with her big ass turned towards her. Above her face, Nathalie can see the whole of Tilda’s sex, all red, swollen and wet. In that moment, Nathalie doesn’t want anything else than to bury her tongue in Tilda and make her scream from pleasure.

         That’s when Nathalie feels Tilda’s warm breath down there. Softly, Tilda spreads Nathalie’s big thighs and she understands what’s going to happen. With a tremble going through her body, Nathalie closes her eyes and sticks out her tongue. Meeting Tilda’s pussy at the same time as Tilda’s tongue finds Nathalie’s.

          
   

         “Same time on Friday?” Tilda’s breath is white in the black November night. For the first time since they first met, she seems unsure – even shy. Maybe she thinks she crossed the line, that what happened tonight has ruined any future friendship.

         Nathalie can’t stop staring – Tilda is so beautiful where she stands under the streetlights, shifting her weight between her right and left foot. Tilda, otherwise so sure and confident in everything she does, seems replaced. Nathalie realized that there are a thousand sides to Tilda that she doesn’t know of yet, thousands of attributes just waiting to be discovered.

         Smiling warmly towards Tilda, she takes her hand, braiding their fingers together, skin against skin, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. With a little tug, she pulls Tilda towards her, embracing her hard. Tilda relaxes in her arms, letting her body melt into Nathalie’s. They fit perfectly together.

         “Same time on Friday,” Nathalie whispers back with her pounding heart against Tilda’s.
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