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Chapter 1

 


 


What are the odds
that you’d go home with the babe, Sherry wondered as
she listened to the woman beside her give
directions.

“You know, I really appreciate the
ride home.”

“No problem, what are
co-workers for and, say, you’ve helped me many times,” Sherry said,
glancing away from the steering wheel to the sexy woman, just
barely out of her teens. Then Sherry thought, I guess I’d better not get ahead of myself here. She’s not
exactly going home with me. Then she couldn’t help
licking her lips. Hope she didn’t see
that. She bit her lip to make it look like she was
just concentrating on the driving. Eyes back on the road.
I’m wet already. 

“So, Peggy says that you don’t
even like men. Ah, so you’re a lesbian?”

Gotta give her
points for that one. Just lay it all out in the open.
Sherry tried not to look over at Linda. Sometimes she had a
sort of cocky smile for the women she intended to seduce.
Mustn’t get ahead of myself, she
cautioned herself. “Yeah, Peggy should know. She picked me up at a
lesbian bar before she recruited me as a masseuse slash sex worker
at Paradise. I gotta say, I was quite floored. But she assured me I
wouldn’t have to fuck ‘em. The money’s good. I’ve had worse
jobs.”

“Oh, turn right, yeah by that,
that…”

“That bar on the corner?”
Sherry offered. She sounds nervous to me.
Maybe she’s afraid of me or maybe…. a bit horny. I hope it’s the
latter.

“The red one with the broken
screen door.” She chuckled, “like everything. Nothing works right
in that place. It’s just one thing after the other.”

“Broken? Huh? Mind if I take a
look? Sometimes I can fix things. Although some friends of mine say
I break things faster than I fix ‘em.”

“Oh, what do you mean?” Linda had
the car door open and was stepping out.

Well, that sexual innuendo went
right past her.

Sherry got out too. Assuming that
maybe she’d be invited in. They walked up the walkway together. All
the while, Sherry was wondering if she’d be dismissed. That she’d
thank her for driving her home and shut the door in her face. The
front door loomed ahead. Just a few more steps. Sherry’s heart was
thumping away. She was getting nervous, too. And she was getting
wetter. Then they were there. Linda was fishing in her purse for
her key. She tried to select the right key from the ring but
dropped the entire key ring wad on the concrete steps. It was the
most ridiculous ring of keys with tiny teddy bears and charms and
whatnot that Sherry had ever seen. She reached down ahead of Linda
and snatched them up. With an amused smile on her face, her thumb
and forefinger delicately pinched a tiny Hello Kitty doll, leaving
the rest of the key ensemble to dangle in front of
Linda.

“I know. I have a
silly habit of buying key chain things.” 

The key went in the lock. Linda
stepped in and she held the door open for Sherry. Sherry could have
peed in her pants for relief. She really wanted this woman and when
she looked over at Linda, she sensed that her eyes must have been
smoldering with lust. Linda threw her purse on the divan and stood
there in silence.
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