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GAUGE


Sommer Marsden


 


The room was purple-gray, which meant that sunrise was still a good half-hour away. Heather listened to Bobbi breathing. She couldn’t gauge whether or not her partner was awake.


Her breathing was slow and even, but somehow Heather just felt that Bobbi was awake. She couldn’t explain why.


She slid a little closer under the crush of quilts, pressing the front of her thigh to the back of Bobbi’s. Warm skin kissed warm skin and she sighed, liking the feel of their flesh pressed together. She’d woken, worrying about the holidays and money and her job, and the contact soothed her.


Problem was, they’d argued the night before and Heather knew she’d been an ass – she remembered that extra glass of wine and her temper flaring – and now she was almost afraid to touch her lover.


But she did it anyway. She slung her arm around Bobbi’s prone form – hoping it seemed casual as she did it in case Bobbi was awake – and let her fingers drape the smooth hot skin just below her breast.


She wanted to cup her breast, work the nipple by pinching it until it grew taut, but for now she simply let her hand hang there and paid attention to Bobbi’s breath.


It was still long and slow and even. But there was something – something – she couldn’t quite nail that said her girl was actually lying there in the bruised morning light with her eyes open. Not asleep at all. Waiting.


She tried to gauge the energy in the room and then wondered wildly – thanks to bad dreams and sleep deprivation – if Bobbi was trying to gauge her right back.


So she wiggled her fingers just a little, working them up on the smooth flesh, finding the swell of the underside of a breast. Heather pressed herself more firmly to the back of Bobbi, feeling the heat each of them carried start to blend and meld. She let out a sigh as a hearty rush of lust filled her and her pussy went wet and moist with anticipation. It was like hunting – would Bobbi wake up, or was she awake and, if she did or if she was, would she be receptive to the fucking? Would she part her pretty thighs for her baby and let herself be taken?


Or was she still mad?


Heather wiggled her fingers, holding her breath to try to hear Bobbi. When bright spots danced in her vision, she blew out her air and sucked in a great breath. It was then that she felt Bobbi’s side shimmy. She was laughing.


“You’re awake,” Heather said, moving a bit closer. She kissed the back of Bobbi’s sweet neck.


“I am.”


“Sorry, I was sort of an asshole last night.”


“You were an asshole last night. Not sort of. And you know it.”


Heather sighed, nudging her knee more closely along the back of that sweet curve of thigh. “I was. Sorry.”


“’S OK.”


“Not really.”


Now she let her hand cup that perfect breast. Through the thin T-shirt material, she plucked the nipple gently. Knowing that with every tug, the tickle and echo of pleasure would work in Bobbi’s cunt. She knew because Bobbi had more than once tried to explain the sensation. She felt she’d failed but Heather thought of it every time she pinched those pink nipples. The phantom sensation of a tug in Bobbi’s womb.


“No, not really.” Bobbi laughed, covering her hand. She pushed her fingers against Heather’s finger and snuggled her ass back against Heather.


More warmth worked through Heather’s pussy and now it was time to find out how horny her sweet girl was. She pushed her hips forward, managing to put some pressure on her thumping clitoris. Bobbi sighed.


“Do you want to . . .?”


“Want to what?” Bobbi asked.


She was going to make her say. Heather grinned, pushed her lips back to Bobbi’s neck and nibbled. She pinched her nipple hard enough to make Bobbi gasp and shoved her hips forward. The room was lighter now, the air, too, since she knew her lover wasn’t too angry.


“Fuck. Do you want to fuck?


“What do you mean by fuck?” Bobbi asked. She took Heather’s hand and moved it lower to where she was bare. She never slept in pants or panties. Just a big T-shirt and nothing else. She pushed Heather’s fingers to the slick split of her nether lips and when Heather found the swollen knot of her clitoris and touched it, Bobbi whimpered.


“I mean can I fuck you? Can I push your pretty head between my legs, make you eat me . . .” Her face was growing hot as she spelled it out. “And then strap on my dick and fuck you. Hard. Until you say my name.”
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