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Painting the Flat
by Fulani

For once, Janine is grateful she doesnt have much stuff. Most of it is in three suitcases, half a dozen big boxes, and a dozen bin-liners, all piled in the middle of the room. The rest of the space is covered in dust sheets. Janine opens the big plastic tub of paint and begins to stir. When its mixed, she pours some into the tray for the roller.

It may just be one big room with a galley kitchen and tiny bathroom, but its hers now and shes going to make it look beautiful.

The stereo is on the worktop in the kitchen. It, and the kettle, were the first things she unpacked. Also on the worktop: a selection of CDs, the gaffer tape she used to secure her boxes, the scissors shell need to open the boxes, and other useful items like instant coffee and mugs. She selects an old Madonna album, Erotica. Then she moves the newly purchased stepladder to one corner of the room, secures long, ash-blonde hair back into a ponytail, takes the roller and begins to cover the walls in warm, yellow emulsion.

By track six, and singing along to the line about kissing a strangers lips, shes halfway on the second wall. Her bodys singing too. She didnt want to risk paint on her clothes, so all shes wearing under the coveralls are panties. She may look like a police forensics investigator but she can feel the sway of her breasts under the material and the way it rubs against her nipples.

It takes a minute to figure out that theres no strange buzz on the album track, its her doorbell. Janine climbs down the ladder, carefully stashes the roller, turns the music down and finds Etta waiting outside.

I brought you a moving-in card.

Janine smiles, curtsies, and opens the door wide to let Etta into the flat.

I saw you moving in, Etta says, looking at the bags, boxes and bin-liners that contain Janines entire life up to this point.

I didnt even know you lived here, Janine replies.

Yeah, two floors up. One of the flats with a balcony. She hands over the card, which Janine opens carefully and places next to the stereo. Its a nice card, well designed, picture of a girl on the front that could carry multiple meanings. But they both know why Etta chose that picture. They know each other, just socially, in passing, to say hi to. They both go to the Foresters regularly.

And the Foresters is for girls who like girls.

Etta screws up her face. Looks like you could do with some help here.

Yeah, but... Modern life. Theres no one she can call whos in town, available, willing, and has the skills.

Gimme ten minutes, Ill change and come back. She can read Janines facial expression of I wouldnt want to put you to trouble. Its no trouble, she says, I wasnt going to do anything particular today anyway. Youve got another roller?

Fifteen minutes later and shes back. Shes wearing an old T-shirt, no bra, her nipples are clearly visible; old denim cut-offs, and flyaway, auburn hair scrunched back tight. Also she has a bottle of wine and two glasses. To celebrate when we finish. Janine is a couple of inches taller than Etta, and well-proportioned yet feels dumpy and dowdy in her protective, disposable decorators coveralls. Etta is lithe, sparse, in a way that looks like shes done a lot of dance training. She moves like that too.

Etta doesnt stand on ceremony. She stands on the stepladder instead, doing broad swathes of wall in firm, even strokes. Janine adds the finishing touches and edges.

Janine cant help noticing Etta moves like a dancer and, when she stretches, the T-shirt rides up to expose a flat, trim stomach. Also, her tits flatten out with the movement and the muscles in her thighs, exposed by the short denims, bunch and flex in a way Janine finds almost hypnotic.

The rest of the first coats done in an hour.

Thanks for helping, Janine says. I owe you one. I dont know how to thank you enough.

Ettas big green eyes flash amusement. Im sure youll find a way, she replies with evident amusement, and moves the conversation on to other topics.

Time seems to slip by without Janine noticing. Ettas an easy person to be with.

I dont know why weve never talked at the Foresters, she says.

You always seem to be with a bunch of other people.

Of course, but thats because Im a social butterfly. I never go there on my own. But you...You seem to be quite self-sufficient? Maybe a bit mysterious?

Janine laughs out loud. No mystery there, just a string of bad relationships! And she realises Ettas hand is resting lightly on the small of her back, a reassuring touch. Warm. Shes just about to relax back into the hand when its removed.

The first coats dry now, except for that last wall. We should start the second coat, Etta says. The tone in her voice is almost mischievous, as if shes proposing something more deviant than painting. Janine figures the suggestive drawl is just the social butterfly persona coming out to play.

The sun is low enough now to stream through the large window that attracted Janine to the flat in the first place. She finds herself perspiring under the coveralls.

Well, its your flat. You can always strip off, Etta sings out from the top of the stepladder. From skirting board level, her thighs look edible.

But Im not... Janine begins before faltering. Ettas knowing smile is all the encouragement she needs; the other girl is clearly a bohemian type and is probably used to that kind of behaviour. Janine unzips the coveralls and shrugs the top off, bunching it around her waist and tying the arms together to keep it in place. Her skin does feel a bit cooler, but semi-naked decorating with Etta makes her feel hotter in other places. The sensation takes her by surprise.

When the second coat is finished, Etta does a celebratory war dance around the room. Janine leans against the stepladder, bare-breasted, watching with amusement. You should join in, Etta sings from where shes backlit by the big window. Celebrate your successes. New flat, new life! Playfully she reaches out with the roller, dabs paint on Janines breasts. Then shes close up, even, white teeth and no lipstick. Janine dazedly remembers shes always thought of Etta, from a distance, as a lipstick lesb

Lighten up, girl, Etta breathes. Shes eye to eye now, her green eyes searching behind Janines brown ones. Decorating can be fun too!

Theres a quick but hard and playful kiss. Let me show you. Just close your eyes...

Obediently, Janine closes her eyes  amazed at the power Etta already holds over her  and feels a half-smile coming across her face. Footsteps, to the kitchen and back as far as Janine can tell. Then her arms are pushed up above her head and theres the distinctive ripping sound of gaffer tape as it comes off the reel and winds around her wrists, pinioning her to the stepladder.

Janine moans, feeling a sudden heaviness in her breasts and a spangly sensation low in her belly. She moves her head forward, eyes still closed, searching for a kiss. Instead a finger presses against her lips.

Shhh! Etta whispers. Let me do this my way.

She feels the scissors, now, cutting through the coveralls, up one leg. The scissors shed left in the kitchen, along with the gaffer tape. The bunched material around her waist is pulled away. Snip snip. The outside of her leg is exposed, a small hand stroking, teasing...Then the other side of the coveralls gets the scissor treatment. Fingernails trace the outline of her panties, scratch ever so gently at the fabric, creating a fizz of anticipation. For a moment, Janine wonders if there will be a snip, snip to remove the panties. But gentle fingers pry under the garment, then tug and pull down. When theyre at her ankles, Etta strokes Janines legs, hands behind her knees, making her lift each foot in turn so she can remove them carefully.

Janine is naked and tied to the stepladder. The loss of the panties is more symbolic than the cutting away of the coveralls. Her sex is on show, exhibited to someone she barely knows yet. A little knot of apprehension twangs in her stomach, as it does every time with a new partner. For all she knows, Etta could be a secret psycho. Somehow even that thought, the idea that perhaps she should be scared, makes her feel horny. She struggles, trying to see how securely her wrists are bound.

Firmly secured. She cant escape.

A hot mouth begins to work its way around Janines nipples. Teeth exert pressure, tantalizing her. They eat away at her anxieties, her new-partner-first-time insecurities. Her thighs part involuntarily. The anxiety was because whats happening right now is unexpected, unanticipated. She hasnt been able to play it through in her head, get used to the scenario. But shes losing herself in waves of succulent pleasure; she places her feet wider apart, a more balanced stance and one that exposes her sex even more. Touch me there, she thinks. Lick me there.

Etta giggles. I thought youd be more reserved. Youre feeling greedy, arent you?

Theres no gag in Janines mouth, but she just cant make it work. Cant get words out.

The next feeling is...its like a massage, except liquid is dribbling down Janines stomach and legs. It takes forever to understand that Ettas painting her, using the roller and the emulsion thats still in it. Janine doesnt have a high tolerance for mess but the feeling is firm and tickly at the same time; strong, yet teasing and delicious.

By the time it stops, Janines hips are moving, grinding, looking for some pressure against her clit. Her eyes are screwed tight shut. She remembers to breathe and opens her eyes. Ettas using the scissors to cut a length of material from the coveralls.

Your toys are all packed in the boxes, I guess. So Im going to fetch mine. Remember you said you didnt know how to thank me? I know how youre going to thank me...

She uses the long strip of material as a blindfold.

There. You look really beautiful like that. All helpless and vulnerable. Wriggling like you want a really nasty fuck.

Thats a cruel thing to say, because Janines hips are still moving. Directing her attention to this just inflames her need once more.

Footsteps, click of the door. Janine hopes to hell that Etta took the keys with her.

Time passes. She figures she could rock her head against the stepladder and dislodge the blindfold, but doesnt. She reckons, if she really needed to, she could pull the stepladder over and somehow drag it with her to reach the scissors. But she doesnt. She likes the game, likes being made to wait.

Sunlight on her body dries the paint. It crinkles a little as it dries, many tiny puckering sensations like being kissed by butterflies. She remembers Ettas description of herself as a social butterfly and smiles. Then she thinks, there are no curtains on the window and Im in full view. Exposed. Nude. But exposed to who?

In her minds eye, she pictures the window, the view from it. The flat is higher than the surrounding buildings. To see her, someone would need to be on the flat roof of the building opposite, using binoculars. She imagines someone is on that roof, does have binoculars. How does that make her feel? A shudder wracks her body, but its a strangely moist-making feeling.

After all, no one can get in except Etta, who has the keys. But Ettas a social butterfly. She might come back with two or three friends. Janine could end up being their fucktoy for the rest of the day, the evening, all night. Phrases come back to her. Helpless and vulnerable, greedy, wriggling, wanting a nasty fuck. All of them true. Truer now than when they were said. Ettas bitch-witch words burrowing into her head and her desires. A group-fuck from a bunch of women is something shes fantasized about a few times. Never done it, never even thought about it as a real option. Suddenly it begins to sound attractive. The idea of being surrounded by  and having to service the impatient demands of  multiple soft and fragrant bodies. Her own flesh tingles with anticipation. Muscles inside her tighten up with excitement.

Still no Etta. Shes gone to fetch her toys. What toys? Imagination grips Janine once more. She thinks of vibrators and strap-ons. Does Etta have a more extensive collection? Is she going to come back with a suitcase? Janine pictures whips, crops, floggers, nipple clamps, clit-clamps, cruel items like needles, more complicated toys like electro-stims. Actually she has no idea about Ettas taste in toys. Shes been tied up before and spanked. Maybe Etta is a mistress of perverse surprises.

Maybe Id like that. The thought itself is almost enough to take her to the edge of climax.

The sun isnt so strong on her body now. It must be dusk. Janine shivers involuntarily, thinking she must have been left this way for an hour or more.

Click of the door latch, clunk of the door being closed. Footsteps. Rustling.

Etta?

No reply. Is it Etta?

Theres a rustling of things being laid out, made ready, the thunk of something being plugged into an electric socket. An e-stim? Or something more macabre?

A single finger traces a line over her ribs, hip, thigh. Inside her thigh, moving up. Burrowing, insistent, feeling how wet she really is.

Janine gasps, sees little glittery stars bursting in the darkness of the blindfold, feeling she needs just a little bit more. Just a little bit more and shell come.

The light, feathery giggle is definitely Etta and Janine surprises herself by laughing with relief. Then she can feel Etta everywhere, breast on breast, belly on belly, thigh on thigh, skin on skin. Etta, too, is naked. Two hands grasp her head and pull it forward into a kiss that feels like it pushes right down inside, reaching from lips and tongue into her heart, lungs, further down still, seizing and stroking her pussy from the inside.

Etta smells like chocolate and chilli, warm and soft yet hot and spicy.

Her powerlessness, vulnerability, need, and something about the warm and spicy Etta-skin and Etta-fragrance, trips a reaction. Janine starts laughing, cant stop. Its almost as though Etta is a drug and Janines suddenly out of her skull.

Hold tight, Etta whispers. This is going to blow your head off.

Fingers play with her labia, slick and cold with lube. Then the blowing your head off happens. Its a vibrator, but not a vibrator as Janine has ever known one before. Its the size of a fist, has the power of a heavy-duty industrial drill. With this one, theres no stopping and no choice. Shes going straight to climax on a two-second countdown...and the climax is like a rocket launch, onwards and upwards with no way to stop. Janine moans. Squeals. Yelps. Howls. Even when shes spent, the orgasm is still pounding inside her and refusing to let her go. She has to ride it, surf it, or get dragged under. And then it does overtake her and she feels like shes inside it. She has to let go, allow it to wrack her body and do what it wants to her. She can feel everything: Ettas lips against hers; her hand on the back of Janines neck; the warmth of the other womans body; the tears escaping the material that covers her eyes, rolling down her cheeks; even molecules of air in the room bouncing off her skin.

Even when it stops, it doesnt stop. Janine is exhausted, limp, the weight of her body carried entirely from her gaffer-taped wrists. But every few seconds a muscle spasm fires through her limbs and she twitches like a marionette in the grip of a twisted and deviant puppeteer.

Snip, snip, go the scissors. Her wrists are being freed from the stepladder. Etta hauls her, half-carries her, across the room. She loses all sense of where she is. She rests against Ettas body, hearing Ettas heartbeat and feeling the rise and fall of her breasts as Etta breathes. She can feel her own pulse in every part of her body. Except her labia, still buzzing from the vibrator. She relaxes in the darkness of the blindfold. The rustle of plastic under them means she is lying on Etta, who in turn is lying on one of the big plastic bags of clothes.

Janine doesnt know whether she dozes or goes into a trance. Its a dreamlike state, anyway, marked by the soft and complex rhythms of their bodies and the orgasmic aftershocks, still frequent but not so strong now.

My turn. Ettas voice is silk, but theres a dominatrix quality underlying it, a tone of voice that makes Janine want to obey.

What does she want?

Gradually, Janine slides down Ettas body. Shes half-kneeling, her ribs between Ettas legs and nipples brushing the insides of the other womans thighs. Then Etta seems to lean back, and a hand on the back of her head weighs it down, drawing it against...

Janine discovers that Etta is completely shaven, hairless. She runs her tongue experimentally over the area where hair should be, and is rewarded with a spark of delight that seems to course through Ettas body. She moves lower. Licking, licking. Gradually she works her tongue into the secret crevice, lubricating something that is already moist and warm, musky and spicy. Janine likes this: Etta tastes good. She uses her tongue like a scoop, sweeping it around, going deep. Soon she can feel the flutters and jumps in Ettas tightly-stretched belly. She licks hungrily, like shes reaching for cream from the bottom of a pot. She sucks and pulls with her lips on the whole area of the clit, not just the little pink pleasure bud. Etta gives a little cry, flexes her legs, rocks her hips, giving Janine the chance to apply more pressure.

Time slows, stops. There is only the one repeated movement, over and over until a growl bubbles in Ettas throat. Her legs lock around the back of Janines neck, pulling her in, forcing her to suck and slurp just to get air to her lungs. Her own startled cry is muffled by the intimate folds of flesh pressed against her lips, and the cry is enough to bring Etta to her own yelling, squalling peak.

Fuck me!

This time its not an instruction or a demand. Theyre lying together, on the bags, the flat illuminated by reflections on the ceiling from streetlights and passing cars. The blindfold has worked itself loose in the during their final sweet tussle. Fuck me is Ettas way of saying shes amazed and satisfied.

From where shes lying on Ettas stomach, fingers holding gently onto one hip-bone, Janine can see the outline of the vibrator on the floor. Its a big body-massage wand and the top of it is as big as her fist. But she wants it again, maybe soon, maybe while shes tied spreadeagled to a bed. Except her bed isnt here, it wont arrive until tomorrow.

We didnt have the wine. Etta, back from her excursion into ecstasy.

Hmmm. We had each other instead.

My vote is the wine, and a takeaway. And then we do it again.

No bed.

True. My place, then? Two floors up?

Cant find clothes.

Dont need them. Just put a coat on. Youve still got paint all over you anyway. Ill give you a bath.

Janine yawns, stretches. Etta grabs her ponytail and pulls Janines face up to where she can kiss it. Its a lingering, deep kiss.

So when I said, Janine muses, that I didnt know how to thank you, and you said that was how I could thank you, have I thanked you enough yet?

Etta looks down solemnly.

Not nearly enough, she says sternly.

And they both laugh.
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