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      I had been curious about other girls long before I moved into my dorm-room with Riley.

      Back in high school, thoughts about my soccer teammates began to feel, well, different than what I figured they should feel like.

      After all, I was "supposed" to have been fixated on guys, right?

      But it wasn't so simple. Quietly, I found myself drawn to a few girls in school, in ways that felt confusing and even shameful.

      But when I got out of high school—and the south—it felt like a breath of fresh air.

      I wound up in Connecticut for on a college soccer scholarship.

      It was a far cry from Tennessee, and it felt that way.

      Sure, I was still worried about looking at girls a little too long, or anybody suspecting outright that I was a lesbian. But the consequences would have been much lighter there than back home down south.

      But the old habits didn’t die easily. I still felt too ashamed and embarrassed to entertain the dirty thoughts swimming around in my mind.

      I was eighteen, but I hardly felt the freedom of adulthood that everybody around me seemed to feel. The girls I met around campus were all happy as could be, wearing their flirtatiousness on their sleeves and chasing boys right and left at sorority and frat house parties.

      But what was I supposed to do?

      Even though chasing guys didn’t sound very appealing to me, I still didn’t believe I was a lesbian. I figured I was in some ambiguous in-between, but hardly gay.

      I haven’t met a girl that knocked me off my feet, after all, I’d thought, using this as evidence alone of my straightness.

      But I didn’t know enough about myself to know anything, really.

      I thought boys were cute, sure. But it wasn’t as though I could quantify my attraction to boys and compare it to a “normal” attraction.

      All I knew was that I had friends who were boys, but I never boyfriends, and I never really found myself bothered by this fact, or by the fact that I never really touched myself, except when I felt like I was forcing myself to do it—to be normal.

      It was always more of an insecurity than anything else; a worry that I was a lesbian and would be treated much worse for it.

      So, all I could do was quietly entertain my conflicting infatuations.

      And I thought I could do it and keep everything I was feeling entirely under wraps.

      But that changed the day I moved into my dorm and met my new roommate, Riley. She was a junior in college, two years older than me.

      The moment I saw her, it took everything in me to pretend everything was normal and that I was not about to pass out.

      She was tall and athletic, but not stocky by any means; just toned. She had a rosy-pink complexion, with dimples in her cheeks, thick, honey-blonde hair that danced over her shoulders, and sapphire-blue eyes that looked right into me without a hint of hesitation.

      “Hey,” she’d said to me. Her voice was as attractive as her looks, smooth and cool.

      I mumbled something back, but could not remember what I’d even said to her or much of anything from that day.

      Over the next few days, I learned that Riley was somewhat of a volleyball star in her hometown. We bonded over this shared experience of being athletes from small towns.

      Still, it felt as though an ocean existed between us. Riley was confident, easy and cool. I must’ve seemed uptight, rigid and nervous; not too unlike how I really did feel.

      Those first two weeks proved a roller-coaster of sexual frustration and shame for which I was not at all prepared.

      I don’t know why, but I had expected to share a dorm with a girl that I held no attraction towards.

      I suppose that’s because, in actually, I very rarely found myself overtly attracted to another girl. It was this fact that led me to believe I was straight, more than any fact regarding my attraction (or lack thereof) towards boys.

      But instead, I ended up with the dreamiest, cutest—and sexiest—girl I had ever seen. Fuck, she was like a mix between a pop singer and a jock. She had the sort of swagger and carefree disposition you might associate with a surfer.

      This made it a little too easy to indulge in my temptations. I knew that if Riley had been an overbearing, loud-mouthed jock-type, I would have had little trouble keeping my guard up. But Riley made me feel comfortable and relaxed; something I was not sure I could afford.

      And then it happened. I suppose I should have expected it, but I did not.

      When I came to this particular college, I was overly excited by the fact that, unlike many colleges back then, our dorms did not require communal showers. Instead, every two dorm rooms shared a bathroom that was located between them. So, our dorm room had a door to the bathroom, and so did our next-door neighbors. We would simply make sure to lock both doors from inside and would have all the privacy we liked.

      I felt like I’d dodged a bullet. Or so I thought.

      One evening, as I sat at my desk, Riley emerged from the bathroom after a shower, wearing only a pair of black panties with a matching bralette. The way her underwear clung to her curves caught my attention out of the corner of my eye.

      “Fuck,” I must’ve muttered before I caught myself and turned away.

      Luckily for me, Riley didn't pay me much attention; certainly not enough that mistakes like this would have cost me much.

      Still, I knew I couldn’t exactly stare a hole through her underwear, tempting as it might have been.

      Turning my eyes away from her beautiful body was probably the most difficult thing I had ever done in my entire life. Her sexy blonde hair was fluffy and unkempt and her blue eyes were nice and big. It was the first time I saw her without clothes. I saw her long, muscular body. She had faint abs and long, beautiful thighs that I couldn’t help but imagine flexing as I ate her out.

      I chewed on my lip and turned back to my notepad. I wasn’t sure if I’d turned away before Riley had caught me, but if she’d noticed me, she said nothing and simply went about dressing herself.

      It wasn’t the last time I saw her in her underwear, either.

      I wondered if it was a coincidence, or if Riley wanted me to see her half-dressed.

      Of course, I also knew I was probably projecting something that wasn’t there. Still, seeing Riley in her underwear did me no favors. It was making me aroused and more frustrated than ever. I didn’t know what to do, and as the days passed, I felt myself thinking less clearly.

      I began to feel clumsy and like I was suddenly destined to slip up on the once rigid discipline I held myself to all throughout high school, when it came to behaving around other girls I might find any attraction toward.

      But while it was one thing to keep my gaze under control in the locker rooms for thirty minutes a day, it was entirely a different matter to have to keep my guard up every moment of every day and keep from drooling over my own roommate.

      I’d planned to keep my distance from Riley. I figured that if I could at least keep from forming any real bond or friendship with her, maybe it wouldn’t make my lust towards her quite so potent.

      But Riley, seemingly oblivious, intended to do the opposite. She seemed to feel that, since we were college roommates, we should spend some time with one another and get to know each other.

      I wanted to resist, but how could I? One look of her crystal blue eyes and simple flash of her picture-perfect grin and I was smitten to do anything she asked of me.

      At my lowest and most frustrated points, I started to wonder if I was going to spend those next four years of college aroused and wet. I worried it would be this way for the rest of my life.

      And then one afternoon, as if Riley sensed my inner turmoil when she came back to the dorms, she sat on her bed and looked over at me.

      I was at my desk, working on homework when I heard her voice.

      “What class is that for?” she asked me.

      I looked over and saw her grab a few things out of her duffel bag and realized she had just come from volleyball practice. She had that same glow she always had after her practices; her golden-blonde hair will curl at the ends after the sweat dried, making her more fuckable than ever.

      Of course, I didn’t let myself indulge. But I anxiously awaited her disappearance to the bathroom.

      I answered Riley and tried to keep my eyes to myself.

      “Can I ask you a question?” Riley then said.

      A tremor of fear gripped my body. Was she going to ask the question? The question I’d dreaded for years? Was she going to look at me, point-blank and ask, “Are you gay or something?” thus validating my irrational fears that my sexual curiosities about other guys were practically flashing like a billboard on my ever expression and gesture.

      “Sure,” I said.

      “Did I do something to upset you?” she asked.

      I turned and looked at her, furrowing my brow. “What?” I said, confused.

      “Well, it’s just, you don’t really say much to me, ever, and you’re always kind of standoffish. I didn’t know if I said something—or did something—early on that maybe pissed you off, you know?” Riley said with an easy chuckle.

      “What?” I said, with a nervous laugh. “No way. Not at all. I’m just… um, I guess I’m kind of a shy person, you know?”

      Riley nodded and smiled. “Cool, I understand that.”

      “Riley, I really like you. I think you’re really cool. I’m sorry if I ever made it seem like I didn’t. I’m just, stressed with my schoolwork and soccer and all that, I guess.”

      “I get that,” Riley smiled. “You know, sometimes my girlfriends and I will go out for pizza at this place down on Maple Street called The Tomato. You should join us sometime.”

      I nodded. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

      Of course, internally, I already knew I likely would ever feel comfortable enough to do that.

      “I’m going to hit the gym,” Riley said.

      “Didn’t you just go to practice?” I laughed.

      “Yeah,” Riley said. “Our coach has been on my ass about getting into shape, though.”

      “You’re already so fit,” I joked.

      Riley shrugged and smiled along as she walked over to her cabinets and started to undress. I quickly turned back to my notepad as a rush of adrenaline washed over me.

      I didn’t know if it was because we’d just shared a moment of understanding or what, but in my periphery, I swore Riley was undressing all the way down—until she was naked over in the corner by the window.

      I saw the sunlight sliding in through the slanted blinds. It left her tall, slender body glowing. I couldn’t help but turn slightly, just enough to get a look at her.

      It was then that I saw her side—and her ass. She was completely naked, from head to toe. My panties were wet as I saw her bare backside. Fuck, her skin was so tight and perky and rosy.

      I felt almost pained at the sight as she bent over while facing away from me, reaching down to the floor to pick up her sleeveless practice shirt that had fallen out of the cabinet.

      “Fuck,” I inhaled sharply. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I swore I’d seen a hint of her pussy between her long, tight thighs, but I couldn’t be sure from where I sat.

      She pulled back up, and I whipped my eyes back to my notepad and began tapping my pencil against it as Riley turned over her shoulder and spoke.

      I could hear the movement of dressing herself in her voice as she said, “So, you got a boyfriend, yet?”

      “Me? Heh, not yet,” I said with an overly expressive laugh. “How about you?”

      “Girl, I haven’t had time to get laid yet. But I’ve had a couple of guys go down on me in the library, up on the fourth floor where nobody goes. We’re too scared to full-on fuck, though,” she laughed. “You know how it is. These college boys are dirty, though. They say the nastiest things,” she continued.

      My pussy, which was already wet, ached between my legs as I imagined some cute college boy licking Riley’s pussy.

      Of course, I had no idea what Riley’s pussy looked like. But I imagined, based on the outline in her underwear, that it was puffy and smooth, just like the rest of her body.

      I wanted nothing more than to peek at her, but I resisted. It was the hardest thing I’d ever had to do.

      When she was done dressing, she took off. “See ya later, girlie. I’ll be back in a couple of hours, probably.”

      “Bye,” I smiled.

      When she was gone, I looked over where she’d been standing.

      That’s when I saw it; the bunched up clothes she’d just slipped out of, sitting there on the carpet.

      I took a deep breath and eyed the door for a moment, paranoid that Riley would come bursting back in when I least expected it.

      After a couple of agonizing minutes, I got up and walked over. I didn’t know why I was even going over to her clothes; the forces driving my body were concealed from my consciousness.

      I walked over and stood over the bunched clothing. That’s when I looked down and saw the panties she’d been wearing.

      My mind was ablaze with excitement.

      I bit my lip and exhaled, long and hard as I eyed the door again and squatted down. Adrenaline left my hand trembling as I lowered my fingers and clasped the white cotton, softly picking them up. Like the weak, shaky metal claw of an arcade crane game, I felt my fingers ready to let the undies drop back onto the carpet.

      But I clenched my fist and felt the cool cotton bunched in my fist.

      I looked over at the door, again. My heart pounded in my chest like a kick drum as I licked my lips.

      I’d never been one to harbor any fetishes about smelling panties or underwear. But I felt charged with an intense desire to smell Riley’s. I just wanted to know her scent; the scent on the most forbidden, private part of her body.

      I brought the bunched white panties to my face and inhaled through my nose. I could smell the latent sweet scent in my nostrils. My pussy was still wet from having seen her bare ass.

      But now, I couldn’t help but reach down and touch myself under my skirt.

      Only a few quick rubs over my panties until I thought to do the impossible; the unthinkable.

      I licked my lips and, while watching the front door with the sharpened senses of an adrenaline-drenched brain, I slipped out of my panties and stepped into Riley’s underwear.

      I pulled them up my legs and felt it touch my wet pussy. I felt the cool cotton on my body. I bit my lip and my nostrils flared as I inhaled sharply and smiled. I looked down at myself, wearing Riley’s panties. Only moments before, the same cotton fabric was stretched around her hips, and now it was stretched nice and taut around mine.

      I reached down and rubbed my pussy through the panties, massaging over the cotton. I moaned and felt like I could cum without much effort. It was no surprise, given the kinkiness and excitement of wearing a hot girl’s panties.

      As much as I’d wanted to masturbate and cum inside Riley’s panties, I knew I couldn’t. How could I explain away something like a wet stain soaking her underwear when she returned in a few hours?

      So, I slipped out of her underwear and couldn’t help but put them back up against my nose. I got down, right there in the corner of the dorm, on my knees, and inhaled her underwear over and over while I teased my pussy. I was completely naked from the waist-down, with my skirt bunched up around my waist.

      I inhaled the sweet scent of Riley’s pussy, now ingrained in the fabric of her undies, as I circled my clit. I felt almost high from it all as I imagined myself down on my knees, in front of her actual pussy.

      I was more excited than ever before, and the arousal dripping from my pussy was evidence of this fact.

      I got so into teasing my pussy and inhaling her scent that I hadn’t even heard the dorm-room door open.

      But when I heard Riley’s voice from the side, I thought all the blood was about to drain from my body. My heart began to hammer in my chest and my stomach grew tense as I dropped her underwear onto the carpet and whipped my big, terrified eyes at her.

      “What are you doing?” Riley asked me.

      “Wh… um, what?” I stuttered. I felt so lightheaded; I thought I might pass out, which might’ve actually helped me.

      “Are you smelling my underwear, girl?” she said.

      Her expression could have been one of sheer disgust and abject horror. But it wasn’t. It was the same, cool, laidback expression as always. She was smiling with her confusion and cocking her head down at me.

      “Um, what? No way,” I said.

      I couldn’t form a coherent sentence because in that moment, I was too busy imagining my entire life crumbling before my very eyes. A nightmare had already begun to unfold in my mind; Riley would tell the entire dorm that I smelled her underwear and masturbating; word would get back to my family and my entire hometown.

      It felt like my entire life was about to end, in only a split-second decision to let my guard down and do something so stupid and utterly reckless that I had no excuse for it.

      Riley laughed and said, “You’ve got your pussy exposed and everything and you just had my underwear in your face.”

      “No way,” I said to her. “I was… changing my clothes. I accidentally picked up yours. I smelled them, thinking they were mine because I wanted to make sure they were clean.”

      Riley shrugged and said, “Don’t worry about it—I won’t tell anybody.”

      I didn’t know whether to trust her or not. I couldn’t believe she could be so lax about what she saw when she came back to the dorm room.

      Meanwhile, my face must’ve been as red as a tomato with humiliation. My hands were covering my pussy and for the most part, I don’t think she’d gotten a great look at it up-close. I knew she must’ve seen it when she walked in, dripping wet.

      “I’m serious,” I pleaded. “I was just changing my clothes—that’s all. It was an accident.”

      “Then why is your pussy wet? You were touching it, girl,” she smiled.

      “No way!” I protested. “Look; I’m not gay, okay? If that’s what you’re thinking, you’re crazy,” I ranted.

      “Relax,” Riley said.

      I grabbed her panties and handed them to her, lowering my skirt to hide my pussy.

      “Look, it’s not a big deal, okay? So you like pussy; I won’t tell anybody. I’m not like that—I seriously don’t care because it’s not my business,” Riley smiled.

      On one hand, I was seduced by her tolerance. I couldn’t believe it. For any sort of girl like her to be so understanding, let alone my own roommate, was nothing short of a miracle. But could I honestly come clean with her and tell her about my… conflicting desires?

      I didn’t know what to do or what to say, but in that very next moment, Riley made it easy enough for me.

      “I’ve played with myself around my girlfriends in the past. It doesn’t mean anything, you know,” she said with a laugh. “I like boys, but sometimes girls know how to please me better,” she continued. “But you can’t go stealing my underwear behind my back or anything,” she chuckled.

      “I, um… I was seriously just changing and…” I continued, stuck to my lame, flimsy excuse.

      “Just tell me the truth, girl,” Riley said. The sincerity and comfort in her eyes was enough to disarm my worries.

      So I gave up trying to fight it.

      “Fine,” I said, sighing. “I was touching myself. I really don’t think I’m gay, though, okay? I was just… curious. That’s all.”

      Riley laughed and said, “I don’t know. Maybe you are gay. I don’t care.”

      “Whatever,” I said, still too embarrassed to face her.

      “Well,” Riley said. She slid her fresh panties off from under her dress and then moved to the bed. She gently hiked up her dress and spread her legs. I didn’t know what she was doing, but she was biting her lip and had a heavy, leering expression in her eyes. “I won’t tell anybody what you were doing, but if you wanted a taste, all you had to do was ask.”

      I knit my brow. “What are you talking about?” I asked.

      Riley chuckled and, with an evasive expression and tone, laughed, “I could definitely use a girl-gasm. I’ve only had boys lately and I’m getting tired of them.”

      I felt my breath catch in my throat. “Wh—what?” I asked.

      Her puffy, pink pussy was dripping wet between her thighs. It was smooth like I expected, but so much plumper than I could have ever guessed. She tugged the top of her dress down and revealed her breasts. They were perky with little brown nipples begging to be sucked.

      “Come on,” Riley said, sitting there. “I’ll never tell anybody what you were doing in here. How does that sound?”

      “I’m not gay,” I said. Even with Riley asking for me to lick her pussy—the gayest thing I’ve ever been asked to do in my life—I still couldn’t help but dispense my ever-ready denials at her.

      “I don’t care, either way,” Riley chuckled. “All I know is I’m wet, and I need a nice, warm mouth on me. My teammates and I used to do it for each other when we first got to college and didn’t have a boyfriend. Don’t tell me you’ve never done that?” she laughed.

      The very idea of Riley getting head from another girl—or giving it, made me so wet I was ready to admit to anything she wanted me to.

      I swallowed and moved toward her. I wanted nothing more than to suck on her clit. It wasn’t just smooth, but pretty. I’d always hoped the first wet pussy I saw might be disgusting, so that I could tell myself I wasn’t attracted to it. But instead, I was seeing perhaps the most beautiful pussy on the face of the earth sitting between the legs of the most beautiful girl on the face of the earth.

      If I wasn’t so turned on in that moment, I might’ve been incredibly jealous and bitter that some girls, like Riley, seemed to have it all.

      “Come on,” Riley said. I looked up at her and then back down to her pussy.

      “Take your skirt off; I want to see yours, too,” Riley said.

      I took a deep breath and obeyed her. Riley nodded and said, “Nice.” She thrust her hips toward my lips. “Well? Did you want a taste or not?”

      My body quivered as my heart sped. I couldn’t fight it. Not only did I have little choice if I wanted her to keep my dirty secret safe, but I didn’t want to resist it at all. Sure, I wanted to save face and continue to pretend I was so straight that I couldn’t dare entertain the idea of licking her pussy.

      But fuck that. There was a beautiful pussy in my face—the very thing I’d wanted for so long. I was going to do whatever Riley would let me do with her.

      I reached forward and wrapped my fingers around her thighs. Riley sighed softly.

      I licked my lips and, before she had a chance to change her mind, slid my mouth over the slit.

      “Mm, fuck,” Riley moaned and smiled. “Go on—more.”

      I swallowed the mound of her pussy. I sucked her clit and dragged my tongue along her slit. The mere act of sucking Riley’s pussy made me think I might cum, even without touching myself. I felt so excited and aroused, deep inside my core, that I felt waves of pleasure. I tasted her honey-sweet pussy and I loved her taste so much that I leaned up and sucked on her breasts, too.

      “Fuck,” Riley groaned. “You know your way around a girl’s body. You sure you’ve never done this before? You’re better than any girl I’ve been with.”

      I didn’t answer—I was too embarrassed to speak. I only listened; listened for every huff and moan that escaped her parted lips.

      I brought my mouth back down on her pussy. Riley let her back rest against the wall behind her bed, and her hips continued to thrust forward as I licked and sucked her.

      “Fuck,” she groaned. Riley groaned nonstop. Her moans became louder with the gaps between each one, briefer and briefer until her chest heaved and her face tight and flush.

      “Fuck,” she growled. “I’m going to cum,” she said. Her legs quivered and I felt the walls of her pussy clench around my tongue. I’d never felt prouder in my life. Bringing a girl like Riley to orgasm made my heart swell with joy.

      “I’m gonna’ do it to you, now. Get up,” she said.

      I didn’t ask questions or hesitate; I simply obeyed her.

      I laid on the bed and she lowered over me, grinning as she grabbed my thighs. She teased my clit with her thumb, occasionally dipping it inside me. Fuck, I thought I might accidentally cum before she even touched me with her tongue.

      I didn’t know how I was going to survive getting licked from her without cumming early.

      Riley then swallowed my mound in her pouty, pink lips. I looked down, watching her golden hair glow in the sunlight that came through the blinds. I looked outside and saw people walking around on campus, blissfully unaware that right there, through the slatted blinds, two girls were sucking pussy.

      “Fuck!” I gasped at the top of my lungs. I thrust my hips forward as I felt Riley’s wet, steamy mouth locked around my pussy, sucking my clit like she liked girls too. This seemed like more than a mere reenactment of what she and her teammates had done; she seemed like she was enjoying herself.

      The fact that she even wanted to lick my pussy at all made me wonder about her sexuality, too. But, in that moment, I didn’t exactly have the mental capacity to care about that.

      I was too busy trying to keep myself quiet, for fear of the entire dorm hall gathering outside our door to hear what they would have thought was Riley or I getting lucky with a guy; certainly not with each other!

      “Riley… fuck… I’m going to… oh, I’m going to cum if you don’t stop!” I gasped.

      Riley did stop. She pulled her mouth off my pussy, leaving it throbbing and wet in its painful deprivation.

      But little did I know, Riley was far from done.

      “Turn around,” she said, as direct and stern as I’d ever heard from her. The casual, carefree surfer personality was on a temporary holiday, leaving in its place, a more dominant personality.

      I turned around and at once felt Riley arranging me until I was pulled back slightly from the wall and bracing my palms against it. My butt was poking back and in the air, and I felt Riley’s fingers dig into my butt cheeks, spreading them open.

      She groaned softly and before I even knew what was happening, I felt her tongue sliding over my asshole.

      “Fuck!” I cried with the shock of pleasure. My legs began to shake at once and I struggled to stand.

      As Riley’s tongue pushed against my hole and passionately brushed over it, I thought I might cum. My legs grew weak and I couldn’t quiet myself for a single second.

      “Riley,” I gasped. “More.”

      I took a deep breath as she returned to my pussy and began to push two fingers into me. My face tightened as she continued to lick my asshole and tease my pussy with her fingers.

      Riley moaned and alternated between licking my pussy and licking my ass until my mind was swirling, drunk with desire.

      “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “You taste so good.”

      I could do nothing but whimper from the sheer intensity. It felt like I was being drowned in ecstasy. I might’ve stopped Riley and refused to let her lick my ass if it wasn’t for the sweet, strained moans that pushed against my pussy in the form of steamy, hot breath.

      I could feel her fingers stretching me wider and wider. I cried out and gasped, trying to accommodate her as best as I could.

      My legs shook and my heart sped as my entire body tensed from the adrenaline. I felt pins and needles in my hands as Riley’s tongue moved faster over my pussy and my ass. “Fuck!” I cried.

      I felt the tickle of climax spread throughout my body. My legs grew weak and my mind faint as I felt a strange, slowly building pleasure in my core.

      Every so often, there was an intense, almost sudden sensation like I was going to cum in that very moment. Right on the edge, it would subside before I did either.

      But meanwhile, something bigger and more massive was rising in me; like a tidal wave of pleasure.

      “Your pussy tastes fucking amazing,” Riley whispered against my sensitive folds. We did this for a few minutes until I felt a shudder and I knew there was no turning back.

      I moaned over and over and Riley must’ve sensed what was about to happen. I felt her fingers reaching upward, finding my breasts. She played with my nipples, pinching and twisting them as she ate me out.

      “Cum for me,” she moaned.

      “Wh—what?” I gasped.

      I felt the rush of my climax. My entire face tightened. I grit my teeth so hard I thought they might break.

      “Fuck!” I cried at the top of my lungs. I felt my pussy pulse around her tongue while her thumb circling my clit.

      Riley licked and sucked as I came. I felt her warm breath huffing against my skin with more frequency.

      Riley slowly pulled her mouth away from me. I felt the sensation and shuddered as she finally pulled back. I felt my hot arousal slide down my thighs. I bit my lip and moaned.

      Riley spanked my ass and said, “I guess we’ve each got a secret, now, huh?”

      “Yeah,” I smiled. “I guess we do. Mine is safe with you, then?”

      Riley nodded. “Yeah. And mine is safe with you.”

      I couldn’t believe Riley didn’t freak out when she saw me masturbating with her panties in my face. It seemed almost like a miracle that my dorm mate was not only the cutest girl I’d ever seen, but she wasn’t a bigot, either. It was strange and seemed almost impossible.

      I got lucky, though. And then I got really lucky!

      We didn’t say much for the next few minutes. Riley and I took a shower together, occasionally playing with each other’s sensitive parts, just for fun.

      I was falling for my dorm mate, and I hoped we were going to fuck all year long.

      I knew it was risky, but at least we had the trust of one another. That was all that mattered.
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      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.
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