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Chapter 1

If you’ve never been to a frat party, imagine a zoo. But instead of lions or giraffes, it’s full of sweaty boys in polos who all smell faintly like Axe body spray and expired milk. That’s where Crystal and I found ourselves once again standing in the middle of Delta Chi’s living room while our sorority sisters fawned in the arms of these so-called “men.”

I use the word “men” loosely. They were technically over eighteen, but their collective maturity level wouldn’t pass a middle school dance.

“Do you think they’re born with red Solo cups in their hands,” Crystal whispered to me, giggling as a guy tripped over his own shoelace while trying to swagger toward us.

I snorted. “Maybe it’s genetic. Like male pattern baldness.”

We clutched each other’s arms and laughed way too hard. Meanwhile, our sisters were already pairing off. Bodies pressed together, hands roaming like they were auditioning for a soap opera. I tried to see the appeal, really, I did. But every time one of those guys leaned in, sweaty and grinning, I wanted to hand them a towel and a pamphlet on personal hygiene.

“Hey ladies,” one boy said, sliding up behind us with all the grace of a walrus. “Want to dance?”

Crystal and I turned in unison, pasted on polite smiles, and said, “No, thanks!” in perfect chorus. Then we spun back toward each other and burst into laughter.

It wasn’t mean laughter. More like, bless his heart, but absolutely not.

The boy looked confused for a second, then shrugged and staggered off toward another target. Crystal leaned close to me, her breath tickling my ear. “They don’t even try, do they?”

“Not even a little,” I agreed. “Like, maybe attempt an actual conversation before you grind on someone?”

“Exactly!” she said, tossing her hair back. “But hey, their loss.”

Our sisters would’ve said we were being “too picky.” But honestly, I didn’t think it was picky to want someone who didn’t think burping the alphabet as foreplay.

So, instead of dancing with frat boys, we danced with each other. No alcohol required, just the bass thumping through the sticky floorboards and the two of us spinning around like we were at a middle school sleepover. I twirled Crystal dramatically, and she collapsed into my arms, laughing so hard she almost spilled her Diet Coke.

“You’re way better than any frat guy,” she said between giggles.

“Same,” I said, without thinking. “I’d rather dance with you than any boy in this house.”

She grinned at me like I’d just handed her a crown. And then we both laughed again, because obviously, we weren’t serious…obviously.

Across the room, our sorority sisters were melting into dark corners with their chosen frat hunks. Good for them. Really. But Crystal and I? We couldn’t be bothered. We had too much fun together mocking the music, inventing ridiculous dance moves, sharing knowing looks every time another sweaty guy tried his luck with us.

If this was college, I thought, then we were doing it right.

Even if we were the only ones not getting laid.


Chapter 2

I wake up with my limbs tangled with Crystal’s, as usual. We’ve shared a bed so many times it feels more natural than sleeping alone. Her arm is draped across my waist, fingers barely grazing the strip of skin where my tank top has ridden up.

“Morning,” she mumbles, her lips so close to my neck I can feel her warm breath.

“Morning,” I reply, stretching like a cat while carefully not dislodging her arm. “Pancakes?”

“God, yes.”

Twenty minutes later, we’re downstairs in the kitchen. I’m whisking batter while Crystal stands behind me, her front pressed against my back as she reaches around to grab mugs from the cabinet. Her breasts push softly against my shoulder blades, and I feel a little flutter in my stomach that must be hunger.

“You smell good,” she says, her nose practically in my hair. “Like vanilla.”

“New shampoo,” I reply, feeling weirdly proud that she noticed.

“I like it.” Her hands rest on my hips for a moment before she moves away, and I immediately miss her warmth.

The kitchen is bathed in morning sunlight when Amanda stumbles in, looking like she’s been dragged through a hedge backward. Her mascara is smeared under her eyes, her hair is a rat’s nest, and she’s wearing what looks suspiciously like a men’s button-down shirt.

“Holy shit,” she groans, squinting at us. “Why are you two so fucking chipper?”

Crystal slides a mug of coffee across the counter to her. “Because we’re not hungover?”

Amanda accepts the coffee like it’s a religious offering. “I hate you both.” She takes a long sip, grimacing. “So, who’d you hook up with last night? That guy from Sigma Nu was totally checking you out, Sandy.”

I flip a pancake with expert precision. “No one.”

“Same,” Crystal says, hopping up to sit on the counter next to the stove. Her bare thigh is inches from my hand, and I notice a little freckle I’ve never seen before.

Amanda stares at us like we’ve just announced we’re joining a convent. “Seriously? Neither of you? Again?”

“Again?” I echo, sliding the pancake onto a waiting plate.

“You two never hook up with anyone,” Amanda says, her voice part accusation, part amazement. “Like, ever. Don’t you get… you know… horny?”

Crystal and I exchange glances and burst out laughing.

“What’s so funny about getting laid?” Amanda demands, clutching her coffee mug. “Some of us actually enjoy orgasms we don’t have to give ourselves.”

“We have plenty of fun without random frat guys,” Crystal says, her foot accidentally brushing against my hip as she swings her legs.

“Yeah,” I agree, pouring more batter into the pan. “Why would I want some guy pawing at me?”

Amanda snorts, nearly choking on her coffee. “Oh my God, you two are such lesbos.”

I freeze mid-pancake flip, and the batter makes a sad splat in the pan. “What?”

“Lesbos,” she repeats, wiggling her eyebrows. “You know, lesbians? Women who like women? Ring any bells?”

Crystal laughs, but it sounds a little forced. “We’re not lesbians, we’re just… selective.”

“Suuuure,” Amanda says, dragging out the word. “That’s why you two are practically married. Sleeping in the same bed, cooking breakfast together, always touching…” She gestures vaguely at Crystal’s leg, which is still pressing against my hip.

“That’s just friendship,” I protest, my cheeks suddenly burning.

Amanda drains her coffee and sets the mug down with a decisive thunk. “Whatever helps you sleep at night, babes. Speaking of sleep, I need about twelve more hours of it.” She shuffles toward the door, then turns back with a wink. “By the way, the walls are thin, so keep it down when you’re scissoring later.”

“We don’t… that’s not…” I sputter, but she’s already gone, cackling down the hallway.

Crystal and I stand in awkward silence for a moment, the pancake beginning to smoke slightly in the pan.

“That’s ridiculous,” I finally say, flipping the now-burnt pancake. “Just because we don’t want to hook up with random guys.”

“Totally,” Crystal agrees, sliding off the counter. Her hand brushes mine as she reaches for a plate. “I mean, just because I’d rather spend time with you than some sweaty frat boy doesn’t make me a lesbian.”

“Exactly!” I say, a little too enthusiastically. “And so what if I like sleeping next to you? Your skin is just really soft, and you smell nice, and you don’t snore or try to grope me in your sleep.”

Wait. That came out wrong.

Crystal’s looking at me with an expression I can’t quite read. “Your skin is soft too,” she says quietly.

Something hot and liquid pools in my lower belly, and it’s definitely not pancake batter. I turn back to the stove, suddenly very focused on breakfast.

But my mind is racing. Is Amanda right? Is there something more to why I’ve never been interested in hooking up with guys? I always thought I was just waiting for the right one, but what if…

No. That’s ridiculous. I just haven’t met a guy worth my time. That’s all.

Except…

I glance at Crystal as she bends to get syrup from the lower cabinet. Her sleep shorts ride up, revealing the curve where her thigh meets her ass, and my mouth goes dry. I’ve always appreciated how beautiful she is.

That’s totally not gay, right?


Chapter 3

Later that night, our entire sorority house is practically empty. Music and laughter float up from the street as the last of our sisters pile into Ubers headed for Theta Chi’s “Anything But Clothes” party. Crystal and I declined, claiming we needed to study, which was met with eye rolls and knowing smirks from Amanda.

Now we’re sprawled across my bed in our pajamas, Crystal painting her toenails while I flip through TikTok. The quiet is nice after a day of sorority chaos. Crystal’s legs are stretched across my lap, her skin warm against mine.

“Do you think Amanda’s right?” I blurt out, immediately wanting to smack myself.

Crystal looks up, her brush hovering mid-stroke. “About what?”

I take a deep breath. “About us being… you know… lesbos.”

She snorts, going back to her toenails. “That’s ridiculous.”

“Totally ridiculous,” I agree quickly. “I mean, we’d know if we were, right?”

“Exactly,” Crystal says, but there’s something hesitant in her voice. “Although…”

My heart does a weird flip. “Although what?”

She caps her nail polish and sets it aside. “I was just thinking… we really do hate hanging out with guys. Like, a lot.”

“That’s because they’re disgusting,” I say automatically.

“But are they? All of them?” Crystal shifts, her legs still in my lap. “Or do we just… not feel anything when they hit on us?”

I think about it. Every time a guy has tried to kiss me, I’ve felt nothing but mild discomfort, like someone’s trying to put the wrong puzzle piece in place.

“I never really get turned on by guys,” I admit. “I always thought maybe I just hadn’t met the right one.”

Crystal nods slowly. “Same. But then I wonder… what if there is no ‘right one’? What if we’re just not… wired that way?”

My mouth feels dry. “So you think Amanda’s right?”

“I don’t know,” Crystal says, looking down at her freshly painted toes. “How would we even know?”

I swallow hard. “I guess… people who are attracted to each other want to… you know… do stuff.”

“Like what?” Crystal asks, her voice suddenly very soft.

“Like… kiss and touch each other,” I say, my heart hammering. “And it feels good, not gross.”

We stare at each other for a long moment. The air in the room feels thick, like honey.

“Do you want to try?” Crystal whispers. “Just to see?”

My whole body feels like it’s humming. “Like an experiment?”

“Exactly,” she nods quickly. “Just to prove Amanda wrong.”

“Right,” I agree. “For science.”

“Oh my God, can you imagine?” Crystal wheezes, clutching her stomach. “Amanda walking in on us making out just to prove a point?”

I’m laughing so hard tears are forming. “She’d never let us live it down!”

“She’d probably take pictures for evidence,” Crystal snorts, falling back against my pillows.

“The whole sorority would know within minutes,” I add, wiping my eyes.

We both try to calm down, but every time we make eye contact, another round of giggles erupts. Crystal’s face is flushed pink, and I notice how her pajama top has slipped off one shoulder, revealing her collarbone. For some reason, that makes my laughter die in my throat.

“Anyway,” I say, trying to sound casual, “that would be totally weird, right?”

“So weird,” Crystal agrees quickly. “I mean, you’d probably be terrible at it anyway.”

I gasp in mock offense. “Excuse me? I’d be an amazing kisser!”

“Please,” Crystal rolls her eyes. “You haven’t kissed anyone since Chad Thompson at Spring Formal, and he told everyone you used too much tongue.”

“That lying bastard!” I throw a pillow at her. “I’ll have you know I’m an excellent kisser. My technique is flawless.”

Crystal catches the pillow, smirking. “Sure it is.”

“Like you’re any better,” I scoff. “Remember when you made out with that guy from the baseball team and he said kissing you was like kissing a fish?”

“He did not say that!” Crystal looks genuinely offended. “And anyway, I’ve improved since then.”

“How would I know?” I challenge. “It’s not like I’ve ever kissed you.”

We both fall silent. The joke suddenly isn’t funny anymore. There’s this weird tension in the air that makes it hard to breathe. Crystal is staring at me, her lips slightly parted.

And then, without warning, she lunges forward, grabbing my face and pressing her lips against mine.

I freeze, my brain short-circuiting. Crystal is kissing me. My best friend is KISSING me. And her lips are so soft, so unlike the chapped, beer-flavored lips of the guys I’ve kissed before.

She pulls back abruptly, her eyes wide. I’m too stunned to speak.

“What are you doing?” I finally manage to gasp.

Crystal’s cheeks are flaming red. “One of us had to do something, or we’d never know.”

“Know what?” My voice sounds strange, breathless.

“If Amanda’s right,” she whispers. “If we’re… you know.”

I swallow hard. My lips are tingling where hers touched them. “And? What’s the verdict?”

“I don’t know!” Crystal practically yelps, jolting back so fast she nearly falls off the bed. Her eyes are wide, panicked. “That wasn’t… I mean, that was too quick to tell anything. Like trying to judge a whole cake by licking the spoon.”

My heart is racing like I just ran a marathon. “Right. Totally. We need more… data.”

“Exactly! Data!” Crystal latches onto the word like it’s a life preserver. “That was barely a peck. It doesn’t count.”

“Definitely doesn’t count,” I agree, nodding frantically while my lips still tingle. “I mean, if we’re going to do this experiment properly, we need to… you know… really kiss.”

Oh my God. Am I suggesting what I think I’m suggesting? What if I actually like it? What if I’m a lesbian and just never realized it? No, that’s impossible. I’d know something that fundamental about myself… right?

Crystal tucks her hair behind her ears, a nervous habit she’s had since freshman year. “So, um, should we try again? For science?”

“For science,” I echo, my mouth suddenly dry. “And to prove Amanda wrong.”

“Right. Amanda.” Crystal inches closer to me on the bed. “So we should probably, like, really commit to it this time.”

“Totally commit,” I say, staring at her lips. Have they always been that full? “Like we mean it.”

We lean toward each other slowly, hesitantly. There’s no laughing this time. Crystal’s hand comes up to cup my cheek, and the touch sends shivers down my spine. Our noses bump awkwardly, making us both giggle nervously, but then our lips connect and…

Holy shit.

It’s like someone lit a firecracker inside me. Her lips are so soft, so perfect against mine. Without thinking, I slip my hand into her hair, pulling her closer. She makes this little sound in the back of her throat that sends heat rushing between my legs.

This is nothing like kissing boys. Nothing. Their kisses always felt like a chore, something to endure. This feels like… like I’ve been dying of thirst my whole life without realizing it, and Crystal is an oasis.

She parts her lips slightly, and I feel the warm tip of her tongue touch mine. The sensation makes me gasp, and suddenly we’re really kissing, our tongues sliding together, exploring each other’s mouths like we’re discovering a new continent.

Crystal’s hand slides down from my face to my neck, then lower, hovering at the neckline of my tank top. I arch into her touch without meaning to, wanting her to go further.

We finally break apart, both breathing hard. Crystal’s lips are swollen, her pupils dilated, and I’ve never seen anything sexier in my life.

“That was…” she starts.

“Yeah,” I breathe.


Chapter 4

We stare at each other, both stunned by whatever just happened between us. My whole body feels like it’s humming with electricity. I’ve never felt this way before, certainly not with any of the frat boys I’ve reluctantly made out with.

“So…” I finally manage, my voice coming out embarrassingly husky. “How long do you think we’ll be alone in the house?”

Crystal tucks her hair behind her ear again, her cheeks still flushed pink. “They just left for the party, so… maybe four or five hours? Nobody ever comes back early from Theta Chi.”

I bite my lip, suddenly feeling bold. “Do you think that’s enough time? I mean, I’ve never been a lesbian before.”

The words hang in the air between us. Crystal’s eyes widen, and for a terrifying second, I think I’ve ruined everything. Then she laughs, a nervous little sound that makes my stomach flip.

“I don’t know,” she admits, looking at me through her lashes. “I haven’t either.”

She gets up suddenly, and I worry she’s leaving, but instead she walks to the door and locks it with a decisive click. “Just to be safe,” she explains, turning back to me.

When she returns to the bed, she doesn’t sit beside me like before. Instead, she crawls onto the mattress and, with a confidence I didn’t expect, pulls me on top of her. Suddenly I’m between her legs, my hands braced on either side of her head, looking down at her beautiful face.

Holy shit. The sight of Crystal beneath me—blushing, breathing hard, looking up at me with undisguised arousal—is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, the thin fabric of her pajama top doing nothing to hide her hardened nipples.

“Is this okay?” she whispers, her hands tentatively settling on my waist.

“More than okay,” I breathe, lowering myself until our bodies are pressed together. The feeling of her soft curves against mine makes me gasp. “This is just an experiment, right? To see if Amanda’s right?”

Crystal nods quickly. “Totally. Just an experiment. Between friends.”

“Exactly,” I agree, even as I lower my mouth to hers again. “Friends.”

This kiss is different from the first. There’s no hesitation now, just heat and hunger. Crystal’s tongue slides against mine, and I moan into her mouth. Her hands move from my waist to my back, then down to cup my ass, pulling me tighter against her.

“God, you feel good,” she murmurs against my lips. “Why does this feel so good?”

“I don’t know,” I gasp as she arches up against me. The friction sends sparks shooting through my core. “But don’t stop.”

I can’t believe I’m doing this with Crystal but her fingers are digging into my ass cheek and she’s grinding against my thigh like her life depends on it. Every point where our bodies touch feels like it’s on fire.

“Your shirt,” Crystal pants, tugging at the hem of my tank top. “Can I?”

“Yes,” I whisper, sitting up just enough for her to pull it over my head.

The cool air hits my bare breasts, and I suddenly feel self-conscious. What if she doesn’t like what she sees? What if this ruins our friendship? What if—

“You’re so fucking hot,” Crystal breathes, staring at me with wide eyes. “Like, serious smoke show.”

“It’s not weird that you’re looking at my boobs, right?” I ask nervously. “I mean, girls check out other girls all the time.”

Crystal laughs, her hands hovering just inches from my skin. “I don’t think friends usually look at each other like I’m looking at you right now.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I really, really want to touch them,” she admits, blushing furiously. “Is that okay?”

Instead of answering, I take her hands and place them on my breasts. We both gasp at the contact. Her palms are warm against my skin, and when her thumbs brush across my nipples, I nearly collapse on top of her.

“Oh my God,” I moan as she begins to massage my breasts gently. “That feels incredible.”

“Better than when guys do it?” she asks, pinching my nipples lightly.

“What guys?” I laugh breathlessly. “I’ve never let anyone touch me like this.”

Crystal’s eyes widen. “Never?”

I shake my head. “It never felt right. Until now.”

Something flashes in her eyes—pride, maybe, or possessiveness—and suddenly she’s flipping us over so she’s on top. Her pajama top is still on, and I tug at it impatiently.

“Your turn,” I say. “Fair’s fair.”

She hesitates for a second, then pulls her top off in one swift motion. I’ve seen Crystal in various states of undress before, we’ve been roommates for years, but I’ve never really looked at her like this. Her breasts are fuller than mine, with pink nipples that are already hard. She’s gorgeous, and I tell her so.

Crystal’s big, full breasts are suddenly right above my face as she leans over me, and something primal takes over. Without thinking, I reach up and cup them in my hands, feeling their perfect weight.

I’ve never touched another woman’s breasts before, but it feels so natural, like I’ve been waiting my whole life to do this. Her skin is impossibly soft under my palms, and when I experimentally brush my thumbs across her nipples, she lets out this little whimper that makes my whole body throb.

“Can I…” I start to ask, but can’t finish the question.

Crystal seems to understand anyway. “Please,” she whispers.

I lift my head slightly and take one perfect pink nipple into my mouth. The taste of her skin is intoxicating, and when I swirl my tongue around the hardened bud, Crystal moans so loudly I worry someone might hear us.

“Oh my God, Sandy,” she gasps, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Don’t stop.”

I suck harder, using my hand to massage her other breast. I have no idea what I’m doing, but Crystal’s reactions guide me. When I gently scrape my teeth across her nipple, her entire body shudders.

“How are you so good at this?” she pants, grinding her hips against mine.

I switch to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. “Just doing what I’d want someone to do to me,” I admit between licks.

“Fuck,” Crystal moans, her head falling back. “I’ve never felt anything like this.”

“Me neither,” I mumble against her skin. “This is just practice, right? Like, friends helping friends figure stuff out?”

Crystal laughs breathlessly. “Totally. Just two straight girls… practicing.”

Even as I say it, I know it’s ridiculous. Straight girls don’t get this wet from touching their friends’ breasts. Straight girls don’t feel like they might combust if they don’t get more. But I’m not ready to examine that too closely.

Instead, I focus on the way Crystal’s body responds to my touch. When I suck particularly hard on her nipple while pinching the other one, she cries out and grinds down against my thigh.

“Sandy,” she gasps, her voice desperate. “I need… I need…”

“What do you need?” I ask, pulling back to look at her flushed face.

“More,” she says simply. “Please.”

My heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. “Are you sure?”

In answer, Crystal takes my hand and guides it down her body, under the waistband of her pajama shorts. I feel coarse hair, then slick heat, and we both gasp.

“Oh my god, you’re so wet,” I whisper, my fingers sliding through her lips with absolutely no idea what I’m supposed to be doing. I’ve touched myself before, sure, but touching someone else feels completely different. Like trying to use scissors with your non-dominant hand.

Crystal whimpers and rocks against my palm. “That feels so good.”

I’m basically just fumbling around down there, trying to remember what feels good when I do it to myself. Her wetness is coating my fingers, making everything slippery and hot. I find what I think is her clit and give it an experimental circle.

“Fuck!” she gasps, her hips bucking wildly.

“Was that bad?” I ask, immediately freezing. “Did I hurt you?”

Crystal laughs breathlessly. “No, you idiot. That was amazing. Do it again.”

So I do, moving my fingers in clumsy circles while Crystal grinds against my hand. My own hips are doing this weird involuntary dance beneath her, seeking friction I didn’t even know I needed. It’s like my body has its own agenda, and it definitely didn’t consult my brain first.

“Like this?” I ask, pressing a little harder.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” she moans, her head falling forward so our foreheads touch. “Maybe a little lower? And… oh! Right there.”

I feel weirdly proud when I find the right spot, like I just solved a really complicated math problem. Crystal’s breathing gets faster, her movements more urgent. My wrist is at a weird angle and starting to cramp, but I don’t care because the noises she’s making are driving me absolutely insane.

“I want to feel inside you,” I blurt out, then immediately want to die of embarrassment. Who says stuff like that? Apparently, horny me does.

But Crystal just nods frantically. “Please.”

I slide one finger into her, and holy shit, she’s so tight and warm and wet. It’s nothing like I expected. Her inner walls clench around my finger, and I almost cum just from feeling it.

“More,” she pants. “Another one.”

I add a second finger, and Crystal makes this high-pitched sound that I want as my ringtone. I start moving my fingers in and out, trying to find a rhythm that doesn’t make me look crazy. My thumb accidentally brushes against her clit, and her whole body shudders.

“Do that again,” she gasps.

So I keep thrusting my fingers while my thumb rubs circles on her clit. It’s like trying to pat your head and rub your stomach at the same time, but Crystal doesn’t seem to mind my amateur technique. Her hips are moving faster, matching my rhythm, her breasts bouncing hypnotically with each thrust.

“Sandy,” she moans, her nails digging into my shoulders. “I’m gonna… I think I’m…”

I don’t stop. I keep my fingers pumping, keep my thumb circling her clit even as she starts to shake above me. Her inner walls clench around my fingers so tight I can barely move them, but I don’t dare stop. Not when she looks like this. Her head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream, her perfect breasts heaving with each desperate breath.

“Yes, yes, don’t stop, oh my God,” she babbles, grinding down hard against my hand. Then her whole body goes rigid, trembling like she’s being electrocuted, and this gush of wetness coats my palm. Holy shit, I just made Crystal come. I, Sandy Matthews, sorority girl who once put my bra on backwards and didn’t notice for three hours, just gave my best friend an orgasm.

Is this what power feels like?

“Oh my God,” Crystal gasps, collapsing on top of me like her bones have dissolved. “Oh my fucking God.”

I keep my fingers inside her, feeling little aftershocks pulse around them. I don’t want this to end. I don’t want to go back to being just friends who laugh at frat boys and share pancakes. I want to stay right here, with Crystal’s warm weight on top of me and my fingers inside her, forever.

“Was that okay?” I ask, because apparently giving your best friend a mind-blowing orgasm isn’t enough to silence my anxiety.

Crystal lets out a breathless laugh against my neck. “Okay? Sandy, that was… I’ve never… holy shit.”

I feel a ridiculous surge of pride. “Really?”

She lifts her head to look at me, her hair a wild mess, her cheeks flushed pink. “Really. I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

“Not even when you… you know… do it yourself?”

“Not even close,” she says, then shifts her hips slightly. “Um, your fingers are still…”

“Oh!” I carefully withdraw my fingers, and we both gasp at the sensation. I stare at my hand, glistening with her wetness, not sure what to do. Without thinking, I bring my fingers to my mouth and taste her.

Crystal’s eyes go wide. “Oh my God, Sandy!”

“What?” I ask, suddenly worried I’ve crossed some lesbian line I didn’t know about. “Is that not…?”

“No, it’s just…” She bites her lip. “That’s really hot.”

I lick my fingers clean, savoring the tangy sweetness. It’s nothing like I expected, but then again, nothing about tonight is what I expected. “You taste good,” I tell her honestly.

Crystal makes this little whimpering sound, then surges forward to kiss me deeply. I wonder if she can taste herself on my tongue, and the thought makes me squirm beneath her.

When she pulls back, there’s this determined look in her eyes that makes my stomach flip. “Your turn,” she says, and before I can say anything, she’s tearing off my shorts and panties.


Chapter 5

I suddenly feel incredibly self-conscious as Crystal pulls off my last pieces of clothing. I’m completely naked now, spread out on my bed like some kind of virgin sacrifice, and I instinctively try to cover myself with my hands.

“Don’t,” Crystal says softly, gently pulling my arms away. “You’re so beautiful, Sandy.”

My face burns hot enough to fry an egg. “I’m not… I mean, I’ve never been completely naked in front of anyone before.”

“Really?” Crystal’s eyes widen as they travel down my body, her fingers tracing light patterns on my thighs. “Well, I’m honored to be the first to see all of you. And Sandy? You’re fucking gorgeous.”

The way she says it, like she’s announcing an undeniable fact, makes my embarrassment fade a little. I’ve never felt sexy before, but the hunger in Crystal’s eyes makes me believe it.

“I want to fuck you,” she says suddenly, her voice low and serious.

My brain short-circuits. “What? Like… how?”

Instead of answering, Crystal climbs off the bed. “Wait here,” she says, as if I’m going anywhere in my current state.

She disappears into her bedroom across the hall, leaving me naked and confused on my rumpled sheets. I consider covering myself with a blanket, but before I can move, she’s back.

In her hand is something purple and… oh. OH.

“Is that a dildo?” I squeak, my voice jumping about three octaves.

Crystal nods, looking slightly embarrassed herself. “I got it last year. You know, for… personal use.”

I stare at the smooth purple shaft in her hand. It’s not huge, thank god, but it’s definitely bigger than her fingers. The surface gleams in the low light of my bedroom, and I feel a rush of heat between my legs.

“Is this okay?” Crystal asks, suddenly hesitant. “We don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

For a moment, I consider all the reasons this is a terrible idea. We’re best friends. We’re supposed to be straight. We live together. This could ruin everything.

Then I look at Crystal—beautiful, perfect Crystal—standing there with a dildo in her hand, waiting for my permission to fuck me, and all those reasons evaporate like morning dew.

“Yes,” I say, and then I’m spreading my legs before my brain can catch up with my body. “Please.”

Crystal’s eyes darken as she climbs back onto the bed, settling between my thighs. “Have you ever used one of these before?”

I shake my head. “Just my fingers.”

“Me too, until last year,” she admits, running the smooth tip along my outer lips.

The cool tip of the toy presses against my entrance, and I draw in a sharp breath. It feels so different from fingers, more solid and deliberate.

“Just tell me if anything hurts,” Crystal says, her voice soft but confident in a way that makes my insides clench with anticipation. “I’ll go really slow.”

“Okay,” I whisper, my hands gripping the sheets beneath me.

She wasn’t kidding about going slow. Crystal eases the tip in just barely, watching my face the entire time. “You’re doing so great, Sandy,” she murmurs, her free hand stroking my inner thigh. “So beautiful like this.”

I feel a blush spreading from my cheeks down to my chest. No one’s ever talked to me like this. The compliments make me feel both embarrassed and incredibly turned on.

“More,” I manage to say, lifting my hips slightly.

Crystal smiles and pushes the dildo in another inch. The stretch is unfamiliar but not uncomfortable. Actually, it feels kind of amazing.

“That’s it,” she coos, working it in a little deeper. “You’re taking it so well.”

I let out an embarrassing little whimper that I’d normally die over, but Crystal looks so pleased by the sound that I don’t even care. Her confidence is honestly the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. My best friend, who once cried because she couldn’t figure out how to use the dining hall waffle maker, is now between my legs fucking me with a dildo like she’s done this a thousand times.

“How does it feel?” she asks, slowly pulling the toy back before pushing it in again, a little deeper this time.

“Good,” I gasp, my hips starting to move on their own. “Really good. Like, way better than I expected.”

Crystal laughs softly. “Better than boys?”

“What boys?” I joke breathlessly. “I’ve barely let any of them past second base.”

Her eyes widen. “Wait, are you saying you’re a virgin?”

The dildo stills inside me, and I squirm impatiently. “I mean, technically? But not anymore, right? Since you’re currently… you know.”

Crystal’s face does this complicated thing where she looks shocked, honored, and terrified all at once. “Sandy, why didn’t you tell me? I would have made this more special or something.”

I reach down and grab her wrist, urging her to keep moving the toy. “This is special. It’s with you.”

Something shifts in her expression, and she leans down to kiss me deeply while slowly pressing the dildo all the way in. The fullness makes me gasp against her mouth.

“Fucking you feels so good,” she whispers against my lips. “So tight and wet.”

Her dirty talk should sound ridiculous, like something from a bad porn video, but instead it sends a rush through me.

I start moving my hips in little circles, trying to match Crystal’s rhythm. At first I’m not sure if I’m doing it right…is this how you’re supposed to move during sex? Nobody ever taught me this part. But when I roll my pelvis up to meet her thrusts, Crystal lets out this little gasp that makes me think I must be doing something right.

“That’s it,” she encourages, pushing the toy deeper. “Fuck yourself on it.”

Oh god, hearing Crystal say “fuck” while she’s between my legs is doing things to me I never expected. I work my hips more deliberately now, meeting each of her thrusts. The wet sounds coming from between my legs are absolutely mortifying, I sound like someone making mac and cheese down there, but the look on Crystal’s face is pure hunger.

“Sorry about the… noise,” I mumble, my face burning.

Crystal grins wickedly. “Are you kidding? That’s the hottest sound ever. It means you’re really turned on.”

“For you,” I admit without thinking, then want to bury my face in a pillow. Did I really just say that out loud?

“Fuck, Sandy,” Crystal groans, starting to pump the toy faster. “You’re so wet for me. Your pussy is just swallowing this dildo.”

I nearly choke. Crystal never talks like this. She once made us walk three blocks out of our way to avoid a Victoria’s Secret window display because the mannequins made her blush. But now she’s throwing around words like “pussy” while thrusting a dildo into me, and honestly? It’s working.

“Yes,” I moan, spreading my legs wider. “I’m so wet for you.”

The dildo makes an obscene squelching sound as she pushes it deeper, and I should be dying of embarrassment, but I’m too far gone to care. Crystal twists her wrist slightly, changing the angle, and suddenly the toy is hitting some spot inside me that makes my vision blur.

“Oh my god, right there,” I gasp, my back arching off the bed.

“You like that?” Crystal asks, her voice husky. I nod frantically, beyond words at this point.

“Tell me,” she demands, slowing the thrusts teasingly. “Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love it,” I whimper, desperately trying to push my hips down to get her to go faster again. “Please don’t stop.”

“Tell me what you want,” she insists, her free hand moving to pinch my nipple.

“I want you to fuck me harder,” I manage to say, the words feeling foreign and thrilling on my tongue. “Please, Crystal, fuck me harder with your dildo.”

I nearly die when Crystal actually does it, she starts pounding into me with a confidence I never knew she had. Who is this woman? My sweet, sometimes shy bestie is fucking me like she’s auditioning for a porno, and holy crap, it feels amazing.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” I babble, my head thrashing from side to side. “That’s so… I can’t even… holy shit!”

Crystal giggles while she’s ramming this purple dick into me. “You should see your face right now,” she says, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You look completely wrecked.”

Before I can come up with a witty response (as if that’s possible when my brain is basically mush), she does something completely unexpected. Her other hand, the one that’s not busy turning me into a quivering mess, slides between my legs and finds my clit.

“FUCK!” I yelp, my hips shooting up so violently I nearly knee her in the face.

The sensation is so intense I almost can’t handle it. It’s like being hit by lightning, but in a good way? Is there a good way to be hit by lightning? My body doesn’t seem to know whether to run away or beg for more, so it just sort of spasms awkwardly while Crystal laughs.

“Too much?” she asks, slowing her fingers but not removing them.

“No! I mean yes! I mean… don’t stop, but maybe like… seventy percent of that?” I’m not even making sense anymore. My vocabulary has been reduced to random sex noises and occasional swear words.

Crystal adjusts, making gentle circles around my clit while still fucking me with the dildo, and oh my god, that’s perfect. My hips settle back down, finding a rhythm that works with her movements.

“Better?” she asks, looking way too pleased with herself.

“So much better,” I gasp. “Where did you learn to do this?”

“Porn, mostly,” she admits with a little shrug. “And practice on myself.”

The mental image of Crystal practicing this on herself makes something tighten low in my belly. I picture her alone in her room, legs spread, working that purple dildo in and out while touching herself, and suddenly I’m right on the edge.

“I think I’m gonna cum,” I warn her, my voice high and tight.

“Already?” she teases. “We’ve barely started.”

“Well excuse me for having a hair-trigger vagina!” I snap, then immediately start laughing at my own words. Crystal joins in, her body shaking with giggles while she’s still fucking me, which creates this weird but amazing sensation.

“Hair-trigger vagina,” she repeats, wiping tears from her eyes with her free hand. “That should be your superhero name.”

“Shut up and make me cum,” I demand, trying to sound commanding but probably just sounding dorky.

I feel like I’m going to explode. Every nerve in my body is on fire, concentrated on the spot where Crystal’s fingers are working magic on my clit while the dildo fills me completely.

“Yes ma’am,” Crystal says with a playful grin, and holy shit, that shouldn’t be hot but it is.

She starts moving the dildo faster, pushing it deeper with each thrust. Her fingers on my clit speed up too, making tight little circles that have me seeing stars. I grab the sheets so hard my knuckles turn white, trying to anchor myself to something solid while the rest of me floats away on waves of pleasure.

“Oh god, Crystal,” I moan, my hips bucking wildly against her hand. I’ve completely lost control of my body at this point. My legs are trembling, my back is arching, and I’m making these embarrassing high-pitched noises that I’ll definitely be mortified about later. But right now? I couldn’t care less.

Sweat beads on my forehead as the pressure builds inside me. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before, this tsunami of sensation threatening to crash over me. I’ve made myself cum before, sure, but this is different. This is bigger, stronger, scarier.

“Look at me,” Crystal commands, her voice husky. “I want to see your face when you cum.”

I force my eyes open, meeting her intense gaze. Something about the way she’s looking at me, like I’m the most beautiful thing she’s ever seen, pushes me right to the edge.

“I’m cumming,” I gasp, the words barely audible. “Crystal, I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m…”

The orgasm hits me like a freight train. My entire body convulses, waves of pleasure radiating outward from my core. I cry out Crystal’s name, probably loud enough for the whole sorority to hear if anyone was home. My inner walls clamp down on the dildo so hard that Crystal has to work to keep moving it.

“That’s it,” she coos, slowing her fingers but not stopping. “Ride it out, Sandy. You’re so fucking hot.”

The orgasm seems to go on forever, aftershocks rippling through me long after the initial blast. When I finally collapse back onto the bed, I’m panting like I just ran a marathon.

“Holy shit,” I wheeze, throwing an arm over my eyes. “Is it always like that?”

Crystal carefully pulls the dildo out, making me whimper at the sudden emptiness. “No,” she says, crawling up to lie beside me. “That was… special.”

I peek at her from under my arm. “Special how?”

She shrugs, suddenly looking shy again. “I don’t know. Maybe because it’s us?”

My heart does this weird flip-flop thing in my chest. “Yeah,” I agree softly. “Maybe because it’s us.”


Chapter 6

I collapse next to Crystal, both of us breathing hard, our bodies glistening with sweat. The room smells like sex and my strawberry-scented shampoo, an oddly perfect combination. I can’t believe what just happened between us. Can’t believe how right it feels.

“So…” I say, turning to face her, “that was…”

“Amazing,” Crystal finishes, her cheeks still flushed pink. She reaches out to brush a strand of hair from my face, her touch so gentle it makes my heart flutter. “You’re amazing.”

I giggle, suddenly feeling shy despite the fact that we just did things that would make even Amanda blush. “I had no idea what I was doing.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” Crystal says, scooting closer until our naked bodies are pressed together. Her breasts feel impossibly soft against mine, and I resist the urge to cup them again. “For a hair-trigger vagina, you did pretty well.”

“Oh my god, shut up!” I laugh, burying my face in her neck. “I can’t believe I said that out loud.”

“It was cute,” she murmurs, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back. “You’re cute when you’re all flustered and cumming on my dildo.”

“Crystal!” I gasp, pulling back to look at her. “When did you get so dirty?”

She shrugs, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Maybe I’ve always been this way and you just never noticed.”

“Trust me, I would have noticed,” I say, my eyes dropping to her lips. They’re still swollen from our kisses, and I want to taste them again. So I do, leaning in to press my mouth gently against hers.

This kiss is different from the desperate, hungry ones we shared earlier. It’s soft and sweet, almost reverent. When we pull apart, Crystal’s eyes are shining.

“What are we doing?” she whispers, not sounding upset, just curious.

“I have no idea,” I admit, running my fingers through her tangled hair. “But I like it. A lot.”

“Me too,” she says, nuzzling closer. “So much for proving the lesbo allegations wrong, huh?”

Before I can answer, we hear it—the unmistakable sound of the front door slamming open, followed by a chorus of drunken female voices.

“Oh shit!” I bolt upright, nearly headbutting Crystal in the process. “They’re back! Why are they back so early?”

“I don’t know!” Crystal whispers frantically, already scrambling off the bed. “Quick, where are my clothes?”

We dive around the room like two naked, panicked chickens. I grab my tank top from the floor, yanking it over my head while Crystal hops on one foot, trying to pull her pajama shorts up.

“Your underwear!” she hisses, throwing a pair of cotton panties at my face.

I catch them and step into them, hopping awkwardly as the voices get louder downstairs. “Faster, faster!” I whisper-shout, my heart pounding so hard I’m surprised it doesn’t burst through my chest.

Crystal tosses me my shorts next, and I nearly fall over trying to put them on. My legs are still wobbly from my orgasm, which makes getting dressed about ten times harder than it should be.

“The bed!” Crystal suddenly gasps, pointing at the rumpled sheets that definitely scream “WE JUST HAD SEX HERE.”

I frantically try to straighten the covers while Crystal grabs her shirt and puts it on inside out. We’re just finishing making the bed when we hear footsteps thundering up the stairs.

“Quick, act normal!” I hiss, diving onto the bed and grabbing my phone. Crystal follows suit, grabbing a magazine from my nightstand and opening it to a random page.

The footsteps get closer, and then there’s a loud bang as someone kicks my door open without knocking. Amanda stands in the doorway, swaying slightly, her makeup smudged and her crop top sliding off one shoulder.

“Well, well, well,” Amanda slurs, leaning dramatically against the doorframe. “Look at the party poopers who were too busy ‘studying’ to have fun.”

I force a casual smile while desperately hoping she can’t smell the sex in the air. “Hey Amanda! You’re back early.”

She snorts, stumbling into my room without invitation. “Fire alarm went off. Some idiot tried to microwave a whole pizza in the aluminum wrapper.” Amanda flops down at the foot of my bed, narrowly missing our feet. “What have you two been up to? Besides being boring?”

“Just reading,” Crystal says, holding up the magazine like it’s evidence in a court case. I glance over and notice she’s holding it upside down. Great.

“Fascinating stuff about… uh… celebrity hairstyles,” I add, nodding way too enthusiastically.

Amanda looks between us, her drunk eyes narrowing suspiciously. “You’re both all sweaty.”

My heart practically stops. “We were… exercising!”

“Exercising?” Amanda repeats, her eyebrow shooting up.

“Yoga,” Crystal blurts out. “We were doing yoga. For flexibility.”

I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. Fifteen minutes ago, Crystal was showing me exactly how flexible she is, but in very non-yoga ways.

“Riiiight,” Amanda drawls, looking around my room. “Why does it smell weird in here?”

Oh god. Oh god oh god oh god. My mind races for an explanation that isn’t “because your sorority sisters were just fucking each other senseless.”

“Candles!” I practically shout. “We were burning scented candles. For… relaxation. During yoga.”

“But there aren’t any candles,” Amanda points out, swaying slightly as she looks around.

“We blew them out,” Crystal says quickly. “Fire safety, you know.”

Amanda stares at us for a long, excruciating moment. I’m convinced she’s about to call our bluff when she suddenly yawns dramatically.

“Whatever. You two are so weird.” She pushes herself up from the bed, stumbling a little. “I’m going to bed. Some of us actually had fun tonight.” She winks sloppily. “Got to second base with that hot lacrosse player.”

“That’s great!” I say with fake enthusiasm. “Congrats on the… bases.”

Amanda gives us one last suspicious look before turning to leave. At the doorway, she pauses and sniffs the air again. “Seriously though, what is that smell? It’s like… I don’t know… familiar or something.”

My face burns so hot I’m surprised my eyebrows don’t catch fire. “Must be the new air freshener!” I squeak.

“Huh,” Amanda mumbles, clearly losing interest. “Well, g’night, lesbos. Enjoy knitting or whatever you grannies do together instead of having fun with the rest of us.”

The click of Amanda’s door shutting echoes down the hallway, leaving us alone in a bubble of silence. For a second, we just stare at each other, wide-eyed, cheeks still tingling red.

Then we burst into giggles, clutching our stomachs like we’re in on the world’s funniest secret. “If only she knew,” Crystal says between laughs, her voice low and conspiratorial.

“I know, right?” I gasp, wiping tears from my eyes. “She’d probably combust or something.”

We flop back onto the bed, still snickering, and find ourselves tangled together without really noticing how close we’ve gotten. Crystal nudges me with her shoulder, and I can’t help but grin. “Seriously though… why are we the only ones having fun?”

She giggles again, leaning against me. “Maybe it’s because we’re too busy… being awesome. Or… I dunno… enjoying each other?”

I choke on a laugh. “Oh my god. Stop saying things that make sense!”

We collapse in a heap of laughter, the room buzzing with a kind of dizzy, giddy electricity. For a fleeting moment, everything is just us—the sound of the other girls shuffling off to bed faint in the background, the rest of the world completely irrelevant.

And maybe, just maybe, that’s exactly how it’s supposed to be.


[image: photo of the author]

About the Author

Sign up for my newsletter below for free stories and extras. Get my full-length story “Lesbian Awakening at the Beach” for free now using the link below!

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a 5-star rating. <3

Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: ] https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/6ef8a6e0-6109-11f0-9326-27320dfdd52f



Also by Janessa Quinn

[image: First Time Lesbian Pool Party: Sapphic Friends to Lovers Threesome]

First Time Lesbian Pool Party: Sapphic Friends to Lovers Threesome

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FN4KT7ZL

Deanna, Maya, and Lindsey have been best friends since forever. But when Deanna returns from college, things between Maya and Lindsey felt… different. Closer.

She knows something’s up, but the last thing she expects is to catch her best friends kissing in Maya’s pool. Shocked? Yes. Turned on? Way more than she’s ready to admit.

What starts as a secret between friends turns into something hotter, riskier, and far too hard to resist. The question is whether Deanna will stay on the sidelines…or dive in and join them.
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Lily thought she could walk away. After one intense night with Mistress Dita, she believed the craving would fade and she could go back to pretending. But when fear and desire collide, she finds herself stumbling blindly to the one place she never meant to return—Dita’s door.

Bold. Commanding. Unapologetically Hot. Dita doesn’t hesitate. She pulls Lily inside and shatters everything she thought she knew about pleasure, power and fear.

What unfolds is a raw, relentless awakening. One that will turn Lily’s world upside down and leave her desperate for more.
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Abby and Kate have been inseparable since as far back as they can remember —late-night talks, shared secrets, and sleepovers that never lost their magic, even in their twenties. But when Kate confesses there’s something she’s never done, Abby makes a shocking offer: Let me be your first.

It’s a reckless, thrilling proposition that sends a spark straight through Kate. Is this just best friends playing a dangerous game, or has something been simmering between them all along? As touches turn heated and boundaries disappear, one night of indulgence ignites a fire neither of them can put out… and once they cross that line, there’s no turning back.
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