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Kissing my Lesbian Best Friend

I was down to fifteen minutes, and panic was starting to set in. Fifteen minutes until midnight, and I still didn’t have anyone to kiss. I scanned the living room again, my plastic cup of cheap champagne clutched so tightly in my hand that the sides were starting to buckle.

“What about Drew?” Miranda whispered, nodding toward the guy leaning against the wall near the kitchen. “He’s not terrible, right?”

I followed her gaze and wrinkled my nose. “The guy who spent twenty minutes telling me about his fantasy football league? Hard pass.”

“But he’s tall,” she argued weakly. “Why are you so obsessed with finding someone to kiss at midnight, anyways? It’s just a dumb tradition. Half these people are going to be too drunk to remember who they kissed anyway.”

The bass from the speakers thumped through the floorboards as I watched our former high school classmates laugh and dance around us. Everyone looked so comfortable in their own skin, so at ease with the idea of pairing off when the countdown began.

“It’s not just about the holiday,” I admitted, my voice dropping low enough that Miranda had to lean closer to hear me. “It’s about me. I’m twenty-one years old and I’ve kissed exactly three people in my entire life. Three! And one of those was Kevin Morris during Seven Minutes in Heaven, which barely counts because his braces cut my lip.”

Miranda laughed, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “Quality over quantity, babe.”

“Easy for you to say.” I took another sip of my champagne, grimacing at the too-sweet taste. “I just… I want to be more of an adult, you know? Do adult things. Everyone at college seems to be hooking up all the time, and I’m the weird one who stays in and watches Netflix.”

Miranda tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, her fingers lingering for just a second longer than necessary. “There’s nothing wrong with Netflix.”

“There is when it’s your only Friday night date.” I sighed, looking around the room again. “What about Zack?”

“The one who just shotgunned three beers and is now trying to do a handstand against the wall? Yeah, super romantic.”

I groaned and leaned my head against her shoulder. “I’m doomed.”

“You’re not doomed,” Miranda said softly. “But maybe you’re looking in the wrong places.”

I lifted my head to look at her, confused by something in her tone. The multicolored string lights hanging around the room cast her face in a soft glow that made her look almost magical. For some reason, my heart started beating faster.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Jenn, I’m wondering,” she started. “Have you ever considered that maybe it’s not about your standards being too high?”

“What else would it be?” I asked, genuinely confused.

Miranda took a deep breath. “Maybe it’s not that these guys don’t meet your standards. Maybe they’re just… not your type.”

I stared at her blankly. “What do you mean? I don’t have a type. That’s the problem.”

“Okay, let me ask you this,” she said, her voice gentle. “What did you feel when you kissed those three guys? And be honest, not what you think you should have felt.”

The question caught me off guard. I’d never really thought about it that way before. I looked down at my champagne, swirling it around in the plastic cup as I considered.

“I don’t know. Nothing much, I guess.” I shrugged. “It was mostly just… sloppy. And clumsy. And kind of gross, if I’m being totally honest.” I looked up at her. “That’s not normal, is it? You’re supposed to feel something, right? Like, butterflies or fireworks or whatever?”

Miranda nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. There was something in her gaze that made my skin tingle.

“Yeah, you’re supposed to feel something,” she said quietly. “When it’s right, you definitely feel something.”

“Ten minutes to midnight, everyone!” someone shouted from across the room, and a cheer went up.

I felt a wave of anxiety wash over me again. “Great. Ten minutes until I’m the only person standing alone like a loser.”

“You won’t be alone,” Miranda said. “I’ll be right here with you.”

“You’re not planning to kiss anyone?” I asked, surprised. Miranda was gorgeous—she always had been, with her dark curls and those eyes that seemed to change color depending on what she was wearing. She could have her pick of anyone here.

“I didn’t say that,” she replied with a small smile that made my stomach flip in a strange way. “I just said you won’t be alone.”

The room suddenly felt warmer. I took another sip of champagne to hide my confusion. Why was I feeling so nervous?

“So what are you saying?” I asked, my voice coming out a little shakier than I intended. “That I should just give up on finding someone to kiss tonight?”

Miranda’s expression softened as she took my hands in hers. “What I’m saying is, maybe you should give up on what you think you’re supposed to do.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, suddenly very aware of how warm her hands felt against mine.

“This whole thing…kissing random guys at midnight, following traditions just because everyone else does, is it what you actually want, Jenn? Or is it what you think you should want?”

I opened my mouth to argue, but no words came out. The question hit me harder than I expected.

I was saved from answering by movement at the front door. The guy who had just walked in caught my eye immediately, tall with sandy brown hair and a confident smile that showed off perfect teeth.

“Oh! What about him?” I pointed subtly, grateful for the distraction. “I don’t think I’ve seen him before.”

Miranda turned to look, her hands dropping from mine. I immediately missed their warmth.

“Who, Jason?” she asked, her voice shifting back to its normal teasing tone. “Jenn, no. He dated Kaitlyn for like three years. They broke up last month because he cheated on her with his own cousin.”

“Oh.” I winced. “Yikes.”

“Yeah, and he still has the audacity to show up here knowing Kaitlyn might be around.” Miranda shook her head. “Plus, I heard he never brushes his teeth before bed. Morning breath city.”

I laughed despite myself. “Okay, fine. Not Jason.”

“Not Jason,” Miranda agreed with a firm nod.

Eight minutes to midnight now. The panic was creeping back in, but something about Miranda’s earlier questions lingered in my mind. Was I just following traditions because I thought I should? Did I actually want to kiss any of these guys?

“Can I ask you something?” I turned back to Miranda, who was watching me with those attentive eyes. “When you kiss someone… what does it feel like for you?”

A slight blush colored her cheeks. “It depends on who I’m kissing.”

“But when it’s good?”

She thought for a moment, her fingers playing with the rim of her cup. “It’s like… everything else fades away. Like your whole body wakes up. You know that feeling when you’re half asleep and then suddenly fall in your dream and jolt awake? It’s like that, but in a good way.”

“I’ve never felt that,” I admitted quietly.

“Maybe you haven’t kissed the right person yet.”

The countdown clock on TV showed five minutes remaining. The party was getting louder, people starting to pair off or form groups for the countdown. Someone turned the music down a notch so we could hear the TV better.

“What if—” I started, then stopped myself. The thought that had just crossed my mind was too weird to say out loud.

“What if what?” Miranda prompted.

I shook my head. “Nothing. It’s stupid.”

“Jenn.” She fixed me with that look she’d been giving me since we were young, the one that said she could see right through me. “Tell me.”

“What if I’m just… broken? What if I’m not meant to feel those things?” I finally said, voicing the fear that had been growing in me for years.

Miranda’s expression softened.

“You’re not broken, Jenn…you’re just looking at the wrong menu,” Miranda said with a playful smile. She grabbed my hand and gave it a light tug. “Come on, forget all this stress. Let’s just have fun.”

“But—” I started to protest.

“No buts! It’s almost midnight and we’re going to celebrate properly, kissing crisis or not.”

Before I could argue, she was pulling me through the crowd toward the center of the living room where everyone was gathering. The TV showed the massive crowd in Times Square, all those strangers huddled together in the cold, waiting for that magical moment.

“Two minutes!” someone shouted over the noise.

Miranda’s hand felt warm in mine, anchoring me. She’d always been my rock like this; steady when I was spiraling, calm when I was chaotic. I looked at our intertwined fingers and felt a rush of gratitude wash over me.

“You know what?” I said, leaning close to her ear so she could hear me over the growing excitement. “I’m really glad you’re here with me tonight.”

She squeezed my hand and smiled. “Where else would I be?”

The party host started distributing noisemakers and silly hats. Miranda placed a sparkly blue hat on my head, adjusting it carefully.

“Perfect,” she said, her eyes lingering on mine.

“One minute!” someone called out.

All around us, people jostled for position, partners found each other, singles looked around nervously. But standing there with Miranda, I felt strangely calm now. The panic that had been building all night was fading away.

“Thirty seconds!”

Miranda turned to face me fully, still holding my hand. The multicolored lights played across her face, highlighting the curve of her cheekbones, the fullness of her lips.

“Twenty seconds!”

“Ready for the new year?” she asked, her voice somehow cutting through all the noise.

“I think I am,” I replied, surprising myself with how much I meant it.

“TEN!” the crowd began shouting together.

Miranda’s eyes held mine, warm and full of something I couldn’t quite name.

“NINE!”

Her thumb traced small circles on the back of my hand.

“EIGHT!”

My heart was suddenly racing, but not from anxiety.

“SEVEN!”

“Jenn,” Miranda said, barely audible above the counting.

“SIX!”

“Yeah?” I breathed.

“FIVE!”

“I want to try something.”

“FOUR!”

I nodded, unable to speak, understanding flooding through me.

“THREE!”

She stepped closer, our bodies nearly touching.

“TWO!”

Her free hand came up to gently touch my cheek.

“ONE!”

Time seemed to slow down. The room, the noise, the people—everything faded away except Miranda’s face moving toward mine.

“HAPPY NEW YEAR!”

Her lips met mine, soft and warm and perfect.

The shock hit me first. Miranda was kissing me. My best friend was kissing me at midnight on New Year’s Eve.

Then came the explosion.

It wasn’t like anything I’d ever felt before. The sensation ripped through my body like electricity, making my knees weak and my heart pound against my ribs. This was what people meant by fireworks. This was what I’d been missing all along.

For a split second, I froze, my mind struggling to process what was happening. But then something inside me clicked into place, like the final piece of a puzzle I hadn’t even known I was solving. My hands found their way to her waist, pulling her closer as I kissed her back.

Miranda made a small sound of surprise against my lips, as if she hadn’t expected me to respond with such enthusiasm. Her fingers tangled in my hair, knocking the sparkly hat to the floor as our kiss deepened.

All around us, people were shouting “Happy New Year!” and blowing noisemakers, couples were embracing, friends were clinking glasses. No one was paying any attention to us. We could have been invisible for all they cared, each person wrapped up in their own moment of celebration.

I didn’t care. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t overthinking or worrying about what anyone else thought. I was just feeling—and what I felt was incredible.

When we finally broke apart, I was breathless. Miranda’s eyes were wide, searching my face for a reaction.

“Wow,” I whispered, unable to find any other words.

A slow smile spread across her face. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, still dazed. “That was… I never knew it could feel like that.”

Around us, the party continued in full swing. Someone had turned the music back up, and people were dancing, laughing, completely oblivious to the life-changing moment that had just occurred three feet away from them.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” Miranda admitted, her usual confidence giving way to vulnerability.

“How long?” I asked, trying to process this revelation.

She laughed softly. “Years, Jenn. Pretty much since we were sixteen.”

“Years?” I repeated, stunned. “Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

“I didn’t want to risk our friendship.” Her hand reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, just like she’d done earlier.

“I guess I was afraid,” Miranda continued, her fingers lingering on my cheek. “I watched you reject guy after guy, always finding something wrong with them. Too boring, too loud, too messy.”

I leaned into her touch. “I thought I was just being picky.”

“Maybe. Or maybe you were looking for something none of them could give you.” Her eyes searched mine. “I started to wonder if maybe you felt the same way I did, but just didn’t realize it yet.”

“I didn’t,” I admitted, feeling a strange mix of revelation and embarrassment. “I mean, I didn’t know why I kept finding excuses. Why kissing guys always felt like a chore instead of… whatever that just was.”

Miranda smiled. “Sometimes we need a little help seeing what’s right in front of us.”

I thought about all those awkward dates, the forced smiles, the relief I’d feel when they ended. How different it had felt when Miranda kissed me, like finally finding something I didn’t know I was searching for.

“Do you want to go somewhere quieter?” Miranda asked, her voice low, just for me.

I nodded again, not trusting myself to speak. She took my hand and led me through the crowded living room, past the kitchen where people were refilling drinks, and down a hallway to a small den. She closed the door behind us, muffling the sounds of the party.

In the dim light coming from a single lamp, we stood facing each other. My heart was still racing, my lips still tingling.

The dim light cast shadows across Miranda’s face, highlighting the desire in her eyes. I didn’t want to overthink anymore.

I stepped forward, closing the gap between us, and pressed my lips against hers. This time, I was the one initiating, testing the waters of this new territory. Her lips were so soft, nothing like the rough, demanding kisses I’d experienced before.

Miranda responded immediately, her hands coming up to cup my face. She backed me up slowly until I felt the cool wood of the door against my back. The gentle pressure of her body against mine sent electric currents shooting through every nerve ending.

“God,” I gasped as her lips moved to my neck, her teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. My hands found their way under her shirt, feeling the smooth warmth of her back.

“Is this what you want?” she whispered against my skin, her breath hot and intoxicating.

“Yes,” I breathed, surprising myself with how certain I sounded. “Yes, please don’t stop.”

Her hands slid down my sides, fingers digging slightly into my hips as she pulled me closer. I could feel the heat building between us, a tension I’d never experienced before. When her thigh pressed between my legs, I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped me.

“You’re so beautiful,” Miranda murmured, her hands moving up to unbutton my blouse. Each touch of her fingertips against my skin left trails of fire.

I fumbled with the hem of her shirt, suddenly desperate to feel her skin against mine. She helped me pull it over her head, revealing a black lace bra that made my mouth go dry.

“Can I…?” I asked, my hands hovering uncertainly.

In answer, she took my hands and placed them directly on her breasts. The sensation of her softness beneath my palms made me dizzy with want.

“You don’t have to be gentle,” she said with a smile that sent heat pooling between my legs.

I squeezed experimentally, thrilling at the small gasp she gave. Emboldened, I leaned forward to kiss the swell of her breast above the lace. Her fingers tangled in my hair, encouraging me.

The sound of laughter from the party seemed miles away as Miranda reached behind her to unhook her bra. It fell away, and I stared in wonder at her naked chest.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice husky as she finished unbuttoning my blouse and pushed it off my shoulders.

My bra followed quickly, and then we were skin to skin, her breasts pressed against mine. The sensation was overwhelming—soft where I was used to hardness, curves where I expected angles.

We stumbled toward the small couch in the corner of the room, never breaking contact. When the backs of my knees hit the cushion, I sat down, looking up at Miranda standing before me.

“I’ve never done this before,” I said softly. “With a woman, I mean.”

Miranda smiled down at me, her curls falling forward around her face. “I have. A few times in college.”

“You have?” My eyes widened slightly.

“Yes,” she said with a smirk. “Don’t worry. It’ll come naturally.”

She leaned down and pushed me gently onto my back, her body following mine onto the couch. Her weight settled between my legs as her lips found mine again, and I gasped at the sensation of her naked breasts pressing against mine. So soft. So different from anything I’d felt before.

My hands moved tentatively up her sides, feeling the smooth curve of her waist, the gentle slope of her ribs. When my thumbs brushed the undersides of her breasts, she moaned into my mouth, encouraging me.

“Touch me,” she whispered against my lips.

I cupped her breasts, feeling their weight in my palms, running my thumbs over her nipples. They hardened beneath my touch, and the sound she made sent a surge of wetness between my legs.

Miranda’s thigh pressed firmly against my pussy though my pants as she kissed her way down my neck. Each nip and lick sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. When her mouth closed around my nipple, I arched off the couch with a gasp.

“Oh god,” I breathed, my fingers tangling in her hair.

Her tongue swirled around the sensitive peak while her hand massaged my other breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming, my hips instinctively grinding against her thigh for relief.

“You’re so responsive,” Miranda murmured against my skin, switching to my other breast. “I love the sounds you make.”

Her hand slid down my stomach to the button of my jeans. She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire, asking a silent question.

I nodded frantically. “Please.”

She unbuttoned my jeans with ease, sliding the zipper down slowly.

“Lift your hips,” she instructed, and I obeyed immediately.

She tugged my jeans down my legs, tossing them aside before settling back between my thighs. I was suddenly very aware that I was wearing only my underwear, while Miranda still had her jeans on.

“Your turn,” I said, reaching for her waistband.

She smiled and helped me unbutton her jeans, wiggling out of them until she was kneeling between my legs in nothing but black lace panties that matched her discarded bra.

“You’re gorgeous,” I whispered, running my hands up her thighs.

Miranda leaned down to kiss me again, her body pressing deliciously against mine. The feeling of skin on skin was intoxicating.

Miranda’s hands slid down my sides, fingers tracing lightly over my hips. Her touch lingered at the edge of my panties before two fingers slid down. I held my breath as she slowly dragged her fingertip along the fabric between her and my growing wetness.

“Is this okay?” she whispered against my lips.

“More than okay,” I breathed.

Her fingers worked slowly, brushing against me through the thin fabric. I gasped, my hips instinctively pushing up against her touch.

“You’re so wet,” Miranda murmured, applying gentle pressure in small circles.

I moaned softly, my body responding to her touch in ways I’d never experienced before. My skin felt hypersensitive, every nerve ending alive with sensation.

Miranda smiled against my lips as she continued those torturous circles through the fabric, her fingers moving with deliberate slowness. “We can take this as slow as you want,” she whispered. “You’re in control here.”

The gentleness in her voice, combined with the delicious pressure between my legs, made me dizzy with want. I didn’t want gentle. I didn’t want slow. I wanted everything she could give me.

“No,” I said, surprising myself with the firmness in my voice. “I want you to do whatever you want to me. Show me what I’ve been missing.”

Something flashed in Miranda’s eyes—desire, hunger, relief. She captured my mouth in a searing kiss, her fingers pressing more firmly against me.

“In that case…” she murmured, sliding down my body.

Her lips trailed hot kisses down my neck, across my collarbone, between my breasts. She took her time, exploring every inch of my skin as if committing it to memory. When she reached my stomach, her tongue darted out to trace circles around my navel, making me squirm.

“Miranda,” I gasped, my hands tangling in her hair.

She hooked her fingers into my panties and pulled them down my legs in one fluid motion. I felt suddenly exposed, but the way she looked at me, like I was something precious and delicious, chased away any self-consciousness.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, settling between my thighs.

Her breath was hot against my pussy, making me tremble with anticipation. When she finally pressed her mouth against me, I cried out, my back arching off the couch.

Her tongue moved in long, deliberate strokes, exploring me with a confidence that left me breathless. She found my clit and circled it slowly, building a rhythm that had me panting. My hands clutched at the couch cushions, desperate for something to anchor me as waves of pleasure washed over me.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, my hips moving against her mouth. “That feels so good.”

Miranda hummed against me, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through my body. Her hands slid beneath my thighs, pulling me closer against her face.

My hands tangled in Miranda’s soft curls as she worked her magic with her tongue. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The sight of her between my thighs was absolutely mesmerizing. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, dark with desire, and I nearly came right then.

“Fuck,” I gasped as she flattened her tongue against my clit, applying just the right pressure. My hips bucked involuntarily, but she held me firmly in place, her strong hands gripping my thighs.

The wet heat of her mouth was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Each stroke of her tongue sent electric pulses through my body, building a pressure that made me tremble. I could hear myself making noises I’d never made before, little whimpers and moans that I couldn’t control.

“Right there,” I panted when she found a particularly sensitive spot. “God, please don’t stop.”

She responded by increasing her pace, her tongue circling my clit with precision.

My body started moving on its own, hips lifting rhythmically to meet her mouth. I couldn’t control it anymore, my body was chasing the pleasure her tongue was giving me, desperate for more.

“Fuck, Miranda,” I gasped, my fingers tightening in her hair.

She responded by tightening her grip on my thighs, her strong hands pressing me firmly into the couch as she buried her face deeper between my legs. The sensation of being held down while she devoured me sent a fresh wave of heat through my body.

Her tongue flattened against me, licking in broad strokes before focusing on my clit again with precise, maddening circles. The wet heat of her mouth combined with the sight of her dark curls between my thighs was almost too much to process.

“I’m close,” I panted, my voice hardly recognizable to my own ears. “So close…”

Miranda’s eyes flicked up to meet mine, dark with desire, as she slid one hand from my thigh. I felt her fingers teasing at my entrance, circling slowly before pressing inside. The sensation of being filled while her tongue continued its relentless attention on my clit had me seeing stars.

“Oh god, oh god,” I chanted, my head thrown back as she curled her fingers inside me, finding a spot that made my whole body jerk. “Right there, please, don’t stop.”

She didn’t stop. Her fingers moved in perfect rhythm with her tongue, pushing me higher and higher. The pressure built inside me, a coiling tension that demanded release. I was vaguely aware that I was being loud—probably too loud for a house full of people—but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

When the orgasm hit, it crashed through me like a tidal wave. My back arched off the couch, my thighs trembling around Miranda’s head as waves of pleasure pulsed through every inch of my body. She held me through it, her mouth and fingers working steadily to draw out every last tremor.

“Miranda,” I gasped, tugging gently at her hair as the sensitivity became too much.

She gave me one final, lingering lick before crawling up my body, her lips glistening in the dim light. When she kissed me, I could taste myself on her tongue.

“That was incredible,” I murmured against her lips, my body still humming with satisfaction.

“You’re incredible,” she replied, her voice husky with desire.

I could feel the heat of her against my thigh, her panties soaked through. The knowledge that I had done that to her, that she was this turned on just from pleasuring me, ignited a new fire in my belly.

“I want to touch you,” I said, surprising myself with my boldness.

I slipped my hand between our bodies, tracing the edge of Miranda’s panties with my fingertips. Her skin was hot beneath my touch, a thin sheen of sweat making her glow in the dim light. When I pressed my palm against the front of her panties, I gasped at how wet she was. The fabric was completely soaked through.

Miranda’s eyes fluttered closed as she ground against my hand, her breath stopping in her throat. I watched her face, fascinated by the expressions of pleasure that crossed her features.

“Show me what you like,” I whispered, applying more pressure.

She reached down and guided my fingers, showing me exactly where to touch her. Even through the fabric of her panties, I could feel the hard nub of her clit. I circled it experimentally, mimicking what she had done to me with her tongue.

“Yes,” she hissed, her hips moving rhythmically against my hand. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, I slipped my fingers beneath the elastic, finally touching her directly. The sensation was incredible—so hot, so wet, so soft. Different from touching myself, yet somehow familiar.

“Take these off,” I said, tugging at her panties.

Miranda lifted her hips, allowing me to slide the black lace down her thighs. She kicked them off the rest of the way, and then she was completely naked above me, her body bathed in the soft glow from the lamp.

I ran my hands up her thighs, exploring the curves of her body with newfound hunger. When I reached the apex of her thighs, I hesitated for just a moment before sliding my fingers through her lips.

“Fuck,” Miranda moaned, her head falling back as I explored her.

I watched her reactions carefully, noting what made her breath stutter, what made her moan. I circled her clit with my thumb while my fingers teased her entrance.

“Inside,” she breathed, rocking against my hand. “Please.”

I slid one finger inside her, marveling at the heat, the wetness, the way her body gripped me. Miranda’s hands braced on my shoulders as she rode my hand, setting a rhythm that I quickly matched.

“More,” she demanded, and I added a second finger, curling them inside her the way she had done to me.

Her reaction was immediate: a sharp gasp, her internal muscles clenching around my fingers. I pressed deeper, searching for that spot that had sent me over the edge. When I found it, her whole body shuddered.

“God, yes!” Miranda cried out, her hips bucking wildly against my hand.

I stared up at her, transfixed. Miranda gripped the back of the couch with both hands, her knuckles white as she rode my fingers with abandon. Her movements became more frantic, more desperate, grinding down on my palm with each thrust. I was mesmerized by the sight of her taking her pleasure so confidently, using my hand like it was her toy.

“Fuck, Jenn, just like that,” she moaned, her head falling back to expose the elegant line of her throat.

I curled my fingers inside her, pressing against that spot that made her whole body shudder. Her inner walls clenched around me, hot and slick. I’d never felt anything so incredible in my life.

Miranda released one hand from the couch and brought it to her breast, pinching her nipple between her fingers. The sight of her touching herself while riding my hand sent a fresh wave of heat between my legs.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away from her.

She looked down at me through half-lidded eyes, her pupils blown wide with desire. Her curls were wild around her face, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. I’d never seen her look more beautiful.

“Harder,” she commanded, her voice ragged.

I obeyed instantly, thrusting my fingers deeper, faster. The wet sounds of my fingers pumping in and out of her filled the room, mixing with her moans and my heavy breathing. My wrist was starting to ache, but I didn’t care—I would have kept going all night just to watch her like this.

Miranda suddenly swooped down, capturing my lips with hers as I continued pumping my fingers inside her. The angle was awkward and my wrist screamed in protest, but I didn’t care. I pushed through the pain, determined to make her feel as good as she’d made me feel.

“Fuck me harder,” she whispered against my ear, her voice husky and demanding. “Curl your fingers up… yeah, right there.”

I followed her instructions, pressing against that spot. Her breath was hot against my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

“You feel so good inside me,” Miranda panted, her words sending heat straight between my legs. “God, your fingers are perfect.”

I was still learning, still exploring, but her words gave me confidence. I increased my pace, driving my fingers deeper as she rocked against my hand.

“Like this?” I asked, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

“Just like that,” she moaned.

“Yes, baby,” Miranda giggled, her voice dropping to a filthy whisper. “You’re fucking me so good with those fingers. Push them in deeper.”

I obeyed, driving my fingers as deep as they would go. I could feel her juices running down my palm, coating my wrist as I pumped in and out of her. The wetness made obscene squelching sounds with each thrust.

“You’re so wet,” I gasped, amazed at how aroused she was.

“All for you,” Miranda panted, grinding down hard against my hand. “God, your fingers feel so fucking good inside me.”

Her words sent electric shocks straight to my core. I’d never heard Miranda talk like this before; raw and dirty and desperate. It was intoxicating.

“I love how tight your pussy feels around my fingers,” I said, the filthy words spilling from my mouth before I could stop them.

Miranda’s eyes widened in surprise, then darkened with renewed lust. “Fuck yes, talk dirty to me. Tell me how it feels.”

I curled my fingers inside her, pressing against that spot that made her whole body react. “You’re dripping all over my hand. I can feel you squeezing my fingers every time I hit this spot.”

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” Miranda moaned, her head thrown back in pleasure.

I was about to respond when she suddenly leaned down and captured my lips in a hungry kiss. I could feel her trembling against me, her body tightening around my fingers. She was close.

Then without warning, she pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. She kissed me once more before sliding off my fingers with a wet sound that made my core throb. I watched, breathless, as she repositioned herself on the couch, laying back with her legs spread obscenely wide—one thrown over the back of the couch, the other planted firmly on the floor.

“Your turn to finish what you started,” she purred, her hand sliding down her stomach until it reached her glistening pussy. With two fingers, she spread herself open, revealing the pink, swollen flesh inside. “Come here and fuck me properly.”

The sight of her so exposed, so vulnerable yet somehow completely in control, made my mouth water. I sat up, my body moving on instinct as I positioned myself between her spread thighs. The scent of her arousal hit me; musky, sweet, intoxicating.

“Like this?” I asked, sliding two fingers back into her without hesitation.

Miranda’s back arched off the couch. “Yes, harder.”

I drove my fingers into her with newfound confidence, amazed at how easily she took them. Her wetness coated my hand as I established a punishing rhythm, my thumb finding her clit and circling it in time with my thrusts.

“Fuck yes,” she hissed, her hands grabbing at the couch cushions. “Just like that.”

I watched in awe as her body responded to my touch; the way her stomach muscles tensed, how her breasts bounced with each thrust, the flush spreading across her chest. The power I felt was intoxicating. I was doing this to her. I was making her feel this way.

“More,” she demanded, her voice ragged. “Another finger.”

I slipped a third finger inside her, stretching her further. The tight heat around my digits made me groan out loud, my own pussy throbbing in response. I could feel her inner walls gripping me, pulsing around my fingers as I fucked her harder, faster.

“You take my fingers so well,” I said, the filthy words spilling from my lips without thought. “Your pussy feels so good.”

Miranda’s eyes flew open, locking with mine. The raw hunger I saw there nearly stopped my heart.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “I’m going to cum all over your hand.”

I increased my pace, my wrist aching from the effort but the discomfort barely registering through my haze of arousal. My thumb pressed harder against her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her thrashing beneath me.

“Please,” I heard myself begging, my voice barely recognizable. “Please, Miranda, I need to see you cum.”

My fingers kept working inside her, curling against that spot that made her gasp with each thrust. I was hypnotized by the way her body responded to my touch, the way her hips bucked against my hand.

“I need this,” I continued, my words spilling out uncensored. “Need to know I can make you feel good.”

Miranda’s eyes locked with mine, her lips parted as she panted heavily. A smile spread across her face—hungry yet tender.

“You’re so close,” I whispered, feeling her inner walls tightening around my fingers. “Let me see you cum, baby.”

“I’m close,” she nodded, her voice strained. “So fucking close.”

Her body tensed beneath me, thighs trembling as she ground against my hand. I curled my fingers more firmly, rubbing that spot inside her with relentless pressure.

“Right there,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

I increased my pace, driving my fingers deeper, harder. My thumb pressed firmly against her clit with each thrust, creating a dual sensation that had her writhing beneath me.

“Look at me,” I commanded, surprising myself with my boldness. “I want to see your eyes when you cum for me.”

Miranda’s gaze met mine, her pupils blown wide with desire. The intimacy of the moment stole my breath; her completely exposed to me, vulnerable yet so powerful.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her back arching off the couch. “I’m going to—”

Her words cut off as her body convulsed, inner walls clamping down on my fingers with incredible force as she let out a loud guttural moan. I kept up my movements, gentler now but persistent, drawing out her orgasm as long as possible.

“Yes,” I whispered, mesmerized by the sight of her cumming. “That’s it.”

Miranda’s legs shook uncontrollably as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging into my skin as she rode out the intensity. The small pain only heightened my own arousal, my pussy throbbing in response.

When she finally relaxed, collapsing back against the couch with a satisfied sigh, I slowly withdrew my fingers.

“Come here,” she murmured, pulling me up for a deep, languid kiss.

I melted against her, our bodies pressed together in a tangle of limbs. The warmth of her skin against mine felt like coming home to a place I never knew existed.

“That was…” she trailed off, words failing her.

“Good?” I supplied, suddenly nervous.

Miranda laughed, the sound vibrating through her chest and into mine. “Good doesn’t begin to cover it.”

She shifted beneath me, her thigh pressing deliberately between my legs.

I shuddered as her thigh pressed against me, still sensitive from my earlier orgasm. Miranda pulled me down for a kiss, this one softer than before. Our lips moved together slowly, tenderly, as we both caught our breath. When we finally broke apart, I rested my forehead against hers, our noses touching.

“Hi,” I whispered, suddenly shy despite everything we’d just done.

“Hi yourself,” she replied, a soft smile playing at her lips.

We stared at each other for a moment before bursting into giggles.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said, rolling to her side on the narrow couch, my body still pressed against hers.

“I can’t believe we waited so long,” Miranda replied, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. Her touch was so gentle it made my heart ache.

“So… does this mean you’re into me?” I asked with a laugh that didn’t quite hide my nervousness.

Miranda rolled her eyes. “No, Jenn, I always go down on my friends at New Year’s parties. It’s tradition.”

I swatted her shoulder playfully. “Shut up.”

“Of course I’m into you, you idiot,” she said, her voice softening. “I’ve been into you forever.”

The bass from the music outside suddenly seemed louder, as if someone had turned up the volume. A cheer went up from the party, followed by raucous laughter.

“Do you think anyone noticed we disappeared?” I asked, suddenly aware of our surroundings again.

Miranda tilted her head, listening to the sounds of the party raging beyond the door. “Doubtful. They’re all too drunk to notice much of anything right now.”

“We should probably go back out there,” I said, making no move to get up.

“Probably,” Miranda agreed, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my bare arm.

Neither of us moved. I was too content, too comfortable in this little bubble we’d created. The real world, with all its complications and questions, could wait a little longer.

“What happens now?” I asked quietly.

Miranda’s hand stilled on my arm. “What do you want to happen?”

I thought about it for a moment, about what this night had revealed to me. All those years of feeling like something was wrong with me, of forcing myself to go on dates with guys I had no interest in, of wondering why I never felt that spark everyone talked about—it all made sense now.

“I want to see where this goes,” I said finally. “With you. I want to figure out what this means for me… for us.”

Miranda’s smile was like sunshine. “I’d like that too.”

She leaned in to kiss me again, and I melted against her. This kiss was different from the others, not desperate with need or gentle with post-orgasmic bliss, but full of promise and possibility.

We stayed cuddled together on the couch for a few more minutes, my head resting on Miranda’s chest as she lazily stroked my hair. I could hear her heartbeat gradually slowing beneath my ear, a steady rhythm that matched the contentment flowing through me.

“We should probably go back out there before someone comes looking for us,” Miranda said, though she made no move to get up.

“I guess,” I sighed, reluctantly peeling myself away from her warmth. “Where did you throw my underwear?”

Miranda laughed, sitting up and scanning the dimly lit room. “I think they landed… there.” She pointed toward the desk in the corner where my panties were draped over a stack of books.

We got dressed in comfortable silence, occasionally catching each other’s eye and breaking into giddy smiles. I watched Miranda button her jeans, mesmerized by the casual grace of her movements. How had I never noticed before how beautiful she was when she did the most ordinary things?

“Your hair is a disaster,” Miranda said, reaching out to smooth my tangled locks. “Total sex hair.”

I felt my cheeks flush. “Is it that obvious what we’ve been doing?”

“Probably not to anyone who’s been drinking as much as our friends have,” she replied, tucking a strand behind my ear. “But just to be safe…”

She pulled me toward the small mirror hanging on the wall and helped me fix my appearance. Her fingers were gentle as they combed through my hair, and I couldn’t help leaning into her touch.

“There,” she said when she was satisfied. “Now you just look like you’ve been dancing too hard.”

I turned to face her, suddenly nervous. “What do we tell people? About us, I mean.”

Miranda took my hands in hers. “Whatever you want. We can figure it out as we go. No pressure.”

I nodded, grateful for her understanding. “I’m not ready to make an announcement or anything, but I don’t want to hide either.”

“We won’t hide,” she promised, leaning in to place a soft kiss on my lips. “We’ll just be us, and let people catch up when they’re ready.”

When we finally slipped back into the main party, the music was pounding even louder than before. The living room had transformed into a makeshift dance floor, bodies pressed together as people moved to the beat. No one seemed to notice our return, everyone was too caught up in their own celebrations.

Miranda led me through the crowd, her hand firmly clasped in mine. The simple contact sent little shivers up my arm. When we reached the center of the dance floor, she turned to face me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

“Dance with me,” she said, placing her hands on my hips.

The music shifted to something slower, more sensual. Miranda pulled me closer until our bodies were pressed together, moving in perfect sync. Her hands stayed firmly on my waist, guiding my movements with gentle pressure.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt so free, so completely uninhibited. Miranda’s body moved against mine, our hips swaying together as the music flowed through us. The party around us faded to a blur of colors and sounds, insignificant compared to the woman in my arms.

“You’re staring,” Miranda murmured, her lips curving into a smile.

“Can you blame me?” I replied, unable to take my eyes off her. The multicolored lights played across her features, highlighting the flush on her cheeks, the sparkle in her eyes. “You’re kind of amazing.”

She spun me in a slow circle, pulling me back against her chest. I could feel her heart beating against my back, her breath warm against my ear.

“So are you,” she whispered, her arms encircling my waist.

We moved together as if we’d been dancing like this for years, our bodies instinctively finding a rhythm that matched perfectly. I leaned my head back against her shoulder, closing my eyes to savor the sensation.

“I think this is going to be my best year yet,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could overthink them.

Miranda’s arms tightened around me. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, turning in her arms to face her again. “Definitely.”

Our eyes met, and suddenly we were both giggling, a conspiratorial sound that acknowledged everything that had changed between us in the span of a single night. It was our secret, our private joke, this newfound understanding that had been years in the making without either of us fully realizing it.

“Happy New Year, Jenn,” Miranda said softly, pressing her forehead against mine.

“Happy New Year,” I whispered back, knowing with absolute certainty that it would be.
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First Time Lesbian Sorority Girls

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FPBJQGZV

Sandy and Crystal aren’t like the other sorority girls. While their sisters chase frat boys and play beer pong, Sandy and Crystal are perfectly happy making pancakes, mocking desperate dudes, and living in their own little bubble of inside jokes.

But when one of their sorority sisters jokingly calls them “total lesbos,” the girls can’t help but wonder—could that actually explain why frat guys make them want to run for the nearest shower, while each other’s company feels… kind of perfect?

Curiosity turns into a dare, and a dare turns into the kind of night that leaves them screaming, clawing at each other’s clothes, and realizing that no frat boy could ever make them feel this good. What starts out as a joke becomes a glorious sexual awakening, confirming what they’ve been denying all along.

[image: First Time Lesbian Sleepover]

First Time Lesbian Sleepover

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F1TYPMVP

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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First Time Lesbian Summer Camp

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F9416C5X

Ava and Zoe have been thick as thieves since forever, but life got messy. Zoe got married, Ava got lost in her own world, and suddenly they weren’t talking anymore. Now Zoe’s freshly divorced and they’re back together for one adults-only weekend at their childhood summer camp.

Ava’s here for the nostalgia and a fun girls’ trip. Instead, Zoe’s glances feel like invitations or maybe Ava just wants to believe they are.

When Zoe makes a move that turns everything upside down, Ava has to decide if risking their friendship is worth all the heat and hunger that’s been waiting to explode.

A weekend of campfires, late-night dares, and a crush that won’t quit. Sometimes the best stories start with the friends you thought you knew.
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