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Chapter 1

I thought I might throw up on Riley’s welcome mat. My stomach had been doing somersaults since I’d pulled into her driveway five minutes ago, but I couldn’t bring myself to knock. The evening air was cool against my burning cheeks as I smoothed down my sweater for the tenth time.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered to myself. “It’s just Riley.”

But that was exactly the problem. It was Riley—my best friend since sophomore year of college, the person who knew all my embarrassing stories, the one who’d held my hair back during that disastrous tequila incident last New Year’s. The same Riley who hadn’t even blinked when I’d tearfully confessed three weeks ago that I thought I might be a lesbian.

“So?” she’d said, passing me another tissue. “Join the club. We have better haircuts.”

She’d made it seem so simple, so normal. But then again, Riley had been out since high school. She navigated women’s dating apps and lesbian bars with the same easy breezy confidence she brought to everything in life.

“You just need practice,” she’d declared yesterday over coffee. “Take me on a date. A fake date. It’ll help you get over your nerves, you’ll see that it’s no big deal.”

Now here I was, in a simple sweater and jeans combo that had taken me two hours to choose, about to fake-date my best friend. I raised my hand to knock, then dropped it again.

What if this made things weird between us? What if I was terrible at dating women? What if—

The door swung open before my knuckles made contact.

“Were you planning on standing out there all night, or…?” Riley stood in the doorway, and my jaw dropped.

Instead of her usual button-up shirt and jeans, Riley was draped in what could only be described as a pink monstrosity. The puffy-sleeved, sequin-encrusted dress looked like it had been stolen from the set of a John Hughes movie. The bodice strained across her broad shoulders, and the skirt poofed out in layers of tulle and taffeta.

“What in the world are you wearing?” I managed to sputter.

Riley grinned and did a twirl, the dress’s massive skirt nearly knocking over a side table. “You like? It’s my mom’s prom dress from 1986. Found it in the attic last Christmas. I’ve been looking for an excuse to wear it out somewhere.”

“But… why?” I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my normally masc best friend swimming in pink ruffles.

“Because,” she said, grabbing a ridiculously large purse that matched the dress, “you’re so worried about people staring at you on your first lesbian date, I’m going to give them something to stare at.” She stepped onto the porch and closed the door behind her. “Trust me, Liv. By the end of tonight, you’re going to be so busy being embarrassed by me that you’re going to forget all about being nervous about dating women.”

My mouth fell open. “Everyone will be looking at us!”

“Exactly,” Riley said with a wink. “And by the end of the night, you’ll realize the sky didn’t fall.” She hooked her arm through mine, the scratchy sequins brushing against my sweater. “Now, are you going to tell me I look pretty, or what?”

Despite my mortification, I couldn’t help but laugh. Even drowning in that hideous dress, Riley somehow looked… good? The pink brought out the warmth in her cheeks, and she’d styled her short hair into a spiky mess that somehow worked with the whole ridiculous ensemble.

“You look insane,” I said, shaking my head.

“That wasn’t the compliment I was fishing for.” She pouted dramatically.

“Fine. You look… pretty insane.”

Riley threw her head back and laughed, the sound filling the quiet neighborhood street. “I’ll take it. Now, where are you taking me on this fancy date, Ms. Olivia?”

“I was planning on the boardwalk,” I admitted, wincing as I imagined parading down the crowded beach strip with Riley in her pink monstrosity. “But you’re way overdressed. Maybe we should go somewhere else? A fancy restaurant? Or a place with really dim lighting?”

Riley gasped, placing one hand dramatically over her heart. “The boardwalk? That’s perfect! Cotton candy, carnival games, riding the carousel holding hands?” She did a little hop that made the dress’s puffy layers bounce. “Absolutely romantic. Couldn’t have planned it better myself.”

“But everyone will see—”

“That’s the whole point, Liv.” She grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “By the end of tonight, you’ll be immune to public embarrassment. It’s like exposure therapy.”

I groaned but let her pull me toward my car. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

“Guilty as charged,” she sang, the dress making swishing sounds as she walked.

When we reached my Honda, I automatically headed for the driver’s side door.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” Riley called out, freezing in place. “What do you think you’re doing?”

I turned, keys dangling from my fingers. “Driving us to the boardwalk?”

“Without opening my door first?” She put her hands on her hips, the action causing the dress to puff out even more. “What kind of date are you?”

“You can’t be serious.”

“Dead serious.” She pointed to the passenger side. “A princess like me needs to be treated properly. Door opening is Dating 101.”

Several of her neighbors were outside now, pretending not to watch us. Mrs. Halloway across the street wasn’t even trying to hide her staring as she “watered” her already-soaked petunias.

With a deep sigh, I trudged around to the passenger side, pulled open the door with an exaggerated flourish, and bowed. “Your carriage awaits, Your Highness.”

“Much better.” Riley beamed at me, then attempted to fold herself and her massive dress into my compact car. It took three tries, with the dress getting caught in the door twice, before she was finally settled.

As I walked back around to the driver’s side, I caught my reflection in the window. My cheeks were flushed, but I was smiling despite myself. This was going to be a long, mortifying night. And yet, watching Riley adjust her dress in my passenger seat, her face alight with mischief, I felt a flutter in my stomach that had nothing to do with nerves.

“Seat belt,” I reminded her as I slid behind the wheel.

“So bossy,” she teased, but complied, struggling to find the buckle under all the tulle. “I like that in a woman.”


Chapter 2

The boardwalk lights reflected in puddles from the afternoon rain, making the whole place seem like it was floating on stars. I gripped the steering wheel tightly as I pulled into a parking spot, taking a deep breath before turning off the engine.

“We’re here,” I announced unnecessarily, my voice coming out higher than intended.

I remembered Riley’s earlier princess expectations and quickly unbuckled my seatbelt. This time, I wasn’t going to make the same mistake. Before she could say anything, I hurried around to her side of the car, pulling the door open with what I hoped was gallant flourish.

“Your boardwalk awaits, m’lady,” I said, extending my hand to help her out.

Riley’s face lit up with genuine delight. “Now you’re getting it!” She placed her hand in mine, and I felt a little jolt at the contact of her warm palm against mine.

Getting her and that massive dress out of my compact car proved to be quite the operation. The tulle caught on the gear shift, then on the door handle, and finally on her purse strap. By the time we extracted the last bit of fabric, we were both laughing so hard I had to lean against the car to steady myself.

“You know,” I said, still holding her hand as she adjusted her dress, “I think this is the most ridiculous thing you’ve ever done for me. And that includes the time you dressed as a mime to help me get out of an extra shift.”

“The night is young, Liv,” Riley promised with a wink. She tucked her arm into mine, the scratchy sequins of her dress sleeve tickling my skin. “Lead the way!”

As we approached the boardwalk entrance, I felt my pulse quicken. People were definitely noticing us—or more accurately, noticing Riley in her 80s prom dress nightmare. A teenage boy nearly walked into a trash can, his attention so fixed on us he forgot to watch where he was going. A young couple stopped their conversation mid-sentence to stare.

I tensed, waiting for the pointing, the laughter, the whispers. But something strange happened instead. The boy who’d almost hit the trash can just grinned and gave Riley a thumbs up. The couple smiled at us before returning to their conversation.

“See?” Riley whispered, leaning close enough that I could smell her cologne. “Nobody cares. Well, they care, but not in the way you think.”

“They’re definitely staring,” I pointed out.

“Sure, but not because we’re two women on a date. They’re staring because I look fabulous and slightly unhinged.” She did a little twirl, nearly taking out a cotton candy vendor in the process. “Sorry!” she called to the man, who just laughed.

I found myself relaxing as we strolled past the game booths and food stalls. Riley’s confidence was contagious. She waved at a group of kids who were pointing at her dress, sending them into fits of giggles.

“What do you want to do first?” I asked, finding my voice steadier than before.

“Win me a prize,” Riley declared, tugging me toward a row of carnival games. “That’s what dates do, right? They show off their skills to impress their girlfriends.”

I stumbled a bit at the word “girlfriends,” my heart doing a strange little flip. “I don’t know if I have any carnival game skills to show off.”

“Oh, I think I see exactly the game for us,” Riley said, pointing to a booth where a bored-looking teenager was stacking white milk bottles into pyramids. A row of enormous stuffed animals hung from the ceiling of the booth, their fuzzy feet dangling just above head height.

“The softball toss?” I groaned. “Riley, I’m terrible at throwing things.”

She ignored my protest completely, already dragging me toward the booth. Her dress rustled and swished between us as we walked, occasionally catching under my feet. The game attendant perked up as we approached, his eyes widening at the sight of Riley’s dress before his customer service smile clicked into place.

“Step right up, ladies! Knock down the bottles, win a prize! Three balls for five dollars.”

Riley turned to me with an expectant smile, batting her eyelashes dramatically. “Win me that bear,” she said, pointing to a massive teddy bear with a red bow tie that had to be at least three feet tall. “I want to cuddle with him every night and name him after you.”

I felt heat creep up my neck. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m your date,” she corrected, “and I want that bear.”

With a sigh, I handed the attendant a five-dollar bill. He placed three softballs on the counter in front of me.

“Just knock down all the bottles in one throw to win the big prize,” he explained, though I was barely listening. Riley had moved to stand behind me, and I could feel her breath on my neck as she peered over my shoulder.

“You can do this, Liv,” she whispered in my ear. “I believe in you.”

A shiver ran down my spine that had nothing to do with the evening breeze. I picked up the first softball, its weight unfamiliar in my hand. I tried to remember how people threw in movies. Was I supposed to wind up my arm? I pulled back and launched the ball toward the pyramid of bottles.

It sailed at least a foot to the right, missing everything completely.

“Ooh, tough luck,” the attendant said, not sounding particularly sympathetic.

“That was just a practice throw,” Riley announced confidently. “She’s got this.”

I picked up the second ball, trying to focus. This time, I threw it a little softer, aiming more carefully.

The ball hit the edge of the bottom row, causing a single bottle to wobble but remain standing.

“Better!” Riley cheered, clapping her hands. A small crowd had gathered around us, watching the girl in the ridiculous dress and her increasingly flustered date.

“Last ball,” the attendant reminded me, sounding bored again.

I took a deep breath, feeling the pressure of Riley’s expectant gaze. The final softball felt impossibly heavy in my hand. I wound up and threw it with everything I had.

The ball soared toward the bottles, looking perfect for a split second before it clipped the top bottle and sent it tumbling while leaving the rest of the pyramid intact.

“So close!” the attendant said, sounding genuinely disappointed for me. “Want to try again? Another five dollars for three more balls.”

My shoulders slumped. I couldn’t even win a carnival game right. Some date I was turning out to be.

“Actually,” Riley said, stepping forward, “let me try.”

I turned to look at her, surprised by the change in her voice. Gone was the princess affectation she’d been using all night. Instead, there was a confident edge I recognized from everyday Riley.

“Five dollars,” the attendant said, perking up at the prospect of more business.

As Riley dug into her ridiculous purse for money, I noticed a subtle shift in her posture. Her shoulders straightened, her stance widened slightly, and despite the frilly dress, she suddenly looked… different. More like herself.

“Ry, you don’t have to—” I started.

“I played softball for eight years, Liv,” she said with a wink. “Pitcher. Let me show you how it’s done.”

The attendant handed her the first ball, and Riley weighed it in her palm, testing its heft. She rolled her shoulders once, took a half-step back, and without any elaborate wind-up, fired the ball directly at the base of the pyramid.

The bottles exploded apart with a satisfying crash, scattering in all directions.

“We have a winner!” the attendant announced, sounding genuinely impressed. “Which prize would you like, miss?”

“The bear,” Riley said immediately, pointing to the massive teddy bear she’d asked me to win. “The big one with the bow tie.”

The attendant unhooked it and handed it over. The bear was so large that he nearly disappeared behind it as she accepted it.

“For you,” she said, turning and presenting me with the giant teddy. “Every good date deserves a souvenir.”

I felt heat creep up my neck as I accepted the enormous plush animal. “I thought I was supposed to be winning prizes for you,” I mumbled, hugging the bear to my chest.

Riley stepped closer, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. The gesture was so gentle, so intimate that I felt my breath catch.

“Who says we have to follow the rules?” she murmured, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. “Besides, you look cute holding my bear.”

“Your bear?” I managed to ask, my voice embarrassingly breathless.

“Well,” she said, her lips curving into a smile that was nothing like the exaggerated princess pout she’d been sporting all evening, “I did win him. But I’m happy to share custody if you’re willing to negotiate terms.”

The look in her eyes made my heart race. I suddenly became acutely aware of how close we were standing, of the way the carnival lights caught the green flecks in her eyes, of how despite the ridiculous dress, she was still unmistakably Riley – strong, confident, and looking at me like I was the prize she really wanted to win.


Chapter 3

The giant teddy bear was becoming a third wheel between us, both a shield and a witness to whatever was happening. I hugged it tight as we walked away from the game booth.

“I can’t believe you actually won this thing,” I said, my voice muffled against the bear’s soft fur.

“I can’t believe you doubted me.” Riley reached out and took my free hand, her fingers intertwining with mine as naturally as breathing.

We’d held hands countless times before: dragging each other through crowded parties, steadying each other after too many drinks, comforting each other through breakups. But this felt different. Her palm was warm against mine, her grip firm yet gentle. She swung our joined hands between us like we were schoolgirls, but the electricity running up my arm told a different story.

“Where to next?” she asked, the sequins on her ridiculous dress catching the neon lights around us.

I swallowed hard, suddenly aware of every point of contact between our skin. “Maybe just… walk for a bit?”

The boardwalk stretched before us, alive with sounds and smells and movement. Families with sticky-fingered children, teenagers huddled in laughing groups, couples walking close together. And us—whatever we were in this moment.

Riley squeezed my hand. “Penny for your thoughts? You’ve got that crease between your eyebrows.”

“It’s nothing,” I lied, clutching the bear tighter.

“Liv.” She stopped walking, tugging me to a halt beside her. “Talk to me. For real this time.”

We’d drifted to the edge of the boardwalk, away from the main crowd. The ocean stretched dark and endless beyond the railing, waves crashing rhythmically against the shore below. I set the teddy bear down on a nearby bench and leaned against the railing, Riley’s hand still in mine.

“I’m scared,” I admitted finally, my voice barely audible above the sound of the waves.

“Of what?” She moved closer, her shoulder touching mine.

“Everything.” I stared out at the water. “What if I’m terrible at dating women? What if I’m just going through a phase? What if I come out and my parents freak out? What if—” My voice caught. “What if I end up alone?”

“Hey.” Riley turned me to face her, both her hands holding mine now. The ridiculous dress made her look absurd, but her eyes were serious. “First of all, you’re not terrible at this. You’re doing great.”

“I couldn’t even win you a teddy bear,” I pointed out.

“Doesn’t matter. You showed up. That’s half the battle.” She squeezed my hands. “As for the rest, nobody has it all figured out, Liv. Not even me.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, smiling despite myself. “You seem pretty confident in that dress.”

“Trust me, under all this tulle, I’m just making it up as I go along like everyone else.” Riley’s eyes softened. “But that’s part of the adventure, right?”

Just as I was about to respond, Riley’s attention suddenly shifted over my shoulder, her face lighting up with mischievous delight.

“Oh my god, Liv, look!” She pointed behind me, bouncing on her toes and making the dress poof out even more. “The Haunted Mansion! We have to go!”

I turned to see the faded facade of the boardwalk’s ancient haunted house ride, complete with plastic skeletons and unconvincing cobwebs. The peeling paint and flickering sign had probably been there since our parents were teenagers.

“Really?” I raised an eyebrow. “That’s what you want to do?”

Riley waggled her eyebrows. “If you’re looking for things to be scared of, I can give you something real to fear.” She dropped her voice to a spooky whisper. “The terrifying cardboard vampires of the Haunted Mansion!”

I laughed, shaking my head. “That ride is so lame. The scariest thing in there is probably the mold growing on the walls.”

“Exactly!” Riley tugged at my hand, already pulling me toward the attraction. “It’s perfect! It’s a boardwalk classic. Plus, it’s dark…” Her voice trailed off suggestively.

“What are you, sixteen?” I teased, but my pulse quickened at the implication.

“Come on, it’ll be fun,” she insisted.

“You’re impossible,” I said, but I was already following her toward the dilapidated attraction, my heart doing a little skip that had nothing to do with the prospect of fake ghosts.

The bored teenage attendant barely glanced at us as we approached, though he did a slight double-take at Riley’s dress before waving us through with a monotone “Keep your hands and feet inside the car at all times.”

We climbed into one of the small black cars, the vinyl seats cracked with age. Riley’s dress took up most of the space, a cloud of pink tulle that seemed determined to suffocate us both. As she adjusted herself, her shoulder pressed against mine, warm and solid beneath the ridiculous fabric.

“Ready to be terrified?” she asked, wiggling her fingers in a mock-scary gesture as our car jerked forward, entering the darkness with a mechanical groan.

“Oh no, a plastic skeleton,” I deadpanned as we rolled past the first sad attempt at horror. “However will I sleep tonight?”

Riley snorted, her laugh echoing in the narrow tunnel. “Look, that ghost is literally just a sheet hanging from fishing line.”

“Groundbreaking special effects,” I agreed, relaxing into the moment. The ride was exactly as cheesy as I remembered from childhood trips to the boardwalk—poorly lit scenes of generic monsters, the occasional burst of air meant to startle riders, and a soundtrack of moans and creaks playing through ancient speakers.

As we rounded a corner, a mechanical werewolf lunged half-heartedly toward our car, its movements jerky and predictable.

“Oh no!” Riley gasped dramatically, flinging herself against me. “Hold me, Liv, I’m scared!”

Her weight against my side sent a jolt through me that had nothing to do with the lackluster scare attempt. She was warm and solid, her face inches from mine in the dim light, close enough that I could see the mischief dancing in her eyes.

“You’re ridiculous,” I whispered, but I didn’t push her away.

She stayed pressed against me, her arm now wrapped around mine, her head resting slightly on my shoulder. The ride continued its slow crawl through the darkness, but I was no longer paying attention to the half-hearted frights. All I could focus on was Riley’s breath against my neck, the weight of her body against mine, the way her fingers had somehow found mine in the darkness.

I don’t know what came over me. Maybe it was the darkness of the ride cocooning us from reality, or the way her body felt against mine, or how the ridiculous pink dress somehow made her more Riley than ever. Whatever it was, I turned my face toward hers and pressed my lips against her mouth.

For one terrifying second, she froze against me. My heart stopped, fear flooding my system—I’d ruined everything. But then her lips softened, and she was kissing me back, her hand coming up to cup my face.

“Liv,” she whispered against my mouth, her voice rough with surprise.

I answered by deepening the kiss, my fingers tangling in her short hair. Everything else disappeared. The creaky ride, the fake monsters, the world outside. There was only Riley’s mouth on mine, her tongue tentatively meeting mine, her breath catching when I pulled her closer.

We nearly missed the camera flash; the cheesy souvenir photo capturing the moment. Neither of us cared. Her hands were everywhere, sliding under my sweater, tracing patterns on my skin that made me shiver. I bit her bottom lip gently, and the sound she made shot straight through me.

“Is this—are we—” I tried to ask between kisses, but she silenced me by pressing me back against the seat, her body half-covering mine despite the constraints of the small car.

“Don’t overthink it,” she murmured, trailing kisses down my neck. “Just feel.”

I gasped as her teeth grazed my collarbone, my hands clutching at the ridiculous tulle of her dress, trying to find her underneath all the fabric. The car lurched around a corner, sending us tumbling against each other, noses bumping painfully.

“Ow,” I laughed, rubbing my nose. “Maybe a haunted house ride isn’t the ideal make-out spot.”

“Maybe not,” Riley whispered against my lips, her breath warm and sweet. “But I’m getting ideas.”

Before I could respond, light flooded our car as we emerged from the darkness. The ride slowed to a halt, the mechanical voice instructing us to “Please exit to your left and watch your step.”

Riley disentangled herself from me, her eyes bright in a way I’d never seen before. She climbed out of the car, her dress catching momentarily on the safety bar before she yanked it free. Then she turned, extending her hand to me.

“Come with me,” she said, her voice low and urgent.


Chapter 4

I took her hand without hesitation, my legs wobbly as I grabbed the stuffed bear and stepped out of the car. Without another word, she pulled me through the exit, past the photo booth where our kiss was now displayed on a monitor (the bored attendant barely glancing up as we rushed by), and back onto the boardwalk.

But instead of stopping, Riley kept going, tugging me toward a set of wooden stairs that led down to the beach. Her grip was firm, determined, sending little pulses of electricity up my arm with each step.

“Where are we—” I started to ask.

“Just trust me,” she called over her shoulder, already descending the stairs, her ridiculous dress bouncing with each step.

The moment her feet hit the sand, she kicked off her shoes, leaving them haphazardly at the bottom of the steps. I followed suit, the cool sand between my toes grounding me as Riley pulled me along the shoreline.

She was running now, laughing as she gathered handfuls of her dress to keep it from dragging in the sand. Her joy was infectious, and soon I was laughing too, breathless as we raced away from the lights and noise of the boardwalk.

“Slow down!” I gasped, but she just flashed me a grin over her shoulder and kept going.

The beach curved gently, and as we rounded the bend, I saw where she was headed. A cluster of massive boulders jutted out from the base of the cliff, creating a natural alcove that was hidden from view of the boardwalk. The tide was out, leaving a perfect pocket of dry sand nestled between the rocks.

Riley finally slowed as we approached, releasing my hand only to climb over a smaller rock that formed a natural barrier to the secluded spot.

“I found this place last summer,” she explained, holding out her hand to help me over. “It’s like a secret room.”

She was right. The boulders created a semicircle against the cliff face, sheltering a patch of sand about the size of a small bedroom. The sounds of the boardwalk were muffled here, replaced by the gentle rhythm of waves and the occasional cry of a seagull. The only light came from the moon and the distant glow of the boardwalk, casting everything in soft blue shadows.

I stood there for a moment, taking in the secret hideaway and the woman before me. In the moonlight, Riley’s ridiculous dress seemed to glow with an ethereal quality, making her look like some strange, beautiful sea creature washed ashore. Our eyes met across the small space, and something shifted in the air between us.

In two quick strides, Riley closed the distance. Her hands found my waist and she guided me backward until I felt the cool, rough surface of the boulder against my back. Then her lips were on mine, soft but insistent, picking up where we’d left off on the ride. My arms wrapped around her neck instinctively, pulling her closer as I returned her kiss with newfound confidence.

Everything about this felt right in a way I hadn’t expected. The press of her body against mine, the taste of salt on her lips, the small sound she made when I ran my fingers through her short hair – it all felt like coming home to a place I’d never been before.

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long,” she whispered against my mouth, her breath warm on my face.

“Why didn’t you?” I asked, surprised at the huskiness in my own voice.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching mine in the dim light. “I didn’t want to rush you. I wasn’t sure if you were figuring things out or if you might… feel this way about me.”

I laughed softly. “I didn’t know myself until tonight.”

“And now?” Her fingers traced my jawline, sending shivers down my spine.

Instead of answering, I pulled her back to me, kissing her with all the certainty I suddenly felt. Her hands slid under my sweater, palms flat against my bare skin, leaving trails of heat wherever they touched. I gasped against her mouth as her fingers brushed the underside of my breast.

“Is this okay?” she murmured, hesitating.

“More than okay,” I breathed, arching into her touch.

With a boldness I didn’t know I possessed, I tugged at the zipper of her ridiculous dress, slowly pulling it down her back. She laughed against my neck.

“I knew this dress would come in handy,” she said, stepping out of the dress. Underneath, she wore simple black boyshorts and a sports bra, her body strong and lean in the moonlight.

“You planned this?” I asked, unable to take my eyes off her.

She shook her head, gathering up the dress and spreading it out on the sand like a makeshift blanket. “Not this exactly. But I hoped… something might happen.”

I stepped toward her, suddenly shy despite everything we’d already shared. “I’ve never… with a woman…”

“We don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for,” she said, taking my hands in hers. “We can just kiss, or talk, or—”

I silenced her with my lips on hers, pressing my body against her lean frame. In that moment, I knew exactly what I wanted.

“I’m ready,” I whispered, my fingers finding the hem of my sweater. With one fluid motion, I pulled it over my head and let it fall to the sand.

Riley’s eyes darkened as she took me in, standing there in just my bra and jeans. The ocean breeze raised goosebumps on my exposed skin, but I didn’t feel cold, not with the way she was looking at me.

“You’re so beautiful,” she murmured, reaching out to trace the curve of my waist with gentle fingers.

I guided her hand to the clasp of my bra. Her fingers fumbled slightly, a rare moment of uncertainty from my usually confident Riley, before the fabric loosened and fell away. I heard her sharp intake of breath and felt a surge of power at the effect I was having on her.

She lowered me gently onto the makeshift bed of her ridiculous prom dress, the tulle scratchy against my bare back, but I hardly noticed. All I could focus on was Riley above me, her eyes reflecting the moonlight as she looked down at me with such tenderness it made my heart ache.

“I’ll go slow,” she promised, lowering herself to kiss me again. “Tell me if you want to stop.”

But stopping was the furthest thing from my mind as her lips traveled from my mouth to my neck, then lower, tracing a path between my breasts. When her mouth closed around my nipple, I gasped, arching into her touch. Her hands were everywhere—stroking my sides, cupping my breasts, sliding down to unbutton my jeans.

I lifted my hips to help her as she tugged my jeans down my legs, leaving me in just my underwear on the absurd pink bed of sequins and tulle. I should have felt exposed, vulnerable, but all I felt was desire, hot and insistent, pooling between my legs where I ached for her touch.

“Your turn,” I whispered, tugging at her sports bra. She sat back on her heels, pulling it over her head in one smooth motion.

The sight of her bare chest in the moonlight took my breath away. She was all lean muscle and subtle curves, her skin pale against the night. I reached up to touch her, marveling at the softness of her skin over the firmness beneath. When my thumb brushed across her nipple, she let out a small sound that sent heat rushing through me.

“Come here,” I breathed, pulling her back down to me.

Our bare chests pressed together as we kissed, skin against skin, and the sensation was electric. Her thigh slipped between mine, pressing against the place where I needed it the most.

The pressure of her thigh sent a jolt of pleasure through me so intense I couldn’t hold back the loud moan that escaped my lips. The sound echoed against the rocks around us, surprising even me with its urgency.

“Oh!” I gasped, looking down at where her muscular thigh was pressed firmly between my legs, rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm that was driving me crazy. I hadn’t expected this, hadn’t known it could feel this good with just this contact.

Riley’s laugh was soft and warm against my ear. “You have a lot to learn about how girls have sex, Liv,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “There are so many ways to make you feel good.”

Her words sent another wave of heat through me. I looked up at her, at the confidence in her eyes, at the way she moved against me with such certainty.

“Teach me,” I breathed, wrapping my arms around her neck to pull her closer. “I want you to teach me everything.”

Something flashed in her eyes. Hunger, desire, and something deeper that made my heart race even faster. “Everything?” she asked, her thigh still moving between my legs, creating the most amazing friction against my underwear.

“Everything,” I confirmed, surprising myself with my boldness.

The smile that spread across her face was pure heat. “God, that’s hot,” she murmured, lowering her mouth to mine for a deep, consuming kiss.

Her hands slid down my sides, fingers hooking into the waistband of my underwear. “First lesson,” she said, slowly dragging the fabric down my legs, “is that sometimes less is more.”

I lifted my hips to help her, feeling strangely powerful in my nakedness as she looked down at me with undisguised appreciation. The night air was cool against my exposed skin, but I felt nothing but heat.

“You’re so beautiful,” she whispered, her fingertips tracing patterns on my inner thighs, moving higher with each pass but never quite touching where I needed her most. “Second lesson: anticipation is everything.”

I squirmed beneath her touch, my body aching for more. “Riley, please…”

“Patience,” she smiled, lowering her head to press kisses along my collarbone, then down between my breasts. “Third lesson: it’s all about the journey.”

Her mouth continued its path downward, across my stomach, her tongue dipping briefly into my navel in a way that made me gasp. My fingers tangled in her short hair, not guiding, just holding on as if I might float away without her to anchor me.

When she reached the apex of my thighs, Riley paused. I felt her hovering there, so close I could feel the warmth radiating from her, yet not touching me. My body tensed with anticipation, every nerve ending alive and waiting.

Then I felt it—her breath, hot against my pussy. The contrast between her warm exhale and the cool night air sent a shiver through my entire body. I gasped, my hips lifting involuntarily toward her mouth.

“Riley,” I whimpered, my fingers tightening in her hair.

She looked up at me from between my thighs, her eyes dark with desire but playful too. Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and pressed the gentlest kiss against my clit; just the barest brush of her lips, but it sent electricity shooting through me.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, my back arching against the ridiculous dress beneath me.

“Still want me to teach you everything?” she murmured against me, her lips vibrating against my sensitive flesh.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Please don’t stop.”

She smiled against me, then parted my lips with her tongue in one long, slow stroke that made me cry out. My hands flew to my mouth, suddenly remembering where we were.

“Don’t hold back,” she whispered, her breath hot against my wetness. “I want to hear you.”

Before I could respond, her mouth was on me again, her tongue exploring every inch of me. It was nothing like I’d ever experienced. So soft yet so intense, so focused on my pleasure in a way no one had ever been before.

When her lips closed around my clit and sucked gently, I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped me. My hips bucked against her face, but she held me steady with strong hands on my thighs, opening me wider to her mouth.

“You taste so good,” she murmured, the vibration of her voice sending new waves of pleasure through me.

I looked down at her, at the sight of her between my legs, her eyes closed in concentration as she tasted me, and felt something break open inside my chest. This was Riley, my best friend and the person who knew me better than anyone, making me feel things I’d never imagined possible.

“I never knew it could be like this,” I whispered, reaching down to stroke her cheek.

She looked up at me, her mouth still moving against me, and the intensity in her eyes nearly broke me.

She lingered there, her lips brushing against me with such tenderness that tears pricked at my eyes. Each movement of her mouth was deliberate, unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world to explore me. Riley was worshipping every inch of me.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered against my inner thigh, pressing a soft kiss there before returning to the center of my pleasure.

Her tongue traced patterns I couldn’t follow, sometimes firm, sometimes feather-light, finding spots I never knew could feel so good. When I glanced down, I saw her eyes were closed, her expression one of complete absorption, like she was savoring the most exquisite meal.

“Does that feel good?” she murmured, looking up to meet my gaze without breaking contact.

“So good,” I breathed, my fingers gently combing through her hair. “I’ve never felt anything like this.”

She smiled against me, then returned to her task with renewed focus, her hands sliding beneath my thighs to lift me slightly, changing the angle. The new position sent sparks shooting through my body, and I couldn’t stop the long, low moan that escaped me.

There was something almost reverent in the way she tasted me, like she was discovering something precious with each stroke of her tongue. She wasn’t rushing, wasn’t trying to push me over the edge. Instead, she seemed content to simply explore, to learn what made me gasp and shiver.

“Riley,” I whispered, my voice breaking as she found a particularly sensitive spot.

She hummed in acknowledgment, the vibration adding yet another layer to the pleasure building inside me. Her hands caressed my thighs, my hips, my stomach, touching me everywhere she could reach while her mouth continued its gentle devotion.

I felt myself climbing higher, each sweep of her tongue bringing me closer to the edge. My breathing became shallow, my thighs trembling on either side of her head.

“I’m close,” I warned, not sure what the protocol was in this situation.

She looked up at me, her eyes dark and intent. “Let go,” she said softly. “I want to taste you when you cum.”

Her words alone nearly pushed me over the edge. When her mouth returned to me, more focused now but still achingly gentle, I couldn’t hold back any longer. The pleasure crested and broke, washing over me in waves that seemed to go on forever. I called out her name, my back arching off the ridiculous dress beneath me, my hands clutching at her hair.

Through it all, Riley stayed with me, her tongue gentling but never stopping, drawing out my pleasure until I was gasping and oversensitive. Only then did she press one final, reverent kiss to my clit.

I was still coming down from my high when Riley raised her head, a mischievous smile playing across her lips. My body felt boneless, utterly spent, as I watched her slowly crawl up my body until her face hovered above mine.

“You’re so sexy when you cum,” she whispered, her eyes darkening as she traced a finger down my stomach. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

I blinked up at her in confusion. “Not… done?” My voice was raspy, my breathing still uneven.

Her fingertips drifted lower, circling my still-sensitive clit with feather-light touches that made me jerk and gasp. The sensation was almost too much, bordering on painful yet somehow still pleasurable.

“What are you—” I started to ask, but my words dissolved into a sharp intake of breath as she continued her gentle exploration.

“Most women can cum more than once,” she said, her voice low and intimate. “Has no one ever shown you that before?”

I shook my head, embarrassed by my inexperience. The men I’d been with had always rolled over after their own climax, seemingly uninterested in anything beyond that single moment of pleasure. The idea that there could be more, that my body was capable of more, had never occurred to me.

“But I already…” I trailed off, not even sure how to articulate my confusion.

Riley’s smile was tender as she leaned down to kiss me softly. “Trust me,” she murmured against my lips. “Your body is just getting started.”

Before I could respond, I felt a new pressure—her fingers sliding lower, gathering my wetness before pressing gently into me. The sensation was entirely different from her mouth, more focused, more insistent.

“Oh!” I gasped as she slowly slid two fingers inside me, my body instinctively arching to meet her touch.

The fullness of her fingers inside me combined with the lingering sensitivity from my first orgasm created a sensation that was almost overwhelming in its intensity.

“Riley,” I breathed, my hands finding her shoulders, needing something to anchor me. “Please don’t stop.”

Her smile was radiant as she began to move her fingers slowly, curling them slightly with each thrust. The angle was different than anything I’d experienced before. More deliberate, somehow knowing exactly where to touch to make my entire body light up with pleasure.

“There’s a spot inside,” she explained, her voice husky as she watched my reactions carefully. “Right… here.”

Her fingers pressed against something that made me cry out, my back arching off the makeshift bed of tulle and sequins. It was like she’d touched a live wire inside me, sending electricity shooting through my entire body.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, establishing a rhythm that had me gasping.

Without warning, Riley moved, her fingers still inside me as she crawled up my body until we were face to face. Her eyes locked with mine, intense and dark with desire. The shift in position changed everything. Her fingers pressed deeper, hitting that perfect spot with each thrust as her weight settled partially on top of me.

“You feel so good,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a growl that sent shivers through me. “So wet for me.”

I gasped as her fingers picked up speed, the heel of her palm now grinding against my clit with each thrust. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

“Look at you,” she continued, her lips brushing against my ear. “So fucking sexy spread out beneath me like this.”

Her words shocked me—I’d never heard Riley talk like this—but the effect was immediate. Heat flooded through me, my hips rising to meet her hand.

“You like that?” she asked, nipping at my earlobe. “You like hearing how much I want to fuck you?”

“Yes,” I managed to breathe, my fingers digging into her shoulders.

“I can’t wait to strap you,” she growled against my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “Spread you out beneath me, fill you up, watch your face while I fuck you properly.”

I moaned at her words, the image flooding my mind: Riley above me, between my legs, wearing something that would let her be inside me while still being herself. The thought was overwhelming, exciting in ways I hadn’t anticipated.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked, her fingers maintained their relentless rhythm. “Me inside you like that?”

“Yes,” I gasped, not even embarrassed by how desperately I wanted it. “Please, Riley, I want that so much.”

Her smile was wicked, triumphant. “I knew you would. God, you’re so sexy like this.”

Her words pushed me closer to the edge, each dirty promise making me clench around her fingers. I’d never been talked to like this before, never known how much I’d love it.

“Next time,” she promised, her lips brushing against mine. “Next time I’ll bring my harness, and I’ll fuck you until you can’t remember your own name.”

My hips began to move on their own, grinding against Riley’s hand in desperate need. I couldn’t believe I was already so close again, the pressure building inside me like a tidal wave.

“That’s it,” Riley encouraged, her voice rough with desire. “Fuck my fingers, Liv. Show me how badly you want to cum again.”

I whimpered, my eyes fluttering closed as I chased the sensation. Every thrust of her fingers hit that perfect spot inside me. My entire body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alive and singing.

“I can’t—I don’t know if I—” I gasped, unsure if my body could handle this intensity again so soon.

“You can,” she insisted, her eyes locked on mine. “I can feel you getting tighter. You’re so close.”

My thighs began to tremble, my movements becoming erratic as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable peak. Riley curled her fingers just right, pressing firmly against that spot inside me that made my vision blur.

“Riley!” I cried out, my back arching off the dress beneath me as the orgasm crashed through me. This one was different. Deeper, more intense, radiating from my core outward until my entire body was consumed by it.

“Fuck yeah,” Riley whispered, her fingers still moving inside me, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure. “That’s it, baby. Keep cumming for me. Let me feel every second of it.”

I couldn’t stop the sounds escaping me, a string of broken moans and pleas as she expertly prolonged my orgasm. My inner walls clenched rhythmically around her fingers, my hips still rocking against her hand as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

“Such a good girl,” she murmured, her praise sending another jolt through me.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, when the pleasure bordered on too much, she gentled her touch, slowly easing me down. Her fingers remained inside me, but still now, letting me feel the aftershocks ripple through me.

I collapsed back against the makeshift bed of tulle, completely spent. My chest heaved with ragged breaths, my skin covered in a fine sheen of sweat despite the cool night air. I’d never felt so utterly wrung out, so completely satisfied.

“Holy shit,” I managed to whisper once I could form words again.

Riley grinned down at me, slowly withdrawing her fingers. The sensation made me shudder with oversensitivity. Without breaking eye contact, she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean, her eyelids fluttering closed in obvious pleasure.

When I finally managed to open my eyes, Riley was looking down at me with an expression of such tenderness it made my heart skip a beat.

“Are you okay?” she asked softly, brushing damp hair from my forehead.

I nodded, unable to form words yet. My body still tingled everywhere she’d touched me.


Chapter 5

As I gazed up at her and saw her eyes dark with desire, her lips swollen from kissing me—I realized something. This had all been about me. She’d given me the most incredible pleasure of my life, but I hadn’t even touched her.

“Your turn,” I whispered, finding my voice at last.

Riley shook her head, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “You don’t have to. This was about you.”

I pushed myself up onto my elbows, suddenly determined. “No. I want to.” I reached for her, pulling her into a deep kiss that left us both breathless. “I need to make you cum too.”

“Liv, really, you don’t—”

“I insist,” I said firmly, surprising myself with my boldness. Before she could protest further, I reached for the waistband of her boxers, yanking them down with newfound confidence.

Riley’s eyes widened, but she didn’t stop me. Instead, she shifted, helping me remove the last barrier between us. Once they were off, she sat back on her knees, her legs spreading slightly. The sight of her completely naked now, open and vulnerable in the moonlight, took my breath away.

I moved toward her, kneeling in front of her. Our positions were reversed now, but I felt none of the nervousness I might have expected. Instead, I felt a surge of desire so powerful it nearly overwhelmed me.

I leaned in to kiss her deeply, my tongue meeting hers as my hand slowly trailed down her torso. I felt her breath stop as my fingers dipped lower, sliding through soft curls until I finally, finally felt her.

“Oh my god,” I breathed against her mouth, melting at the feeling of her wetness. She was absolutely soaked, her juices coating my fingers instantly. The realization that I’d done this to her, that pleasuring me had made her this wet, sent a renewed pulse of desire through me.

“Told you I was enjoying myself,” she whispered, a slight tremor in her voice betraying her composure.

I explored her slowly, learning the contours of her with curious fingers. Everything was both familiar and foreign; the same basic geography as my own body, yet entirely different in the details. When my fingers brushed against her clit, I gasped in surprise. It was much larger than mine, swollen and prominent against my fingertips.

I circled my finger around it, mesmerized by how it responded to my touch. Every gentle brush made Riley’s breath stutter, her hips twitching forward slightly. I’d never thought about how different women’s bodies could be, how uniquely beautiful each one was. The size of her clit surprised me, fascinated me, turned me on in ways I hadn’t expected.

“You’re staring,” Riley whispered, her voice husky but tinged with vulnerability.

I looked up to meet her eyes. “It’s just… you’re different than me. Than what I’m used to.”

A knowing smile spread across her face as she recognized my fascination. “One of the perks of being with different women, we’re all unique.” She ran her fingers through my hair tenderly. “I love my big clit. Makes it feel so fucking good.”

The way she said it so confident, so unapologetic about her body, sent another wave of heat through me. Before I could overthink it, the words tumbled out.

“Can I… can I taste you? Like you did to me?” I whispered, my eyes fixed on the swollen bud between her legs.

Riley’s smile widened into a delighted grin. “God, yes,” she breathed, leaning back on her elbows. “I thought you’d never ask.”

My heart raced as I positioned myself between her legs, suddenly aware of how inexperienced I was. But the desire to please her, to make her feel as good as she’d made me feel, overwhelmed any hesitation.

I lowered my head slowly, breathing in her scent, musky, sweet, intoxicating. The first tentative lick made us both gasp; me at the unexpected taste, sharp and tangy yet somehow perfect, and Riley at the sensation of my tongue against her sensitive flesh.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, one hand coming to rest gently on the back of my head. “Just like that.”

Emboldened, I focused my attention on her clit, circling it with my tongue before taking it gently between my lips. The sound that escaped Riley’s throat was primal, desperate, making me throb with renewed desire despite my recent orgasms.

“Fuck, Liv,” she moaned as I sucked gently, experimenting with pressure and rhythm. “Your mouth feels amazing.”

I looked up to watch her face, needing to see her pleasure. Her head was thrown back, exposing the long line of her throat, her chest rising and falling with rapid breaths.

Growing bolder with each sound Riley made, I focused my attention on her magnificent clit, marveling at how different it felt against my tongue compared to the rest of her. It was firm yet yielding, and I couldn’t resist drawing it fully into my mouth. I sealed my lips around it, creating a gentle suction that made Riley cry out.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she gasped, her hands finding my hair.

I explored her with my mouth, letting her clit rest against my lips and then taking it deeper. The size of it allowed me to bob my head slightly, almost like I was performing a different act entirely. I found myself falling into a rhythm, drawing her in and out between my lips while my tongue swirled around the sensitive tip.

Riley remained on her knees above me, her thighs trembling on either side of my face. Her fingers threaded through my hair, tightening their grip as her pleasure mounted. Then, almost imperceptibly at first, her hips began to move.

“Is this okay?” she whispered, rocking gently against my mouth.

I hummed my approval, the vibration making her gasp. Her movements became more deliberate, carefully thrusting into my mouth while still letting me control the pressure. The intimacy of it, of her fucking my mouth while I pleasured her, sent a fresh wave of arousal through my already spent body.

“God, Liv, your mouth,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “So good, baby.”

I gripped her thighs, steadying her as her movements became more urgent. Her clit pulsed against my tongue, growing even harder as she approached her climax. I could feel her getting closer, her breathing turning ragged, her thrusts becoming less controlled.

“Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. I was intoxicated by her taste, her sounds, the way her body responded to my touch. I wanted to give her the same earth-shattering pleasure she’d given me.

Her thighs began to quiver more intensely, her grip on my hair almost painful now. I doubled my efforts, sucking harder while my tongue lashed against her sensitive flesh. The combination proved too much for her.

“Liv!” she cried out, her body going rigid as the orgasm hit her. Her clit throbbed powerfully against my tongue as she came, her hips jerking uncontrollably against my face.

I held on, keeping my mouth on her through every pulse and shudder, only gentling my touch when I felt her begin to come down. As her breathing slowed, I placed one final, reverent kiss against her before pulling away to look up at her.

Riley stared down at me, her eyes wide and dazed, her chest heaving. “Holy shit,” she breathed.

“Was that… okay?” I asked, suddenly shy again despite everything we’d just done.

Riley pulled me up into her arms and kissed me deeply, her lips soft against mine. I could taste myself on her mouth, mingling with her own flavor on my tongue. When she finally pulled away, her eyes were shining in the moonlight.

“It was perfect,” she whispered, brushing my hair back from my face. “You were perfect.”

My chest swelled with a strange mix of pride and vulnerability. “Really? I had no idea what I was doing.”

“That makes it even better,” she said, her voice husky as she traced her thumb across my lower lip. “Watching you discover this part of yourself… with me…” She shook her head slightly, as if she couldn’t quite believe it. “It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced.”

We sank down together onto her ridiculous dress, our bodies intertwining naturally as we faced each other. The night air was cool on our bare skin, but everywhere we touched was warm, alive. I ran my fingertips along her collarbone, marveling at how different this felt from any intimacy I’d known before.

“I can’t believe we did this on a beach,” I laughed softly, suddenly aware of our surroundings again. “On your mom’s prom dress, no less.”

Riley’s eyes crinkled with amusement. “The dress has finally fulfilled its destiny.”

I snorted, burying my face against her shoulder. “You’re ridiculous.”

“You love it,” she countered, pulling me closer.

The word “love” hung in the air between us, neither of us quite ready to examine it too closely. Instead, I traced patterns on her skin, memorizing the curves and planes of her body with my fingertips.

“So,” I ventured after a comfortable silence, “was this how you planned for our practice date to end?”

Riley laughed, the sound rumbling through her chest against mine. “Not exactly. I just wanted to help you feel comfortable with dating women.” She kissed my forehead gently. “Though I can’t say I’m disappointed with this outcome.”

“Me neither,” I admitted, feeling a blush spread across my cheeks. “But what happens now?”

Her expression grew serious as she studied my face. “What do you want to happen?”

I bit my lip, suddenly afraid to voice the thoughts swirling in my mind. This was Riley—my best friend, my confidante. What if crossing this line changed everything? What if we couldn’t go back?

But then again, did I want to go back?

“I want…” I started, then paused, gathering my courage. “I want more than just a practice date.”

The smile that spread across Riley’s face was like watching the sun rise. “Good,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss me again. “Because I’ve been waiting for you to figure that out for awhile.”

I reached out and pulled Riley into my arms, holding her close as the waves crashed rhythmically against the shore. In that moment, with the moonlight bathing us and the sound of distant boardwalk music floating on the breeze, everything felt right in a way I’d never experienced before.

As we held each other on that beach, I realized that what had started as a fake date had become the most real thing in my life. Tomorrow would bring questions and conversations and the complicated business of turning a friendship into something more. But for now, with Riley in my arms and the endless ocean before us, everything was perfectly, beautifully simple.
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Kissing my Lesbian Best Friend

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G6LFSHGZ

Jenn is determined to get a kiss at midnight on New Year’s Eve. It’s tradition, she insists, even as she shoots down every boy at the party with a growing sense of panic and frustration.

Home from college for Christmas break, surrounded by familiar faces and old habits, nothing feels right. Except Miranda, her best friend. The one teasing her and watching Jenn spiral with a knowing smile.

When midnight hits and Jenn is still kissless, Miranda makes her move. One bold kiss that comes with a spark that makes everything click. Suddenly Jenn understands exactly why no boy ever felt right.

They disappear into a quiet room, nervous and eager, discovering each other the way first times demand. By the time the fireworks fade, Jenn’s ringing in the new year with a desire she can’t unlearn and the girl who’s been beside her all along.
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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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