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Her Sweet Sleepover





Chapter One

The late afternoon sun was still warm when Celeste pulled up to Amanda’s familiar two-story house on Maple Street. Her heart did a little flip as she parked her beat-up little Honda and grabbed her overnight bag from the passenger seat. It felt surreal being back here after two whole years away. The last time she’d slept over at Amanda’s, they were both fresh out of high school, giggling about prom dresses and college applications. Now they were nineteen, and everything felt… different.

Celeste smoothed down her wavy chestnut hair, checked her reflection in the rearview mirror, and took a deep breath. God, why am I so nervous? It’s just Amanda. My best friend. But the truth was, the time apart had changed things in ways she couldn’t quite explain. Late-night video calls and endless texting had kept them connected, but it wasn’t the same as curling up together on the couch, sharing secrets, or accidentally brushing legs under a blanket. During those lonely months in the new city, Celeste had found herself thinking about Amanda more than she expected — not just missing her bestie, but wondering about the softness of her laugh, the way her hugs felt, the curve of her body when she wore those tiny shorts…

She shook the thought away, cheeks already warming. Stop it. It’s a sleepover. Pizza, movies, gossip.. Normal stuff.

Before she could overthink it any longer, the front door flew open and Amanda came bounding down the walkway in nothing but a thin white crop top and pastel pink sleep shorts that barely covered the bottom of her round, juicy ass. Her blonde hair was up in a messy ponytail, and her full C-cup tits bounced lightly with every excited step.

“Celeste! Oh my god, you’re finally here!” Amanda squealed, throwing her arms around her in a tight, lingering hug. Celeste breathed in the familiar scent of Amanda’s vanilla body spray mixed with something warmer, more intimate. The hug pressed their bodies together for a second longer than usual, Amanda’s soft breasts squishing gently against Celeste’s smaller ones.

“Happy early birthday,” Celeste mumbled into her shoulder, smiling despite the flutter in her stomach. “I can’t believe your parents actually left you the house for the whole weekend.”

Amanda pulled back but kept her hands on Celeste’s waist, grinning wide. “Right? Best birthday present ever. No parents, no little brother, just us like old times — except better, because you’re finally back home where you belong.” She gave Celeste’s sides a playful squeeze. “Come on, bring your stuff in. I already ordered pizza and I’ve got cupcakes ready to decorate. We’re doing this sleepover properly.”

Celeste followed her inside, bag slung over her shoulder. The house smelled like fresh popcorn and Amanda’s favorite strawberry candle. The living room had been completely transformed: a massive blanket fort took up most of the floor, built with every pillow and comforter in the house, fairy lights strung across the ceiling, and a huge pile of snacks waiting on the coffee table. The TV was paused on the menu screen of some cheesy rom-com.

“Wow… you really went all out,” Celeste said, laughing softly as she set her bag down. Inside, her mind was racing. She did all this for me? For us? It made the two years apart feel even more real, and the reunion feel strangely electric.

Amanda flopped onto the pile of blankets, patting the spot next to her. “Duh. My favorite girl is back in town and it’s my birthday. I wanted our first real sleepover in forever to be perfect.” She tilted her head, eyes sparkling with that familiar teasing warmth. “I missed you so much, you know. Texting and FaceTime were nice, but… it’s not the same as having you here. Like, actually here.”

Celeste kicked off her shoes and joined her on the blankets, sitting cross-legged. Her oversized band t-shirt rode up a little, exposing a sliver of her smooth belly. She tugged it down self-consciously. “I missed you too. The new place was okay, but everything felt… off without you around. No one else gets my weird jokes or remembers that time we tried to bake cookies at 2 a.m. and almost burned down your kitchen.”

Amanda laughed, the sound bright and bubbly. “God, don’t remind me. My mom still brings that up.” She reached over and gently tucked a strand of Celeste’s chestnut hair behind her ear, her fingers lingering for a moment against her cheek. “But you’re back now. And tonight we’re making up for lost time. Pizza should be here any minute, then we can change into comfy stuff, eat way too much sugar, and watch movies until we pass out. Sound good?”

Celeste nodded, feeling her cheeks heat up again from the casual touch. “Yeah. That sounds perfect.”

They spent the next hour catching up properly while demolishing a large pepperoni pizza and decorating chocolate cupcakes with too much frosting. Amanda told stories about the last two years — silly college parties she’d dragged herself to, the terrible dates she’d been on, how she’d thought about Celeste every time something funny or annoying happened. Celeste shared quieter tales of the new city, the loneliness that crept in at night, and how relieved she was to be back.

As they finished the last cupcake, Amanda stood up and stretched, her crop top riding up to show the soft curve of her waist and the waistband of her tiny shorts. “Okay, pajamas time! I’m not staying in real clothes for our epic blanket fort. You brought something comfy, right?”

Celeste swallowed, suddenly very aware of how thin her own sleepwear was. “Uh, yeah. Just an oversized t-shirt and some shorts… well, more like panties, but they’re comfy.”

Amanda grinned mischievously. “Perfect. Go change in the if you want, or you can just do it here — it’s only us.” She winked and peeled off her crop top right there, revealing a lacy white bralette that barely contained her full, bouncy breasts. Her nipples were faintly visible through the thin fabric.

Celeste’s mouth went a little dry. She quickly looked away, busying herself with her bag. Okay, breathe. She’s always been like this. Confident. Free. It’s fine. But her pulse was beating faster than it should have been for something as simple as changing clothes.

Amanda shimmied out of her shorts next, leaving her in just the bralette and matching pink panties that hugged her thick thighs and the generous curve of her ass. “Your turn, shy girl. Don’t be weird — we used to change in front of each other all the time.”

Celeste laughed nervously and turned her back slightly, pulling off her jeans and t-shirt. She slipped into her oversized gray band tee, which fell just past her hips, and kept her soft white cotton panties on. When she turned around, Amanda was already back on the blankets, looking her up and down with an appreciative little smile.

“God, you still look exactly the same… but somehow even cuter,” Amanda said softly, patting the spot beside her again. “Come here. Let’s start the movie and get cozy. We’ve got all night to catch up properly.”

Celeste crawled into the fort, the fairy lights casting a soft glow over both of them. As she settled in next to Amanda, their bare legs brushed together under the shared blanket. A tiny spark shot through her at the contact.

This is going to be a long night… but in the best way, she thought, smiling despite the nervous flutter in her chest.


Chapter Two

They snuggled deeper into the blanket fort, the pile of pillows and comforters making everything feel soft and safe. Amanda grabbed the remote and hit play on the rom-com they’d both seen a dozen times — the one with the clumsy best friends who accidentally fall for each other. Fairy lights twinkled overhead like tiny stars, and the half-empty bottle of sweet strawberry wine they’d “borrowed” from Amanda’s parents’ cabinet sat between them.

Celeste took a small sip from her glass, the sugary liquid warming her throat. It tasted like summer and bad decisions, but in the best way. “This movie is so cheesy,” she giggled, pulling the shared blanket higher over their laps. Their bare legs were touching again — warm skin on warm skin — and she tried not to think too hard about how nice it felt.

Amanda laughed, leaning her head against Celeste’s shoulder. “That’s why we love it. Plus, the girls in it are hot. Remember when we watched this in high school and you got all quiet during that one scene?” She nudged Celeste playfully with her elbow. “You still do that shy thing when something cute happens on screen.”

Celeste’s cheeks flushed pink. God, she remembers everything. “I do not,” she protested weakly, taking another sip of wine to hide her smile. The alcohol was already making her feel loose and a little brave. “It’s just… the acting is terrible. And the plot is ridiculous.”

“Uh-huh. Sure.” Amanda refilled both their glasses, her body shifting closer so their hips pressed together under the blanket. Her thin bralette and tiny pink panties left very little to the imagination, and every time she moved, Celeste caught a glimpse of soft, smooth skin and the gentle swell of her full breasts.

As the movie played, the two girls on screen shared a flirty moment — laughing, touching arms, leaning in way too close. The tension between the characters crackled, and suddenly the living room felt a little warmer. Celeste squirmed slightly, her cotton panties feeling a tiny bit damp against her skin. She told herself it was just the wine.

Amanda noticed. “You okay?” she asked softly, her voice playful but gentle. “You’re all fidgety tonight.”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Celeste said quickly, tucking a strand of her wavy chestnut hair behind her ear. “Just… it’s weird being back here after so long. Everything feels the same, but also… not. Like, I missed this so much — just us, no distractions, no one else around. When I was away, I kept thinking about all our old sleepovers. How we’d stay up talking until the sun came up.”

Amanda smiled, her blue eyes soft in the fairy light glow. “I thought about that too. A lot. The house felt empty without you crashing here every weekend. Texting was nice, but I missed hearing your laugh in person and the way you’d steal all the blankets.” She paused, then added with a little grin, “And honestly? I missed how you always looked so cute when you got embarrassed about something.”

Celeste laughed nervously, her doe eyes widening. “Stop it. You’re making me blush already.” She’s flirting with me.

“Good. You’re pretty when you blush.” Amanda took a big sip of wine, then set her glass down. The movie’s flirty scene continued in the background, the two girls now sharing a lingering hug that looked a little too intimate. Amanda’s leg shifted, her thick thigh brushing more deliberately against Celeste’s smoother one. “We should do something fun tonight. Like old times, but… upgraded. Truth or Dare? No holding back this time, since we’ve got the whole house to ourselves and two years of catching up to do.”

Celeste bit her lip, the idea sending a little thrill through her. The wine made it sound exciting instead of scary. “Okay… but you go first. And nothing too crazy at the start.”

“Deal.” Amanda turned toward her, cross-legged on the blankets, her full breasts jiggling slightly in the bralette. “Truth or Dare, Celeste?”

“Truth,” Celeste said, her voice a little breathy.

Amanda leaned in closer, her vanilla scent wrapping around them. “What’s the one thing you missed most about me while you were gone? Be honest.”

Celeste hesitated, her heart beating faster. She thought about all the lonely nights, the secret little fantasies that had started creeping in during the last year apart. “I missed… how safe I feel with you. How you always make me laugh even when I’m overthinking everything. And… I missed the way we could just be close without it being weird. Like this.” She gestured between them, their bodies almost touching.

Amanda’s smile softened, but there was a spark in her eyes. “That’s really sweet. I missed that too. Your turn — ask me.”

Celeste took another sip of wine for courage. “Truth or Dare?”

“Dare,” Amanda said immediately, grinning wickedly.

Celeste’s mind raced for something light. “I dare you to… eat the rest of that cupcake with your hands behind your back. No using fingers.”

Amanda burst out laughing. “Oh, you’re evil.” She grabbed the half-eaten chocolate cupcake, put her hands behind her back, and leaned forward to take messy bites. Frosting ended up on her lips and a little on her chin. She looked ridiculous and adorable, giggling the whole time.

Celeste couldn’t stop smiling as she watched, a warm flutter growing low in her belly. When Amanda finally finished, she licked her lips dramatically. “Your turn again. Truth or Dare, shy girl?”

The movie played on, the on-screen tension mirroring the soft, growing charge in the room. Celeste felt the wine buzzing pleasantly in her veins and the heat from Amanda’s body so close to hers.

“Truth,” she said again, though part of her wondered what would happen if she said Dare.

Amanda’s eyes sparkled as she wiped the last bit of frosting from her mouth. “Alright… tell me something you’ve never told anyone else about what happened while you were away. Something small, but real.”

Celeste’s pulse quickened. She could keep it light… or let a tiny crack of honesty slip through. The blanket fort suddenly felt smaller, more intimate, like the two years apart had only made this moment sweeter — and a little more dangerous.

Amanda waited, her blue eyes bright with curiosity and a hint of mischief. The fairy lights made her skin glow softly, highlighting the curve of her full breasts in that thin bralette and the smooth expanse of her thick thighs.

Celeste swallowed, the wine making her thoughts a little fuzzy and warm. She thought about the quiet nights away — scrolling through her phone, wondering what Amanda was doing, sometimes letting her hand drift between her legs while imagining soft curves instead of hard lines. But she wasn’t ready to say that yet.

“Um… while I was gone, I started taking long showers,” Celeste said softly, cheeks burning. “Like, really long ones. The new apartment had this detachable showerhead, and I… experimented a little. Nothing crazy, but it felt good to just… explore. I never told anyone because… well, why would I?”

Amanda’s eyebrows rose, and she let out a delighted little laugh. “Oh my god, that’s adorable. And hot. I love that you told me.” She reached over and gave Celeste’s knee a gentle squeeze, her fingers lingering on the bare skin just below the hem of the oversized t-shirt. “Your turn to dare me, then.”

Celeste felt the touch like a spark. Her cotton panties were starting to feel a little warmer and damper against her puffy little pussy. It’s just the wine and the closeness. Calm down. “Okay… Dare. I dare you to give me a back massage for two minutes. Like you used to when we’d study for finals.”

Amanda grinned. “Easy. Turn around, shy girl.”

Celeste shifted onto her stomach, pillowing her head on her arms. Amanda moved behind her, straddling her hips lightly so her weight settled warmly over Celeste’s ass. The contact made Celeste’s breath hitch. Amanda’s hands — soft and confident — slipped under the oversized t-shirt and began rubbing slow circles along her lower back, thumbs pressing into tight muscles.

“Mmm, you’re tense,” Amanda murmured, her voice lower than before. “All that moving stress? Or just nervous about being back with me?” Her fingers worked higher, brushing the sides of Celeste’s ribcage, dangerously close to the swell of her small perky breasts.

Celeste let out a soft sigh, melting into the blankets. “Both, maybe. It feels really good though…”

The two minutes stretched deliciously. Amanda’s thighs squeezed gently against Celeste’s hips, and every so often her bralette-clad breasts would brush against Celeste’s back as she leaned in. When the time was up, Amanda gave her a playful pat on the ass. “There. All loosened up. Your turn — Truth or Dare?”

“Dare,” Celeste said before she could overthink it. The wine and the massage had made her bolder.

Amanda’s smile turned playful. “I dare you to let me paint your toenails. But you have to sit with your feet in my lap while I do it.”

Celeste laughed. “That’s not even scary!”

“Yet,” Amanda teased, grabbing a bottle of bright pink nail polish from the snack table. She patted her lap, and Celeste obediently swung her legs over, resting her bare feet on Amanda’s thick, warm thighs. As Amanda carefully applied the polish, her free hand casually stroked up and down Celeste’s calf, fingertips tracing light patterns on her smooth skin.

They chatted easily while the polish dried — more stories from the two years apart, inside jokes, memories of sneaking out to the park at midnight. But the touches were adding up. Amanda’s hand kept wandering higher, brushing the sensitive skin behind Celeste’s knee, then back down.

When the nails were done, Amanda blew gently on Celeste’s toes to dry them. The cool breath sent a shiver straight up Celeste’s legs. “Cute. Now they match my favorite color. Truth or Dare?”

“Truth,” Celeste breathed, her heart beating faster.

Amanda set the polish aside and leaned back against the pillows, pulling Celeste’s legs a little closer so their bodies were more tangled under the blanket. “What’s something that made you smile every time you thought about coming back home?”

Celeste bit her lip. “You. Just… knowing I’d get to see you again. Hug you. Do dumb stuff like this.” Her voice softened. “The distance made me realize how much I took our closeness for granted. I don’t want to do that anymore.”

Amanda’s expression melted. “God, Celeste… same.” She shifted closer, their faces only inches apart now. “My turn. Dare me.”

Celeste’s mouth felt dry. The movie had long since ended, looping back to the menu screen, but neither of them cared. “I dare you to… hug me like you really missed me. A proper one.”

Amanda didn’t hesitate. She pulled Celeste into her arms, wrapping her up tight. Their bodies pressed fully together — soft breasts against small perky ones, bare thighs sliding against each other, Amanda’s round ass shifting as she adjusted. The hug lingered, turning into a slow, rocking embrace. Celeste could feel Amanda’s heartbeat against her chest and the warmth of her breath on her neck.

When they finally pulled back, both girls were breathing a little heavier. Amanda’s cheeks were flushed, her nipples now visibly harder beneath the thin bralette.

“Your turn,” Amanda whispered, her voice husky but still playful. “Truth or Dare, Celeste?”

Celeste’s pussy gave a little throb beneath her cotton panties. The air in the blanket fort felt thicker, sweeter. She looked at her best friend — the girl she’d missed so desperately — and felt the years apart melting away into something new and exciting.

“Dare,” she said softly.

Amanda’s eyes sparkled with heat. “Good girl. I dare you to take off your t-shirt and let me see what you’re wearing underneath. Fair’s fair — I’ve been half-naked this whole time.”

Celeste’s heart hammered. Her small tits rose and fell quickly under the gray fabric. It’s just a shirt. We’ve changed in front of each other before. But this felt different. More charged. More… intentional.

She gripped the hem of her oversized t-shirt, hesitated for one shy second, then slowly pulled it up and off, revealing her bare chest and the simple white cotton panties that were now noticeably damp between her legs.

Amanda’s gaze dropped, appreciative and warm. “Fuck… you’re so pretty, Celeste. Even prettier than I remembered.”

The compliment sent a rush of heat straight to Celeste’s core. She sat there in just her panties, small perky breasts on display, nipples tightening in the cool air, while Amanda looked at her like she was something delicious.

The game had just crossed its first real line, and both girls knew it.


Chapter Three

Celeste sat there in just her white cotton panties, her small perky breasts bare and nipples stiff from the cool air and the intensity of Amanda’s gaze. Her cheeks burned hot, but the wine and the warm, appreciative look on Amanda’s face made her feel strangely bold instead of embarrassed.

Oh my god, what am I doing? Celeste thought, her heart hammering. I’m literally topless in front of Amanda… sitting here with my tits out like it’s normal. Well… it’s not like we haven’t seen each other’s boobs before. We changed in the same locker room a million times in high school. This is fine. Totally fine. Just a game.

Amanda licked her lips, clearly enjoying the view. “Your turn to ask me, shy girl.”

Celeste swallowed, trying to steady her voice. “Truth or Dare?”

“Dare,” Amanda answered immediately, her full breasts rising and falling with each breath.

Celeste’s mind raced for something fun but not too scary. “I dare you to… twerk for me. Just thirty seconds. Like those videos we used to send each other.”

Amanda burst out laughing, her bouncy C-cups jiggling with the motion. “Oh, you’re bringing that back? Alright, challenge accepted.” She stood up on the blankets, turned around so her round, juicy ass faced Celeste, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny pink panties. With a teasing wiggle, she pulled them up higher between her cheeks, making the fabric disappear between her thick thighs. Then she started moving — confident, smooth, and way better than Celeste ever could. Her ass cheeks clapped softly as she twerked, hips rolling in a hypnotic rhythm. Her full breasts swayed heavily beneath her, and every bounce made the damp spot on her panties even more obvious.

Celeste watched, mesmerized. Holy shit… her ass looks so good like that. So round and soft. And she’s really doing it. A fresh wave of warmth flooded between her own legs, soaking the crotch of her cotton panties further. She pressed her thighs together subtly, trying to ease the growing ache.

“Time!” Amanda called, laughing as she dropped back down onto the blankets, flushed and breathing a little harder. “Your turn. Truth or Dare, Celeste?”

“Dare,” Celeste said, surprising herself with how quickly the word came out.

Amanda’s eyes sparkled with heat. “Okay… I dare you to twerk too. But you have to do it facing me so I can see your face — and your cute little tits bouncing while you do it.”

What? Facing her? With my boobs out? Celeste’s cheeks burned crimson. This is getting ridiculous. But… it’s Amanda. And she just did it. I can’t chicken out now. “Fine… but I’m bad at this,” she mumbled, standing up on shaky legs.

She turned slightly so she was mostly facing Amanda, then started moving her hips in small, awkward circles. Her small perky breasts jiggled cutely with each motion, nipples tight and sensitive. The movement made her soaked panties rub against her puffy pussy lips, sending little sparks of pleasure through her. By the time thirty seconds were up, she was giggling and embarrassed, but undeniably turned on.

Amanda clapped and cheered. “That was adorable! You’re so cute when you’re trying.” She reached out and gave Celeste’s hip a gentle, lingering squeeze. “I’ll go again. Truth or Dare?”

Celeste sat back down, still topless and now breathing faster. “Okay. Truth.”

Amanda leaned in closer, their bare knees touching. “Tell me honestly — are you getting wet right now from all this?”

Celeste whimpered softly, covering her face for a second. She’s really asking that? “Yes… a little,” she admitted in a tiny voice. “The wine and the game and… everything.”

Amanda smiled warmly, her own nipples visibly hard. “Good. Me too. See?” She shifted her hips, letting Celeste see the obvious dark wet spot on her pink panties. “Your turn. Dare me.”

Celeste’s pulse thrummed between her legs. She felt bolder now. “I dare you to take off your panties… and twerk one more time. Bare.”

Amanda raised an eyebrow, clearly impressed by the escalation. “Ohhh, we’re getting naughty tonight.” Without hesitation, she lifted her hips, slid the soaked pink panties down her thick thighs, and kicked them aside. Her plump, smooth pussy came into view — lips puffy and glistening with arousal, a neat little blonde patch above her swollen clit. She stood again, turned around, and twerked fully naked this time. Her round ass bounced freely, cheeks jiggling, and Celeste could see a shiny trail of wetness on her inner thighs.

She’s completely naked now… and so wet. Because of the game. Because of me, Celeste thought, her own pussy clenching hard. Her cotton panties were drenched.

When Amanda finished and sat back down, she was flushed and grinning. “Your turn, Celeste. Truth or Dare?”

“Dare,” Celeste whispered, voice husky.

Amanda’s gaze dropped to the soaked front of Celeste’s panties. “I dare you to take your panties off too. Let me see how wet you really are.”

Celeste hesitated for only a second. It’s just us. We’ve seen each other naked before… sort of. This feels different though. Exciting different. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly peeled the wet cotton down her legs, revealing her petite, puffy pussy. The outer lips were swollen and shiny, a thin string of clear arousal stretching as she moved.

Amanda let out a soft, appreciative moan. “Fuck, Celeste… your pussy is so pretty and pink. Look at how wet and puffy you are. It’s beautiful.”

Both girls were now completely naked, sitting close in the blanket fort, breathing heavier, pussies visibly slick and needy. The air felt thick with tension and the sweet scent of their arousal.

Amanda bit her lip, eyes roaming over Celeste’s body. “Truth or Dare?”

Celeste’s heart raced. She was hornier than she’d ever been in her life.

“Dare,” she said softly, even though she just completed a dare.

Amanda’s gaze lingered hungrily on Celeste’s newly exposed pussy — so petite, so puffy, and glistening with obvious arousal.

Celeste shifted on the blankets, her small perky breasts rising and falling quickly. She could feel how soaked she was, her slick folds practically throbbing under Amanda’s stare. God, I’m so wet… and she can see everything. Why does that turn me on so much? She was barely able to meet Amandas eyes.

Amanda bit her lip, clearly fighting a shy smile. She was just as turned on — her thick thighs pressed together, her plump pussy lips shiny and swollen. “Okay… I dare you to touch yourself for thirty seconds. Just like you do when you’re alone. Let me watch.”

Celeste’s doe eyes widened, a fresh wave of heat flooding her cheeks and her core. Touch myself? In front of her? Her pussy clenched at the thought, leaking another tiny bead of wetness onto the blanket. “Thirty seconds… that’s all?” she asked, voice trembling but excited.

“That’s all,” Amanda promised, though her own breathing had grown heavier. She leaned back against the pillows, giving Celeste space but keeping her legs slightly parted so her own slick pussy remained on display. “Go on, shy girl. I want to see how you make yourself feel good. Don’t chicken out now.”

Celeste hesitated only a moment longer. Her fingers trembled as they slid down her flat tummy and between her thighs. She parted her puffy lips gently with two fingers, exposing the slick pink entrance and her swollen little clit. The first touch made her whimper softly — her middle finger circling her clit in slow, shy strokes. The wet sounds were quiet but unmistakable in the quiet blanket fort.

Amanda watched intently, her full breasts heaving. “That’s it… fuck, that looks so good. You’re so wet, Celeste.”

The thirty seconds felt both endless and far too short. Celeste’s hips twitched, her small tits jiggling slightly as she rubbed herself. When the time was up, she pulled her hand away reluctantly, fingers shiny with her own juices. She was breathing hard, pussy visibly pulsing with need.

“Your turn,” Celeste managed, voice breathy. “Truth or Dare?”

“Dare,” Amanda said without hesitation. Her cheeks were flushed, nipples tight and dark pink.

Celeste swallowed, feeling bolder from her own exposure. “I dare you to touch yourself too. For thirty seconds. Let me see.”

“How original. You keep copying my dares!” Amanda spread her thick thighs wider, giving Celeste a perfect view of her plump, dripping pussy. Her fingers — more confident than Celeste’s — slid through her slick folds, parting them to show the shiny entrance before circling her swollen clit. Soft, wet sounds filled the fort as she rubbed herself, her full breasts bouncing gently with each breathy moan.

“Ohhh… this feels better with you watching,” Amanda admitted shyly, eyes half-lidded. “I’m really wet too… can you hear it?”

Celeste nodded, mesmerized. She’s touching herself right in front of me. And she’s enjoying it. God, I want to keep watching… “Yeah… I can hear how slippery you are.”

When Amanda’s thirty seconds ended, she reluctantly stopped, her fingers glistening. Both girls were now sitting naked and facing each other, pussies slick and swollen, breathing ragged. The game felt thinner now — more like an excuse than a rule.

Amanda licked her lips, looking almost nervous for the first time. “Truth or Dare?”

Celeste’s clit was throbbing. She wanted more. She wanted to see Amanda lose control too. “Dare,” she said, the word coming out eager.

Amanda shifted closer, their knees brushing. “I dare you to touch yourself again… but this time for a full minute. And don’t stop until I say so.”

Celeste whimpered but obeyed, her fingers returning to her puffy pussy. She rubbed faster this time, dipping a finger inside her tight entrance and then back to her clit, making soft, wet noises. Her small body trembled, small moans escaping her lips.

Amanda watched hungrily, one hand drifting back between her own legs without being dared. “Fuck, Celeste… you look so pretty playing with your pussy. Keep going.”

The pretense of turns was starting to slip. Amanda stroked herself openly now, matching Celeste’s rhythm, their eyes locked as soft gasps and slick sounds filled the blanket fort. Neither girl suggested stopping the game — they were both too horny, too curious, too eager to see where this would go.

Celeste’s hips rocked gently against her hand. This is really happening… we’re both masturbating together. And it feels so good. I don’t want the game to end yet…

Amanda moaned softly, her thick thighs quivering. “God, I’m so turned on right now. Your pussy is so pretty when it’s all wet and needy like this…”

They kept touching themselves, the dares forgotten as they simply watched each other pleasure their dripping cunts, the air thick with the scent of their combined arousal and the promise of even more.

Amanda’s fingers slowed on her slick pussy, then reluctantly pulled away. She let out a shaky little laugh, wiping her shiny fingers on her thigh. “Okay… okay, that was… intense.” Her voice was breathy, cheeks flushed deep pink. Her plump lips were still swollen and glistening, a thin trail of wetness shining on her inner thigh.

Celeste did the same, forcing her hand away from her throbbing clit even though every nerve in her body screamed for her to keep going. Her puffy pussy felt achingly empty, dripping steadily onto the blanket beneath her. Oh my god… we were just masturbating in front of each other. Like it was nothing. But it wasn’t nothing. I’m so wet I can feel it running down… What are we doing? This is my best friend… and I don’t want to stop.

The blanket fort felt smaller, hotter, the fairy lights casting a soft glow over their naked bodies. Both girls were breathing hard, nipples tight, skin flushed with arousal.

Amanda tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, trying to sound casual even though her thighs kept pressing together. “Truth or Dare, Celeste?”

Celeste’s mind was hazy, drunk on the sight of Amanda’s wet pussy and the memory of her soft moans. “Truth,” she managed, her voice small and trembling.

Amanda leaned in a little closer, their bare knees touching again. Her full breasts swayed gently with the movement. “Have you ever… fantasized about being with another girl? Like, really thought about it?”

Celeste’s heart skipped. She opened her mouth, then closed it, cheeks burning hotter than ever. But the wine and the thick, horny fog in her brain made the words slip out. “Yes… a few times.”

Amanda’s eyes sparkled with relief and heat. “Hot…My turn. Ask me.”

Celeste swallowed, her puffy pussy clenching visibly at the tension. “Truth or Dare?”

“Truth,” Amanda said softly, biting her lip.

Celeste’s voice came out barely above a whisper. “Have you ever fantasized about being with another girl?”

Amanda didn’t look away. She shifted on the blankets, her thick thighs parting just slightly so Celeste could see how soaked she still was. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice husky. “A lot, actually. Especially in the last year or so. I also watch lesbian porn sometimes… when I’m alone. I like watching girls go down on each other. The way they moan and get so wet… it turns me on way more than I expected.”

Celeste’s breath hitched. She watches lesbian porn. She thinks about girls licking each other. The image flashed through her hazy mind — Amanda touching herself to videos of soft tongues on swollen clits — and her own pussy throbbed hard, leaking another drop of clear arousal.

“Really?” Celeste whispered, disbelief and want mixing in her tone. “I… I’ve watched some too. Since I moved back. It made me curious… about what it would feel like.”

Amanda smiled shyly, but her eyes were dark with desire. “Yeah? Then maybe… we don’t have to just watch anymore.” She paused, the game’s pretense hanging by a thread. “Truth or Dare?”

Celeste’s heart pounded so loudly she was sure Amanda could hear it. “Dare.”

Amanda’s voice dropped lower, playful but trembling with need. “I dare you to touch me. Just… touch my pussy. With your fingers. See how wet I am for real. Wouldn’t it be better to try with someone you are comfortable with? Not a stranger?”

Celeste’s mouth went dry. “Yeah…” Touch her? Actually touch her pussy? Her hand moved almost on its own, trembling as she reached out. Her fingertips brushed Amanda’s smooth inner thigh first, then slid higher until they grazed the hot, slick folds of her best friend’s cunt.

Amanda gasped softly, hips twitching forward. “Ohhh… fuck, Celeste. Your fingers feel so warm.”

Celeste explored gently, mesmerized. Amanda’s pussy was soaking — hotter and wetter than she’d imagined. Her fingers parted the plump lips, sliding through the slippery wetness until they found the swollen clit. She circled it slowly, feeling it throb under her touch.

“Like this?” Celeste whispered, voice shaky with disbelief and arousal.

“Yes… just like that,” Amanda moaned, her full breasts heaving. “You’re making me even wetter.”

They stayed like that for a long moment — Celeste’s fingers gently playing with Amanda’s dripping pussy while Amanda watched with heavy-lidded eyes. Then Amanda reached out too, her hand sliding between Celeste’s parted thighs.

“Can I…?” Amanda asked, voice sweet and needy.

Celeste nodded frantically. “Mhmm…”

Amanda’s fingers found Celeste’s puffy little slit and stroked through the slickness, parting her folds and rubbing slow circles over her sensitive clit. The touch was electric. Celeste whimpered loudly, hips bucking into the contact.

“Oh my god… Amanda… that feels so good,” she gasped, her own fingers pressing a little firmer against Amanda’s clit.

Both girls were now touching each other’s pussies — fingers sliding through hot, dripping folds, circling swollen clits, exploring with shy but eager curiosity. Soft, wet sounds filled the blanket fort as they stroked one another, breathing ragged, eyes locked.

Amanda leaned closer, her breath warm against Celeste’s lips. “I’ve wanted to know what this feels like… with you,” she confessed softly, still playing with Celeste’s slick entrance. “Ever since you came back… I keep thinking about tasting you.”

Celeste moaned, her fingers slipping lower to tease Amanda’s tight hole. Tasting… she wants to taste my pussy. The thought made her clit pulse hard under Amanda’s fingers.

The game wasn’t a game anymore. It was just two best friends, naked and dripping, finally giving in to the curiosity and hunger that had been building since the night began.

Their fingers kept moving — slow, curious strokes that grew bolder with every wet sound. Celeste’s head was spinning, her puffy little cunt throbbing under Amanda’s skilled fingers while her own hand explored the hot, slippery folds of her best friend.

Amanda leaned in first, her breath shaky. “Can I kiss you?” she whispered, voice thick with need.

Celeste nodded again before she could overthink it. “Yes…”

Their lips met softly at first — tentative, sweet, a little clumsy from nervousness. Then the kiss deepened. Amanda’s tongue slipped into Celeste’s mouth, warm and eager, and Celeste moaned into it, tasting the strawberry wine and pure want. The kiss turned messy and hungry, tongues dancing while their fingers never stopped stroking each other’s dripping cunts.

When they finally broke apart for air, both girls were panting. Amanda’s eyes were dark with lust. “God, you kiss so good,” she breathed, then leaned down and pressed her lips to Celeste’s neck, kissing and sucking lightly.

Celeste whimpered, her free hand coming up to cup one of Amanda’s full, heavy breasts. It felt so soft and warm in her palm, the nipple hard against her fingers. She squeezed gently, then bolder, rolling the stiff peak between her thumb and finger. Amanda moaned loudly, pushing her tit into Celeste’s hand.

“Mmm, touch them more,” Amanda encouraged, voice husky. “I love how your hands feel on me.”

Emboldened, Celeste leaned in and took Amanda’s other breast into her mouth, sucking the pink nipple between her lips. Amanda gasped, her fingers pressing firmer against Celeste’s swollen clit, rubbing faster.

The pleasure was building fast. Celeste’s hips rocked desperately against Amanda’s hand, her own fingers getting sloppy on Amanda’s wet pussy. But Amanda suddenly pulled her hand away, leaving Celeste whining at the loss.

“Lie back for me,” Amanda said softly, eyes gleaming with playful hunger. “I want to taste you.”

Celeste’s heart slammed in her chest. Taste me? She’s really going to put her mouth on my pussy? The thought made her clit throb so hard it almost hurt. “O-okay…” she whispered, voice trembling with disbelief and excitement.

She lay back on the pile of blankets and pillows, legs parting shyly. Her petite body was flushed pink, small perky tits heaving, and her puffy pussy completely exposed — lips swollen and shiny with arousal, a steady trickle of wetness leaking from her tight hole.

Amanda crawled between her thighs, kissing her way up Celeste’s smooth legs. She pressed soft, teasing kisses to the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, getting closer and closer to the dripping center. “You smell so good,” Amanda murmured, her hot breath ghosting over Celeste’s pussy. “So wet for me…”

Then her tongue made contact.

Celeste cried out the moment Amanda’s warm, soft tongue licked a slow, broad stripe from her entrance up to her swollen clit. “Oh my god… Amanda!”

Amanda moaned against her, the vibration sending sparks through Celeste’s body. “Mmm, you taste even better than I imagined,” she whispered, before diving back in. Her tongue circled Celeste’s clit with perfect pressure, then dipped lower to lap at her dripping hole, drinking up the sweet, slick juices.

Celeste’s hands flew to Amanda’s blonde hair, fingers tangling in it as her hips bucked involuntarily. Her tongue is so warm… so soft… this feels way too good. I’m going to cum so fast…

Amanda sucked gently on her clit, then flicked it rapidly with the tip of her tongue while two fingers teased Celeste’s entrance, sliding just inside and curling upward. The wet, obscene sounds of licking and sucking filled the blanket fort — schlick, schlick, accompanied by Celeste’s breathy moans and Amanda’s hungry little hums.

“Fuck… right there… don’t stop,” Celeste gasped, her small body trembling. Her perky tits bounced with every shudder, nipples rock hard.

Amanda looked up from between her thighs, lips shiny with Celeste’s juices, eyes sparkling. “Cum for me, shy girl. I want to feel you cum on my tongue.”

She sealed her lips around Celeste’s clit and sucked harder, tongue flicking relentlessly while her fingers pumped slowly in and out of the tight, dripping cunt.

Celeste’s orgasm hit her like a wave. Her back arched off the blankets, a loud, broken moan tearing from her throat as her puffy pussy clenched and pulsed. Hot, clear juices flooded Amanda’s mouth as she came hard — hips jerking, thighs shaking around Amanda’s head, her whole body quivering with the intensity of her first-ever orgasm from a girl.

Amanda kept licking gently through it, drawing out every last spasm until Celeste was a panting, whimpering mess, oversensitive and glowing.

When Amanda finally pulled back, her face was flushed and wet from nose to chin with Celeste’s cum. She licked her lips with a satisfied, playful grin. “Holy shit… you cum so pretty. And you taste amazing.”

Celeste lay there dazed, chest heaving, pussy still twitching with aftershocks. I just came on my best friend’s tongue… and it was the best orgasm of my life.

Amanda crawled up beside her, kissing Celeste softly so she could taste herself on Amanda’s lips. “Your turn whenever you’re ready,” she whispered teasingly, her own thick thighs still pressed together, clearly aching and dripping with need. “But no rush… we’ve got all night.”

Celeste lay there for a moment, chest heaving, her puffy pussy still twitching with aftershocks. Amanda’s face hovered above her, lips and chin shiny with her juices, wearing the most satisfied, playful grin.

Celeste’s mind was still hazy, but a fresh wave of want pushed through the shyness. I just came so hard on her tongue… now I get to taste her? God, I really want to.

She sat up slowly, cheeks flushed. “I… I want to try,” she said softly, voice trembling with nerves and excitement. “I want to taste you too.”

Amanda’s eyes lit up. “Yeah? You don’t have to if you’re—”

“I want to,” Celeste interrupted, biting her lip. She gently pushed Amanda onto her back among the pillows. Amanda spread her thick thighs willingly, her plump, soaked pussy on full display — lips puffy and glistening, clit swollen and begging.

Celeste crawled between her legs, heart pounding. She started with soft kisses on Amanda’s inner thighs, just like Amanda had done, working her way closer. The scent of Amanda’s arousal was sweet and heady. Celeste’s first tentative lick drew a loud moan from Amanda.

“Oh fuck… Celeste…”

Encouraged, Celeste licked again — broader this time, dragging her warm tongue from Amanda’s dripping entrance up over her clit. The taste was intoxicating: tangy, sweet, and so distinctly Amanda. She moaned into the pussy in front of her and dove deeper, licking and sucking with growing confidence.

Amanda’s hands tangled in Celeste’s wavy chestnut hair. “Yes… just like that. Your tongue feels so fucking good.”

Celeste found a rhythm — circling the swollen clit with the flat of her tongue, then dipping lower to push inside the tight, slippery hole. She sucked gently on the clit, humming happily when Amanda’s hips bucked and more wetness flooded her mouth. Her small hands gripped Amanda’s thick thighs, holding her open as she ate her best friend out with shy but eager hunger.

Amanda was getting louder, her full breasts bouncing as she writhed. “Don’t stop… I’m getting close already…”

Celeste kept going, sucking harder on her clit while sliding two fingers into Amanda’s soaked cunt, curling them just right. Amanda’s walls clenched around her fingers as she came hard — a loud, broken cry echoing in the blanket fort while her pussy pulsed and gushed sweet juices all over Celeste’s tongue and chin.

Celeste licked her through it, gentler now, until Amanda was panting and trembling.

When Celeste finally pulled back, her face was shiny and messy, a proud little smile on her lips. “You taste so good,” she whispered, almost in disbelief.

Amanda laughed breathlessly and pulled her up for a deep, messy kiss, tasting herself on Celeste’s tongue. “Holy shit… you’re a natural.”

They kissed for a long moment, bodies pressed together, slick pussies still throbbing with need. Amanda’s hands roamed down to Celeste’s small ass, squeezing. “I want to feel you against me,” she murmured hotly. “Want to trib… rub our pussies together. Have you ever wanted to try that?”

Celeste nodded eagerly, her doe eyes wide. “Yes…Fuck yes. Lets try.”

Amanda guided her onto her back again, then swung one thick thigh over Celeste’s leg so their bodies aligned. She lowered herself until their soaked, puffy pussies met — hot, slippery, and perfectly aligned. The first slide of wet folds against wet folds made both girls moan loudly.

“Oh my god…” Celeste gasped. “That’s so hot.”

Amanda started moving slowly at first — grinding her clit against Celeste’s, their slick lips kissing and sliding together with wet, obscene sounds. Juices mixed and smeared between them as they found a rhythm, hips rocking faster.

“Fuck, that feels incredible,” Amanda panted, her full breasts bouncing heavily with every thrust. She reached down and held one of Celeste’s small tits, pinching the nipple while grinding harder.

Celeste’s hands gripped Amanda’s thick ass, pulling her closer as their clits rubbed directly together. The pressure built fast — slippery, hot friction driving them both wild. “Amanda… I’m gonna cum again…”

“Me too,” Amanda moaned. “Cum with me… rub your pretty pussy on mine.”

They moved faster, hips slapping wetly, pussies grinding and sliding in a messy, desperate rhythm. Celeste came first — a sharp cry as her second orgasm crashed through her, her puffy cunt pulsing and squirting a small, clear gush of fluid against Amanda’s pussy.

The feeling of Celeste squirting pushed Amanda over the edge right after. She ground down hard, moaning loudly as her own orgasm hit, her thicker pussy gushing wetness all over Celeste’s mound and thighs.

Both girls kept rocking through the aftershocks, slippery and trembling, until they finally collapsed beside each other in a tangled, sticky heap.

They lay there panting, bodies glistening with sweat and cum, pussies still twitching and leaking. The blanket fort smelled like sex and strawberry wine.

Celeste stared at the fairy lights above them, a dazed giggle bubbling up. “Holy shit… I can’t believe we just did that.”

Amanda laughed too, rolling onto her side to face her. She reached out and brushed a strand of chestnut hair from Celeste’s sweaty forehead. “Best. Sleepover. Ever. I mean… I came so hard I think I saw stars. And you squirted on me — that was so fucking hot.”

Celeste covered her face with her hands, giggling helplessly even as her body still tingled. “I can’t believe I ate you out… and then we rubbed our pussies together like that. Two hours ago we were just eating pizza and watching a stupid movie. Now I’m covered in both of our cum.”

Amanda pulled Celeste’s hands away and kissed her softly, smiling against her lips. “And it was perfect. I’ve wanted to do something like this with you for so long… especially since you came back. No regrets?”

“None,” Celeste whispered, still breathless and glowing. “That was the best orgasm of my life. Both of them.” She paused, then added with a shy little grin, “Can we… do more later? After we catch our breath?”

Amanda’s eyes sparkled as she cuddled closer, their sticky bodies tangling together. “Oh, we’re definitely doing more. All night if you want. This is the best reunion sleepover in history.”

They lay in the warm afterglow, giggling softly, trading gentle kisses and lazy touches while their hearts slowed down. The fairy lights twinkled above them, and the night was still young.


Chapter Four

They didn’t stop after that first explosive round.

The rest of the night became a hazy, delicious blur of discovery. They kissed for what felt like hours — slow and sweet, then hungry and messy. Celeste grew braver with her mouth, licking and sucking Amanda’s full breasts until her nipples were red and sensitive, while Amanda taught her how to use her fingers just right, curling them deep inside until Celeste was moaning and squirting again. They tried 69, giggling at first when they couldn’t find the right angle, then losing themselves completely as they devoured each other’s dripping pussies at the same time.

Amanda showed Celeste how to scissor in different positions — face-to-face so they could kiss and watch each other’s expressions, then from behind so Amanda could reach around and rub Celeste’s swollen clit while their soaked folds ground together. They came over and over, bodies slick with sweat and girl-cum, the blanket fort turning into a messy, wonderful nest of tangled limbs and shared pleasure.

By the time they finally collapsed, exhausted and glowing, it was well past 3 a.m. They fell asleep naked and wrapped around each other — Celeste’s head pillowed on Amanda’s soft breasts, one of Amanda’s thick thighs slung possessively over Celeste’s hip, their pussies still warm and sticky against each other.

∞∞∞

Golden morning sunlight filtered through the curtains, painting the living room in soft, warm hues. Celeste stirred first, blinking sleepily as she became aware of the delicious ache between her legs and the warm, curvy body pressed against hers.

She smiled before she even opened her eyes fully. Last night really happened… Her pussy gave a lazy little throb at the memories — Amanda’s tongue, their slippery tribbing, the way they’d both squirted and laughed through it all.

Amanda woke a moment later, stretching with a contented groan. Her blonde hair was adorably messy, and there were faint love bites on her neck and breasts. She rolled over and pulled Celeste closer, pressing a slow, sleepy kiss to her lips.

“Morning, beautiful,” Amanda murmured, voice husky from sleep and last night’s moans. “How do you feel?”

“Amazing,” Celeste whispered, blushing but grinning. “And a little sore… in the best way. I can’t believe we did all that. I lost count of how many times I came.”

Amanda laughed softly, tracing lazy circles on Celeste’s bare hip. “Same. Best sleepover of my entire life. You were so fucking hot, shy girl. Especially when you squirted all over my pussy.”

Celeste hid her face in Amanda’s neck, giggling. “Stoppp… I still can’t believe I did that.”

They lay tangled together for a while, trading soft kisses and gentle touches, basking in the warm afterglow. The house was quiet, sunlight streaming in, and neither of them felt any rush to move.

Then Amanda’s eyes sparkled with a mischievous idea. She propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at Celeste with a playful, hungry little smile.

“So… I have something I want to try with you,” she said, biting her lip. “I bought this cute pink dildo a couple months ago — just for fun, you know? I’ve only used it on myself. But I keep thinking about how good it would feel to use it on you. To fuck you with it… nice and slow at first, then deeper. Watch your pretty face while I make you cum on it.”

Celeste’s breath caught, a fresh rush of heat flooding between her legs despite the soreness. Her doe eyes widened, but the spark of excitement was unmistakable. “You… you want to fuck me with your dildo?”

Amanda nodded, leaning down to kiss along Celeste’s jaw. “Only if you want to. I thought it would be really hot to see you take it. To hold you while I slide it in and out of your tight little pussy… make you moan my name again.” She paused, grinning shyly. “We can go slow. And if you like it, maybe you can use it on me after.”

Celeste’s heart raced, her puffy pussy already starting to get wet again at the thought. Amanda wants to fuck me with a toy… and I actually really want her to. She swallowed, then nodded, a shy but eager smile spreading across her face.

“Okay,” she whispered. “I want to try. Just… be gentle at first?”

Amanda’s smile turned bright and loving. “Of course, baby. I’ll make it feel so good for you.” She gave Celeste one more deep kiss, then rolled toward the edge of the blanket fort. “Stay right there. I’ll go grab it — it’s in my room. And maybe some lube, just in case.”

As Amanda stood up naked, her curvy body glowing in the morning light — full breasts bouncing, thick thighs still marked with faint traces of dried cum — Celeste watched her go, heart fluttering with anticipation and leftover disbelief.

This sleepover isn’t over yet… and I think it’s about to get even better.

Amanda returned a minute later, the cute pink dildo in one hand and a small bottle of lube in the other. The toy was realistically shaped but smooth and flexible — about six inches long with a gentle curve and a soft suction-cup base. It looked innocent enough, but the sight of it in Amanda’s hand made Celeste’s pussy clench with fresh anticipation.

Amanda crawled back into the blanket fort, the morning sun highlighting every curve of her naked body. She set the lube and dildo down beside them and leaned over Celeste, kissing her deeply.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” Amanda asked softly, brushing a strand of chestnut hair from Celeste’s face. “We can stop anytime.”

Celeste nodded, biting her lip. Her small perky breasts rose and fell quickly, nipples already tightening. “I’m sure. I want you to fuck me with it… I keep thinking about how it’ll feel.”

Amanda smiled, warm and hungry. “Good girl. Lie back for me.”

Celeste settled onto the pillows, spreading her legs shyly. Her puffy little pussy was already glistening again — still a bit sensitive from last night, but clearly eager. Amanda knelt between her thighs, running her hands soothingly up Celeste’s smooth legs.

“God, you’re so pretty down here,” Amanda murmured, gently parting Celeste’s swollen lips with her fingers. A thin string of fresh arousal stretched between them. “Already getting wet for me again.”

She leaned down and gave Celeste’s clit a slow, loving lick, making her whimper. Then Amanda picked up the lube, drizzling a generous amount over the pink dildo and rubbing it in until it glistened. She added a little more directly onto Celeste’s entrance, rubbing it in with two fingers.

“Relax, baby,” Amanda whispered. She pressed the smooth, lubed tip of the dildo against Celeste’s tight hole and began to push in very slowly.

Celeste gasped, her hands gripping the blankets. “Ohhh… it’s going in…”

“That’s it,” Amanda cooed, watching intently as the pink toy stretched her best friend’s puffy pussy lips apart. Inch by inch, the dildo slid deeper, the gentle curve pressing deliciously against Celeste’s front wall. “You’re taking it so well. Look how your pretty pussy swallows it.”

When the toy was buried about halfway, Amanda paused, letting Celeste adjust. She leaned down and sucked gently on one of Celeste’s small nipples, tongue flicking over the stiff peak while her free hand rubbed slow circles on her clit.

Celeste moaned loudly, hips twitching. “Fuck… it feels so full. So good…”

Amanda started moving the dildo then — slow, shallow thrusts at first, gradually going deeper. Wet, squelching sounds filled the fort as the lubed toy slid in and out of Celeste’s dripping cunt. Every thrust made Celeste’s small tits bounce and drew breathy little cries from her lips.

“Does it feel good, shy girl?” Amanda asked, voice thick with arousal. Her own pussy was visibly wet again, thighs shiny. “You look so fucking hot taking my dildo.”

“So good…” Celeste panted, eyes half-lidded. “Deeper… please…”

Amanda obliged, fucking her with longer, steadier strokes. The curved tip kept hitting that perfect spot inside, making Celeste’s toes curl and her puffy clit throb. Amanda added more pressure to her clit with her thumb, rubbing firm circles while the dildo pumped in and out.

Celeste’s moans grew louder and needier. “Amanda… oh my god, I’m gonna cum again…”

“Yes, baby. Cum on my dildo,” Amanda encouraged, thrusting a little faster, eyes locked on where the pink toy disappeared into Celeste’s slick hole. “Let me feel you squeeze it. I want to watch you fall apart.”

The combination of the deep, rhythmic fucking and the steady rubbing on her clit pushed Celeste over the edge hard. Her back arched, a loud, broken cry escaping as her pussy clenched rhythmically around the dildo. Fresh, clear juices squirted around the toy, soaking Amanda’s hand and the blankets beneath them as she came hard — thighs shaking, small body trembling with the intensity.

Amanda kept fucking her gently through the orgasm, drawing it out until Celeste was whimpering and oversensitive, then slowly pulled the glistening dildo free. A thick string of creamy girl-cum stretched from Celeste’s pulsing hole to the toy.

“Fuck… you squirted again,” Amanda breathed, clearly turned on. She brought the dildo up and licked a stripe along it, tasting Celeste’s release with a happy moan. “You taste even better when you cum on my toy.”

Celeste lay there dazed and glowing, chest heaving, a blissed-out smile on her face. “That was… insane. I’ve never cum that hard with a toy before.”

Amanda crawled up and kissed her messily, letting Celeste taste herself. “We’re not done yet,” she whispered playfully against her lips. “Your turn to use it on me… or we can keep playing however you want. I’m so fucking wet right now just from watching you.”

Celeste laughed breathlessly, pulling Amanda closer so their sticky bodies pressed together. The morning sun continued to warm the blanket fort, and the day stretched ahead with endless possibilities for more exploration.

∞∞∞

Celeste lay there in the golden morning light, still catching her breath, her body glowing with that deep, satisfied ache. Amanda curled up beside her, tracing lazy patterns across Celeste’s bare stomach with her fingertips, the pink dildo forgotten on the blanket beside them.

“Best sleepover ever,” Amanda declared with a bright, giggly laugh, pressing a soft kiss to Celeste’s shoulder. “I’m serious. Pizza, movies, truth or dare… and then we spent half the night licking, rubbing, and fucking each other senseless. Who knew my shy little bestie was such a squirter?”

Celeste burst into laughter, covering her flushed face with both hands even as her pussy gave a happy little twitch at the memory. “Oh my god, stop! I still can’t believe any of that happened. I went from nervous about just changing clothes in front of you… to cumming on your tongue, your fingers, your dildo… and then grinding my pussy all over yours until we were both soaked.”

Amanda grinned and rolled on top of her, their naked bodies pressing together warmly. She gave Celeste a slow, lingering kiss, full of affection and leftover heat. “And I loved every second. I’ve been curious about girls for a while, but doing it with you? It felt so right. Like we were finally being honest about how close we really are.”

Celeste’s doe eyes softened as she looked up at her best friend — now so much more. She ran her hands down Amanda’s curvy sides, squeezing her thick hips gently. “I missed you so much when I was gone. All those lonely nights I thought about you… I never imagined it would turn into this. But I’m really, really glad it did.”

“Me too,” Amanda whispered, nuzzling into her neck. “Best birthday present I could’ve asked for. And the best welcome-home gift for you.”

They stayed tangled together like that for a long while, trading soft kisses and gentle touches. The blanket fort was a beautiful disaster — pillows everywhere, blankets rumpled and stained with their combined juices, empty wine glasses and snack wrappers scattered around. Neither of them cared.

Amanda eventually propped herself up on one elbow, her full breasts brushing against Celeste’s smaller ones. Her smile was playful but full of promise. “So… what do we tell people when they ask how the sleepover went?”

Celeste giggled, biting her lip. “That it was fun? Lots of movies and girl talk?”

“Exactly,” Amanda said with a wink. “And maybe we keep the part where we discovered how good we are at making each other cum a little secret… for now.”

She leaned down and kissed Celeste again, deeper this time, their tongues brushing lazily. When they pulled apart, Amanda’s eyes sparkled with mischief and affection.

“This doesn’t have to be a one-time thing, you know,” she said softly. “My parents are gone a lot. We could have lots more ‘sleepovers.’ Explore even more. Toys, different positions… maybe even take turns being in charge.”

Celeste’s heart fluttered with excitement. She reached up and tucked a strand of blonde hair behind Amanda’s ear. “I’d really like that. A lot. I feel like we just opened a door I didn’t even know was there… and I want to walk through it with you. As much as we want.”

Amanda’s smile turned warm and happy. “Then it’s settled. You’re officially my favorite sleepover partner. Best friend… and now my favorite girl to make scream.”

They both dissolved into soft laughter, cuddling closer under the morning sun. Celeste felt light, satisfied, and strangely complete. The two years apart had brought them right back to each other — only closer, hornier, and more honest than ever.

As they lay there, sticky, glowing, and perfectly content, Amanda whispered against Celeste’s lips:

“Welcome home, shy girl. I think this is just the beginning of a lot more fun.”

Celeste smiled, pulling her in for another kiss.

“Best sleepover ever,” she agreed happily.

And as the morning light grew brighter around their cozy little fort, both girls knew they had discovered something beautiful — and deliciously filthy — together. There would be many more nights (and mornings) of exploration ahead.

The End
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Rear Ended: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Sapphic Short Story (ff erotica)

A dripping-hot first-time lesbian erotica by Lexi Lush — short, spicy, and wet.

When a clumsy bike ride turns into an unexpected rear-end collision, straight 22-year-old Harper finds herself in the hands of confident, experienced Lauren.

What starts as a simple scrape on the knee quickly becomes something much hotter… and much wetter.

One older woman. One curious younger woman. One very long, very filthy afternoon that leaves Harper dripping, trembling, and craving her first real taste of another woman.

Steamy, age-gap lesbian erotica with a side of playful “rear-ending” — because sometimes unexpected accidents lead to the sweetest outcomes.
Enjoy!

Sports Therapy: A First Time Lesbian Sapphic Romance (ff short stories)

A delicious and sweet first-time lesbian erotic romance dripping with heat...

One twisted ankle on a straight girl. One pair of warm, confident hands that were never supposed to wander.

Zoe lives for the track: disciplined, focused, always in control, until one wrong step on a muddy trail sends her limping into the university sports therapy clinic… and straight into Maya’s warm, confident hands.

Soon, the straight-A runner discovers the only finish she craves is when Maya is between her thighs.

Scorching tension. Explicit sapphic awakening. The slow turning of a straight woman, and a happily ever after!

Winter Awakening: A First Time Age Gap Lesbian Spicy Romance

It all started with a pastry...

She came for solitude.

Bailey thought a week alone house-sitting in her aunt’s snowbound mansion would be quiet reflection. Then Celeste arrived—older, French, impossibly confident—with warm baking and a gaze that stripped her bare.

A storm locked them in. A swim in the heated pool unlocked everything else.

From tentative touches to commanding nights, Bailey discovers pleasure she never knew existed under the guidance of a woman who knows exactly how to make her beg, tremble, and come totally undone.

First time. Age gap. Toys. Sinfully sweet.

If you love intense lesbian awakenings where curiosity turns into craving… this scorching novella will keep you warm on a cold winters night...
Enjoy!


Until Next Time!
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