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      I lay on my back, the warm tiles beneath me cooling intermittently as a gentle breeze kissed the poolside. My skin shimmered with the sun's embrace, tiny beads of sweat gathering like a precious glaze. I heard the ice clink in Fiona's glass beside me, a rhythmic sound that only summer days could perfect.  Fiona and I always tanned topless in the summer.

      "So, any new boyfriends in your life?" Fiona's voice was casual, playfully teasing as she turned on her side, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me.

      With an exaggerated sigh that lifted and dropped my chest tantalizingly before Fiona’s gaze, I said, "No. Not a soul." I stretched languidly, feeling the heat creep over every inch of my exposed skin. "You?"

      Fiona chuckled, a wry twist to her lips as she shook her head. "Not really interested in the boys lately," she began, then paused to take a sip from her glass. "But I did have this encounter last weekend..."

      I felt something skip inside me. The way Fiona looked at me now—eyes half-lidded with memories and secrets—set my heart beating harder against my ribcage.

      "It was with this girl from the club," Fiona continued, each word rolling off her tongue like honey dripping slowly from a spoon. "She had this long, raven-black hair and eyes so deep you'd swear you were drowning."

      A shiver slithered down my spine; even the sun's warmth couldn't chase away the cool thrill of what was unfolding in front of me. Jealousy and curiosity entwined like serpents in my belly.

      "We ended up back at my place," Fiona whispered conspiratorially. The air seemed to thicken as she spoke. "She was wild, passionate... Her lips were everywhere—it was like she couldn't get enough."

      I swallowed hard; I could practically feel Fiona’s words painting pictures across the canvas of my mind—the softness of another woman’s touch, the urgency of our desire.

      "The way she touched me..." Fiona's hand drifted absently across the smooth valley between her breasts as if reliving the moment. "I've never felt anything like it."

      And there it was—a twinge of longing so powerful it almost took my breath away. I sat up straighter, acutely aware of Fiona's proximity and the intimacy of our shared bareness.

      "Tell me more," I found myself saying; each word came out more breath than sound.

      Fiona smiled knowingly and leaned closer until I could smell the coconut oil on her skin. The story unfurled between us then, a tale spun with sultry details that clung to my senses like a second skin.

      “Her name was Elise, a vision with raven hair that cascaded down her.  I met her at the club through mutual friends.”  Fiona sighed.  “Our connection was immediate and electric, sparking with intensity.”

      We ended up back at my place. The moonlight spilled through the open window, bathing the room in a silvery glow, wrapping around us like an ethereal cloak as we sat facing each other on the plush rug in the center of the floor.”

      Elise reached out, her touch light yet deliberate, fingers trailing along my arm, raising goosebumps in their wake. Her fingertips led to the hem of my dress slowly, lifting it and revealing my skin, hungry for contact.”

      My chest rose and fell as I listened to Fiona’s story.  She’d never gone into this much detail before.  It was as if she wanted me to relive it with her.

      “The very air between us seemed to crackle with pent-up energy as Elise leaned forward, erasing the distance,” she continued.  “Her skilled lips found my neck, placing soft kisses that traced a scorching path to my collarbone. Each kiss was like a spark that threatened to ignite the firestorm within me.”

      With boldness, I mirrored Elise's explorations. My hands glided over curves covered only by thin fabric as if I was learning a language that my body had always been meant to speak. I marveled at the softness under my palms and the way Elise sighed into my touch – sounds so raw and inviting they reverberated through my own flesh.”

      Our breaths mingled as we kissed, deeply and quickly. It was liberating; our lips and tongues dancing together in an intimate tango.”

      Let’s just say, clothes became unnecessary barriers and we quickly got naked. Her bare skin was so beautiful, Jess.  If only you could’ve seen it. I admired Elise’s form: every curve, dip, and rise a terrain I wanted to map with fervent curiosity.”

      Jealousy coursed through my veins.  I’d never felt this way before.  I’d never wanted to be with another woman, but the way Fiona told her story made me consider it for the first time.  It sounded like paradise.

      Fiona smiled as she continued.  “Elise laid me down gently upon the.  Hovering above me, she traced constellations across my skin.  Her warm lips enveloped my nipples, pulling whimpers out from deep within me; it was an awakening so profound I could hardly bear it.”

      Fiona moaned at the memory.  “The world narrowed down to just us: two forms entangled in shared ecstasy; moaning and writhing as we explored each other and ate each other out.  I’ve never tasted a pussy before, but it tasted divine.  Really, Jess, you have to try it sometime.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat.  Could I really do that?  And was Fiona suggesting I do it with her?  “I don’t know,” was all I could say, and the subject was dropped immediately, to my dismay.
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      That evening, I let the faucet run, a cascade of warmth that filled the tub with steaming water and swirling ribbons of lavender-scented bubbles. The room grew hot and steamy, the mirror fogging over as I undressed, my clothes falling to the floor in a soft thud. I caught a glimpse of myself, skin glowing in the humid air, nipples pert from anticipation. I couldn't shake Fiona's voice from my head - its sultry timbre as she recounted her intimate encounter with another woman, an intimacy I'd never known but suddenly craved.

      The water hugged me as I slid into the bath, liquid heat enveloping my body, my skin tingling at the sudden change in temperature. Reclining against the smooth porcelain, I closed my eyes and let out a sigh, willing myself to relax. But relaxation was far off; Fiona's story played on a loop in my mind, her laughter echoing softly in my memory.

      She had described every touch in vivid detail - how her partner's hands were both gentle and demanding, how her lips tasted like wild strawberries and wine. She spoke of soft curves meeting under silk sheets, of whispers that guided movements and breaths that mixed together. And then there was the moment Fiona's voice dropped to almost a whisper, relaying how she had been worshipped with nothing but adoration, how every stroke and caress had been about pleasure - pure and unfiltered.

      I let my hands trail through the water before skimming over my own skin, fingertips grazing over my collarbone, down between the valley of my breasts. My breath hitched as I imagined Fiona's hands, not mine, charting this journey.

      I cupped my breast, giving it a gentle squeeze while picturing Fiona's full lips parting in a silent moan. A jolt of heat surged from my core when I pinched my nipple, imagining that it was her mouth eliciting this pleasure from me.

      My other hand drifted lower, over the soft swell of my belly to where the water and my desire met in a warm embrace. The thought of Fiona with another woman was intoxicating - her touch tentative at first then growing more confident as they learned each other's curves and hollows.

      My hand drifted in the water, bubbles parting like clouds beneath a lazy sun. The heat wasn't just from the water anymore; it was pooling within me, stoked by Fiona's narrative.

      I could no longer resist diving deeper into the fantasy; slipping one hand between my thighs, I found myself slick with need. My middle finger circled around the bud of nerves at the apex of my femininity – once, twice – before applying pressure that had me gasping aloud.

      My middle finger began circling slowly around my clit at first - just teasing, just feeling the initial sensations that made me imagine what it would be like if it were Fiona's fingers instead of mine.

      The thought alone made me gasp, pushing me to delve deeper into the fantasy. My movements became more deliberate as I imagined those same fingers traveling down to where I was now touching myself - confident and eager to discover every secret part of me.

      I moved in faster circles, rhythmically and with intent, each swirl of my finger coaxing a desire I never knew I had. My breathing came in ragged gasps now as Fiona’s story intermingled with the sensation of being touched. The steamy air was thick with lavender and lust; I felt suspended in time and space.

      Building friction with every pass over my sensitive flesh, I envisioned Fiona’s head between another woman’s thighs – her eager tongue writing promises across glistening skin. It was too much and yet not enough; it danced me toward an edge I had been reluctant to explore until now.

      My motions became more insistent - a reflection of Fiona’s passionate recount - chasing down an orgasm that threatened to shatter the delicate façade I had maintained for so long. Heat swelled within me like a tide pulled by the moon, urging me toward release. With each undulation of my fingers, I moved closer to acknowledging what had always been inside me: desire for her, desire for this.

      Pressure built as my finger slipped inside to find the rhythm that mimicked what a woman lover might feel like. It was intoxicating - this cocktail of warmth, water, steam, and unspoken desire. My breath quickened alongside the pace of my hand as I chased after something intangible yet so vividly drawn out by Fiona’s very existence.

      With each pulse against that spot inside me, images danced behind closed eyelids - two figures entangled with abandon, exploring territories mapped out by soft moans and sharp intakes of breath. The fantasy fueled my pleasure as I imagined being seen so wholly as Fiona had been seen; touch transformed into an art form dedicated to unraveling me.

      My name was on no one’s lips but I could hear Fiona's soft moans intertwining with the sound of the water lapping against my skin. My hips began to rise and fall, syncing with my hand's urgent dance, as if Fiona herself was guiding me through the waves of sensation.

      My mind conjured her touch, her fingers deftly playing over me, her breath hot on my neck, whispering encouragements that sent shivers down my spine. The water around me seemed to vibrate with each throb that coursed through my body. I felt myself slipping further into the depths of ecstasy, the edges of reality blurring.

      The slow circling turned into fervent rubbing, my fingers pressing hard against my slick folds, seeking out that sweet spot that would send me over the edge. My thoughts fixated solely on that night Fiona shared with her female lover - how they had devoured each other with such hunger, a hunger now mirrored in my own actions.

      I bit down on my lip to silence the moans threatening to escape as I imagined Fiona's lips trailing kisses down my stomach, her tongue reaching places that made me arch toward her phantom presence. Her story had been a key unlocking desires I never admitted to myself before.

      My body tensed as the climax built up like a crescendo inside me. The rise came fast then - tension coiling tight like a loaded spring ready to unspool in feverish release. And when it hit, stars exploded behind my eyelids in an astral display mirrored by ripples across the water’s surface.

      Fiona's whispered words melded with the sensations swirling within as I thrust one last time against my hand. Pleasure crashed over me like a relentless tide, and I let out a sound – half sigh, half moan – surrendering completely to the euphoria.

      Panting and spent, water lapped gently at my sides while I lay there floating in the afterglow.

      Steam still rose around me, but the heat now came from within. Fiona's tale had led me here, to this moment of release and revelation. And in the quiet aftermath of fulfillment, I knew something profound had shifted inside me - an awakening sparked by my best friend’s confession and fueled by desires once dormant.

      As my breathing slowed and I opened my eyes to the steam-filled room, I realized how badly I wanted to explore another woman without inhibition or fear.

      I rose from the bath, water cascading off me in shimmering droplets as I reached for a towel. Wrapping it around myself, I stepped out and glanced at the foggy mirror. Behind that misty veil was an image of someone who I didn’t recognize, but that I desperately wanted to get to know.
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        * * *

      

      The next time we sunbathed together, I thought I might explode.  With nervousness.  With desire.  With fear.  I could barely stand to look at Fiona anymore without wondering what it would be like to make love with her.

      The sun beat down on the back of my neck as I lay languidly on the lounger next to Fiona, both of us topless again and lazily rubbing sunscreen lotion onto our shoulders. I couldn't help but steal glances at her body - the curve of her hip, the light dusting of freckles across her collarbone, and the way her nipples seemed to harden under my gaze. My heart raced, and I felt a familiar heat between my legs that I'd been trying to ignore all day. It was becoming harder and harder to deny my attraction to her, especially after she'd so casually mentioned her own lesbian encounter last time we laid out.

      "You're awfully quiet today, Jess," Fiona drawled, catching me staring for what must have been the hundredth time. "Thinking about that hot girl from my story?" She waggled her eyebrows suggestively, but I knew she wasn't really expecting an answer - or so I thought. My chest flamed scarlet at being caught ogling my best friend, but strangely enough, I didn't want to lie to her anymore.

      "No," I admitted, my voice catching in my throat. "Well, not exactly." The words tumbled out before I could stop them, and I couldn't believe what I was about so say next. "I was actually thinking about..." Fear gripped me by the throat, but Fiona's mischievous grin encouraged me to continue. "...you."

      All went quiet between us for a moment before Fiona chuckled softly and leaned in closer, her hair cascading around her like a fiery veil. "Me?" she murmured, her voice tinged with surprise and something else I couldn't quite place. "And what about me has you so distracted?"

      My heart pounded as if trying to escape my chest. In this warm, cozy cocoon of sunlight and the scent of coconut sunscreen, I found the lines between reality and desire blurring. I'd always admired Fiona's bravery, and now it seemed my own courage was being put to the test.

      "You're beautiful," I said simply, the words coming out in a rush. "You've always been beautiful to me, Fi. But it's not just that. Lately…I mean, since your story…I’ve been…well, I’ve been wondering..." My gaze shifted from her face to the rippling water of the pool.

      A soft sigh slipped from Fiona's lips before she leaned back, her expression unreadable for a moment. Then she propped herself up on one elbow and faced me more directly. "Jessica," she began with a tenderness that sent waves of warmth through me, "I've always known there was something special between us."

      Was this really happening? Was Fiona saying what I think she's saying?

      "But I never wanted to push or assume," she continued, reaching out to brush a loose strand of hair from my face. "I value our friendship too much.  But if you want me to be your first time with another woman, I’d happily oblige.”  Her smile was teasing, but her tone was genuine.

      With every word that passed through Fiona's lips, I felt my resolve solidifying – both terrifying and exhilarating at once.

      "Fiona," I found myself whispering as though afraid speaking too loudly would shatter this fragile moment between us, "I'm just scared of messing things up."

      "You’re my best friend, Jess.  Nothing will ever change that.”  Her palm settled against mine on the space between our loungers – a simple touch, yet it felt electrifying.

      --

      Fiona lifted herself up from her chair and came toward me.  My heart raced as she climbed over my body.  I was suddenly very aware of how almost-naked I was.

      As Fiona's body hovered above me, I couldn't help but feel a thrilling mix of lust and anticipation coursing through my veins.

      The moment of truth had finally arrived. Fiona's lips were so close to mine, I could feel her sweet breath on my skin. My heart raced in anticipation as she leaned in, our bodies pressed together. I closed my eyes, lost in the moment, anticipating the touch of her lips on mine. Our mouths met, and a jolt of electricity surged through my entire body. Fiona's kiss was passionate yet tender, her soft lips moving against mine with a hunger that matched mine own.

      As our kiss deepened, I couldn't believe this was really happening. All those moments I had fantasized about this very thing, and now it was real. Fiona's tongue teased at my lips, seeking entrance, and I greedily granted her access. Our tongues danced together in an erotic waltz, exploring every crevice and curve of each other's mouths. The heat between us was palpable, and I couldn't help but moan into the kiss as desire pooled between my legs.

      Her hands began to roam, sliding up my back and into my hair, her nails lightly raking my scalp as she pulled me even closer. It sent shivers down my spine and only intensified my arousal. I couldn't get enough of her; I wanted to be closer still. My hands found their way to her breasts, touching her soft skin and feeling the heat emanating from her body. Her skin was like silk against mine, and I yearned for more.

      Fiona broke the kiss momentarily, just long enough to lock her deep blue eyes with mine, a silent question hanging in the charged air between us. The vulnerability in her gaze was met with my own unspoken yes, a mutual understanding that we were crossing into a sacred space neither of us had explored before.

      She smiled, that mischievous grin I'd seen many times but never like this—never with this feral glow of desire illuminating her features. Fiona's fingers then traced my collarbone, sending a chill through me, my chest heaving with each deep breath.

      She seemed to sense my mounting desire as she moved her lips from mine, trailing a trail of delicious kisses down my jawline, leaving a hot, tingling trail in their wake. Her warm breath danced over my hardened nipples, making them ache for attention. I arched my back slightly, silently begging for more. Fiona obliged, using her skilled mouth and tongue to tease each aching nub before moving on to the next.

      A moan escaped me, unbidden but entirely sincere, and I arched into her, eager for more contact. Her tongue swirled around the stiff peak, and her teeth grazed it lightly, sending sparks of pleasure radiating throughout my body.

      I tangled my fingers in her hair, wanting to pull her even closer. The sensation of her soft lips and expert tongue was almost too much to bear. My hips involuntarily bucked against the lounge chair as she kissed her way down my stomach, taking her sweet time exploring every inch of my quivering skin on the way down. Fiona's eyes met mine for a fleeting moment before she reached for the ties of my bikini bottoms, deftly untying them with one hand and discarding them carelessly onto the floor.

      She took in the sight of my exposed pussy, her heated gaze sending a shiver up my spine. "You're so wet for me," she purred, her voice heavy with desire. "I can't wait to taste you."

      Her words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me as she gently spread my legs apart. The air felt cool against my damp folds before Fiona's warm breath teased across my swollen lips. I moaned as she ran the tip of her tongue along the length of my slit, gathering the evidence of my arousal. Teasingly, she circled my clit before sucking it gently into her mouth. A sharp gasp escaped me as I felt the building pressure of an oncoming climax.

      I could feel every deliberate movement of Fiona's tongue as she lavished me with attention, finding a rhythm that had me writhing beneath her touch. The world around us seemed to fade into nothingness; there was only the sensation of Fiona's mouth on me, her fingers slipping inside, curving to hit just the right spot.

      "Oh, Fiona," I breathed out, my voice a mere whisper against the sound of our mingling breaths and the soft lapping noises filling the air. I was close now—so close. She felt it too, intensifying her efforts with a renewed vigor that sent jolts of pleasure ricocheting through my body.

      I dug my heels into the chair, my hands gripping Fiona's hair tighter as waves of ecstasy began to crest within me. Each flick and swirl of her tongue sent electric shocks pulsating through my core. I could feel that familiar tightness coiling deep in my belly, and I knew I was teetering on the edge.

      With a strangled cry, my body tensed and then shattered into a million fragments as an earth-shattering orgasm overtook me. My back arched off the chair, hips pressing up to meet Fiona's mouth as she continued to draw out each pulsing wave of pleasure. She didn't relent until she had coaxed every last tremor from my trembling form.

      Lying there spent and panting, I felt her crawl up my body, her own skin slick with the heat of our encounter. When she kissed me this time, it was gentle and soft—a stark contrast to the passion that had just consumed us. I could taste myself on her lips and felt a deep satisfaction knowing it was my surrender that flavored her kiss.

      We lay intertwined in silence for a few minutes, catching our breath, letting the reality of what we had shared sink in. Then Fiona whispered into my ear with an impish grin that spoke volumes about our newfound intimacy: "Your turn to taste me."

      I flipped us over with urgency and looked down at her.  Our eyes met again—this time ablaze with carnal knowledge—as we surrendered to the passion we'd held at bay for far too long.

      The sight of Fiona's body beneath me quickened my breath, and an instinctive need to taste her skin overwhelmed me. Leaning forward, I returned the favor, kissing and nibbling along the delicate plane below her collarbone.

      A gasp from Fiona encouraged me to explore further; my lips trailed down to her breasts. She writhed beneath me as I lavished attention on her, my own body burning with an intensity that demanded satisfaction. But there was no rush—not when every caress meant savoring the woman I had yearned for in silence.

      We moved in rhythm with one another, two bodies communicating through touches and whispers of pleasure. My hand ventured lower still, slipping past the waistband of her bikini and discovering the smooth expanse of her thigh. Her legs parted slightly in invitation, and my fingers continued their descent.

      Fiona's hips bucked as I found the heat and wetness waiting for me. Her breath hitched in short gasps that matched the pulse of desire I felt throbbing between my own legs. My heart thumped wildly against my ribcage; we were entwined in an erotic dance that promised to lead us both to ecstasy.

      I was nervous, but also incredibly excited. Fiona had already experienced being with a woman, but I was the virgin one, the one taking the first step into the unknown.

      I slowly lowered my head towards Fiona's pussy, taking in her delicate, feminine curves and the soft, downy hair that covered her mound. She spread her legs wider, inviting me closer. I could feel the heat emanating from her pussy, and a thrill of anticipation coursed through me.

      With trembling hands, I reached forward, placing my fingers on the sensitive skin just above her mound. I could feel her moisture seeping through her bikini, and my own excitement began to build. This was it. I was about to taste my best friend for the very first time.

      I gently slid my fingers underneath the waistband of her bikini bottom, feeling the heat and dampness of her sex against my skin. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I knew Fiona could hear it - but she didn't pull away. Instead, she reached down and removed her bottoms, offering herself to me.

      I took a deep breath and leaned in, my lips brushing against the delicate skin of her folds. Fiona let out a soft moan, and I felt like I was already halfway to success. I licked her gently, exploring her folds with the tip of my tongue. Her taste was intoxicating, a heady mixture of her desire and her very essence.

      I delved in deeper, my tongue exploring every inch of her womanhood. Fiona's breath hitched as I swirled my tongue around her clit, teasing it with light, feathery flicks. Her moans grew more insistent, and her hands gripped the sheets beneath her. I could sense her arousal building, her desire for release becoming more palpable with each passing moment.

      As I continued my exploration of her most intimate parts, Fiona's arousal began to take hold of me. My own desire was rising, and I could feel my own wetness dripping down my thigh.  I knew that she could sense it, too, and it only seemed to fuel her passion further.

      I thrust my tongue inside her, feeling the walls of her pussy clench around me as I did so. She cried out, her body arching upwards in response to my touch. I could sense that her orgasm was close, and I didn't want to deny her any longer.

      With renewed vigor, I focused on her clit, flicking and teasing it with the tip of my tongue. Fiona's moans grew louder, her hips bucking erratically as she reached the precipice of her climax. I felt her body tense, and then she came, her juices gushing over my face and into my mouth.

      I lapped up every last drop, savoring the taste of her ecstasy. Her orgasmic contractions continued to ripple through her body, and her breath hitched in ragged gasps. I rested my head on her thigh, my cheek pressed against her damp, satin skin.

      She looked down at me, her eyes glassy with passion and satisfaction. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice raw and vulnerable.

      I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment and connection that was new and thrilling. "Thank you for letting me do that for you," I replied, my voice just as shaky as hers.

      Fiona pulled me up for a kiss, her taste still lingering on my lips. Our lips met, our tongues tangling in a passionate embrace that spoke volumes about the depth of our friendship. As our lips parted, I could feel her love and gratitude radiating from her.

      I looked at her, feeling a surge of happiness. This was the beginning of something new and exciting, something that would only grow stronger with each passing day. As I pulled away, I knew that our friendship had taken a leap forward, and I couldn't have been happier.
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