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      Hannah is awkward and a little shy, but her new friend Emily has invited her to a college party.  Hannah, wanting to break out of her shell, agrees to go but instantly feels she doesn't fit in.  When a grabby jock starts to hit on her, she looks everywhere for her friend.  But it's a mysterious stranger that comes to her rescue.  A sexy brunette by the name of Vanessa that has Hannah questioning her sexuality.  And when Vanessa makes a few jokes about how dating women would be easier, Hannah starts to wonder if Vanessa is questioning too.  One thing leads to another, and soon these two college girls realize that maybe they've liked girls all along.
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        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my mailing list. No spam, just romance goodies!
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          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
      I was slightly claustrophobic, feeling it more so as I made my way through the crowded sorority house.  I wasn’t sure why I was there.  Maybe it was because it was the first party I’d ever been invited to.  High school hadn’t been kind to me in that way.  And this wasn’t just some dumb high school party, this was a college party.  But so far it seemed filled with the same kinds of people I actively avoided on a day to day basis.

                  Despite the fact that I didn’t have the same interests as those around me, I still wanted to fit in.  To be accepted. To be liked.  I’d made sure I wore my cutest black skirt and salmon colored crop top.  I’d made sure my blond hair was wavy like I’d spent all day at the beach.  I put a winged liner on my eyelids to accentuate my best features, and I kept my lipstick a very pale pink.  I wasn’t sure who I was dressing up for.  No one in particular, I supposed.  I was dressing up for the whole room.  For the whole house.  To be noticed.  To be liked.

                  But now that I was in the middle of the party, and my new friend Emily had abandoned me for some guy in another room, I regretted putting so much effort into my outfit.  I regretted coming here in anything more serious than a pair of leggings and a bun high up on my head.  Everyone was drunk or stoned, anyway.  Who would notice – or remember – what I wore or what I looked like.

                  And when a brunette jock type came up to me in the kitchen, I knew dressing up had been a mistake.  I clutched my plastic red cup filled with vodka and OJ and cringed as he came forward.  His eyes were half open, bloodshot, and his speech was slurred.  He stepped two feet too close and breathed his beer breath in my direction.

                  “Hey, baby, what’s going on?” he asked.  “What do you say you and me go upstairs and you show me what’s under that skirt.”  He moved his hand as if he was about to reach for the hem of my skirt, but I pushed it away.  He wasn’t hard to fight off in his inebriated state.

                  “No thank you,” I said, wishing I’d just told him to fuck off.  I didn’t really know what my type of guy was, but it certainly wasn’t him.  “I’m actually just waiting for someone,” I said.

                  “Oh yeah?  Who’s that?  I don’t see anyone,” he said.

                  I looked over his shoulder, hoping to find Emily or someone I recognized.  But it was just a sea of unknown faces and unknown names.

                  “She was waiting for me,” I heard a deep, but feminine, voice say.  I turned to my right and saw a her.  Jean shorts and a simple white tank top.  Lean with curves.  A cute face, but eyes that said she could kick that athlete’s ass when he was sober.  She had a scowl on her face, but a friendly arm hooked its way through mine.  Even though I didn’t know who she was, I liked feeling the warmth of her skin on mine.

                  “You?” he scoffed.  And then his eyes moved quickly between us.  “Oh.  Oh, sorry.  I didn’t realize.”  And then he quickly backed away in pursuit of a new girl.

                  The girl burst into a fit of laughter and unhooked her arm.  I felt an emptiness there now as she moved toward the kitchen island so that she was facing me as I leaned back against the counter.  “Can you believe that?” she asked.  “He totally thought we were a pair of lesbians or something.”

                  I laughed, realizing what conclusion she’d come to.  “You think?”

                  “Oh yeah, totally,” she said.  In her best impression of his voice she added, “Sorry.  I didn’t realize.”  And we both started laughing.

                  “My name is Vanessa, by the way,” she said, stretching out her hand. I took it in mind and shook it, feeling the pulse against my palm quicken.

                  “Hannah,” I told her.

                  She sighed.  “It’s too bad, though, hm?”

                  “What’s that?”

                  “It’s too bad we can’t just date other women.  It would be so much easier, wouldn’t it?”  Her eyes held mine for a moment as if they were searching for something.  I nodded as I took a sip from my drink.

                  “Definitely,” I said.  I felt weird.  My legs quivered and my skin tingled.  I was both hot and cold at the same time.  There was something different about Vanessa.  Something I connected to, but didn’t understand.

                  “I mean, it helps to at least be curious, right?”

                  “Curious?”

                  “You know…about being with another woman.  Have you…ever been curious?”

                  I shook my head, but it was partly a lie.  I was curious now.  But I’d never been curious before.  “I haven’t really been curious about boys either, though, to be honest.”

                  “Really?  Have you ever been with a boy before?”

                  I shook my head.  “No one was ever really my type.  I dated a guy for a few months in high school, but we never did anything but peck on the cheek.  Later, I found out he was gay.”

                  She laughed at that.  “You think you’re asexual or something?”

                  I shrugged.  “No, not that.  Sex sounds nice, just…well…penises kind of gross me out.”

                  “Maybe you’re a lesbian,” she said, and I noticed her expression was more serious than it had been the past few minutes.

                  “Are you?” I asked her, wondering now if she was just nervous about coming out.

                  She brushed it off.  “Me?  Nah.  I mean, I’ve been curious.  If anything, I think I’m bisexual.  But I’ve never been with a woman, so who knows? Maybe I’d be turned off of guys forever.”

                  “It sure would be easier,” I joked.

                  Vanessa’s green eyes held mine for a long, silent moment.  She chewed on her lower lip and dug her toe into the tiled floor.  “Well, if you’re ever curious,” she said, “maybe I can help you out.”

                  I clenched my cup tighter.  “What do you mean?”

                  “I mean, maybe you could try something with me.  If you wanted to, of course.  Not that I’m your type.”

                  Without thinking, I blurted out, “Oh, you’d be my type.”

                  Her eyes were wide and her cheeks blushed.  “Cool.  Whatever.”  But she was smiling and I was smiling too.

                  I wanted to keep talking to Vanessa, but Emily finally showed up.  “There you are!” she cried.  “I’ve been looking all over for you.”  Vanessa’s shoulders shrank at the sight of Emily.  Emily was a girly-girl.  She wore a tight blue dress with her cleavage spilling out of it.  Her hair was light brown with natural gold hightlights and I could easily tell Vanessa was intimidated by my friend.  But as Emily’s arms wrapped around me in a big hug, I realized I didn’t feel that same warmth that I felt with Vanessa.  I hated that Vanessa might feel less than compared to Emily.

                  “You ran off with Mr. Macho,” I said.  “I’ve been looking for you.”

                  Emily started talking her ear off about Mr. Macho and I watched Vanessa slip away into the crowd.  My chest tightened at the thought of never seeing her again.  I stopped my conversation with Emily and made my way into the living room to look for her.  But I couldn’t find Vanessa anywhere. Emily eventually caught up with me and continued her conversation from the kitchen.

                  I didn’t see Vanessa again that night, and I wouldn’t see her again until the next party.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
      I only agreed to go to the next party Emily invited me to in hopes that I would see Vanessa again.  I knew it was still unlikely, especially since this party was at a different house.  In fact, it was a frat party instead of a sorority party.  Still, I was desperate to see her again.  I hadn’t stopped thinking about her the entire week that had passed between parties.  I thought about her full lips.  Her slender curves.  The fire in her eyes as she told that athlete to back off.  If I didn’t know better, I’d think I had a crush on her.

                  My head was dizzy and clouded as I got ready.  I did my makeup like I was about to go out on a date.  I put on a cute, pink summer dress.  I gave my hair the same beachy waves as the party before, but I was still nervous.  I was both worried I wouldn’t find Vanessa and that I would find her, but that I wasn’t pretty enough.  I adjusted my dress on my slim, small-chested body and wished I had curves like Vanessa.  What if that’s what she wanted?

                  I scolded myself.  Maybe Vanessa wasn’t a lesbian.  Sure, she said maybe she was bisexual, but maybe she wasn’t really into women.  Or maybe she was just trying to sound edgy.  I didn’t know anything about her other than her name and what she looked like.  I hardly knew enough to make any assumptions about her.

                  “You ready?” Emily asked as she put her lipstick back in her bag.

                  “Yeah,” I said.  I picked up my Tahitian perfume and spritzed myself with it before picking up my purse.

                  Emily drove us to the party and I felt my heart beating like a drum against my ribs.  I was so nervous, but hopeful.  Emily was easily distracted again when she ran into Mr. Macho, who I eventually learned was named Ramon.  This time, I wasn’t upset that she ran into him.  This time, I smiled and rolled my eyes while going on a search of my own.

                  I looked through the crowded living room, but didn’t find her.  I walked into the kitchen, hoping that’s where she’d be like last time, but she wasn’t there.  I felt my hope deflating and decided to make my way to the patio outside.  I needed some fresh air.

                  That’s when I saw her, leaned up against a wall with another jock that was too close for comfort.  He had his hands on the wall on either side of her head while he leaned down to speak to her.  She saw me over his arms and her eyes widened, almost begging me to come over.

                  I hurried over and said, “Excuse me.  Are you hitting on my girlfriend?”  The jock’s eyes widened and he stepped back.

                  “You guys are lesbians?  Sweet.  Want to make out to prove it to me?”

                  “Get bent,” said Vanessa as she took my hand in hers.  I felt her pulse against mine and I smiled.  “We don’t need to prove shit to you.”

                  “Aw, come on.  Just one little peck.”

                  “Fuck off,” I told him, and Vanessa and I laughed.

                  He called us names as we ran toward the back of the yard, hiding in the darkness of the tree that lined the lot.  We were still hand in hand, and I was still smiling.

                  “What is it with these guys?” she asked.

                  “Well, I can’t blame him.  I mean, you’re so hot.  Anyone would try and hook up with you,” I said.  I tucked my hair behind my ear and glanced at her outfit.  A tight denim skirt, white sneakers and a purple tank top.

                  Even in the dark night I could see her blush.  “You think so?  Well, I think you’re pretty hot too.  Must be why we attract the same types of guys.”

                  She sat down in the grass and I sat beside her.  She let go of my hand and I wondered if that would be the end of feeling her skin on mine.

                  “Thanks for saving me,” she said.

                  “I owed you for saving me,” I said.  “To be fair, I would’ve saved you anyway.”

                  She laughed.  “You’re cute.”

                  I looked at her, her emerald eyes glowing in the dark.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and said, “I was afraid I wouldn’t see you again.”

                  Her eyes moved to my lips and then back up.  “You were?”

                  “I felt bad about how things ended last time.  Emily and I are just friends,” I told her.

                  “Oh,” she said, never letting go of my gaze.  “So you’ve never…experimented with her?  You’ve never drunkenly kissed or anything like that?”

                  “That’s not really something I do,” I said with a laugh.  “The drunkenly kiss girls part, I mean.”

                  “What about sober?” she asked.

                  I shook my head, but I felt myself lean closer.  Vanessa leaned in as well.  “I want to kiss you, though,” I whispered.

                  Her lips crashed into mine and I felt a heat wave spread through my body.  Our mouths opened.  Our tongues danced.  And I realized for the first time, that Vanessa was my type.  My pussy was wet.  My legs were tingly.  I was nervous and heady. I was excited.  I wanted to feel her body against mine.  I wanted to kiss every inch of her, and I wanted her to kiss every inch of me.

                  She pulled back and her eyes met mine.  “So?  How was your first kiss with a girl?  Was it everything you thought it would be?”  She smiled nervously and swept her hair off one shoulder and onto the other.

                  “It was nice,” I said, feeling stupid and inarticulate.  “I mean…it was really nice.”

                  “Does that mean you’re curious now?  About girls?”

                  “I don’t know,” I said.  “I’m curious about you.”

                  She leaned in close and brushed her fingers against my cheek and then my jaw.  She lightly kissed my lips and then said, “Lay back.”

                  My nerves were wired as I laid back against the soft grass. I watched the tree branches above me sway, their leaves dancing in the light breeze.  Vanessa leaned down beside me and touched my neck.  I stared up at her as her fingers trailed down the neckline of my dress, sending chills down my spine.  My lips parted and my breath was shallow.  I couldn’t hide my arousal from her.  I wanted her fingers to reach lower and lower.  I wanted to feel her warm body pressed to mine.

                  She kissed my lips and then my neck.  Her lips soon followed where her fingers had been.  She kissed the neckline of my dress and then kissed above the fabric, down until she kissed where my nipples were.  They hardened against my bra and my panties were wet.  So wet it was almost uncomfortable to be wearing them.  Her fingers trailed lower, down over my abdomen and then along my thighs.  Her other hand tugged gently down on my dress straps until my dress rested just below my bra.

                  “You’re so sexy,” she whispered as she kissed my nipples through my white, lacy bra.  Her fingers inched up under my dress, moving closer and closer to my wet panties.

                  “So are you,” I told her, bravely running my fingers through her hair.  She kissed me and then tugged the cups of my bra down below my breasts.

                  “I love your cute little tits,” she said.

                  “They’re too small,” I argued.

                  “No,” she said.  “They’re perfect.”  And then she wrapped her soft lips around one nipple and then the other.  She sucked in and flicked her tongue across the skin.  I arched my back and let out a whimper, trying to be as quiet as possible.

                  “Do you think anyone will find us back here?” I asked, suddenly very aware of the party going on in the distance.

                  “I hope not,” she said with a mischievous smile.  “But then no one would be able to question us when we said we’re lesbians.”

                  That made me laugh.  “That’s true.”

                  “Don’t worry about them,” she said, sucking on my nipples between sentences.  “Just focus on me.”

                  “Done,” I said as I let my eyes close so I could sink into the feeling of her lips on me.  Her fingers moved under my dress again and slowly lifted the hem up to my waist.  She massaged my wet panties along my slit, and I trembled at her touch.  Then her fingers slipped inside the silk fabric and pressed against my swollen clit.  Two fingers circled slowly around before dipping lower to my soaked folds.  One finger slipped inside me, curled upward toward my belly.  I rocked my hips back and forth instinctively and she smiled.  “I’m going to put my mouth on you now,” she warned, and my body trembled.

                  I nodded and she slowly pulled my panties down my legs.  She lay them gently on top of my purse and then climbed between my naked legs.  I felt the hot wave of her breath across my pussy and I stared down at her just as her tongue came into contact with my skin.

                  I moaned.  Her tongue swept up and down gently, teasingly.  I placed one arm over my face, swept up in the pleasure she was giving me.  I couldn’t believe how good it felt.  How good she felt.  I’d never experienced anything like this before in my life.  Her hot breath mixed with her warm tongue and the cool chill of the night made me a wreck.  It took every ounce of strength not to moan louder and louder.

                  My bent knees began to shake and my back arched to compensate for the overwhelming ecstasy her tongue was bringing.  She wrapped her lips around my mound and sucked in, coaxing my clit out further.  She swiped her tongue along it and sent hot sparks throughout my body.  I reached down for her hair, to make sure she was real, and it sent me over the edge.

                  I gripped her hair in my hands as my legs quivered.  Jolt after jolt of euphoria shot through me as my climax broke over me.  I cursed under my breath from the intensity, and I could feel Vanessa smile against my pussy.  I collapsed against the ground, out of breath, as she pulled back and sat up on her knees.

                  “So?  Do you think you like girls now?” she teased.

                  I looked down the length of my body at her.  “I don’t know,” I said.  “I need to taste you to find out.”

                  “Is that so?” she asked, and then she lay down beside me.  I leaned up on my elbow so I was inches above her.

                  “I think so,” I said.  I kissed her and her lips were relaxed.  She was giving herself to me and it was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.  I kissed her cheek and then her neck.  I kissed her collarbones.  I reached for the hem of her tank top and slowly rolled the fabric up above her bra.  Copying her moves, I pulled the cups of her bra down until her pink nipples were exposed.  I gripped one breast in my hand and sucked in her nipple.  She ran her fingers through my hair, and my scalp tingled as I flicked my tongue across her nipple.  Her moan was soft and sweet.  I wanted to make her moan more.  To make her moan louder.

                  I kissed lower, down over her abdomen.  My fingers found the hem of her denims skirt and bunched it up to her hips.  Her panties were as wet as mine had been.  It brought a smile to my face.  I ran my thumb along the line in her panties where her slit was.  She twisted and moaned.  I loved knowing I was causing such a reaction out of her.  I pressed in gently on her panties, dragging my fingers up to her clit.  She gasped and heaved.

                  I tugged her panties down slowly, teasingly.  I pulled them off and lay them on top of mine, on top of my purse.  Her pussy hair was neatly trimmed with a small triangular patch of hair on her mound.  I brushed my fingers through it.  I lowered my mouth to her wet pussy and stuck out my tongue.  I tasted her.  I kissed her.  She tasted sweet and salty.  Her pussy’s aroma had me hooked like a drug.  I wrapped my lips around her mound and sucked in, dragging my tongue along her clit and wet folds.

                  “Fuck,” she breathed, looking down at me.  I loved looking up at her like this.  I loved being between her legs and making her come.  I realized that I had to have this again and again.  This was no longer just some experiment. This was no longer about curiosity.

                  This was what I needed.  This is what I’d always needed.

                  I devoured her like she was the air that I breathed.  I sucked and licked and made her twist and writhe in the grass.  She tugged at her nipples while I ate her out.  I slipped a finger inside her and curled it upward until it hit just the right spot.  Her fingers found my hair again.  She clutched tightly and whimpered.  Her body shook and quivered. Her thighs trembled beside me.  She panted as she came and as she came down.  She fell back, out of breath, placing her hands over her face.

                  “Are you sure you’ve never done that before?” she asked.

                  “I’m sure,” I said, laying back down beside her.  We both straightened our clothes and then sat up in the grass.  “Was I any good?”

                  “You may have just convinced me that I prefer women,” she said with a smile.

                  I smiled back.  “I feel the same way.”

                  She reached her hand down until it found mine and then she squeezed it.  “Should we go back and enjoy the party?”

                  “I think I prefer it out here,” I said, feeling dirty and mischievous.  I wanted to make her come again and again.  I wanted to feel her mouth on my body for hours.  I couldn’t get enough.  I leaned in to kiss her to let her know that I couldn’t get enough.

                  “I guess we could stay out here a few minutes longer,” she said, kissing me back.  Our tongues met and our breaths were quick.  But then I heard Emily’s voice in the distance.

                  “Shit,” I said, breaking out kiss.

                  “You came with her again?  Are you sure you don’t have a thing for her?”

                  “I don’t,” I said.  “She’s plenty straight anyway.  But she was my first friend since I started school.  I promised her I’d go with her to the last party.”  I looked at Vanessa and tucked her hair behind her ear.  “And I’m glad I did because I met you.”

                  She gripped my wrist and kissed my palm.  “I’m glad we met too.  I hope this isn’t the last we see of each other.”

                  “You read my mind,” I said.  I moved to pull my phone from my purse and saw our panties still draped over it.  I handed her hers and picked up mine.  We laughed.

                  “Maybe one last touch for the road?” she asked, reaching her hand between my thighs and inching it up my dress.  I did the same.  I moved my fingers up her skirt until my fingertips brushed against her pussy.  I felt her fingers on mine and I trembled.

                  “Okay, okay,” I said, pulling my hand free.  “Any more of that and we’re going to be tearing each other’s clothes off.”

                  “Fine with me,” she joked.

                  I pulled my phone from my purse finally and said, “What’s your number?  We’ll definitely be doing this again soon.”

                  She read off her number and I gave her mine.  She kissed me long and hard one last time before we left the tree line together, keeping our distance so no one would know.

                  “There you are!” called Emily when she saw me.  “Oh, and didn’t I see you at the last party?” she asked Vanessa.

                  “This is Vanessa,” I told her.  “She’s a new friend of mine.”

                  Emily raised her brow as she glanced between us.  She could sense we were more than friends, but I didn’t care.  I was hoping to be more than friends with Vanessa soon enough.

                  “Come on Vanessa,” said Emily.  “Why don’t you join us for the rest of the night?”

                  Vanessa looked at me with a smile.  “I’d love to,” she said.
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      Sophie and Vivian have feelings for each other that neither are brave enough to admit to. Despite Vivian coming out as bi to her best friend, Sophie has yet to admit her feelings.  Sophie would rather keep things simple and not risk their friendship on what feels like a whim.  But when Vivian puts forth a bet, it gives Sophie the perfect opportunity to experiment with her best friend while keeping it casual.  And Sophie doesn't expect Vivian to win the bet, anyway.  But if Vivian does win, Sophie is going to have to face her true feelings and finally come out to her best friend.
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      Claire is a college freshman and desperate for a new image.  Used to being the wallflower, she's looking to break out into something  that will get her noticed.  So she searches for a sorority that she can join.  A group of friends she can call her own.  Only she's having a difficult time finding one that fits just right.

      When Alexa comes along, head of Kappa Signa, Claire finally feels at home.  But it's not just the sorority that Claire is into.  Claire is developing feelings for Alexa as well, which is confusing, because Claire has never admitted to liking women before.  But when Alexa and Claire share their first kiss, all doubt fades away.

      Claire wants Alexa more than she's wanted anything.  Is Alexa what Claire's secretly been looking for?
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