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      "Dillon, you ever been camping before?" Evie asked, leaning back in her chair with that signature smirk of hers.

      I shook my head, kicking my feet up onto the coffee table with a sigh. "Nope. Closest I've gotten to camping is crashing on your couch after those insane parties."

      Evie chuckled, flipping through channels absentmindedly. "It's not so different. We ditch the couch, grab a tent and some sleeping bags, and we're set. What do you say we give it a go this weekend?"

      I raised an eyebrow. "This weekend? Isn't that kinda short notice? I mean, don't you need like permits or something?"

      "Permits?" She laughed heartily, dismissing my concerns with a wave of her hand. "Nah, girl. We're just heading to Clearlake—it's open for everyone. Plus, if you ask me, spontaneity's part of the adventure."

      "Alright then," I said, feeling the excitement bubbling up despite my reservations. "Who's all coming?"

      "I was thinking just us," Evie said, finally settling on some reality show she wasn't really watching. "Make it a chill girls’ trip, you know?"

      I nodded, contemplating how it might be nice to escape the chaos of sorority life for a bit. "Sounds good to me. What do we need to bring?"

      Evie leaned forward eagerly as she started listing off items like a seasoned pro. "Well, I've got the tent and an extra sleeping bag for you. We'll need some food—hotdogs and marshmallows are a must—and maybe some beers."

      "What about firewood?" I asked, thinking back to all those survival shows I’d watched.

      "We'll scavenge for some when we get there," she replied confidently. "Half the fun is pretending we're survivalists."

      I laughed at that thought and pointed out another crucial component. "And what about a cooler for the beers?"

      "Oh right!" Evie snapped her fingers as if remembering something vital. "I'll borrow Jackie’s cooler—she owes me one after last weekend anyway."

      We sat in comfortable silence for a moment until Evie glanced over at me with renewed enthusiasm.

      "So you're in?" she pressed me yet again.

      "In more ways than one," I assured her with a grin that mirrored her own mischievous one.

      "Awesome! We'll head out Friday afternoon then," Evie decided.

      "I can't believe you're dragging me into this," I teased.

      "Hey now," she retorted with mock indignation, "you'll thank me when we're sitting by the lake under the stars."

      "Yeah yeah," I said, feigning reluctance as if she hadn’t already sold me on the idea hours ago. Getting away from campus for a bit sounded amazing. But if I’d had any idea what would happen on this trip, I might’ve stayed behind.
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      Friday afternoon, we loaded up the camping gear into Evie’s hatchback and hit the road. The sun was just beginning to dip in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over everything. The drive to Clearlake was about three hours long, and Evie filled the time with her animated stories and playlists that veered from classic rock to indie gems.

      "You know, I'm surprised you're not more of an outdoorsy girl," Evie remarked as she navigated through a series of winding roads that led us out of town.

      I chuckled, adjusting my seatbelt for what felt like the hundredth time. "I think I got enough experience with nature during those sorority obstacle courses," I replied with a smirk.

      Evie laughed, glancing at me sideways. "Those don't really count, Dillon. Besides, this is different—no mud pits or timed sprints. Just pure relaxation."

      The rest of the drive passed in comfortable chatter peppered with our favorite inside jokes. We arrived at Clearlake just as twilight painted the sky in shades of purple and pink. The air was crisp and clean, a sharp contrast to the usual musty scent of our shared sorority house.

      We parked near a small clearing where Evie insisted we’d find the best view of the lake. As we unloaded the car, I couldn’t help but notice how quiet it was out here; aside from a few distant bird calls and the gentle rustling of leaves, there was nothing but serene silence.

      "Alright, city girl," Evie said as she tossed me one end of the tent bag. "Let's see those athletic skills you brag about."

      With some effort—and admittedly more than a little cursing—we managed to set up the tent without any mishaps. Before long, we had built a modest fire pit surrounded by stones Evie had found nearby.

      As we arranged our gear inside the tent, I asked, "So what's first on our agenda? S'mores or stargazing?"

      "Let's get those dogs cooking first," Evie suggested as she rummaged through Jackie’s cooler for ingredients. "Then we’ll have all night for stargazing—or whatever else comes to mind."

      We skewered hotdogs onto sticks and roasted them over the crackling fire while drinking cheap beers from cans that felt perfectly chilled against my palm. There was something inherently satisfying about such simplicity—just two friends enjoying each other’s company under an expansive sky dotted with stars like scattered diamonds.

      "This is nice," I admitted after taking another sip of beer. "Better than I expected."

      Evie smiled at me from across the firelight, her face half-illuminated in its orange glow. "Told you it’d be worth it."

      I nodded slowly, realizing that maybe this trip was exactly what I needed—an escape into nature where time seemed irrelevant and worries nonexistent.

      "So," Evie began casually after finishing off her second hotdog. "Meet any cute guys recently? I’m in a dry spell, myself."

      I shrugged noncommittally but couldn’t ignore how her question lingered heavily between us—as if opening doors we'd never dared approach before.

      "I guess not now that I think about it," I confessed quietly.

      Evie leaned back on her hands thoughtfully against grassy earth beneath her; her gaze drifted upward towards those infinite specks above us before returning back down again. “That’s a shame. I was hoping a good story might help me live vicariously for a moment. It’s not that I don’t get hit on, but I guess I’ve been…I don’t know…pickier lately.”

      “Yeah, same.”

      “Like the guys that go after sorority girls are pretty shallow. Not that I’m the deepest girl out there or anything, but I still enjoy a good conversation.”

      I nodded. I knew exactly how she felt.

      “It’s a shame, though. Because I’ve been so horny lately.”

      “Same, girl. My pussy is wet like 24/7.”

      Evie chuckled.

      “What?”

      “Oh nothing. I just…well I noticed you’ve been a little more flushed than usual. And your nipples have been hard 24/7.”

      My cheeks burned. Had she been looking at my breasts at the sorority house?

      “Seriously, girl. You should take care of that sometime. Don’t you ever masturbate?”

      “Of course, I do. Nothing is like the real thing, though.”

      She whistled. “Ain’t that the truth.”

      For a while, we lapsed into a comfortable silence, the fire crackling between us. The stars seemed to twinkle brighter, casting shadows that danced with the flickering flames.

      Evie eventually stood and stretched, her shirt lifting slightly to reveal a sliver of her toned stomach. "Man, I need to cool off," she announced, more to herself than to me. "I'm going for a swim."

      I eyed the dark water beyond our little camp with a mix of curiosity and hesitation. "I didn't bring my swimsuit."

      She grinned at me, a mischievous glint in her eyes that I had seen countless times before on nights where trouble usually followed. "Neither did I. I'm going skinny dipping."

      Her words hung in the air, and my mind raced with possibilities. Evie had always been the more adventurous one, constantly pushing boundaries while I played the reluctant accomplice.

      "You serious?" I asked, trying to sound casual even as my heart pounded an erratic rhythm in my chest.

      "Absolutely," she shot back with a cocky grin before pulling off her shirt and tossing it onto the ground. Her taut stomach and toned arms showed the hard work she put in at the gym. Her chest was curvy, and I may have gasped slightly when she unhooked her bra.

      Evie removed her shorts and panties next, exposing herself completely. My eyes landed on Evie's pussy. It was perfect, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at how pretty it was. I could feel my own pussy pulsing at the thought of what it would be like to touch and taste it.

      I shook my head. What the hell was wrong with me? I was straight as a board. I’ve never thought about a girl like that before.

      For a moment, I hesitated. It wasn’t just about being naked in front of her—it was something else entirely, a thrill nestled beneath layers of uncertainty.

      But Evie was already making her way toward the water's edge. "C'mon, Dillon," she called over her shoulder. "It'll be fun!"

      With a deep breath and a quick glance around at the emptiness enveloping us, I pulled off my own clothes. The night air was cooler against my skin than I expected but not entirely unpleasant. I put my hands over my breasts as I approached the water. I didn’t want her to see me completely naked, even though my pussy was fully on display.

      Evie waded into the lake without any hesitation one might have being naked under nothing but moonlight and stars. I followed her, feeling strangely free as water lapped around my ankles and then higher until finally, it was weightless buoyancy all around.

      "See?" Evie said when we were both submerged up to our chests in the stillness of the lake. "Nothing better than this."

      The water's surface reflected those celestial diamonds above us like an endless mirror world curving into infinity. Something felt entirely magical about this night, but that unnerved me.

      "Yeah," was all I managed to say because suddenly my voice felt thick with something unnamed—something new pulsing between us in tandem with each gentle ripple.

      And there was Evie beside me—just Evie who had always been there but felt different somehow.

      "So," she said after a moment, her voice softer now yet still carrying across the stillness between us. "I have a weird proposition.”

      I swallowed. “Oh? What is it?”

      “Don’t be so serious, girl. It’s not a big deal. It’ll only be worse if you make it one.”

      I faked a laugh. “Girl, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m chill.”

      She laughed too, but she seemed uncertain like me. “So, like, if you wanted to masturbate out here, like, I wouldn’t tell anyone. You know, since you aren’t getting laid.”

      Her words took me aback, but I humored her. “I mean, I touch myself at home a lot. I’m still horny.”

      She shrugged. “Yeah, me too. But, like, it might be better if we um…fingered each other.”

      My eyes bulged out of my head. “What the hell? Are you serious?”

      She splashed me with water. “I fucking had you, girl. You should see your face.”

      My heart raced and sank at the same time. Was she really fucking with me? Because it felt serious. “I mean, like, if you’re into that kind of thing, I won’t judge.”

      “Did I say I was into it? Girl, I was just trying to help you out, you know? You’re the one walking around with hard nipples and flushed cheeks all day.”

      “And what about you?”

      She smirked. “Masturbating works for me. For the most part, anyway. But you, girl. It’s embarrassing. You look like you’re going through puberty all over again.” She cleared her throat. “Like I said, I was just trying to help a friend out.”

      “Well,” I said, chewing my lower lip. “We are under water. So, like, we wouldn’t really see each other doing it. So it wouldn’t really be gay or anything.”

      “Exactly,” she said. “But also, it isn’t really gay anyway. We’re just touching each other out of friendship. Doing each other a favor, that’s all.”

      I swallowed. If it wasn’t gay, then why did the idea of it seem so monumental? “Yeah. I mean, totally.”

      She swam a little bit closer and it was then that I noticed things about her I hadn’t before. Her eyelashes were long and dark. Her lips were full and pink. She was a beautiful woman and even more so in the moonlight.

      Stop it. You cannot be thinking she’s beautiful moments before she’s going to touch your pussy. Don’t make this a thing. Don’t make this romantic. It’s just two friends helping each other out.

      “So, I’m going to touch you now,” she warned. “You can touch me if you want, but you don’t have to.”

      I couldn’t speak, so I nodded instead. Not being able to see meant I had no idea when she touched me until she was already doing it. Suddenly, I felt fingers sliding between my legs and over my slick folds. “Fuck,” I breathed.

      She laughed as she slowly began to stroke me. “You are horny.”

      “Shut up,” I said, smiling. The smile faded as she picked up speed. I felt bad not fingering her back, but the closer she brought me to coming, the easier it seemed to give in. I reached out, looking for her pussy when I finally found it. It was so fucking wet—and not from the lake—and I wondered if that had to do with me.

      “Shit,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed. We began to finger each other, and it felt much more intimate than it should’ve. Our fingers each slipped inside each other while our thumbs circled each other’s clit. It felt a little gay, but my body didn’t care. My body wanted it to continue.

      The water felt like silk against my skin, enhancing every touch and movement. Evie's touch was firm yet gentle, and it sent shivers racing up my spine. I matched her rhythm, focusing on the slight tremor in her breath every time I swirled my thumb over her clit.

      “Feel good?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper above the water.

      “Yeah,” she replied, a bit breathless. “Better than I thought.”

      I grinned despite myself, feeling an odd sense of triumph. My heart pounded with every stroke, and with each heartbeat, a new layer of uncertainty peeled away.

      “Dillon,” she said softly. Her tone shifted into something more meaningful, causing me to meet her gaze. The moonlight reflected in her eyes, making them glimmer like stars on the water’s surface.

      “What?” I murmured, suddenly aware of how close we were standing, our bodies only inches apart under the water, our breasts nearly touching.

      “Do you want to stop?” she asked after a beat of silence that felt eternal.

      Did I? A part of me screamed yes because this felt dangerous—the kind of thing that changes everything—but another part begged for it to never end.

      “No,” I said honestly. “Let’s… let’s keep going.”

      Evie nodded, regaining that steady rhythm again. We continued to move in sync, exploring boundaries we didn’t even realize we wanted to push through together.

      The climax built slowly like a wave swelling far out at sea before crashing onto shore with inevitable force. When it finally hit us both simultaneously, there was nothing but raw electricity coursing through our veins. I felt her warm arousal swirl in the water around my hand as mine probably did around hers.

      Something about not having to see it, though, made it seem less real. More okay. I opened my eyes wider and she did the same. We were still touching each other. I wasn’t sure why. But just as she couldn’t let go, neither could I.

      Finally, she cleared her throat. Still gliding her fingers over my slit, she said, “Guess we should get back. Have some s’mores or something.”

      “Yeah,” I agreed. We pulled our hands away from each other’s bodies and returned to the shore, dressing ourselves.

      We sat by the fire and grabbed our bag of marshmallows, chocolate bars, and graham crackers. The crackling of the fire filled the silence between us, a comfortable hum that softened the intensity of what we'd just shared. I skewered a marshmallow and held it near the flames, watching as its surface bubbled and browned.

      Evie was doing the same, but her focus seemed distant, her gaze flickering between the fire and me. “So,” she said after a moment, “how’s your English lit class going?”

      I glanced over at her, grateful for the return to safer topics. “It’s fine. Professor Grant has us reading more Hemingway than I'd like, but she's not too bad.”

      Evie chuckled, her marshmallow catching fire briefly before she blew it out. “I swear Grant has a man-crush on Hemingway. I had him last semester, remember? He would talk about ‘The Old Man and the Sea’ like it was the Bible.”

      “Right? It's ridiculous.” I pulled my perfectly toasted marshmallow from the fire, sliding it onto a piece of chocolate waiting on a graham cracker. “What about your classes? Still surviving Dr. Meyers?”

      “Barely.” Evie made a face as she constructed her own s’more. “She’s still obsessed with quantum theory and expects us all to share her enthusiasm.”

      We both laughed, an easy sound that felt good in the cool night air. The sweetness of the s’mores mixed with the lingering taste of something unspoken between us.

      “So,” I ventured after we’d devoured another round of s’mores, “are you thinking about joining that summer program she talked about? The one in Switzerland?”

      She wiped some melted chocolate from her thumb with surprising care. “I don’t know yet,” she said slowly. “Sounds like an amazing opportunity but… leaving everything behind for months? It feels like such a big step.”

      I nodded, knowing exactly what she meant. Change could be daunting, but sometimes it was necessary. We sat silently for a few minutes, listening to insects chirp in harmony with the crackling fire.

      “I guess,” Evie began softly, breaking through my thoughts again, “part of me is scared of what happens if I don’t take that step.”

      Her words hung in the air between us like floating embers refusing to burn out.

      “You’ll figure it out,” I said quietly, not entirely sure if we were still talking about Switzerland or something else entirely.

      Evie’s eyes met mine across the dim glow of our campfire. There was something there—a question maybe—but neither of us was ready to ask it outright.

      “Yeah,” she replied finally, sighing as she leaned back against a log and gazed up at the stars overhead.

      We eventually settled for the night, sleeping in the same tent. It would’ve been more awkward had the tent not been so large. But we had a decent amount of distance between our two sleeping bags. We both went to sleep without a word, as if we were too frightened so speak while in the place we were sleeping.

      The next morning, though, started to change everything. I woke up to find the other side of the tent empty. I stepped out into the morning sun in just my t-shirt and panties and found Evie drinking coffee by the fire pit. She took one look at me and smiled.

      “Jesus, girl. Last night didn’t help at all, apparently. Look at how hard your nipples are.”

      I glanced down and noticed how much they poked through my shirt. “Shit. It’s just because it’s cold,” I lied. I knew why they were hard. I’d just been dreaming of eating out my best friend’s pussy. It confused and frightened me, but my body wanted it to happen anyway.

      I tried to get dressed without revealing how wet I was. I joined Evie at the fire but her eyes kept lingering on my chest. “What am I going to have to do? Eat you out? How the hell are you so turned on all the time?”

      The idea of her eating me out made my breath hitch. What the hell was wrong with me? Did I actually want another girl to lick my pussy? I was straight, right? Still, I found myself smirking.

      “I don’t know girl. I need someone to eat me out, you know?” I shifted in my seat. “Honestly, I’m not sure why I’m so aroused. I bet nothing would fix it at this point.”

      Evie raised a brow. “Is that a challenge?”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I mean…if you think you can solve my problem, by all means. But I don’t think it’ll do anything. Also…wouldn’t that be gayer than what we did last night?”

      She shrugged. “I don’t know. Is it gay if we’re both straight?”

      I sucked in a breath and slowly shook my head. “I guess it isn’t. Why? Are you going to eat me out?” I laughed more so because I was uncomfortable than because I was joking.

      “I mean…if you wanted me to…like if you thought it would help you…I’d just be doing you a favor. Right?”

      I slowly nodded. “Right.” I looked around us. The other campsites were empty. “I mean…if you’re serious, like..where would we do this?”

      Evie also looked around. “Seems pretty empty right now. Why don’t we do it out in the open? It’s not gay if it’s not where we sleep, right? Like, it’s not in a bed or anything.”

      “Yeah,” I said. “Totally. So like…unzip my jeans then?”

      She shrugged. “Yeah, girl. If you want.”

      “Yeah, okay. Here goes.” I unfastened my jeans, my heart in my throat. Was I really doing this? I slipped them off with my panties and spread my legs, feeling more exposed than I ever had in my life. “Here it is. Whenever you’re ready.”

      Evie got up and came toward me. She lowered between my knees. Something in that moment shifted. She seemed submissive. Seeing her in that position, near my pussy, looking up at me made it seem very gay. I was about to have another girl eat me out. My friend. But I was helpless to stop it. She seemed ready, and my body was more than curious.

      “Okay, so…I’m going to open my mouth now,” Evie said, parting her lips.

      “Yeah, um, okay. I guess…I’m going to push my hips forward.” Just then, I glanced down at Evie’s breasts and saw hard nipples of her own. Fuck, she was turned on by this. What were we doing? This felt really, really, really gay.

      Still, I rocked my hips over her mouth, gliding my pussy along her tongue. Evie's mouth was warm and wet, enveloping me in a sensation that was both alien and electrifying. It was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. My breath hitched in my throat as she started to move her tongue, swirling it over my pussy with a surprising confidence.

      I watched her, trying to reconcile this moment with everything I thought I knew about myself. My fingers instinctively tangled in her hair, guiding her gently as she ate me out. “Damn, Evie,” I breathed, half in disbelief and half in pleasure.

      Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, a mix of determination and curiosity shining in them. It was like we were communicating without words, understanding that this was uncharted territory for both of us. Despite the unspoken awkwardness of it all, there was an undeniable chemistry bouncing between us, something raw and unfiltered.

      Evie's hands gripped my thighs tightly as she adjusted her angle, pushing her fingers in while she sucked on my clit. Her eagerness was palpable, and I couldn't help but let out a low moan. “You’re…you’re really good at this,” I murmured, trying to lighten the mood with humor but also genuinely surprised by her skill.

      She didn't reply verbally—her response came in the form of increasing her pace, drawing more guttural sounds from me. Each stroke of her tongue sent jolts of pleasure rippling through my body, making my skin tingle.

      It wasn't long before I felt that familiar tightening in my stomach. I didn't know how to warn her properly—did people even do that? “Evie…I’m close,” I managed to say between ragged breaths.

      She hummed over my skin in acknowledgment, the vibration driving me right to the edge. With one last thrust of her fingers, I let go, climaxing with an intensity that left me shivering. Evie stayed there through it all, like it was nothing unfamiliar.

      When it was over, she pulled away slowly and wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. For a moment, we just stared at each other—two friends who had crossed a line we both claimed didn’t exist for us.

      “Wow,” Evie finally said with an awkward chuckle, breaking the silence that hung between us like an invisible curtain.

      “Yeah,” I agreed dumbly, pulling my jeans back up. The air felt different now—not bad or wrong necessarily, just…different. It was as if something had shifted imperceptibly between us but neither of us dared to name it.

      “So…did it help?” she asked with a somewhat shy smile.

      I nodded slowly. “Yeah…I think it did.”

      We both laughed then—a nervous release of tension that seemed to reset everything back to normalcy…or whatever our new version of normal might be.

      “Well,” Evie said as she stood up and dusted the dirt from her knees. “Guess we should get some breakfast going.”

      “Yeah,” I replied, grateful for the return to mundane camp activities. Still, as we moved around each other preparing food and pretending everything was exactly the same as before—we both knew some things might never be quite so simple again.

      We spent the rest of the morning fishing, but I couldn’t look at the lake the same again. In fact, I couldn’t stop thinking about Evie’s mouth on my pussy. I wondered what she tasted like. What she would feel like against my own tongue. But it would make me a lesbian if I asked to eat her out, right?

      “You know,” I said, throwing my fishing line. “If you ever needed some help, I’d pay you back.”

      She cleared her throat. “Yeah? I mean, you wouldn’t have to do that or anything. I don’t, like, expect it.”

      “Yeah, no. Of course not. All I meant was, like, if you were turned on and needed some relief. I’d do the same for you. Just, um…straight friends helping each other out.”

      “Yeah. Well, good to know.”

      We didn’t catch any fish, so we ate lunch from our bags. We continued to talk about school and our other sorority members, gossiping about things we couldn’t when we were at home. Then we played a game of fuck, marry, kill, which led to talking about hot celebrities we would fuck. Some of the celebrities were even women. But that was normal. All of our friends played that way. But when I noticed Evie getting flushed, I decided to speak up.

      “Woah. Looks like you’re getting turned on.”

      “Oh, am I?” She wiggled her eyebrows, her arms stretched behind her head as we both lay in the grass. “Guess you gotta eat me now.”

      We both laughed, but I ended up licking my lips. “I mean, like I said. If you needed me to, I would.”

      “I don’t know. That seems like crossing a line. Like, I know I did it for you, but both of us? To each other?”

      I shrugged. “Yeah, maybe you’re right.”

      “I mean, how did it feel? When I ate you out? Did it feel gay?”

      “No,” I lied. “It felt good. Like it could’ve been a guy. What about you though? Did it feel gay going down on me?” I was already wet thinking about it again.

      She shrugged. “I mean, yeah. A little. But I was doing you a favor, you know? It’s not like I wanted to eat you out, I just wanted to help you out.”

      “Definitely. Well, um…this would be the same thing.”

      She turned, her eyes meeting mine. “Yeah?”

      I swallowed and nodded. “Um, yeah.”

      “Well, okay then. If you really want to help.”

      “I mean, yeah. If you want me to.”

      She laughed. “I don’t want you to, I just…like I have to get off, you know? It’s not about you.”

      I shook my head. “Yeah, of course. That’s all I meant, too.”

      She unfastened her jeans and pulled them down with her panties, spreading her legs wide. “Well, I mean, get over here then.”

      I salivated at the sight of her pussy. She was soaking wet. I leaned up on my elbow at first and then slowly crawled over her, scooting down her legs. “I’m going to open my mouth now,” I warned, like she had for me.

      She swallowed, looking down at me. I wondered if she thought the same thing I had earlier. I wondered if I looked different to her now that I was below her like this, looking up at her. “Fuck,” she breathed before I even put my mouth on her. “Okay, fuck. I’m going to push my hips forward now.”

      She angled herself until she brushed against my outstretched tongue. My own pussy was soaking wet. The anticipation was electric, a new kind of tension settling between us, intertwined with the afternoon's lazy warmth. It felt like the world around us held its breath, as if nature itself was unsure how to respond to the intimacy unfolding beneath its gaze.

      Evie’s eyes were locked on mine, searching for some unspoken confirmation. She was hesitating, and I knew why. It wasn’t just about the physical act—it was about the shift it represented, the questions we would ask inevitably ourselves later.

      When my mouth wrapped fulling around her mound, I flicked my tongue against her clit. The sensation was foreign yet strangely familiar, as though fulfilling an instinct I didn’t know I had. Evie’s body tensed beneath me, a quiet groan escaping her lips as she ran a hand through my hair and closed her eyes.

      “Fuck,” she muttered again, this time more to herself than anyone else.

      We found a rhythm together—awkward at first but gradually smoothing out with each slow movement. I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them to hit her most sensitive spot. As I teased her pussy with my mouth and fingers, I learned to listen to her breathing, adjusting my pace whenever it hitched or quickened.

      There was a strange kind of symmetry in our situation—two straight girls who were doing very gay things.

      Evie’s hips began to roll gently upwards, pushing harder against my mouth. There was satisfaction in knowing that I could bring her pleasure—that I could return the favor she’d granted me earlier.

      Eventually, she shuddered with a soft gasp that echoed across the still lake. As her body relaxed back into the grass, her ragged breathing gradually slowed.

      I pulled away carefully once she softened completely, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. We lay side by side in silence afterwards, staring up at the sky where sparse clouds floated lazily by. The light filtering through the branches overhead dappled across our skin.

      Neither of us spoke for several moments; words felt inadequate then—a language too clumsy for what had just transpired between us. But eventually Evie rolled over onto her side and looked at me.

      “So, did that feel gay to you?” she asked.

      “No,” I lied. “Did it feel gay to you?”

      She swallowed. “Maybe a little bit. But like, it’s okay. It’s a one-time thing.”

      I nodded. “Right. Just this once. When we get home, we’ll get laid by some guys.”

      “Yeah, definitely.”

      Evie turned her head toward me with a look that was part disbelief and part satisfaction. "We're not lesbians," she said again softly as if trying to reassure herself more than anything else.

      I chuckled weakly, running a hand through my damp hair. "No," I agreed. “Just helping each other out. That’s all.”

      “Yeah,” she breathed. “I mean, until we get laid by guys, there’s nothing gay about helping each other out.”

      “No, there’s nothing gay about that. Even if we have to do it again.” Neither of us entertained the idea of being bisexual. We were fully committed to our straightness despite our actions.

      “Right. Like, every time you get turned on I’m going to think you need a favor.”

      “Right,” I said. “And anytime you get turned on, I can just come to you and give you the same favor.”

      “Right,” she said, her body relaxing. It seemed as if she wanted to do this again as much as I did. But I wondered if being back at the sorority house rather than alone in the woods would change any of that. I hoped it wouldn’t. Because being eaten out my best friend was the greatest thing I’d ever felt. Greater than any guy I’d ever been with.

      Of course, admitting that out loud would might make me sound not-so-straight. So I didn’t tell her. Instead, we drifted off to sleep.
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