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      “I can’t believe he cheated on me,” I sighed. “I always heard about girls getting cheated on, but I didn’t think it would happen to me.”

      I tilted my drink back and let the last of the yeasty brew slide down my throat. I was all-too ready to forget the past few days, even if that meant I would get a hangover as a souvenir for my efforts.

      “I can,” Christina said without hesitation. “I knew Brian was a player from the moment I met him.”

      “Yeah,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I remember you telling me that—to my face.”

      Christina eyed me with a blank expression and shrugged, “Well, would you have rather I lied to you?”

      I was quiet for a moment and I nodded in agreement. “No, I guess not. But it’s not like it helped me.”

      Christina grinned from ear to ear and said, “I tried to warn you.”

      “And what did you see in Brian, that I was too stupid to see?” I asked her.

      Christina smiled, tilted her head and said, “Well, he’s a guy, isn’t he? It’s easy. They’re all the same when it comes to loyalty.”

      “Yeah, sure,” I said. My annoyance with this “theory,” was immediately evident to Christina—or so I hoped—in my sarcasm.

      “I’m serious,” Christina said. I watched as she worked the video game controller in her fingers, gazing directly at the big, bright television set.

      If she weren't so set on becoming a professional soccer player, she could have had a promising future in e-sports. She consistently outperformed me and all our friends to the extent that she found herself searching online for opponents to challenge.

      And even then, they all came up short against Christina.

      She would have been better off playing e-sports, given her small build. She was five feet and six inches tall, with a slender, almost waifish figure. She was an excellent player on the field, but injury prone. And, it didn’t help that the opposing teams always liked to try and mess with her because of her appearance; according to them, she was “too pretty,” with blonde hair and big, blue eyes. Her opponents frequently told her to try out for cheerleading instead. She even had a set of dimples which seemed ever present, thanks to her devil-may-care approach to just about everything in her life.

      She didn’t even seem to mind having a smaller frame – breasts included. She even joked about it sometimes in the locker room. Of course, I never saw them with my own eyes. I was too chicken to ever look at another girl’s body in the locker rooms or the showers.

      “Head down and eyes to the ground,” one of the girls on my high school team had taught me during my freshman year. “Treat it like you’re in the prison showers,” she’d joked.

      And it was decent advice. From the moment I saw the first naked girl, blurry in my periphery, I made sure not to look—not to let my intense curiosity win.

      College made it that much more difficult to control my wandering eyes. But anytime that I saw a girl naked, it was from far enough away that I never saw her pussy.

      Christina was a different story. She came from out in the country and claimed that back in high school, all the girls’ showered ‘buck-naked together,’ without any shame.

      Coming from the city, I wasn’t exactly privy to all that. Maybe she was joking, but considering how shameless and free she had been with her body, I found it hard to believe that she was lying.

      Sometimes when we played video games together, she would make jokes about certain girls on the team; who was shaved, who wasn’t.

      She never caught a glimpse of my pussy—no one did. I made sure of that. It's not like I have anything to hide; I'm lucky to have full breasts and a well-groomed pussy. But that didn’t mean I’d ever felt comfortable showing off my body in front of other girls.

      Meanwhile, Christina was perfectly content showing or discussing her body. At times, it seemed like it was an advertisement to the other girls in the lockers; for what, I was never quite sure.

      I watched Christina play the football game on the television set, and I tried to forget all about Brian fucking our ex-teammate, Dina.

      Dina had been on our team for the first year of college. We’d both started as freshman, along with Christina. But now, we were all juniors at twenty, and Dina was no longer on the team after getting suspended for using steroids.

      Christina had already assured me long before my boyfriend cheated with Dina, that Dina was unattractive.

      It made me feel only a touch better, though. Unattractive or not, it didn’t change the fact that my boyfriend chose her over me.

      Dina wasn't the only one of us who had stepped off the field; Christina had also exited the team only a few months earlier.

      The rumor was that she and another teammate had been caught fighting in the locker room, resulting in their removal from the squad.

      It struck us all as a bit odd because, while the other player was forgettable and never saw action outside the practice squad, Christina stood out as the best player our school had seen in ages.

      The truth behind the rumors turned out to be one of the few things Christina wouldn't refused talk about, even with me.

      In fact, whenever I wanted her to shut up or stop talking about another subject, I would simply bring up the “locker room incident” and she would zip her lips.

      I wasn’t interested in talking about my failed relationship, and certainly wasn’t going to be the one to bring it up, again. And I decided that if Christina wanted to kick a dead horse over it, I would be forced to bring up the locker room rumor just to shut her up.

      “All guys cheat, girl,” Christina said to me. I knew it wouldn’t take long for me to have to cite the locker room incident to halt her chatter.

      I rolled my eyes the same as I had been doing all afternoon, and said, “Don’t you think that’s a little ridiculous? I’ve had plenty of boyfriends who didn’t cheat.”

      “Because you weren’t with them long,” Christina grinned and pointed her finger into the air, like some wise professor. “They would have cheated if given enough time.”

      “That’s not fair,” I said to her. “You haven’t even had a boyfriend in the two years I’ve known you, so how would you even know?”

      “Trust me,” Christina said, with a more serious expression on her eyes. “I had a few boyfriends back in high school that ruined my life.”

      “They cheated on you?” I asked her.

      Christina paused and said, “They just… ruined my life.”

      Christina's words were mysterious and puzzling, a departure from her usual straightforward nature. She rarely beat around the bush. So, she’d had a few boyfriends back in high school that had made her miserable. What girl hasn’t been there?

      I shrugged. I could have pressed the issue, but I didn’t care to bother Christina over it. After all, she now looked almost as defeated as I had.

      “Sorry if I said anything,” I said to her.

      “What? No way,” Christina said. “I’m fine, trust me. That is ancient history,” she continued.

      “All I’m saying is, you should expect a guy to cheat; you’d be happier if you just came to expect it.”

      “I refuse to live like that,” I said to her. “My mom and dad have been together for thirty years, and my dad has never cheated on my mom.”

      “That you know of,” Christina smirked.

      I’d heard enough. Christina was being a bit too smug, and it was time to shut her up.

      “Hey, so, um, whatever happened with you and Jessica in the locker rooms that afternoon? You still haven’t ever told me about that,” I said, returning a smirk of my own.

      Christina rolled her eyes and smiled; she knew what I was doing just as well as I did.

      “Come on,” Christina said. “You don’t want to hear about that—trust me.”

      “Maybe I do,” I pressed. I reclined back in the chair in the corner of Christina’s dorm and put my hands behind my head. I put my feet up on the small foot stool and waited for Christina to wiggle out of an explanation.

      Christina shook her head and said, “Forget it, okay? I’m just trying to tell you to not wear your heart on your sleeve when it comes to guys.”

      “So, what? Are you saying I should start dating girls or something?” I said with a snort of laughter. “I’m sure lesbians cheat on each other just as much as guys do,” I added.

      “Maybe,” Christina said. She tilted her head and cocked her brow as she flashed a curious grin. I didn’t understand what the expression had meant, just as I often felt left in the dark with my friend’s cryptic faces.

      Christina has always been one to chat endlessly about anything, but when it comes to getting anything too intimate or guarded out of her, she likes to hide behind indecipherable smiles and other little tricks. I had only known her casually for a couple of years, but this much I had observed about her.

      I often saw the same subtle walls come up anytime me, or any of our friends, ever tried to hook Christina up with our boyfriends’ friends.

      They all thought Christina was sexy, and one of the prettiest girls they had ever seen. But, without fail, Christina rejected all advances or propositions with a variation of the same answer: “I’m focused on making the pros right now.”

      But, even after she was kicked off the team, her answer was always the same. I didn’t push the matter, since I wasn’t sure just how sore she was over not being on a college soccer team any longer.

      We all knew Christina could transfer to another University and we were dreading the day when she would do it.

      “Well, I’m not about to start dating girls,” I said to her. “I like guys too much.”

      Christina shrugged and, while still looking at the television, said, “What about oral, though? Have you ever gotten a guy to give you any decent oral sex?”

      I laughed and nodded. “Yeah, guys never want to return the favor. I only had one guy who actually liked eating pussy; Jason Mulligan. We actually used to fuck in his parents’ car in their driveway,” I laughed.

      Christina laughed along with me and said, “I never met a guy that liked eating pussy, or if he did, he was never good at it.”

      “But you’re so open with your body. Surely you could teach them a few lessons?” I said, shoving her with my elbow.

      Christina rolled her eyes. “Guys don’t like to be told how to do things. And I have no reason to be ashamed of my body. You won’t ever show your body to anyone,” she smiled.

      “Yeah, that’s right I won’t,” I said with a proud nod. “Sorry, but I’m not interested in walking around the lockers with my breasts swaying and my pussy on display.”

      Christina laughed and nodded. “Okay, you just gave it away.”

      “Gave what away?” I asked.

      “That you’re hot. But most importantly, you’re afraid to have a girl find you attractive.”

      “Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes. I felt a hint of pink in my cheeks from embarrassment. I’d never been worried about a girl finding me attractive mostly because I’d never thought about it.

      “So I’ve never received decent oral,” I said to her. “Who cares?”

      Christina laughed and shook her head, “See, this is what I’m talking about. Guys are too arrogant to know how to please a girl. That’s why your sitting here, sulking, while your boyfriend was out fucking a shiny new toy.”

      “Whatever,” I said.

      “Relax,” Christina said with a slippery grin. “You’re just wound-up because you can’t get anyone to go down on you,” she laughed.

      “Yeah, and unless you’re going to get down on your knees and eat me out, then I guess there’s no need to keep reminding me of it,” I said to her. “I don’t want to talk about Brian anymore, either. He’s a player and I’m done with him. He never ate me out, either; always complained that it tasted funny.”

      “That’s bullshit. Pussy tastes delicious.” My brow shot up to my forehead.

      “What? And you’ve tasted it before?” Christina shrugged and smiled.

      Rather than answer, she just said, “Sorry to bring it up. We won’t talk about Brian anymore.”

      “I’m just saying, maybe don’t stir things up when you don’t even have a boyfriend—and haven’t had one as long as I’ve known you,” I explained.

      “Yeah, because I don’t need a boyfriend; I have fun, anyway,” she said.

      “Oh, yeah? How?” I pressed.

      “Hook ups, obviously,” Christina said. “Why be in a relationship when you can just get laid?”

      “Well, we aren’t all lucky enough to be as pretty as you,” I teased.

      “Thanks,” Christina said with a grin. “But I’m serious. I have hookups and, if I ever find myself in a drought, I have other ways to satisfy myself.”

      “Other ways?” I asked her.

      “That’s right,” Christina said. “Like getting my friends to eat me out.”

      “What?” I felt like I must’ve misheard her.

      “It’s exactly how it sounds,” Christina said with a grin. She set down her video game controller and eyed me. Her gaze and expression seemed unfamiliar to me; it was a look I’d never seen Christina flash me.

      “I’ve never told you this, and I guess the other girls on the team never told you, huh?” Christina said.

      “Told me… what?” I asked, annoyed.

      “About our little pre-game rituals,” she said, also sounding annoyed that she had to dumb the concept down for me.

      “No,” I said. “I’ve never heard of any rituals.”

      “That sucks,,” Christina said. “We had them on my high school team, and at least half the college team knew about them, too, so I figured you were in-the-know with that sort of thing, too.”

      “Well, I guess I missed the boat on all that,” I said to her. “So, are you going to tell me already, or aren’t you?”

      Christina cleared her throat and without any warning, I watched her hand fall down onto my shorts, right atop my lap.

      “What are you doing?” I asked her, as I felt the weight of her hand atop my thigh.

      I was already wet thanks to the dirty conversation we’d had about oral sex. My heart sped and adrenaline coursed through my veins, but I tried to remain composed. I was too curious to lose my temper.

      “So, what you’re saying is that you’ve given oral to girls?” I asked her, careful and slow. I figured Christina would never in a million years tell me the truth.

      “Yep,” Christina said. “And now you know why I got kicked off the team. That’s what happened in the locker room with Jessica,” she smiled.

      I shook my head. “I can’t believe it,” I said.

      “See, the coaches don’t know about any of that shit. But yeah, Coach Lansing walked-in on me eating out Jessica. It was late. We snuck back into the locker rooms since we both had roommates. We didn’t expect to get caught,” Christina said, laughing heartily.

      “You’ve got to be kidding,” I said. “I’ve never known you to be a joker like that, but there’s just no way…”

      “No?” Christina said. “Well, I’ll give you oral right now, then,” the blonde added, and dropped to her knees until she was between my legs. Her face was only a foot from my pussy as I looked down and winced with hesitation over what to do.

      My body tingled at the thought of her mouth on me, but why? As far as I knew, I was straight. And there was Christina, claiming she was ready to lick me? Ready to relieve me of all the tension from my break-up by giving me a oral?

      It seemed impossible. But I couldn’t convince myself that Christina was bullshitting me, either.

      “I don’t understand,” I confessed. “I thought you were straight.”

      Christina chuckled and shrugged. "I am straight, but so what if I wasn't?"

      “You’re not straight if you’ve eaten out a girl,” I explained.

      “Well, then you’d better go text three-quarters of the soccer team, and maybe almost every girl you’ve ever known. They’re all gay, too, then,” Christina said confidently. “I’m sorry nobody ever filled you in,” she continued. “Think of all the oral sex you could have gotten over the years when your boyfriend was too uptight to do it? Or the tension release before the final game last year? Why do you think I was so calm before that game?”

      I took a deep breath and tried to comprehend what I was hearing. “So, it’s not gay…” I muttered.

      “It doesn’t matter if it’s gay or not gay or whatever it is,” Christina explained. “The point is, the labels are stupid. It’s about two girls helping each other out.”

      “So, like… you’re going to eat me out, now?” I asked her.

      Christina laughed and said, “Well, I’m not going to force my mouth on your pussy, if that’s what you mean. But yeah, girl; I’d eat you out to help you get over that player. What are friends for?”

      I paused for a moment. I wondered if she was serious, but the expression in her eyes told me all I needed to know. She was actually dead-serious, and down on her knees—even licking her lips as she looked up at me with a hungry expression.

      I bit my lip and my mouth opened. I hesitated and felt the excitement and anxiety pulsing in my body. Desire coursed through my veins.

      So, I’d be getting oral from a girl? So, what? Christina is pretty, after all, I thought.

      “Come on; just say ‘yes,’ and let me help you out,” Christina said.

      She’s practically begging to eat me out. How can I resist? I thought.

      I was about to bite right through my bottom lip looking down at Christina. I couldn’t believe my eyes; this girl I had known for almost two years was suddenly looking at me with “fuck me” eyes. I had never seen anything like it on Christina’s face.

      I took a deep breath and regained my composure.

      “Fuck it,” I muttered with a grin. “Seriously… fuck it, right?”

      I watched as Christina grinned and her fingers slid up into the leg holes of my shorts. I expected my thighs to clench with resistance the closer I got to letting Christina anywhere near my pussy.

      But that didn’t happen. Instead, my pussy dripped with need, liquid desire trailing down my thigh and right onto Christina’s fingertips.. It was so different than letting a guy fuck me or try to eat me out. This was my friend, a girl. And there was something so much more intimidating about letting her fingers slide up to my most private place.

      I felt as the tips of her fingers neared the crook of my thighs. And then, I felt as her hands found my pussy through my panties.

      “Fuck,” Christina sighed. “You’re already so wet.” Her fingers dragged along my slit, almost studying it. I swallowed and inhaled sharply as her fingers then reached into my panties and slid two fingers inside me.

      I watched Christina’s eyes to see her reaction. She smirked. “Get these shorts off, already.”

      I obliged her. I wiggled out of my shorts and panties until the cool air of the A/C drifted over my wet pussy. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Not only showing my body off to one of my former teammates, but letting her slide her fingers inside me? It was utterly ridiculous.

      “Wow. You have the prettiest pussy in the locker room. I can’t wait to feast on it.”

      I gave a modest shrug and said, “I don’t know about that.”

      “Brian is stupid,” she laughed. “If I were Brian, I’d never let you go.”

      I laughed at this, but my chuckles quickly turned to moans as Christina brought her thumb to my clit and started to circle it.

      She laughed and said, “See? Feels just as good as when a guy does it, right? Doesn’t make you a lesbian.”

      “Maybe so,” I said with a shrug.

      Christina eyed me for a moment and, as if she was simply trying to catch me off-guard, suddenly swiped her tongue up my slit .

      “Oh,” I moaned with a shiver. “Fuck.”

      I inhaled deep and felt Christina’s tongue brush my slick folds.

      “Mmm,” she moaned. The vibration sent me over the moon. I watched as her brows teasingly jumped up and down and she continued eat me out, sucking on my clit while slipping two fingers back inside me.

      I could only shake my head and moan beneath my breath. As much as I tried to mask my enjoyment, I couldn’t stop myself from showing how much I loved Christina’s mouth. It felt just as good as any boyfriend I’d had in the past.

      If anything, Christina was better. She moved her tongue over my pussy as if she knew exactly what I wanted. Her fingers curved expertly inside, hitting my most sensitive spot.

      “God,” I moaned. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      Christina pulled back and smiled. “You taste fucking divine,” she laughed. “I could eat you out all day.”

      She moved her mouth back on my pussy, licking and sucking until I felt my toes curl and I gave a weak moan from the pit of my stomach.

      “Mm, god,” I exhaled.

      After a few more swipes of her tongue, I knew I could no longer hold back. I was going to cum. I had never felt as vulnerable as I did in that moment, with my pussy buried in another girl’s face. I ran my fingers through her hair, wondering why I was doing it. It was a tender motion that I craved now that she was between my legs. My thighs quivered and I hissed as I came against my friend’s face.

      Once I’d come down, still panting, Christina lifted up and wiggled out of her clothes. I watched them drop, and between her slender thighs was her own pussy, dripping wet. Her nipples were pink and tight, begging to be sucked. She laughed and walked to the armchair, spreading her legs wide.

      I felt weak with lust as I saw her rosy, pink pussy looking at me. It was shaved and clean, and looked so fucking perfect.

      “Maybe you should learn how to eat out a girl,” Christina said. “So you can help out a teammate before a game.”

      Only moments before, I would have found that an impossible task.

      But, now? I was wet, horny, and ready to devour the wet pussy right in front of me. I removed my own shirt so that I was naked with her, leaned down and grabbed Christina’s hips in my hands

      I took a deep breath and looked down at her pussy. I slid my fingers down and teased her clit. It felt good to have my fingers on another woman’s pussy. I couldn’t believe it.

      I circled her clit and she moaned with delight. This only motivated me to do more. I slid two fingers inside her tight, warm pussy. As I did, Christina moaned louder.

      A mischievous smile came to my lips as I leaned in and spat on her pussy. I slid my fingers around inside her.

      “Oh, fuck,,” Christina crooned.

      “Yeah?” I said softly.

      “It feels good,” she moaned.

      “Dirty girl,” I whispered so quietly that I doubt she heard me. I didn’t know what had come over me, and I didn’t care. I was ready to go all the way. I didn’t know if I would ever do anything like this with another girl, again. I figured I should make the most of it.

      I stuck out my tongue. My heart pounded in my chest and my breath was fast as adrenaline left me weak. The impulse rushed through my mind and, without another thought, I dipped my tongue inside Christina’s pussy.

      I felt her walls clench around my tongue and I couldn’t help but devour her.

      “Oh god,” Christina moaned. “I can’t believe how good you are at eating pussy,” she laughed. “Holy shit.”

      I couldn’t believe it, either. But, what are friends for? Why stop now?

      I ate her pussy and enjoyed every second. It was better than I could have ever imagined, especially with her hips wiggling about under my tongue as the pleasure left her mad with lust.

      “Wait,” Christina groaned. “We should eat each other…at the same time.”

      I shook my head and said, “Are you sure you’re straight?”

      “Who cares?” Christina said with a chuckle as she slid to the floor. She pulled me on top of her and pressed her lips to mine.  Her kiss was magnetic and warm. White hot electricity seared my skin.

      Her hands found my breasts and cupped them.  I followed suit, mimicking every move of hers in this new twisted dance.  She broke our kiss and took my nipple into her mouth, sucking hard. Then she moved to the other while my legs wrapped desperately around her, searching for my release.

      She smiled up at me. “My, you’re impatient. I don’t want you to come like this. I want you to come on my tongue. Go on, spin around.”

      I did as I was told. I spun so that my pussy hovered over her face and hers rested underneath mine.

      I lowered my pussy to her face and felt her stretch out her tongue. I could feel the heat of her breath radiating against my skin. I grabbed her thighs, spreading them, and then I lowered down.

      At once, I felt her mouth devour me and it made me want even more. I kept rocking my hips until I felt her tongue inside of me. I copied her movements. Ever lick and suck and finger, I gave her in return

      Back and forth, I we rocked together, moaning and slurping against each other’s pussies.

      “God,” Christina moaned against my pussy, nearly sending me over the edge again.

      “You okay?” I huffed. I tried desperately not to cum immediately as she moaned against my slick skin.

      “Yeah,” Christina growled. “Your mouth just feels so good on me.”

      Same, I wanted to say.

      I had never felt anything as good as Christina’s mouth in all my life. Guys was good and all, but this? This was something else.

      “How do you like my pussy?” she asked me.

      I could only return with a series of moans and incoherent grunts.

      Christina laughed between huffs of breath which tickled me and made my eyes roll back. I grabbed the sides of her thighs, licking her faster and sucking harder.

      I couldn’t believe what we were doing. I looked down and there was her ass, while I sucked on her pussy. It took everything in me not to let my orgasm peak. It was the hardest task of my life to not take Christina’s hips, hold them in place and suck her clit so hard it’d make her scream.

      I told her as much and she laughed. “Then do it,” she said. “Devour me and I’ll devour you.”

      I couldn’t resist the invitation. I did just that. I dug my fingers into her thighs and held her firm as I sucked her as hard as I could. I felt the sweat on my brow after a few minutes of us rocking back and forth, riding each other’s faces. We both moaned, deep and endless, as the scent of sex and sweat swirled over my nose.

      “Fuck,” I moaned. “I’m going… I’m to cum if we keep going.”

      “Me… me too,” Christina gasped. “Don’t stop. Fucking cum if you want, but don’t fucking stop!”

      I dug my fingers tight into her sides and tongued her pussy. While my tongue was inside her, my lower lip brushed against her clit . She moaned, her walls clenching around me and I knew she was close.

      “Fuck!” I hissed. The pressure rushed my body. My thigh muscles burned and my own pussy clenched as I let go, the tension building until it broke.

      “Fuck!” Christina cried out just the same. Suddenly, I felt her tongue thrusting in and out of me. I heard – and felt –  her loud moans.

      I tongued her even harder when I realized she was cumming. I couldn’t believe she was cumming while I had my pussy in her face.

      It was so fucking exhilarating that I couldn’t hold back any longer.

      We groaned like mindless animals, rocking together and swaying our hips midst our sweat and sex as we panted and our muscles flexed.

      By the time I was done, my knees and thighs burned like a fire. I lifted up my hips and rolled onto my back on the floor. My pussy was throbbing and wet as it continued to ooze liquid desire down my leg.

      Christina rose up on her elbows and we each huffed for breath.

      She eyed me and, after a moment, all we could do was laugh together. “Hope you enjoyed yourself,’” I said.

      “Girl…it felt so fucking good.”

      I nodded and smiled, “Good. Because I don’t think that’s going to be the last time I do that.”

      “Good,” Christina smiled, seemingly reassured that I had no immediate regrets.

      “So, that’s the ritual?” I asked her.

      “Well, that was more than the ritual,” she was quick to note. “The ritual would be me just going down on you when you’re tense,” she said. “And maybe you returning the favor later on. That was… getting caught up in the moment.”

      “This wasn’t just about the ritual was it?” I said to her.

      Christina laughed and shrugged, “Nope.”

      “So, you’re a lesbian, then?” I asked her.

      Christina nodded and laughed, “Guilty.”

      “And the whole concept of the ritual? That was just…” I started.

      “That was real,” Christina said. “I just, um… decided to get a little more out of it, is all,” Christina smiled.

      “Why didn’t you tell me sooner that you were gay?” I asked.

      “I don’t know,” Christina said. “I didn’t want you to think of me any differently.”

      After a slight pause, she eyed me and asked, “Do you?”

      “Yeah,” I was quick to say. “I’m never going to look at your ass in shorts the same way, again. I’m always going to think about the time I ate you out while riding your face.”

      Christina laughed and said, “You meant to say times—plural—right?”

      “Oh yeah,” I nodded and grinned. “I plan to do this so many times our jaws hurt.”

      Christina smiled and tongued her lips. “I think you’ll definitely get your wish.”
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