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      “Make a wish!” Adam shouted, as the flames flickered atop the cake.

      Jessica rolled her blue eyes at him and sighed, “To be anywhere but here.”

      Rather than matching her groans, the group of people that had collected around her cheered and laughed in a cacophonic cluster of noise, which rivaled only the loud music thumping on the speakers, and the sound of revelry around them. The faint smell of cologne, sweat and smoke filled the air.

      The idea of celebrating her twenty-first birthday at, not only a bar, but a gay bar, had not exactly been the product of Jessica’s mind. The college cheerleader had already found herself plenty tense around the subject of sexuality, so the last thing she needed was for her ex-boyfriend, Adam, to surprise her with a party bash at the most out bar in the city next to their college town.

      Jessica blew the candles on the large, penis-shaped cake and cracked a smirk, unable to see the phallic dessert without laughing.

      “There you go,” Adam said, playfully shoving her. Jessica heard the sound of the group whistling and cat-calling as a slight blush came to her cheeks and she shifted her blue eyes about the lounge area.

      “This is exactly why I didn’t want you to plan a party,” Jessica said, before blowing the twenty-one candles out. “She blew the giant dick!” One of the girls said, before they each laughed.

      Jessica rolled her eyes once again and frowned. “Come on,” Adam said, grabbing her ex-girlfriend by the arm and shaking it. “You didn’t think we’d let you celebrate your twenty-first birthday without a little torture, did you? This is punishment for not having a boyfriend to spend it with,” Adam said.

      “Just because you work here, doesn’t mean you had to have my birthday—your very straight ex-girlfriend’s birthday—in a gay bar,” Jessica reminded him, as the group began to pass around pieces of cake and settle.

      They chatted amongst themselves, as Adam rebutted, “I’m a broke college guy, and this was the only place I could have a party for free; Theresa, the bartender even made the cake.” He looked back and gave a wave to a tall, tattooed woman behind the counter, who’d been busy but noticed us and gave a small wave and a wink. Adam mouthed the words ‘thank you,’ and nudged Jessica. The bartender grinned and nodded.

      “I think she likes you,” Adam laughed.

      “Remind me why we broke up, again,” Jessica said sarcastically.

      “Hey, now. It wasn’t because I was obnoxious, it was because I realized I was gay,” Adam said, before turning and planting a kiss on her boyfriend, a dark-haired man in a biker jacket named Preston. Jessica shook her head and laughed, as both guys made out unapologetically before the group, who insisted on providing a few more whistles and cat-calls, this time for Adam and her boyfriend.

      Jessica couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous of her ex. Watching him come out had not only been impressive, but Jessica secretly wished that she’d possessed this very sort of confidence. Being the head cheerleader did not only mean that all eyes seemed to reside on Jessica’s back at all times, but such prying watchers did not stop when she left the field. Her relationship with Adam had been newsworthy for the college paper, much to Jessica’s disbelief and disdain. And the breakup had been just as publicized.

      Now twenty-one, Jessica felt the clock ticking. She was in her senior year and had not had any relationships that had left her feeling fulfilled or truly alive. Jessica couldn’t help but wonder when if ever, she would feel the spark so many around her seemed to feel. At the very least, she wished for something lust-worthy; something that left her feeling like the carnal, sexual animal she knew she was supposed to be.

      But she looked around and saw hunky guys smiling, and knew that it did little for her. Even Adam’s friend, the object of her slight crush, had not inspired enough drive inside her to make a move. And now, she did feel that she was being punished for not having a boyfriend. She felt her birthday party at the gay bar might be more than a coincidence.

      It had crossed her mind more than once. But each time, Jessica had been far too nervous to investigate any feelings of being a lesbian. She avoided all chances that she might see a girl ‘in that way.’ She avoided her squad in the locker room, and even in her most curious moments, barred herself from ever visiting naughty websites, if only to confirm or deny her concerns.

      I’m straight; I’m the straightest girl I know, Jessica thought to herself. I’m in a gay bar and it isn’t doing anything for me whatsoever—that’s got to mean something, she continued.

      Jessica looked about the room. She sat back in the black leather chair, crossed her legs in the jeans which clung tight around her toned thighs and scanned the room. She saw college girls dancing about on the dance-bar, laughing and chatting. Jessica continued to look until she saw a pair of blonde girls making out in one of the chairs nearby. She ran her fingers through her shoulder-length, blonde hair and turned her eyes away as a sudden feeling of intensity welled up inside her. She shifted in her seat and cleared her throat, looking around at the group sitting with her to ensure they hadn’t noticed her gazing.

      “Well? What did you wish for?” Adam suddenly asked—a smile painted on his lips.

      “Wh—what?” Jessica asked, with a nervous laugh.

      “What did you wish for when you blew the big dick?” He said, giggling. His friends all looked at Jessica in anticipation, awaiting her response.

      “Oh, um,” Jessica said, hesitant. “I, uh… I wished for… world peace,” she said.

      The group all jeered and taunted her. “Sure you did,” Preston said, with a mischievous grin on his lips. “She probably wished she would get laid tonight,” he continued.

      “If I know her like I think I do, then yeah,” Adam nodded.

      “Hey, come on,” Jessica said. “I really did wish for world peace; what’s so wrong with that?” The blonde said, with a defensive tone welling in her throat.

      The group relented, but Jessica knew she’d been lying. The truth was that she’d forgotten to wish for anything. But, she could only agree with Preston’s comment. I DO wish I would get laid tonight, she thought. Then I could stop thinking about sex all the damn time.

      “So, let’s see, what guy are we going to hook you up with,” Adam said, scanning his friends.

      “Or girl!” One of Adam’s friends shouted, much to the delight of the group.

      “Jessica’s not a lesbian,” Adam said. “It’s a shame, too, because so many girls have asked me about you,” he said, turning to her ex-girlfriend.

      “I mean, I guess I’m flattered or whatever,” Jessica said, turning a shade pink. “But yeah, I’d never date a girl,” she added.

      “What about hook up with one? You know, Preston and I didn’t think we were gay but then we got together, and it was like everything I’d been missing in my life suddenly fell into place, and I didn’t even know it,” Adam explained.

      The two men embraced for a moment and Jessica shook her head. “No, no, I know that I like guys.” The words left her lips stale and unconvincing. Despite the fact that Jessica had been attracted to girls, she felt guilty or sneaky for stating it aloud, when she was so insecure about her sexuality as it was.

      “You need to get laid,” one of her squad mates had told her only a few days prior. “Find yourself another one of those football players; get some D, girl,” they continued.

      “Sure thing,” Jessica had said, with a nervous laugh escaping her lips. She’d jutted her hands into her pockets and ducked out of the locker room as quickly as she could, knowing that if I guy had been right for her, she most certainly would have done something. But lately, it seemed like no guy had been ‘right’ for her.

      “There’s a girl I work with? Anna? She’s over there—the one with the margarita in her hand? Well, she wasn’t gay, either, until she hooked up with another girl from the bar and viola,” Adam continued.

      “Look, I’m not gay and I’m not going to hook up with any girls. I’ve got to go to the… bathroom,” she said.

      “Bring yourself back here!” One of the guys shouted.

      Jessica knew the tone; it was mocking. It was not genuine, and she knew that she had no chance to score with any of Adam’s friends.

      What is it about me? Do they know something I don’t? Fuck that, Jessica thought. I’m straight. It’s never even been a question, she continued, wandering down the small hallway toward the bathroom.

      When she stepped inside, she looked about. She was all alone and picked the first empty stall to relieve herself in. She unzipped her jeans and pulled down her panties, which had become soaked. She went through the motions, but knew she didn’t have to pee. It was all a show for herself, more than anything.

      As she started, she heard somebody push the door open. She heard the young girl unzip her jeans and pull off her shirt. After a moment, Jessica slid her eyes through the crack of the door, unable to resist the instinct to get a look at the person by the sinks.

      She noticed it was a dirty-blonde-haired college girl with a lean build and perky breasts. She was changing her clothes and was down to just her black lace panties and matching bra. She had soft, pretty features, including rosy cheeks, light brows and beaming green eyes that seemed to sparkle. Jessica started to look away, when the young girl caught her gazing through the crack of the stall door.

      “You know, looking over at another girl while she’s half-naked is probably not the best way to maintain your straightness,” the woman said.

      “What? I wasn’t…” Jessica stuttered, pulling up her jeans and opening the stall door.

      “It’s cool,” the young woman said. “I’m just hassling you. I was sitting near you and heard your friends giving you a hard time.”

      “Oh, right,” Jessica said, with a nervous laugh. “I’m straight, so…”

      “Yeah, I gathered as much,” the young woman said.

      Jessica looked straight ahead at the wall and hadn’t noticed that the stranger had expertly swept her gaze over Jessica’s body, in an effort to get a look at the gorgeous blonde. The stranger bit her lip and turned back up to meet Jessica’s eyes.

      Jessica could feel the glances in her periphery. There was something she liked about the attention. She knew she was attractive, and couldn’t help but feel proud that now this total stranger knew it too, even if she happened to be a girl. She wouldn’t readily admit that she found this stranger attractive, but could acknowledge that she was objectively so.

      She wanted badly to sneak her eyes over to the stranger’s body. She took a deep breath and, when it became clear enough that the woman was not looking over anymore, Jessica’s blue eyes slid down and to the left, to get a rapid glance. At once, she saw the stranger’s naked tits as she removed her bra completely to replace it with a seemingly more comfortable one. She moved her eyes back immediately, and then over to the stranger’s face, before a nervous laugh escaped her.

      The stranger finished getting dressed in a more casual outfit. Jessica assumed it was because the stranger had given up on getting laid for the evening.. They went to the sink and Jessica watched as the woman washed her hands in front of her. She was built like a track runner, and had a tight, lean build. She was slightly shorter and much smaller overall than the cheerleader, who couldn’t help but look at the stranger’s curves, which fit impeccably inside a pair of low-rise jeans she’d changed into.

      When she finished washing her hands, she moved over and let Jessica take her turn. “I’m Callie,” the girl said. “Do you go to the college?”

      “Um, yeah,” Jessica said. “I’m Jessica.”

      “Oh, okay; I asked because you looked familiar. Now I realize you’re the Jessica; the head cheerleader,” Callie said, with a chuckle.

      “I wouldn’t say that,” Jessica said. “We’ve won a few competitions, is all.”

      As Jessica washed her hands, she noticed Callie’s nipples poking through her t-shirt. Her eyes took sneaky glances at them, before she reprimanded herself. What am I doing? Why am I checking out her… her breasts? She thought to herself.

      Jessica took a deep breath. She dragged a paper towel from the dispenser and gave a displeased expression toward the girl. “Anyway, nice meeting you,” she said.

      Callie watched as Jessica started to leave. Finally, she blurted out toward the cheerleader, “Um, you know, if you want to hang out somewhere else, I have a private lounge upstairs.”

      “Thanks but no thanks,” Jessica said. The blonde was intrigued. She knew she was attracted to Callie, but certainly was not about to admit it to herself. I’m into guys, so why the fuck was I trying to look at that girl’s half-naked body? She wondered, as she started through the door.

      “If you change your mind just hit the stairwell in the south corner,” Callie said.

      Back into the noise and dark of the night club, Jessica caught Adam and his friends looking about for her. Jessica knew she couldn’t leave, being Adam’s ride, but she certainly did not want to throw herself back into the pit of denigration and embarrassment that she’d endured before escaping to the girl’s room.

      Jessica looked around, desperate for an escape. As she turned to her right, she found exactly what she’d been hoping for. She started down toward the corner of the club, where she found a stairwell. She looked back over her shoulder, and saw one of Adam’s friends looking in her direction.

      “Jessica! Over here!” She faintly heard one of them cry out.

      Quickly, the cheerleader started up the stairs, until an employee of the bar quickly called toward her. “Hey, where are you going? That’s restricted!”

      “Um, I…” Jessica hesitated, before remembering to drop Callie’s name. She knew it wasn’t a guarantee, but was desperate enough to try.

      “I’m with Callie,” she called back.

      The man, as if she’d said the secret password, gave an approving nod and stepped back, allowing Jessica to continue up the stairs. Now she had only to decide which was worse, hanging out with Callie upstairs—presumably just the two of them, in a space where she knew she might lose herself and her sense of straightness in the blonde’s green eyes, or back down in the club, surrounded by Adam and his friends.

      Jessica walked upstairs and into the space that was more like an expansive and spacious balcony that overlooked the club. The area was dark and hidden from view of anybody down on the floor, but Jessica could see almost every corner of the club from the second level. The space looked as though it might normally be filled with guests; leather chairs were abound and the area was decorated much like the lounge area she’d been sitting in down below with Adam and her friends. But this space was empty, a strange contrast, considering the music still thumped loudly and the strobe lights from the dance floor continued to form purple and red hues against the black carpet and furniture.

      The blonde let a sigh of relief and walked over toward one of the chairs. There, she sat down and reclined back. Finally, some privacy for a minute, Jessica thought to herself as the bassline of the song downstairs left a vibration in her gut.

      She closed her eyes a moment, and when she opened them, she saw only darkness. “Guess who?” The voice said.

      The club reappeared before her as Callie moved her hands from Jessica’s eyes and came around the chair. She sat in a chair right next to her and smiled. “I never in a million years thought you’d take me up on hanging out up here.”

      “What is this area, anyway? Some kind of VIP or something?” Jessica asked, still inspecting the space.

      “Something like that, normally. It’s under renovation right now, though. But I’m friends with Mickey, the owner. She kind of lets me lurk wherever I want,” Callie explained, clutching a glass in her hand.

      “Why’s that?” Jessica asked.

      “Let’s just say she owes me one for a very big favor I did her once,” Callie winked.

      Jessica did not know whether Callie was alluding to something sexual, and did not have the nerve to ask. Instead, she grabbed her fingers into the arm of the chair and shifted her eyes about.

      “Want a sip?” Callie asked.

      “What is…” Jessica started, before shaking her head. She no longer cared exactly what was in the drink; it could have been a soft drink, it could have been absinthe and she supposed she would have drank it—anything to numb the thoughts racing through her mind. “Actually, yeah, I’ll have a sip.”

      The drink went down her throat and soon she felt a warmth and levity ease over her tenseness, softening and relaxing it. She cracked a smile and felt the tension relieved from her pursed lips as Callie took another sip.

      “So, you know there’s a group of people downstairs looking for you, right?” Callie asked.

      Jessica nodded. “You didn’t tell them I was up here, did you?”

      Callie laughed and said, “And spoil all the fun? No way.” Callie rose up and looked over the railing, down into the crowd. She laughed and shook her head, before turning back over her shoulder toward Jessica. “Want to see? They look like a pack of animals on the hunt.”

      “I’m good,” Jessica said. “I feel bad for abandoning them, but… I figured what’s the harm in fifteen to thirty minutes of space?”

      Callie came back and sat in the chair next to Jessica. “You know, most girls would be thrilled at this kind of attention.”

      “What are you getting at?” Jessica asked.

      Callie’s eyes danced around, as if teasingly avoiding the point. “Nothing, nothing,” she said, grinning. “I just think you’re hiding something, is all.”

      “I’m not hiding anything. If anything, you’re the one hiding something. I saw you looking at my  body in the bathroom, by the way,” Jessica snapped.

      “Now, I can’t remember,” Callie said, tapping her finger to her chin and wandering her eyes in the air. “But I seem to remember a certain cheerleader sneaking a peek at my tits, too.”

      “Whatever,” Jessica said.

      “It’s all good,” Callie said. “You know, you’d be a lot happier if you weren’t so rigid about your sexuality. Maybe you’re unflinchingly straight, but you could act a little less phobic around lesbians,” the blonde smiled.

      “Hey, I’ve not no problem with being gay whatsoever,” Jessica said. “I’m in a gay bar, aren’t I?”

      “Well, you certainly seem tense about it,” Callie said.

      “So, what; are you a lesbian?” Jessica asked.

      Callie nodded and rose her drink. “Gay as the rainbow lights on the dance floor. And you know what? I used to be like you. I didn’t even kiss another girl until Sophomore year of college.”

      “How old are you?” Jessica asked.

      “Twenty-one,” Callie said, “Same as you.”

      “You a senior, then?” Jessica asked.

      Callie nodded. Her green eyes then wandered down over Jessica’s shirt. There, she saw that the cheerleader’s nipples had hardened from arousal. Callie couldn’t help but salivate over the prospect of a seeing Jessica completely naked. But she also knew that the point of her conversation with Jessica was not to convert or persuade her of her sexuality, but simply let her come to the conclusion on her own. Callie had been in the same position; she could see it in Jessica’s eyes. She knew from the little glances and hints that the blonde cheerleader had dropped that she thought she was straight but clearly curious about other possibilities.

      And Callie knew that she would be lying if she’d claimed to be anything other than a little selfish and hungry for what was underneath Jessica’s clothes.

      “So maybe I was checking out your tits? So what?” Jessica asked. “You looked at me first. I didn’t even see anything, by the way.”

      “Just say the word and maybe this time I’ll actually invite you to look,” Callie grinned.

      “Whatever,” Jessica said. The cheerleader declined, but inside, her heart was thudding and her mind ablaze with curiosity. She didn’t know what was coming over her, only that Callie was the most attractive girl she’d ever seen. She’d been alongside college girls every day on the gym and in the lockers, but Callie was the sort of pretty she’d never stumbled upon before—the sort that made her realize she might actually have a thing for girls like her.

      Jessica’s mind raced with thoughts, with conflict, until finally, she blurted out the very thing she’d tried to keep secret. “Go ahead, then—let’s see them!”

      Callie looked at the cheerleader for a moment, before flashing a surprised grin. She wasted little time and took off her shirt. Jessica chewed her lip and rested her hands on the arm of the leather chair. She couldn’t believe what she was doing, watching another college girl pull her clothes off and reveal her body. Just the act of Callie removing her t-shirt left Jessica’s pussy aching. She took a deep breath when the unabashed dirty-blonde reached behind her and unclasped her bra. Jessica saw then as Callie was only covered by the cups of her bra she held over the swell of her breasts.

      Fuck, Jessica thought, as she eyed Callie’s slender stomach. Her skin was impossibly smooth with a slight bronzed tan across her complexion.

      “You ready?” Callie asked, with a small hint of vulnerability in her voice.

      “You don’t have to do it,” Jessica said, hoping with all her might that Callie would not be dissuaded by this paltry denial of her truest desire.

      “No, I’m not letting you walk away thinking I’m scared or something,” Callie said. Callie let her bra fall down to her lap, revealing her perky tits with hard, puckered nipples just begging to be sucked.

      Jessica looked over at her breasts, which were just as smooth and inviting as the rest of her, with the same slightly bronzed coloring. Callie’s nipples, however, were a shade of pale pink—the same she’d seen before. Only now, they were harder than ever with arousal. Jessica inhaled sharply and tried to pull her eyes from Callie’s breasts, but could not.

      “Well? See? Nothing to it,” Callie said, winking.

      “I can’t believe you just… you just exposed them and… fuck,” Jessica said, laughing and awe-struck at the moment.

      Callie shrugged and said, “I’m not shy, I guess—not when I’m around somebody who turns me on, anyway.”

      Jessica realized that this remark had been directed at herself. Before she’d had time to process this, Callie grabbed her nipples and teased them lightly, with a quiet and curious look in her green eyes. “You look like your body needs a breath of fresh air, too.”

      “What? Mine? I mean… no way,” Jessica said, shifting restless in her seat.

      “I’m not surprised; My tits are probably bigger than yours, but that’s nothing to feel bad about,” Callie said—a cocky grin forming on her lips.

      “What? Girl, mine are bigger than yours. I mean, no offense. Yours are… well big and… um… mine bigger, though,” the cheerleader said, finding herself lost and listless in the sight of Callie’s tits. The truth was that Callie’s tits weren’t enormous, they were the perfect, perky size, and regardless, size felt like a very male-centric thing to focus on. But she enjoyed the thought of the challenge, of the excuse to expose herself the way Callie had.

      Callie teased her nipples and as her lips parted, the cheerleader bit her lip as hard as she could and watched, mesmerized with thoughts of how badly she wished to put her mouth on the mischievous woman’s breasts.

      “Well, put up or shut up,” Callie said.

      Jessica looked around as Callie laughed. “Nobody’s coming up here—promise. You going to prove that yours are bigger or what?”

      “Girl, screw you,” Jessica laughed. “You can see my body with my clothes on.”

      Callie shrugged. “Maybe you’re wearing a padded bra, what do I know?”

      “Girl, I’m telling you,” Jessica said, as she impulsively began to work her way out of her top. She pulled it over her head, revealing her own bright pink bra, and was far from padded. At once, Jessica realized that as much of herself was now visible to Callie, and she swallowed hard Callie darted her green eyes down and feasted on the form of her breasts.

      “See?” Jessica said, cupping her breasts through her bra. She instinctively arched her back, driving her to want to remove all her clothes.

      “Come on, then,” Callie said. “Maybe you stuff because you’re insecure,” the blonde grinned.

      “Whatever,” Jessica said. “Fine.” She took a deep breath and unclasped her bra, until her own breasts were fully exposed. She immediately cupped her breasts in her hand and pushed them together as Callie, for the first time, seemed speechless.

      “Well?” Jessica asked.

      The blonde grinned at her and nodded. “Ok, you’re definitely bigger. But now your nipples are puckered, like you’re aroused, so how are you going to fix that?”

      “I don’t know,” Jessica said.

      “We could always finger each other,” Callie said. “We’ve already got our tits out. What’s so different about removing all our clothes? Unless you wanted to prove that you’re straight, tonight, too.”

      “What do you mean?” Jessica asked.

      Callie licked her lips and eyed the cheerleader. “I’ll eat you out, and if you don’t like it, then I guess you’re one-hundred percent straight. But if you like it, well… I guess you get oral out of the deal,” the college girl explained.

      Jessica knew she should decline immediately. But her body already knew it wanted Callie’s mouth on her pussy. She wanted to feel the cocky woman’s tongue over her slit with her fingers inside her. She wanted to have Callie on her knees, just like the guys she’d done the very same thing with, yet never seemed to enjoy quite as much.

      She knew that, for her own insecurities, she should decline. But she didn’t. Instead, Jessica shrugged. “Whatever. I’m willing to prove that I’m straight,” the cheerleader continued. “Get over here and get on your knees. You can suck eat me out, but I probably won’t even moan, much less come.”

      Callie licked her lips. Her green eyes came alive and she lifted from the chair. Once standing, she unfastened her jeans and tugged them down with her fresh, cotton panties. Her pussy was divine, with a dusting of hair above her wet slit. Callie dropped down between Jessica’s legs. There, Jessica splayed her legs open and looked down her body at Callie, who continued to lick her lips and grin up at Jessica’s breasts.

      Callie reached for the zipper of Jessica’s jeans and tugged it down slowly. Jessica reluctantly helped her by lifting her lips and letting her pull them down with her panties until they were on the floor beside Callie’s. Callie’s hands began to roam Jessica’s body, including cupping her breasts and playing with her nipples. Callie leaned up just enough to suck one of Jessica’s nipples between her lips, flicking her tongue across it.

      It took everything Jessica’s power not to gasp or moan, but the more she tried to stifle it, the more it rumbled in her throat.

      Jessica took a deep breath as she watched Callie’s hand come between her legs while Callie sucked her other nipple in. She suddenly felt Callie’s fingers dip into Jessica’s arousal and then guide it over her clit. “Fuck,” she groaned as quietly as she could stand, as Callie gave a few small flicks to her clit.

      “So wet,” Callie said, grinning and shaking her head. “I’ve been with a couple of girls but, you’re definitely the wettest pussy I’ve seen. You boyfriends are very lucky.”

      Jessica did not respond to this. Instead, she let her eyes fall shut and her head rest back against the back of the chair. It’s not gay… it’s just a test… and I’m straight, so it doesn’t matter, Jessica thought to herself, as she felt Callie’s fingers tease between her legs. Callie’s fingertips slipped inside while the pad of her thumb applied pressure to her clit. Jessica restlessly shifted in her seat.

      “Fuck,” she groaned softly once more.

      She was hesitant to look, as though looking might make it true, that she was deeply, madly aroused by the moment—by Callie’s green eyes as she sucked on her breasts. Callie grinned with excitement and, unable to hold back any longer, brought her mouth down over Jessica’s pussy. Jessica quickly sighed with suspense as she felt the mound of her pussy surrounded by the warm, wet seal of Callie’s mouth.

      “Fuck,” Jessica exhaled.

      Callie knew exactly what she was doing. She knew girls like Jessica, she just did not expect the head cheerleader to be one of those girls. But as fate would have it, she’d been at the bar and Callie was not about to let the opportunity pass her by to seduce one of the very girls she’d crushed on since her arrival on campus. And now, as surreal as it had been for Jessica, it was just as so for Callie, who could not believe her luck to have Jessica’s clit between her lips while she sucked and the walls of Jessica’s pussy clenching around her fingers.

      She hummed gently over Jessica’s clit and let the vibrations from her throat dance over her skin. The cheerleader gripped the arms of the leather chair and she thrust her hips forward until she felt Callie’s tongue slide into Jessica’s pussy along with her fingers. Callie sucked her expertly, sliding her tongue in gently and pulling back to flick it up to Jessica’s clit all over again.

      Jessica’s mind raced with conflict, frustration and total lust. Every so often, she would look down and try to process the fact that another girl was actually eating her out. And more than this; she fucking loved every second of it, much to her annoyance. I like guys… it’s just like a girl eating me out… a girl with a pussy… a fucking amazing pussy, and a sexy body, and gorgeous green eyes, and long thighs and… fuck… I want all of her, Jessica thought. How is she so good at eating pussy? I’ve never known a guy that could eat pussy half this good.

      Callie’s tongue moved expertly until Jessica looked down and felt the climax rushing toward her. Her entire pussy was covered by Callie’s mouth, and it was enough to leave her feeling tense. Her walls tightened and she knew she would cum if she did not stop Callie. At the last moment, she came, a violent shudder spreading through her. Her moans bounced off the walls and she wondered if the people below them could hear her over the music. Callie pulled back and smirked.

      “Holy shit,” Jessica said, her heart speeding.

      “What’s the verdict?” Callie said.

      “Look, I’m not a lesbian, but… that felt so good,” Jessica said. “Is there such a thing as that? I like guys but… look, you can’t tell anybody but, I want your body.”

      “So you’re bisexual—no problem with that,” Callie said. “You like it all,” she smiled.

      “You’re right. I do.” Jessica stood up, smiling.  “Now get on the chair; it’s my turn,” Jessica demanded.

      Callie grinned and sat back on the chair. She watched now as Jessica took her place between her legs. Jessica looked up at Callie’s wet pussy and immediately gave her clit a few strokes with her thumb. She couldn’t believe the strange sensation of touching a pussy that was not her own. She stroked Jessica’s clit and felt a sort of phantom sensation in her own pussy, which was still throbbing down between her legs and soaked in Callie’s spit.

      Jessica parted her mouth and slid her lips over Callie’s mound. At once, Callie ran her hand through Jessica’s hair and began to moan. Jessica loved the feeling of Callie’s pussy rubbing against her tongue. She slid her tongue up and down Callie’s slit, and could taste the salty arousal that spilled from her opening. She licked over and over, until Callie groaned gently.

      “Fuck,” Callie moaned. “Fuck…”

      Emboldened by this, Jessica continued to suck and flick her tongue. As she continued, she reached a hand up to play with Callie’s perfect tits. She pinched one nipple then the other, twisting them in her fingers just enough to cause a slight sensation of pain, but in a good way.

      “Fuck…” Callie whimpered softly, as Jessica caressed Callie’s tits. She teased them while sliding two fingers inside Callie’s pussy. “Yes,” Callie moaned.

      Jessica didn’t know what she was doing, but she continued to eat out Callie’s pussy, hoping to make her cum as good as she had.

      Callie saw the hunger in the cheerleader’s eyes and knew that she’d unlocked something very intense in the twenty-one year-old. Callie knew that Jessica was determined to make her cum.

      “Oh… fuck,” Callie groaned. Her fingers dug into the arms of the chair as Jessica watched carefully and continued to lick and finger Callie’s pussy.

      As the music blasted and the sounds of conversation emanated just over the railing of the balcony, Jessica ate out Callie’s pussy with pure indulgence. She felt herself a million miles away from anything but Callie—ready to make her scream and make it last forever if she could. She wanted Callie’s body all for herself, and for as long as she could have it. Now that she’d actually let herself eat out another girl, she realized that it was the very thing she’d been wanting for so long. She knew that so long as guys like Callie were in the world, she would always succumb to her desire.

      Jessica held Callie’s legs apart as she drove her tongue as deep as she could into Callie’s pussy, each time sliding deeper and deeper into her wet tunnel. Callie whimpered with delight as Jessica moaned deeply against her, sending a vibration over her skin. After a moment, she rose up to plant a long, passionate kiss on the Callie’s lips. Callie pulled the cheerleader in closer and the pair embraced before Jessica quickly returned to her quest of making Callie cum.

      “Oh… fuck!” Callie cried out at the top of her lungs. Her body quivered beneath Jessica’s as she climaxed.

      Jessica did not ever want to stop, but knew that she had to. She pulled back, leaned up, and gave Callie one final kiss. Callie bit her lip and shook her head, laughing. “So, not a lesbian, but pretty damn close, huh?”

      “I don’t know,” Jessica said, exhausted with bliss. “All I know is I like eating out pretty girls like you once in a while—how does that sound?”

      “Sounds good,” Callie laughed. “So, I’m guessing you got your birthday wish after all?”

      I smiled. Callie really had overheard everything at my table. “Yeah,” I said. “I guess I did.”
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