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      Kylie let out a huff as she bent down to pick up the tennis balls scattered on the court. "Are you coming?" She asked, her voice breathy and full of life. I couldn't help but smile mindlessly as her words echoed in my mind like a distant melody.

      My gaze followed Kylie's movements, admiring the way her athletic body moved with grace and ease. But before I could fully immerse myself into my thoughts, I felt a strong shove on my shoulder, startling me back to reality.

      "Girl, come on," Kylie laughed, bouncing the tennis ball on the hot black asphalt. Sweat glistened on her dark hair and face, giving her an alluring glow. The ends of her dark bangs were curled from the heat, and I couldn't help but bite my lip at the sight.

      "What's got you so zoned out?" Kylie asked with a snicker. "Are you thinking about the guy at the gas station with the tight ass?" she teased, causing me to blush furiously. "Because I know I am. Fuck, I bet he's good in bed."

      I shook my head quickly, trying to change the subject. "No way," I protested, my eyes scanning the court for anything to focus on besides Kylie's teasing words. "What were you saying?"

      Rolling her eyes playfully, Kylie repeated her question, "Are you coming with my family and me to Gulf Shores or not?"

      "Oh right," I said with a nod, feeling a sense of dread creeping up inside me.

      The extra time to think about Kylie's invitation had done me no good because here I stood, just as hesitant to answer her as ever before.

      I let out a nervous laugh and raked my fingers through my short blonde hair. My bottom lip felt raw from biting on it in anxiety as I furrowed my brow in deep concentration, feeling like I was back in senior algebra trying to eke my way through a pop quiz.

      For reasons I couldn't admit to myself, and most certainly not to Kylie, I was reluctant to join her and her family for five straight days at the beach. It wasn't that I didn't enjoy spending time with them or that I didn't love the beach; it was the fact that there was too much room for "mistakes" – mistakes that I had grown increasingly nervous about making around my friend.

      It was bad enough that I would have to endure three long months of summer after high school hanging out with Kylie and trying to pretend that I was not harboring some very questionable and conflicting thoughts and feelings locked away in my mind.

      I had made it through my senior year of high school before realizing something about me was very different from other girls. Not only did I not stare at guys the way my girlfriends seemed to, but I found myself increasingly fixated upon the girls in our school. All the ways I was led to believe I would be attracted to guys seemed reserved for girls instead.

      I hadn't yet come to terms with this, and so, I dared not tell a single soul – not even Kylie, who was my best friend. We'd played on the tennis and volleyball teams together all four years of high school, and though we seemed to be different in most every other way, we were brought together over our competitiveness and the fact that we lived on the same street.

      But while she spent her time obsessing over every guy in town, I was quieter about my interest in guys, primarily because it didn't quite exist. So, I faked it, often mindlessly agreeing with anything Kylie said about guys she found attractive.

      I felt deep down that if I forced it, I could maybe find guys attractive in the same ways that Kylie did, but it wouldn't come easily like it did with girls. And while all of this was problematic for me, nothing was truly debilitating until shortly before graduation when I started having feelings for Kylie.

      I couldn't begin to understand these feelings – they were confusing and terrifying. On one hand, I wanted to explore them and see where they could go, but on the other hand, I was scared of ruining our friendship and losing Kylie altogether.

      So, I continued to play along and pretend to be interested in guys while secretly pining for my best friend. It was a constant battle within myself, and the thought of spending five days alone with Kylie at the beach only added to my inner turmoil.

      But despite my hesitations and fears, I knew deep down that I couldn't say no to Kylie. So with a deep breath, I finally answered her question, "Sure, I'll come with you." Little did she know the internal struggle I was facing just to spend time with her.

      I wasn’t sure what it was that changed my view of her, but I figured it was our final playoff game together on the varsity volleyball team. Under the bright lights, Kylie’s moves proved to be the only real upside to our monumental beating by our cross-town rival, Bainbridge.

      I had a few successful moves I could claim for myself, too. But there was something about seeing Kylie in her varsity uniform for the last time; sweat-drenched from three hours of grueling action.

      It was as if I was seeing her for the very first time. Somehow, in all those four previous years of being her friend, I’d never seen what was right in front of me; that she was not just a woman, but a sexy one.

      She loved to play the villain and enjoyed teasing others,’ but only to a healthy degree—never to a downright meanspirited level.

      But as we wandered through those four years of high school, she changed into a woman. And by the time that spring rolled around and we were suddenly both eighteen and freshly graduated, it dawned upon me that we were adults—we were freed from the confines of high school.

      It scared me shitless, really.

      Suddenly, I was free to do whatever I wanted, and that meant that I was free to make horrible decisions and mistakes, too.

      And I dreaded the upcoming summer, because now with a secret crush on my own best friend, it seemed only a matter of time before I fucked up our friendship.

      How could I not? I couldn’t keep my eyes off Kylie’s body. For four years spent in the locker rooms, together, I had been rigidly strict in keeping my eyes as far away from other girls’ bodies as humanly possible—including Kylie’s.

      And suddenly, a few months away from this constant practice in discipline, I felt my guard slipping.

      The very first weekend after graduation, on a particularly hot couple of days, I went to Kylie’s house and we swam in her pool. Her house was the only one on the street to have an in-ground pool but thanks to the unpredictable weather, her folks didn’t always maintain it too well.

      But that year, her dad had finally hired a pool service, which saw the pool sparkling blue for the first scorching days of the year.

      It should have been a carefree day in the pool. But it was anything but, because I couldn’t stop trying to peek at Kylie’s bikini as it clung to her body—and her curves.

      From the glances I’d stolen at her here and there, I knew every curve to her body. I had no idea, really, but I couldn’t help but imagine her naked.

      I was wet in my bikini during our entire time swimming in the pool. And when Kylie snuck up behind me in the pool at one point and grabbed me from behind, I felt her body push up against mine; felt her breasts push against my back and her long legs wrap around my waist.

      It was more than enough to make my pussy dripping wet—and leave me standoffish for the rest of the afternoon, for fear Kylie would discover my secret.

      My utter infatuation with my best friend was beginning to poison every interaction I had with her. I had no idea what I was going to do.

      But when she mentioned that her family would be going to the Gulf Coast for a week, I breathed a sigh of relief. A week without Kylie meant that maybe I could get my bearings—I could ‘reset’ my brain, somehow.

      I figured I could spend the week forcing myself to watch straight porn or something; anything to make me straight by the following weekend, so that when I saw Kylie, I wouldn’t need to hide my feelings because there wouldn’t be any.

      But then Kylie insisted that I join her and her family.

      And I knew I couldn’t decline. I had no excuses ready to dispense, and Kylie knew it.

      If anything, I was obligated. I’d always ‘owed’ her a big favor ever since freshman year when she’d helped me bail on a three-day trip with my family, for my brother’s football tournaments.  The very idea bored me to tears, and Kylie offered to let me crash at her parents’ house with her.

      I knew this would come back up sooner or later. Even after four long years, I knew Kylie was waiting for the perfect time to spring this reminder on me.

      "Come on, girl," Kylie begged. "I can’t spend a week by myself at the beach—I need you to be my ‘wingwoman,'" she said with a grin.

      "Your ‘wingwoman?’ You would be my ‘wingwoman,’" I bickered.

      Kylie laughed and nodded. I quickly shook my head and, sheepishly turned my eyes down as I mumbled, “I… can’t.”

      “Why not?” Kylie asked. “It’s five days at the beach, girl. My parents said that if you come along, we can have our own room at the hotel. If you don’t come, I’m going to have to share a room with my three little brothers—it’s capital punishment, basically.”

      I rolled my eyes and laughed, “Yeah—it’s exactly like that.”

      Deep down, my heart raced at the mention of sharing a hotel room with Kylie. The idea, to me, was both exciting and downright mortifying.

      “Look, I didn’t want to bring this up,” Kylie said.

      Upon hearing this little prologue, I felt like a hammer had just dropped in the pit of my stomach.

      “Remember how I helped you when Mike Murphy asked you out last year?” Kylie said with a knowing grin.

      I rolled my eyes.

      Okay, so maybe Kylie had bailed me out way more than I cared to remember...

      Three days later, I found myself in the van with Kylie, her three brothers, and her mom and dad. They rolled the windows down low as we drove through Pensacola and the air turned cool and breezy. A tinge of salt filled my nostrils as the sunlight beamed overhead.

      For a moment, it felt very much like a vacation; no worries or cares, despite knowing that soon we would be on the beach, wearing only small, tight bikinis—or back in our shared hotel room, together.

      Palm trees and white sands surrounded the roads and it felt like being on an entirely different planet from back home in Ohio. After ten long hours in the car, I was more than ready to venture on foot for the next few days. The explosive temperament of Kylie’s restless brothers seemed to agree.

      I started to feel a bit stupid wearing jeans and a hoodie for the drive, but I couldn’t bring myself to dress as Kylie had, in a camisole and a flowy beach skirt.

      That first evening there was not much time to do anything but check into the hotel and go out to eat with Kylie and her family; some sea-food barbeque tourist trap, given the prices and the quality of the food.

      Any passivity I’d had, thanks to the exhaustion of the ten-hour drive, faded the moment when Kylie and I parted from her family and made our way to our shared hotel room.

      We’d seen the room earlier while checking it out and setting our luggage on the double twin beds. But this simple routine instilled no fear in me because it was a stepping stone for the evening.

      But now, we were in the room for the rest of the night. And if I knew Kylie as well as I thought, she wasn’t going to be resigned to a nine-o-clock curfew and a forgettable first night in town.

      It took only for both of us to recline on our beds and watch the television for a few minutes before Kylie turned to me and said, “Come on.”

      I watched the television screen zap to total darkness and Kylie set the remote on the night-stand.

      “What do you mean ‘come on?’” I asked.

      “We can’t just go to bed—we have our own room. We can do whatever the fuck we want,” she smiled.

      “No, we can’t. This is a tourist down, so if you’re thinking we go down to a bar and pick up a few college guys, you’re not getting in the building without being twenty-one,” I reminded her.

      “So… we’ll hang out by the beach for a bit; maybe we’ll come across a few hot guys. Change into a skirt and lose the hoodie, though. You look like you belong about a thousand miles north of here,” Kylie instructed.

      I rolled my eyes, but I knew she was right. So, I snuck into the bathroom and changed into a bikini. My nipples were hard and poked through my top, so I rubbed them, trying to make them flat again so I didn’t look too aroused.

      I changed and we snuck down to the street. Kylie was eager to get herself into trouble, but we would find out quickly enough that in a town like this, there was little trouble within easy access for a pair of eighteen-year-olds with no car and no apartment.

      We ended up wandering the beach for a bit.

      With the dark night stretched out forever across the ocean horizon, only a few scant stars and distant ships broke the blackness, like tiny pinholes.

      The breeze was strong as it slipped through my hair, and the waves rushed in, filling my ears with the sounds of crashing water.

      But the streetlights, neon signs, and building lights from the street behind proved bright enough that we never felt very far from reality.

      “I can’t believe high school is over,” Kylie suddenly spoke. We’d been wandering through the sand for a good five or so minutes without saying much of anything.

      I was happy for the break in the silence. The longer I went next to Kylie without saying anything at all, the more I worried I would be the one to speak first, and in doing so, I would say the wrong things.

      “Yeah,” I nodded, “Me neither.”

      “Here’s to college, though,” Kylie said, spilling out a bit of soda from the bottle she’d been carrying around since she bought it at the hotel gift shop.

      I nodded with another uncreative gesture.

      “It’s got to be a hell of a lot more fun than this, right?” she laughed.

      “More guys, at least,” I said, knowing that this was what she would have liked to hear.

      “Girl, I can’t wait,” Kylie smiled. “College guys? Fuck,” she said. She shook her head and grinned from ear to ear, like a starving woman with an imaginary feast playing out in her mind.

      “My brother said they aren’t much different from the guys in high school,” I explained.

      Quickly, Kylie rebutted with, “Yeah, but we’ll be in dorms; no sneaking around to fuck in cars or our bedrooms.”

      The mention of car sex sent a shudder through my body. Had Kylie had sex in a car, before?

      The truth was that I didn’t exactly know how much sexual experience Kylie had. Aside from a few scant jokes that we would trade with one another, we’d never talked much about what we had—or hadn’t—done.

      I knew Kylie had had a number of boyfriends during high school, though; some of whom had reputations that made it an easy guess that Kylie was far from a virgin.

      I’d even heard a rumor or two that floated around the hallways that Kylie was ‘wild.’ I wasn’t exactly going to ask her whether it was true, but the longer I knew her, the more curious—and desperate—I became to know the truth.

      Kylie grabbed a rock and tossed it into the water. It disappeared in the darkness and only when I heard the distinct kerplunk into the water, did I know it had even made it to the ocean.

      “I can’t wait for college,” she laughed.

      “Yeah, me too,” I said, sneaking a glance at Kylie.

      She tossed her bottle into the sand and as casually as ever yanked down her skirt.

      My heart stopped for a moment as I tried to figure out what she was doing. I swallowed air and with wide eyes looked down at her hips, though I tried not to be too painfully obvious that I was watching her.

      “I’ve got to pee so bad,” Kylie said.

      She paid me no attention and simply tugged her skirt and bikini bottom down until her pussy and ass were exposed.

      Holy shit, I thought. I couldn’t believe Kylie was so nonchalantly getting half-naked right in front of me.

      She bit her lip and lowered down. I tried not to look, but couldn’t resist. I think a meteor could have crashed into the ocean right in front of us, and it wouldn’t have distracted me from the fact that Kylie’s pussy was in view.

      It was clearly not wet, but it was way puffier and pinker than min. I felt a mixture of excitement, fear, and envy. But it took no time at all before I felt the surging tension in my lower belly. I felt my pussy getting wet knowing how close Kylie’s pussy was to me.

      Kylie turned to me as she grabbed her skirt and tugged it back up along with her bikini bottoms.

      I turned away as quickly as possible, but I knew Kylie must’ve caught that I was looking at her pussy when she turned to glance at me.

      Her gaze lingered on me for a moment as she tongued the corner of her mouth. She inhaled and said, “Back to the hotel?”

      “Yeah, I guess so,” I said with a shrug.

      It took me hours to fall asleep that night, knowing that Kylie was on the other bed only feet from me, and that she had seen me looking at her pussy. Who knew just how long she’d seen me in her periphery, staring at her.

      The image of it was emblazed on my mind as I lay in bed that night. I thought about it, and wondered how pretty it must be when it gets wet; it was already so puffy and pink, that I couldn’t imagine how delicious it must look when she was aroused.

      None of this helped to ease the sexual frustrations I was already experiencing on the trip, though. I was there on the bed, with a wet pussy.

      I looked over at Kylie, and she was fast asleep in her bikini and still atop the comforter.

      I bit my lip as I looked at her perky breasts. I felt a fire growing up and down my body, and I couldn’t help but reach into my pajama shorts and tease my pussy.

      I chewed my lip, anxious and excited, as I looked over at Kylie as I touched myself.

      It felt so thrilling and arousing to play with myself while Kylie was right there nearby; I couldn’t help but circle my clit while I took a few quick glances at her perfect tits.

      I felt like a total creep, but I couldn’t resist after she’d shown me her pussy earlier.

      Before I was even ready, I felt the urge to cum surging in my legs. My body grew tight and I felt the muscles began to contract.

      “Fuck,” I moaned. Without much more warning, I felt my pussy pulse and clench around my fingers.

      I couldn’t help but moan, and somewhere in the midst of this, I looked over and saw Kylie on her side, facing me, with her eyes half-opened.

      I turned away from her and let my orgasm slide away as adrenaline drowned my entire body. Covered in sweat, I huffed for breath. The blissful chemicals cleared from my brain and I was left with the reality of what I had done.

      “You alright?” I heard Kylie say, in a groaning, tired tone.

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’m fine.”

      As far as I knew, she went back to sleep. Had she seen me teasing myself out in the open, atop my bed? I didn’t know; I didn’t know any more than she knew whether I’d been spying on her pussy when she was peeing.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, we met her family for breakfast downstairs in the hotel lobby. It was nice to be part of a larger group, to help break up any of the awkward tensions that I felt had been growing between us—whether real or imagined by me.

      I felt like Kylie kept eyeing me during breakfast, from across the table. I didn’t know why. I tried to ignore this and act as though nothing had happened last night, either on the beach or in the hotel room.

      Eventually, Kylie and I parted with her family after Kylie insisted that she and I ‘hit the beach.’

      We spent some time on the beach, though I spent as much time in the water as I could, hoping the cold water would cool down my body from the constant flushing of arousal I felt around my best friend.

      The weather was perfect, but a few rainstorms lingered on the horizon, so we decided to take a break and hang out by a small boardwalk with a short, stonewall bench that ran along the length of it.

      Though rain fell far out in the ocean, it was still warm and sunny where we were; so much so, that Kylie suggested we get a couple of ice cream cones.

      I was already cold, I figured ice cream would at least keep me cold; too cold to get hot and aroused by the sight of my friend in her tiny, wet bikini.

      I worked harder than ever before to not one single time look at Kylie’s dripping wet body. I walked in front of her so that I would not be tempted to look at her ass, and I didn’t dare turn around, for fear I’d see a perfect view of her perky breasts.

      We got our ice cream and sat on the short stone wall, and I quickly realized that ice cream was a terrible idea.

      The warm breeze flirted with my hair as I tried to focus on the melting scoop of mint chocolate chip in my hand, but it was no use.

      My eyes kept stealing glances at Kylie, whose tongue was chasing a stubborn drip of vanilla down the side of the cone. The sun kissed her tanned shoulders, and her laugh—a sound like the gentle lapping of waves—sent a quiet shudder of desire up and down my spine.

      I didn’t know what was wrong with me; why I couldn’t stop thinking of Kylie in such sexual ways. Everything I had feared about joining her on this trip seemed to be coming true.

      "Earth to Alexia," Kylie chuckled, as she waved a hand in front of my dazed expression.

      "Your cone is going to end up on the sidewalk if you don’t watch it," she added with a nod to my ice cream.

      That’s when I saw my scoops of ice cream perilously close to toppling over, or oozing over and down the side of the cone, at least.

      Saving it in the nick of time, I shot her a grateful smile.

      "Thanks," I said and took a deliberately large bite in hopes of covering my embarrassment and taking Kylie’s attention off me.

      Kylie's eyes twinkled with mischief. "You know, there's a way to prevent that sort of thing from happening," she said, her voice playful and light.

      "Oh yeah?" I replied, playing along while at the same time trying to ignore the quickening pulse in my chest.

      "Well," she started, leaning in closer so that I could feel her breath against my ear, which sent shivers down my arms, even beneath the warm, afternoon sun.

      "You could just lick it faster," she whispered.

      Having Kylie’s warm breath against my ear and neck practically made my heart somersault.

      Trying for nonchalance and failing miserably, I stuttered, "Um, totally.”

      Kylie then pulled back and began to laugh indulgently. It was clear then that the seductive tone, the leaning an inch from my ear; it was all a big joke to her, and not in the least an indication of my desires being a mutual thing.

      I rolled my eyes and Kylie quieted again as she took more licks of her ice cream. I watched as her tongue flickered gently against the side of the cone, and I couldn’t help but imagine that tongue against my pussy, flickering it and making me want to explode.

      We sat there for a moment more, the salty breeze mingling with the sweet scent of our ice cream.

      Seagulls cried overhead as children ran by with kites that trailed haphazardly behind them like afterthoughts.

      Despite my best efforts to focus on my ice cream, I failed again and again, teetering on a dangerous line.  I couldn’t stop myself from obsessively fixating on Kylie’s tongue. It was far too mesmerizing, and I knew that if she simply glanced over at me, she would catch me red-handed.

      I had thought that avoiding her body would be a sufficient strategy, but I was dead wrong. Watching her tongue and her lips was enough to make me wet.

      “This is nice,” she said, as my attention tuned in and out, like that of a mindless zombie. “We should do this every day this week,” she added.

      “Totally,” I nodded, watching as she continued to lick her cone.

      I could focus on nothing else but watching Kylie’s pink tongue slide over the cream as it frosted her lips.

      This became painfully obvious when I felt the sudden jolt of cold against my thigh. And I realized that an entire scoop of ice cream had fallen out of my cone and landed right in my lap as if the universe was helping me out and giving me a sort of “cold shower.”

      “Shit,” I gasped.

      Kylie laughed as I reached down and grabbed the ice cream off my thigh.

      “Girl, you should have chugged it,” Kylie lamented as I tossed it on the sidewalk.

      “Ugh! Look at me!” I shouted. The front of my thigh was now sticky.

      “Just wash it off in the ocean,” Kylie shrugged.

      “No way—the hotel is right there,” I motioned behind me. “I’m going back to change,” I said, clutching my towel around my waist.

      Kylie grinned and opted to join me.

      We both headed back up to our hotel room and as we walked down the final hallway, Kylie said, “This works because I could use a break from my bikini, anyway.”

      She opened the door and when it closed behind us, it felt nice to be out of the public eye for a moment.

      “Check it out,” Kylie said, pointing out the window. The skies had turned dark and grey just in the few minutes since we’d left the boardwalk. “Good timing, huh?” she chuckled.

      Thunder began rumbling just outside, and raindrops painted the streets three stories down with little wet marks as we watched people rushing for cover.

      I rushed into the bathroom and shut the door, eager to peel the wet bikini from my body. When I did, I dabbed myself with a towel and sighed with relief of being dry, again.

      I grabbed a pair of panties and a bra from a bag I had on the bathroom counter, though I had no t-shirts or shorts in the bathroom, so I emerged in only my underwear. I figured after spending the day in small bikinis, it was only an improvement.

      I thought I would be the one underdressed. I could not have been more wrong.

      I turned the corner to see Kylie buck-naked. Her tight, toned ass was the first thing I saw, with her body turned away from me and standing near the window, facing out. Her ass was slightly paler than the rest of her tanned frame.

      She turned around and faced me with a laugh. I caught an immediate glimpse of her pussy and breasts just hanging out in the open.

      I inhaled sharply and with a tremor of fear, turned my eyes back up to Kylie’s, before turning away with embarrassment.

      “Hope you don’t mind,” she said. “You were in the bathroom with the towels, so I decided I’d air-dry,” she chuckled.

      “Not at all,” I said. “Whatever you want—I’m cool,” I said.

      “Nice,” Kylie said.

      In all the time I’d known her, I had no idea Kylie could be so free with her nudity. But I couldn’t help but wonder whether it was something new for her; something she had only started doing in those past couple of days on the trip with me.

      Kylie fell back onto her bed—still naked from head to toe—and grabbed the remote.

      I had no idea what she was doing. I was filled with a mixture of fear, dread, and desperate curiosity. I wanted so badly to turn and look at her beautiful breasts and the pussy between her long, toned thighs. I didn’t dare, even though I knew it was right there, just beyond my periphery.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, hoping to convey a tone that was not at all accusatory.

      “Just seeing if there are any porno channels on here. I always like to make fun of them,” she grinned. “Who knows, maybe a good one will show up and I’ll get to relieve some of this tension. Since I haven’t found any hot guys, I mean.”

      “Right now?” I asked her.

      “Yeah,” Kylie said. “Unless you’ve got a problem with it, why not,” she smiled.

      I turned to see her touching her pussy, playing with it passively and clumsily. I could tell it was wet from the touch, and I felt my breath hitch in my throat. I tried desperately to keep from looking at it, but how could I resist?

      The very girl I secretly crushed over, was there on a bed, naked from head to toe, and playing with her pussy. My very own best friend. I had seen her pussy for the very first time only the night before, and now, she was giving me a full performance.

      “You ever tease yourself with anybody else? I know we’ve never done it together,” she then asked me.

      “Um, no, I guess not,” I said. I felt a bit embarrassed to admit this to Kylie. It made me feel as though my virginity was painfully obvious to her.

      “You?” I asked her.

      “Yeah, a couple of times with Jaqueline and Brittany,” she said, as casual as ever.

      My eyes widened. “Are you serious?” I asked. I immediately imagined Kylie and our two volleyball teammates masturbating together. It was almost too much to handle, and I felt my pussy getting wet in my panties.

      “Yeah,” Kylie said. “It was no big deal.”

      Suddenly, she landed on a channel that featured a straight porno, one of those that was filmed more for the female gaze than the male gaze.

      This was enough for Kylie, who set down the remote and grinned at me as she started playing with her pussy more intently.

      I tried not to look, but my eyes instinctively darted to her pussy.

      “Fuck, I wish I had a guy like that licking me right now,” Kylie grinned.

      “Yeah… me, too,” I lied.

      “You going to join or what?” Kylie said. “I feel silly naked by myself,” she laughed.

      “Um, sure,” I said.

      I didn’t know what I was doing; not thinking clearly, at all. I slipped out of my bra and panties because Kylie had merely mentioned I join her and, how could I resist? I knew it might be the one chance I would have to do something sexual with her. And although she could think I was teasing myself to the straight porno on the television, I could steal glances at her perfect body, instead.

      I climbed onto my bed and my pussy—already dripping wet—felt slick in my fingers. I inhaled and felt more nervous than ever before as I traded glances between the television, and Kylie’s breasts and pussy.

      I watched until she began rocking her hips and couldn’t believe how fucking beautiful her pussy was. I wanted to say something to Kylie about it but had no idea if it was a horrible idea to comment on another girl’s pussy.

      “You have a pretty pussy,” I blurted out. “You’re lucky.”

      I felt as though I had little control over my mind or body at that moment; lust was driving me, and I was a backseat passenger to wherever it wished to take me.

      “Thanks,” Kylie said. “Yours is pretty, too.”

      “No, it’s not—not like yours. You’re perfect,” I said.

      Kylie shrugged, chuckled, and said, “What can I say? I just wish I had someone licking me.”

      I didn’t know if Kylie was playing some sort of mental game with me, or if it was a purely innocent remark. Either way, I wanted badly to offer my mouth. But I knew exactly how gay it would sound. Sure, it was exactly what I wanted to do—I wanted to do the nastiest, filthiest things with Kylie’s wet pussy—but I was still bound to the fact that I was pretending to be as unflinchingly straight as she seemed to be.

      “I’m guessing you’ve never licked your friend’s pussy, before, either, huh?” Kylie said with a chuckle.

      “Wh—what?” I asked her.

      “Nothing,” Kylie laughed.

      “No, seriously—what do you mean?” I asked her. “I want to know.”

      “Well, I just meant, like… when you’re bored or wanting to experiment or just plain tired of dealing with men who only want to pound you,’” she said with a laugh.

      I couldn’t help but laugh. But the idea stung my mind with insatiable lust.

      “Are you saying you need me to lick you?” I said, forcing a laugh to try and soften the shock of what I’d just said to her.

      “Shit,” Kylie said, hesitating for a moment. The pause felt like an eternity in my mind, as I waited to see if she was going to take me up on my humorous offer or castigate me.

      “I would take you up on that,” Kylie said. “I’m so fucking wet—I’d let you if you wanted.”

      “I mean… just because I’m helping out my best friend, yeah,” I said to her. “It’s not like I’m gay or anything,” I said, feeling the pathetic need to reassure Kylie of this.

      I knew when I got to college, off on my own, I could be out and proud of it. But for the time being, I had no idea how Kylie would see me if I admitted I was a lesbian.

      “Come over here, then,” Kylie said, as she spread her legs wide.

      I took a deep breath and climbed onto her bed. I wondered if Kylie was confused that I was so effortlessly offering—and going through with—this gay act. But I didn’t care, and I wasn’t about to ruin the chance of a lifetime by pressing the issue.

      I bit my lip as I reached forward and touched my friend’s pussy. I couldn’t believe how puffy and wet it was. Even more impossible, was just how beautiful it was; so smooth, with a flawless, peachy-pink complexion.

      I circled her clit a few times and then slipped a finger inside her. Kylie moaned and I was fucking sold on going as far as she wanted. The sound of her moans, and knowing that I was the cause of them, seemed like a dream come true.

      I slid my thumb over her clit while I pumped my fingers in and out of her. I kept waiting for Kylie to reprimand me for indulging a little too much for what was supposed to be a purely practical act.

      But she didn’t. If anything, she moaned more—and deeper.

      I reached up and fondled her breasts and felt her fingers slide through my hair as she moaned, “Come on. I need your mouth on me, now.”

      I took another deep breath, parted my lips, and went for it. Next thing I knew, my tongue was on her pussy, and I was sucking on it and sliding my tongue over her sensitive clit.

      Kylie groaned loudly and freely as I sucked her clit and tasted the sweet flavor of her skin. I could taste the ocean water and sun on her skin, and took a moment to move down to her slit, sliding my tongue in and out of her. I stroked her pussy while I licked her slit and then returned up to her clit while slipping two fingers inside her. I teased her nipples, twisting and pinching, while I ate her out.

      “Wow, you’re fucking good at this… holy shit,” Kylie huffed.

      My pussy was wet between my skinny thighs. With both my hands busy, I couldn’t tease my pussy, but I didn’t even need to do so. I felt my climax building even without a single touch.

      The act of licking Kylie’s pussy and hearing her moan was almost enough to make me cum hands-free.

      I cupped her breasts, running my thumbs over her nipples, and pampered her pussy with my eager, hungry tongue. I licked every drop of her arousal.

      “Fuck, girl… you do it so well,” Kylie moaned. “I thought this might be weird, but it’s not at all.”

      I pulled off and circled my finger over her clit, slick with her arousal, as I nodded and said, “Me, too. I’m so wet right now.”

      I licked Kylie for another moment until I heard her groan, “I’m going to cum.” Her climax broke over her in delicious, rolling waves.

      Then, Kylie suddenly yanked me up to her and rolled me onto my back. I looked up at Kylie as she leaned over me.

      “I’ve got to return the favor,” she grinned. She had a sparkle in her eye as she brought her lips to one of my nipples and sucked it in.  Her teeth nibbled gently as her tongue swiped across my skin, sending a jolt of electricity through me.  She moved to the other nipple and teased it just the same, until my hands were in her hair and I was arching my back, moaning for more.

      She grinned and dropped down grabbing my hips in her fists. She gave my pussy a few clumsy licks and then devoured my whole pussy in her lips.

      I wailed with utter bliss as Kylie licked and sucked me. I was terrified I might cum within moments of her lips touching my pussy. I tried desperately to hold off, eventually having to shout, “Hold on—I’m going to cum!”

      Kylie laughed and pulled her head back for a moment. “You have a really pretty asshole,” she said.

      Suddenly, I felt Kylie’s fingertip teasing my asshole. I puckered and moaned as she licked her lips. I watched as she lowered her face and began to suck on my clit, just as I had done for her.

      And then, I felt her curious tongue sliding down over my taint and towards my asshole.

      “Oh… oh, fuck,” I cried out the very moment the tip of her tongue slithered into the pit of me. She started teasing and rimming my asshole, holding my thighs firmly in place as I writhed and moaned.

      “Fuck,” I panted. “It feels really fucking good.”

      Kylie said nothing. Instead, her tongue teased my asshole over and over. She then pulled her face back and licked her lips as she grinned and I suddenly felt her finger pushing into my hole.

      Her mouth descended on my pussy while she fingered my ass, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I’d cum.

      She grinned and moaned, and so did I, reaching down to hold her hair in my fingers.

      Our noises echoed in the hotel room as we filled it with our passion, sweat, and the scent of saltwater on our skin.

      Soon, booms of thunder rattled the hotel room. I was happy for the loud thunderstorm, to take away from the loud moaning that was probably echoing out from under the door of our hotel room.

      I was terrified that Kylie’s parents would happen to pass by our room and hear us, but I don’t think either of us could think clearly enough to care about this risk. In fact, her parents had a copy of the key card. For all I knew, they could have walked in on us.

      But I couldn’t begin to care; not with Kylie’s perfect mouth devouring me and making me moan at the top of my lungs.

      “Fuck,” I gasped, as Kylie pumped her fingers in my ass faster and deeper. Each time she did, I felt her tongue swipe across my clit.

      She reached up and grabbed my breast. She thumbed my nipple a few times as she fingered my asshole, and it took no time at all before the promise of orgasm was climbing up my legs.

      “Fuck… Kylie… I’m going to cum,” I managed to shout, just before the pleasure imprisoned me. My face tightened and as Kylie’s mouth continued licking and sucking me, I felt the wave of utter, electric bliss.

      Finally, Kylie collapsed beside me. I didn’t know what was going to happen beyond that moment. I was petrified and paralyzed to speak or make a move, for fear of ruining it or making Kylie regret everything that had happened.

      For me, it was the single greatest moment of my life. It was the very thing I’d wanted for so long, and now, I would always have that moment, if nothing else. I would always have the memory of getting eaten out by my best friend’s soft tongue.

      I was afraid that she severely regretted what had happened and things would never be the same between us.

      “That was fun. We should do it again sometime.”

      “I guess so,” I said with a grin. “You don’t regret it, then?”

      “No way,” Kylie said. “It was just a little fun, and maybe a little more than that,” she grinned.

      All right, so she didn’t regret it one bit.

      And now, I was ready for the wettest few days of my life.
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