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      “Come on, girl, don’t chicken-out on me, now,” Talia said with a frustrated whine.

      “I’m not ‘chickening-out’ on anybody,” Gemma returned, rubbing the back of her neck. “It’s just that it’s, like, three hours out in the woods for the whole weekend.”

      “Your point being?” Talia returned, with a flash of excitement in her big, blue eyes.

      The weekend that Gemma had dreaded for quite some time had finally arrived. Though she’d known Talia for a year, the nineteen year-old former high school soccer star had done well-enough to keep her get-togethers with her new best friend to mostly comfortable or familiar locations.

      It wasn’t that she held some sort of mistrust toward Talia, but rather, that she did not trust herself. The nineteen year-old had gotten out of high school just in the nick of time, before her newfound feelings of conflict and inner sexual frustration had taken root inside her, leaving her a psychological mess. When Gemma had entered High School, she was Avondale’s star junior high school soccer star; she was the tall, lean, dark-haired hero the High-School had been waiting for ever since their last state championship over two decades before.

      And, just as everybody had hoped, Gemma had, indeed, led the team to the state championship during her junior year. But, during senior year, when Gemma was seventeen, strange feelings toward her teammates had started to form.

      It wasn’t as though it was out of the blue, though—Gemma knew the feelings quite well—she’d dealt with them ever since she was young. But it was the fact that now the feelings couldn’t be tamed and put into a box to be kept hidden and secret from the world.

      The soccer player started to eye her teammates on the field in long, leering gazes that would be inexplicable if she’d been caught. The inner-conflict had left her senior year—the year everybody expected the team to repeat their championship run—a bust.

      But Gemma had kept the secrets of her twisting and tangling sexual frustrations locked behind her cool, brown eyes. With a huff and a disaffected smirk, she downplayed just about every suspicion from her teammates when it came to guys, too.

      Despite the fact that she was the prime bachelorette in the school, she’d never had so much as a date since freshman year; dates which did not last long, and had no expectation of sex. By the time Gemma graduated, she was simply happy to be away from the crowd that had come to know her, and in doing so, come to question her just the same.

      One year out of High School, not long after Gemma turned eighteen, she’d met Talia at a video game store. She’d immediately noticed the girl with slender curves. Talia had nice, stylish blonde hair pairing nicely with her big, crystal-blue eyes that seemed to inspect everything that they came across—Gemma included.

      Talia had been looking in a section for old, foreign horror films—the very same section where Gemma had landed. Every weekend the girl had snuck away to the next town’s video game and comic store, which had a small section for rare or independent films, and indulged in her guilty pleasure of old films.

      It wasn’t something her teammates would have understood—she knew enough about them to know not to spill her off-the-field lifestyle, because off the field, Gemma was more than just a girl, or at least, wished to be. Gemma was stern and strong—quiet, as well—but had interests that resided far from the world of sports.

      Talia, however, had little to worry about in this way. The blonde, who was a year younger than Gemma, having turned eighteen a week after Gemma turned nineteen, was no star athlete, despite her body looking the part of a soccer player or perhaps track whiz. Talia had a certain softness about her and her features. Her eyes were cool and wide, but her chin and cheeks were soft, along with her peachy-smooth complexion and sun-tanned body.

      Gemma had noticed her from afar in the video game store, but had only stolen quick, discrete glances, as she’d learned to do during her time on the soccer team. Still, her resolve was not fully formed, another reason why she’d been relieved to be away from the soccer team.

      Gemma figured with enough time she’d outgrow the perplexing and confusing attraction—or fascination, at least—with other girls, and become ‘entirely straight’ as she phrased it in her mind. At nineteen, she was still waiting. And when she met Talia, she wondered if she’d be waiting all her life.

      The pair shuffled through movies in the small dingy section of the video game store. It didn’t take long before the pair were exchanging casual, little remarks about the movies they thumbed through on the racks—each of them replying to the other that they’d seen the film in question, following with their personal opinion of it.

      After enough time, they were engaged in true conversation and despite Gemma’s attempts to shield her eyes from locking too long with Talia’s, the blonde seemed to have none of those same inhibitions. Rather, Talia seemed to stare a hole right through Gemma—a feat that impressed the athlete.

      But it was the simple fact that Talia was not wrestling with anything that Gemma was. Talia had her own fluid sort of sexuality—she liked what she liked and she wasn’t going to analyze it too strongly. Whether she was gay or straight, the blonde had little time to decide, instead opting to let her body do the judging for her.

      And for the most part, she’d found girls more attractive than guys. But the blonde wasn’t about to tempt fate someone like Gemma—somebody that Talia presumed to be, in her mind, ‘absolutely straight.’

      Still, Talia couldn’t help but find the dark-haired girl that strolled into the video store the hottest thing she’d ever seen, so much so that she’d had to clench her thighs together to keep her arousal from soaking her panties.

      Though Gemma had found a bit of hesitation in doing so, she eventually agreed to meet up with Talia and watch a movie together. The experience was a touch awkward, but they agreed to repeat it, each time taking turns watching movies at Talia’s parent’s house, and then Gemma’s parent’s house.

      The arrangement had worked so well that soon enough, Gemma felt Talia was more or less her best friend—the first one that she felt she could be honest with, at least. And, unknown to Talia, the blonde had been the reason that Gemma had decided to forego her college soccer scholarship and stay in town to go to the local college, instead.

      Gemma knew her soccer days were over the moment she met Talia. The blonde had all-but confirmed that the lifestyle Gemma was pretending to lead was not going to carry her any further—not when cute blondes like Talia were lining the alternate path.

      Hanging out at each other’s parent’s houses had gone well-enough, but when Talia suggested one day that they rent a cabin out in the woods so they could track the filming location of an old horror film they had each come to love, Gemma wasn’t as excited.

      The idea of spending a weekend alone with Talia in the woods was something Gemma wanted badly. For this reason, it was the very thing she didn’t want to let herself have. What if I fuck up and say something to her or try and kiss her? Gemma had thought to herself, after Talia tugged her into agreeing on the weekend.

      A bit of relief came when Talia had informed Gemma that the first available weekend was not until early November. The pair had imagined a summer affair in their minds, but to Talia the film buff, any weekend was good enough to be able to step foot on the hallowed grounds where one of their favorite old movies had been shot.

      The ultimate goal was to locate a few old props from the film set. Despite the movie having been filmed over forty years ago, a few blogs online had written of left over props still tangled in the weeds and left to rust forever. Talia wanted a piece of film history for herself, and Gemma couldn’t help but find the idea exciting, too, even if the rest of the plan filled her with dread.

      It had only been May when Talia booked the cabin—early enough that Gemma had mostly forgotten about it by the time the blonde brought it up to her during their most recent afternoon watching movies. “We’re in,” Talia had said, with an enthused grin over her smooth, pink lips. It had been bad enough that, as time passed, Gemma found herself more and more attracted to the blonde. Each time Talia came over, Gemma swore she wore tighter and tighter jeans and shirts, until the most recent weekend Talia came over in a tight, white t-shirt and jeans that perfectly delineated the contours of her long, slender muscles and her cute, round butt and breasts.

      And, a few times when Gemma was able, she swore she could see a hint of her nipples through her thin shirts—a sight that excited her more than any other and left her having to hide her flushed cheeks.

      For a while, too, it seemed to Gemma that she was the only of the two who was interested in the other. But during that recent summer, the dark-haired athlete could almost swear she’d noticed Talia’s eyes wandering over her just the same as she often did with the blonde.

      Gemma didn’t mind. She was excited by this possibility. After all, what good was it to dream, when, for all she knew, the cute blonde she was slipping up and fantasizing about, might be thinking the same about her?

      Stop dreaming… put it out of your mind before you get yourself in trouble and ruin the best friendship you ever had, Gemma thought to herself after a particularly curious evening in which, very late, and after a few long, exhausting films, the pair sat back on Talia’s bed and started to talk about boys and sex.

      When Gemma realized that Talia had no boyfriend and seemed to hold a vague dismissal of guys in general, Gemma wanted badly to ask if Talia was a lesbian. It would have, after all, cleared up so many questions for her. But Gemma couldn’t get the courage to do it, if for no other reason than because she knew the question would invariably come right back to her.

      And what would she say? Would she lie to Talia, her new best friend, especially when she didn’t know if Talia might be lying to hide her own confused sexuality, thus destroying any hopes of the cute blonde ever wanting to experiment with her?

      Gemma knew she was getting ahead of herself. She tended to, though, which was why she didn’t want the weekend to happen. But she knew she couldn’t let Talia down, either.

      So, next thing the dark-haired girl knew, she and Talia were two hours into the woods and an hour away from the cabin they would be sharing for not just one, but two nights.
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      The road seemed to wind the entire final third of the trip, curving around the hillsides and dipping in the valleys of what had become rust, gold and vermillion colored trees. The air was chilly, which wasn’t exactly what Talia or Gemma had been hoping for when they initially talked about their trip, each hoping that, despite the November booking date, the weekend might be unseasonably warm.

      The two exchanged less conversation during the trip than likely either of them had anticipated. Each time Gemma thought to say something, she shied away from it, instead watching the trees pass by her passenger seat window as techno bumped from the speakers in low volume, which seemed to provide enough of a distraction for both.

      When Talia pulled into the gravel driveway before the cabin, she tilted her head. “It’s smaller than I thought it would be, that’s for sure,” the blonde said, stepping out of the car.

      “Well, it’s… cozy?” Gemma said, hoping to lift her friend’s spirits a tad.

      “True,” Talia said, with a smirk on her lips that suggested a laugh might be close behind. The blonde shook her head and rubbed her bare arms. “I don’t know why you didn’t bring a coat, or at least a hoodie,” Gemma said, sticking her hands inside her own black hoodie.

      “I don’t know—I swore the weather said it was going to be pretty warm up here this weekend, so I didn’t worry about it,” Talia explained, as she headed toward the trunk of the hatchback car. “Figures the heat wouldn’t work in my car, too, huh? Sorry again about that,” the blonde said, as she opened the back door.

      “It was fine—it’s still not too cold inside the car itself. But, I will be happy to get inside and blast the heat later tonight,” Gemma said.

      “Um… where are our bags?” Talia said, looking about the back of the car. The blonde rustled through a few belongings in the back of the car, but couldn’t locate the bags that she and Gemma had brought for the weekend. It was at that moment that Gemma had a mental image of the bags sitting in the foyer of Talia’s parent’s house, and the blonde asking her if she could load them into the back of her car.

      A forlorn look came over Gemma, who then shoved her fists far into the front pockets of her hoodie.

      “Fuck, girl,” Gemma sighed. “I think I forgot to pack them.”

      “What?” Talia said, incredulous.

      “I know, I know; it was my one job. I can’t believe I fucking forgot!” Gemma huffed.

      “Relax, it’s not that big of a deal,” Talia said, immediately hoping to console her.

      “Yeah it is—it had our clothes for tomorrow in there—even had a few snacks. What are we supposed to do now?” Gemma continued.

      “So, we’ll sleep in our clothes and wear them tomorrow—it’s not the end of the world; not even close. And as far as snacks go, well, you can thank me later,” Talia said, coming around to the back seat and locating a large, sealed clear plastic container that seemingly contained several non-refrigerated foods like crackers, jerky and sodas.

      “Dude,” Gemma said, with a sigh of relief. “You’re a lifesaver!” Gemma’s brown-eyes lit up with excitement as she saw that the weekend wouldn’t be a complete disaster of her doing, after all.

      “Like I said, you can thank me later,” Talia said, winking.

      “Oh, I’ll do whatever you want me to, after this,” Gemma said, eyeing the blonde. In that moment, the pair felt a sudden wave of tension, as though both seemed to recognize that something sexual could have been extracted from the innocent remark. Gemma turned her eyes from Talia, though it proved difficult, watching the blonde’s slender frame in her typical tight t-shirt and jeans. Secretly, Gemma had been quite happy that Talia had forgotten a hoodie or anything else that might be loose and thick around her body.

      Talia grabbed the food container, shut the door with her foot and said, “Keys are in my pocket, here, can you get them and open up the door?” The blonde held the food container with both hands, but it was undoubtedly light enough to balance on one arm while she got her own keys.

      But Gemma, though hesitant, wouldn’t miss the opportunity. The dark-haired girl carefully slid her hand into Talia’s pocket. Feeling the dip in Talia’s pelvis, knowing she was so close to her pussy, made Gemma pause.

      “They’re just… down in there somewhere,” Talia said. The longer Gemma’s hand stayed in Talia’s pocket, the wetter Talia became. But she’d never tell Gemma any of this.

      Finally, just as Gemma was nearing the point where she would yank her fist out and tell Talia she would have to do it herself, she’d located the small key. She pulled it out and eyed it. It seemed almost like the key to a diary or a child’s dollhouse—certainly not to a cabin.

      The pair walked up toward the front porch of the cabin and stood before the door. A small window resided in the upper half of the door and Talia squinted to see what she could decipher in the dark—very little, apparently. Gemma wiggled the key in the lock. “Damn thing is rusty or something,” she said, continued to yank hard on the knob until it finally came open and the door started to push open into the cabin with a violent squeak.

      “Was that because they key worked, or because the door is just that shitty?” Talia asked.

      Gemma could only shrug at this response, as Talia led the way inside.

      The blonde found a sofa—drab green and full of small tears and holes in the fabric—and set the container down.

      “Huh,” Gemma said, looking around. Her brown eyes scanned over the kitchenette, complete with a mini-fridge, an old plug-in hot plate, a microwave. She then turned her eyes to the main room—the living room—noting the sofa, a night stand, and a fireplace.

      “Wait… isn’t there… where are the doors?” Gemma then asked.

      “Doors? What do you mean? There’s the front and the back door,” Talia explained.

      “Yeah, but, like, the doors to the bedrooms and the bathroom,” Gemma continued.

      “Oh, right…” Talia said, shifting her blue eyes about the room until it became painfully clear that the cabin was without either.

      “Don’t tell me there’s no bedrooms or… or even bathroom?” Gemma said. “What are we supposed to do?”

      “I mean, the description for the webpage was really more about how close it was to the film-set. I guess I didn’t see anything about amenities,” Talia said, “But, I just figured it would have both.”

      Now it was Talia who had started to look forlorn, furrowing her brow and shaking her head. “I fucked up big time,” the blonde said.

      Gemma was frustrated, but she wasn’t about to let the blonde take all the heat—not when she, too, had messed up the trip in her own way.

      She felt anxiety at the idea that she and Talia would be resigned to sleeping in the living room together. But more so, she thought of the lack of bathrooms and what that would mean, too.

      “It’s just for today and tomorrow—it’s no big deal,” Gemma said, hoping to console the blonde.

      “Come on, girl; this is a huge deal,” Talia said. “Do they expect us to just go out in the woods? What if it’s in the middle of the night?”

      Gemma couldn’t help but burst into laughter at such imagery. She shook her head and said, “haven’t you ever camped before? Like, in a tent? This is still a lot better than a tent—we’ll be fine.” Talia looked about the room, hopeful that perhaps should she move a book a certain way and a hidden door to the bedroom and bathroom might flip from one of the walls.

      She sat on the sofa and sighed with defeat. Gemma laughed and sat next to her. “Come on, girl, it’s fine,” the dark-haired girl repeated. “Remember, I fucked up, too,” she reminded the blonde.

      “Yeah, but, I don’t know,” Talia said, sighing again. “I don’t even think this place has heat, save for the fireplace.”

      “We’ll make do; it’s only for, like, twenty-four hours. We’ve just got to make it through one night. I saw a few energy drinks in that container. We’ll probably need them for the drive back tomorrow, but so what?” Gemma explained. “Are we going to go out and find this film-set, or what?”

      The dark-haired girl hadn’t been particularly enthused by the trip before it had started. But now that it was underway, a certain excitement had overtaken her. She felt a sense of exhilaration and liberation at being in such a primitive sight for the night. Gemma knew that the discomfort would likely quash any romantic feelings that might rear their head toward Talia.

      And, more importantly, Gemma actually found herself excited for the challenge of making it through the night. She knew it would be the sort of weekend both she and Talia would look back at later on.

      Talia was reluctant to catch Gemma’s excitement, but with enough budging, the blonde found a better attitude about the whole ordeal, and soon enough was ready to head out for the film-set, smiling softly and coming to accept the situation.

      “So, how far is it?” Gemma asked.

      “Well, thanks to this wonderful cabin,” Talia said sarcastically, “We’re only about a twenty minute hike up the hillside there,” the blonde explained, pointing to a nearby hill that had been covered in red and yellow trees.

      With little further discussion, the pair set off for the location. Talia kept her phone out in the palm of her hand, tracking the destination on the offline map she’d downloaded. It wasn’t exactly foolproof, but the blonde knew it was better than trying to guess on sight alone.

      Halfway up the hillside, both couldn’t help but notice a few rather ominous and dark storm clouds forming just behind the cabin. “You don’t think that’s headed this way, do you?” Talia asked. Gemma only shrugged. The pair stopped, as if to watch the clouds closely for a moment. When it seemed too difficult to discern one way or the other, Talia opted to continue. “I didn’t see rain in the forecast,” the blonde said.

      “Check your phone real quick,” Gemma suggested.

      “No signal,” the blonde said, with a tone that suggested the thought had crossed her mind long before.

      “This hike is helping warm me up, at least,” Talia said with a smile. She turned back and eyed Gemma, who was just behind her. The dark-haired girl moved her eyes away from the blonde quickly, so as to hide the fact that she’d been obsessively checking out Talia’s ass as the blonde worked her way up the hillside before her.

      The tight blue jeans Talia wore had been torture on the dark-haired girl, who had made her way up most of the hillside with soaked panties.

      “Whoa, I think we’re here,” Talia said, who suddenly saw a bald-spot on the hillside, along with a shack, no bigger than a tool-shed. Just as promised, there were a few tools and left-over film spools just inside the door. The items were rusty and rotting from the elements, but Talia did not care. Her blue eyes widened as she looked over the various items. “This is wild,” Gemma said, standing behind Talia and looking on.

      “You’d think somebody would have taken all this stuff, already,” Talia said.

      “Not everybody is as big a fan of Kansas Killer Brides as we are,” Gemma reminded.

      “Go figure they didn’t film it in Kansas,” Talia said. Just as the two started to laugh at this, a loud roar of thunder rippled through the sky. Without any further warning, small drops of rain started to descend from the dark clouds, which had nearly hovered right above the pair by this point.

      “Shit,” Talia said. The blonde quickly grabbed a spool of film and tucked it beneath her shirt.

      “We’re going to have to come back later,” Gemma said.

      “I’m still taking this, just in case we can’t,” Talia said, flashing a grin as they started back down the hillside.

      The storm wasted little time accelerating in its intensity, with an absolute downpour greeting the two friends only five minutes back down the hillside.

      “Fuck!” Talia shouted amidst the loud rain and wind. “It’s fucking freezing!”

      By the halfway point of the hike, the blonde looked down and saw that her clothes were soaked—her hair and skin both drenched, as well.

      She could only care about the film spool beneath her shirt, however, as she and Gemma raced down the hillside and found the cabin.

      “I wouldn’t be surprised if this cabin leaked on top of everything else wrong with it,” Gemma laughed, as the pair stood on the porch and Talia wiggled the key in the knob.

      She pushed the door open and the pair raced inside. Talia closed the door behind them, quieting the sound of the storm. Both of them were simply happy to be free from the rain that had soaked right through the clothes and left them feeling as though they were wearing dripping wash-rags for shirts and pants.

      “Fuck, I’m freezing,” Talia said, shivering.

      “We’ve got to get a fire going,” Gemma said. The dark-haired girl grabbed a few logs that had been set in a rack beside the fireplace and tossed them onto the grill. Surprised that the owner of the cabin had provided logs at the very least, she struck a match and lit a bit of newspaper to start a fire in the generously-sized pit.

      Gemma couldn’t believe her luck that a fire had started so easily and for a moment she forgot about the chilly, wet clothes hanging on her body.

      The fire looked inviting for both Gemma and Talia as it surged in the fireplace and already they could feel the faintest hint of heat radiating off the orange flames as they reached toward the chimney. Gemma sat on a large rug that was spread out across the wooden floor between the brick fire place and the sofa. She looked over her shoulder to see Talia tugging hard to get her wet shirt off her upper body.

      “What are you doing?” Gemma asked.

      “I can’t stay in these clothes. I’m freezing,” Talia returned.

      Gemma’s brown eyes grew wide as she looked on, trying not to glance too obviously, but unable to stop herself. She saw as Talia’s nearly naked upper half came into view, and the blonde quickly tugged at the button and zipper of her jeans.

      Fuck, is she going to get naked, right here? Right in front of me? Gemma thought. The blonde turned away from Gemma and faced the kitchen as she crouched forward and tugged her wet jeans off her body.

      Gemma hopped up and looked about for a towel—anything to offer to Talia to cover herself. Otherwise, Gemma knew her deepest fantasy and fear would come true; the chance to see Talia naked. It was bad enough that she could already, in her peripheral, see Talia’s naked upper half—dewy and wet with the water from her clothes. The blonde had full, curvy breasts with tiny pink nipples. She was skinnier than Gemma, with slender but noticeable abs and a sinewy physique.

      Gemma sighed with relief upon finding a small closet in the kitchenette, which held a few old but seemingly clean and large beach towels, presumably for the lake that was nearby.

      “Here, girl,” Gemma said, tossing Talia one of the towels—a big, blue towel with a lighter blue pattern imprinted across it of a sailboat and waves.

      “Thanks,” Talia said. Just as Gemma turned to throw the towel, she caught a glimpse of Talia’s bare, tight buttocks. The sight made her weak as she saw the tight blonde’s perfect little ass in the dim daylight that pushed through the back window, perfectly lighting the blonde’s flawless behind in ambience.

      Gemma felt her thighs clench upon seeing this. She tried not to linger, but the moment Talia seemed occupied with the towel, Gemma returned her eyes. The blonde turned slightly, and though Gemma could not see it straight-out, she caught a glimpse of Talia’s soft, blond pubic hair when Talia turned.

      “Fuck,” Gemma said.

      “What?” Talia said, eyeing her.

      Gemma, completely shocked that she’d said this, rather than thought it, stumbled, “Um, nothing… I’m just… I’m cold, too,” as Talia wrapped the towel loose around her waist. She rushed over toward the fireplace and sat down with her knees up before her and her elbows resting on the tops of them.

      “Well, you should get out of those clothes, too, and into the towel—this is much better, trust me,” Talia said.

      “Um, yeah… maybe I will,” Gemma said, rubbing the back of her neck. Shit… can I really do it? She’s already naked. If I’m naked… then, what? We’re going to be sitting in front of a fire place, practically nude, and I’m supposed to keep my eyes off her? Fuck, Gemma thought.

      But the truth was that she was freezing in her clothes. All the bravado in the world wouldn’t save her from the fact that she was shivering and chattering her teeth while Talia looked quite comfortable, in contrast.

      Gemma, confident that Talia would not look back for a moment, worked her way out of her shirt and bra. She felt instant relief to have the wet rag of a shirt off her body, slinging it over the counter top.

      As she worked her way out of her jeans, Talia looked back, careful and discrete. Her blue eyes, at once, saw the girl’s astoundingly curvy upper-half. Wow, that was all hiding under her shirt? Talia thought to herself, noting Gemma’s heavy breasts, sculpted abs and curvy waist.

      Gemma was much too busy committing to the act of undressing now, and working her way out of the stubborn wet jeans, to notice Talia watching her with sneaking glances. Finally, Gemma was rid of her jeans and her panties as well, which had stuck to the jeans and slid down at the same time. At once, Talia caught an eyeful of Gemma’s pussy with a light dusting of brown pubic hair and lips that were just barely visible between her thighs.

      Talia quickly looked away as Gemma turned and wrapped a towel around her body, as well. Not quick enough to go unnoticed by Gemma, however, who immediately set-off wondering just what Talia had seen and how long she’d been watching her.

      Gemma rushed toward the fireplace and sat down next to Talia. As she did, she noticed that the blonde’s towel was so loose around her body that it barely covered her. Gemma bit her lip as she caught a glimpse of the blonde’s body, warmly painted in light from the fireplace. She tried hard not to leer, but it proved nearly impossible, as the blonde’s body was gorgeously crafted.

      The blonde looked dry by the time Gemma sat beside her. Gemma, too, decided to let her towel hang loose around her body, hoping that if anything were on display, Talia might enjoy the sight.

      The two sat without speaking for a moment. Instead, the crackling of the firewood made the noise, along with the gentle rain and thunder just outside the cabin.

      “This feels almost like a horror movie in itself, huh?” Talia finally said, laughing.

      “Or a romance,” Gemma returned softly, before quickly clarifying. “I mean, you know the fireplace and all—I’m not saying that it’s like a romance with us or anything, though.”

      “Relax,” Talia simply said and gave a quiet chuckle. The blonde’s eyes veered down at Gemma’s waist, trying to imagine the pussy she’d just seen, sitting under the towel.

      “Did you check out the film spool, to make sure it made it?” Gemma then asked. Talia’s eyes widened. “Fuck, I didn’t even think about it after I set it down.”

      At once, the blonde hopped up to grab the film spool from the sofa. From the quick and thoughtless gesture, Talia’s towel completely unraveled and remained on the floor as she stood. Consumed by her focus on the film spool, she seemingly hadn’t at all noticed that she was completely naked as she stepped toward the sofa.

      Gemma, however, couldn’t take her eyes off the blonde, who either had no qualms with walking about in front of her entirely nude, or had no idea that she was doing so. The indifference with which Talia undressed initially, gave Gemma the impression that Talia did not care. But it was brazen, nonetheless.

      Gemma looked on as the fire’s light bathed Talia’s backside in a golden hue, which mixed with its already peachy complexion. The tight, rounded cheeks of Talia’s ass left Gemma’s pussy dripping wet beneath the towel, her body pulsing with want as she could only imagine holding Talia’s tight ass as they ground against each other’s bodies.

      But Gemma tried desperately to rein her passions in. The last thing she wanted, Gemma thought, was to ruin a perfectly good friendship by being some sort of pervy girl and making glances at Talia’s ass when, for all she knew, Talia was entirely straight. And the odds were that she was straight, and Gemma may very well have been wasting her time and her reputation with the blonde.

      “Dude, it looks—oh, shit,” Talia said, as she glanced back to Gemma and immediately, upon seeing Gemma’s unwavering gaze, looked down to see her nakedness. Gemma saw Talia’s pussy straight-on, now, and bit her lip with endless want to touch and taste the blonde. There was little denying in Gemma’s mind by that point that, even if she wasn’t a lesbian, she was certainly gay for Talia.

      Talia laughed with a sort of carelessness as she eyed her naked body. She even playfully shook her hips from side to side so that her soft breasts swayed about. “Didn’t mean to walk around naked,” Talia said. The blonde bit her lip and eyed Gemma with a soft, long gaze that followed her awkward chuckle.

      “Um, no problem,” Gemma said.

      The blonde’s heart sped and her legs grew weak as she realized she was completely naked before Gemma and the girl wasn’t looking away. She could tell Gemma wanted to look away, but couldn’t, as evidenced by the dark-haired girl’s constantly shifting eyes, which inevitably ended up right back on her body—superficially on her pussy.

      The attention left Talia’s pussy starting to drip in the light of the fire. Gemma watched as the arousal coated the top of Talia’s inner thigh, glistening in the light.

      “Um, sorry,” Talia then said, awkwardly covering her genitals.

      “Don’t be sorry, girl,” Gemma then said.

      “Um, the film spool is… um… what was I…” Talia continued, laughing.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Gemma repeated. “It’s probably just the heat,” Gemma said, sighing with want.

      Talia came back toward the fire and sat beside Gemma. “No need to bother with the towel, I guess—you’ve already seen all of me,” Talia said, sitting beside the her without the towel. The scent of the dried rain and musk on Talia’s skin left Gemma all the more consumed by the blonde’s presence, and she struggled with what to say next.

      “If it makes you feel any better, I’ll ditch the towel, too,” Gemma said. In one swift motion, the dark-haired girl stood and yanked the towel from her body. At once, Talia saw just how wet Gemma was too, though she hadn’t said anything.

      “Fuck,” Talia said, eyeing Gemma’s pussy. “You’re a lot wetter than me,” she continued, mesmerized, as Gemma quickly sat down.

      The nerves in Gemma’s body continued to buzz about as she tried to comprehend with the fact that she was completely naked next to Talia, who was also entirely nude. We’re only one step away from doing something very, very fucking nice, Gemma thought, hopeful, despite her deepest reservations rearing their head and reminding her of the foolishness of her quest.

      Gemma felt the heat radiate between them, a tangible force that seemed to pull her closer to Talia. The crackling fire illuminated the room, casting flickering shadows on their skin and imbuing the moment with an intoxicating warmth. She could hear the soft thump of her heart drumming in her ears as she caught Talia’s gaze, which sparkled with mischief and something deeper.

      “Are we really doing this?” Talia asked, her voice a sultry whisper that sent shivers down Gemma's spine. There was an electric tension in the air, a promise of something both exhilarating and terrifying.

      “I—uh,” Gemma stammered, suddenly acutely aware of the enormity of their situation. But that familiar rush of desire surged back, overriding her doubts. She leaned in closer, their knees brushing against each other, and planted her hands on Talia’s bare thighs, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath her fingertips. “I think we might be,” she finally said, emboldened by the unmistakable longing in Talia’s eyes.

      And just like that, they were lost in each other. Gemma leaned forward, capturing Talia’s lips with hers in a kiss that ignited every nerve ending in her body. It was hungry and desperate, a fusion of their unspoken desires spilling out into the open like a long-held secret finally released. Talia responded eagerly, her hands tangling in Gemma’s hair as she deepened the kiss.

      Gemma explored the contours of Talia’s body with gentle caresses, tracing along her arms and shoulders before moving down to cup her face tenderly. The sensation sent ripples of pleasure through both of them as they surrendered to the moment, forgetting all reservations. Gemma felt emboldened by Talia's response; every sigh and moan only fueled her desire.

      With a slow deliberation, Gemma pushed Talia back against the plush rug spread out before the fire. The soft pile cushioned them as Talia looked up at Gemma with wide eyes filled with trust and longing. For a fleeting moment, Gemma paused—taking in the sheer beauty of her friend beneath her—but then she let instinct take over.

      Kissing her way down Talia’s neck, Gemma reveled in how responsive Talia was; each kiss elicited soft gasps that reverberated through the silence of the cabin. She paused slightly above Talia’s breasts, drawing back just enough to admire how they rose and fell with each breath. It was intoxicating, and Gemma closed her eyes for a second to savor the moment—the weight of uncertainty lifting as desire consumed them both.

      Then she descended lower, kissing along the delicate slope of Talia’s breast. Her tongue flicked out to taste—sweet and slightly salty—and it drew forth another gasp from Talia that ignited a fire deep within Gemma. She took one nipple into her mouth and suckled gently; it felt like magic coursing between them—a shared rhythm pulsing stronger than anything either had felt before.

      “Oh God,” Talia breathed out as she arched her back slightly into Gemma’s mouth, urging more contact as if drawn by a magnetism neither could deny any longer. Encouraged by this reaction,

      Gemma continued her exploration, trailing kisses down Talia’s stomach, each one eliciting more shudders of pleasure. She reveled in the way Talia's skin felt beneath her lips, warm and soft. Gemma paused briefly to glance up, meeting Talia's gaze, which was filled with a mix of anticipation and longing. It fueled Gemma's desire further.

      With newfound determination, Gemma made her way lower, kissing past the waistband of Talia’s panties. She felt Talia’s breath hitch, a sweet sound that made Gemma's heart race with excitement. Slowly, she peeled the fabric away, revealing Talia’s slickness glistening in the firelight. A wave of exhilaration washed over her—this was a territory uncharted yet so familiar, as if they had danced on the edge of this moment for far too long.

      Gemma leaned in closer, taking a moment to breathe in Talia’s scent—a heady mix of warmth and desire that intoxicated her senses. She kissed the inner thighs first, teasingly close yet so far from where both of them craved contact. She could feel the tension in Talia's body; every inch of her radiated heat and need.

      “Talia,” Gemma murmured softly as she finally placed a kiss directly onto her velvety center. The taste was overwhelming—the essence of Talia consumed her thoughts completely. She dove in with fervor, letting instinct guide her movements. Her tongue flicked out to tease and explore, sending jolts of pleasure through Talia that manifested into breathy moans.

      “Gemma!” Talia gasped, her fingers curling into the rug beneath them as she writhed against the sensation. The urgency in her voice made Gemma feel powerful and alive; she intensified her efforts, swirling her tongue and using gentle suction that coaxed forth more sounds of bliss from Talia.

      Every gasp fueled Gemma’s desire further as waves of ecstasy rippled through Talia's body. She could feel the tension building within her friend—tightening like a coiled spring ready to unleash itself at any moment. Sensing how close Talia was, Gemma focused on the right spots, alternating between flicking and stroking with expert precision.

      “Oh God! I’m— I’m so close!” Talia cried out, and that sweet urgency drove Gemma wild with lust. Mesmerized by the sight before her—the way Talia’s face contorted with pleasure—she pushed harder until she felt the inevitable crest nearing.

      Talia's body tensed beneath her as she reached the peak; “Gemma! Please!” she begged, and just like that, it crashed over her—Talia's back arched beautifully as she came undone under Gemma's touch. Gemma felt an exhilarating rush as waves of pleasure washed over Talia, each contraction echoing through their shared intimacy.

      As Talia came down from her high, breathing heavy and blissful beneath Gemma’s touch, she managed to catch her breath enough to flip their positions. In one fluid motion, Talia deftly reversed their roles until Gemma lay beneath her.

      Gemma looked up at Talia with wide eyes filled with astonished delight as she processed what had just happened—and the thrill of what was to come. Talia's gaze held a mischievous glint, her lips curled into a knowing smile that promised all the delicious intent that lingered in the air between them. The fire flickered, casting shadows that danced across their intertwined bodies as Talia settled herself between Gemma's legs, the heat radiating from both of them igniting a new kind of urgency.

      “You’re turn,” Talia said breathlessly, her voice low and sultry. She didn’t wait for Gemma to respond; she wasted no time in flipping Gemma over with gentle force, guiding her onto her stomach. The soft rug underneath provided a comforting cushion against Gemma's skin, now tinged with anticipation.

      Gemma’s heart raced as she felt Talia’s presence from behind, her breath hitching in excitement. Talia took a moment to savor the sight of Gemma beneath her—those delicate curves, the way the flame-light highlighted every contour and made her skin glow. Slowly, Talia trailed kisses down Gemma's back, each press of her lips igniting a fire deep within.

      As she reached the small of Gemma’s back, Talia paused to admire the soft arch of her body, reveling in the trust they had built together. She placed teasing kisses on either side of Gemma’s spine, eliciting soft whimpers that spurred her on. With a gentle hand, she caressed the side of Gemma's thigh before sliding higher until she found where Gemma longed for her touch.

      She could hear Gemma catch her breath as she touched her pussy for the first time. The scent wrapped around them like a drug—a heady mix of musk and desire that set Talia alight with hunger.

      Talia wasted no time; she pressed a soft kiss against Gemma's most intimate place, savoring the taste—a blend of sweetness and warmth—that enveloped her senses completely. Her tongue flicked out playfully before exploring deeper, curling to gather every drop of Gemma’s arousal. Each deliberate movement sent tremors through Gemma’s body; she was utterly lost in this world where only they existed.

      “God, Talia,” Gemma moaned, pushing back against Talia’s mouth in desperate need for more friction as waves of pleasure began to build once again.

      Talia responded by sinking further into ecstasy herself—her fingers sliding easily into Gemma while her mouth lavished attention where it was needed most. She thrust gently while maintaining a rhythm that drove them both closer to oblivion.

      Gemma felt sensations crashing over her in relentless waves—hot and cold mingling together as Talia expertly worked magic with her fingers and mouth. She could feel every pulse cascading through her body—the tightness coiling tighter until there was almost no bearing left.

      “Please,” came another pleading moan from Gemma’s lips, barely recognizable yet wholly hers—a sound so raw it echoed through their shared space as if calling forth magic itself.

      “Just let go,” Talia whispered between licks and kisses, prompting each surge of pleasure with unwavering confidence.

      With every flick of Talia's tongue and thrust of her fingers, Gemma felt herself teetering on the edge, a peak that felt both terrifying and exhilarating. Talia knew every secret button to press, every sensitive spot to tease, and she worked them with a skilled, unhurried precision.

      Talia’s tongue danced over Gemma's clit, teasingly circling before applying just the right amount of pressure. Her fingers curled inside Gemma, brushing against that sweet spot which elicited breathy gasps and soft cries. The heat of Talia’s mouth contrasted wonderfully with the cool air around them, and it sent shivers racing along Gemma's spine.

      “More,” was all Gemma could manage to articulate. Talia complied eagerly, quickening the pace of her fingers while her mouth worked diligently. She could feel Gemma's body responding—tightening around her fingers, hips bucking against Talia's relentless rhythm.

      The fire crackled behind them, each pop echoing Gemma's rising climax as she surrendered completely to Talia’s touch.

      “Almost there,” Talia murmured, her breath sending delightful vibrations against Gemma’s trembling body. Her focus intensified as she locked her gaze on the small of Gemma's back, captivated by how beautifully vulnerable she was in this state.

      With one last concentrated flick of her tongue and a deep thrust from her fingers, Talia pushed Gemma over the edge. A low cry escaped Gemma’s lips as waves of ecstasy crashed down upon her; the world narrowed to just the two of them, every sound and sensation amplified into something almost spiritual.

      “Oh God! Yes!” Gemma cried out, surrendering completely as pleasure unfurled within her like petals blooming in sunlight. Her body shook with the force of it; Talia continued her gentle assault until Gemma had ridden out every aftershock, limbs quivering beneath her touch.

      Finally pulling back, Talia relished in the sight before her—Gemma sprawled out on the rug, breathless and radiant with satisfaction. Gemma flipped onto her back and stared down at Talia with a smile.

      Talia planted soft kisses along Gemma’s thighs before making her way back up to meet those glazed eyes filled with wonder.

      “You okay?” Talia asked softly, brushing damp strands from Gemma’s forehead.

      Gemma nodded slowly, a blissful smile breaking across her face as she pulled Talia closer for a kiss.

      “That was… unexpected,” Gemma huffed.

      “I’m glad it happened, though,” Talia said.

      “You sure you’re okay?” the blonde then asked.

      “It’s going to take a while for me to realize what we just did but, um, yeah, I’m definitely okay,” Gemma returned. “Fuck, you felt so… fucking good.”

      “So did you,” Talia smiled.

      The blonde didn’t say anything for a moment after. Rather, it seemed she was doing the very same thing as Gemma—adjusting to what she and her friend had just done. She was, after all, just as confused as Gemma and just as unclear about where she stood on her sexuality, even after eating out another woman and loving every moment of it.

      Both Gemma and Talia knew that, going forward, it might not mean much what they did, because it was more about each other than anything. They also knew that there was no going back from it, either.
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