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      Emily lay sprawled on her bed, her eyes locked on the motionless ceiling fan above her.

      The power and water had been out for nearly eight hours after a freak car accident at a nearby intersection. The unsettling silence of dormant appliances and a lifeless central air conditioning system jolted her awake around five that morning.

      As the hours passed, the temperature climbed steadily, turning her apartment into a sweltering oven. Now, the thermostat outside her bedroom doorway read eighty-eight degrees, a harsh testament to the heat that seemed to be swallowing the college town whole.

      Sweat, once confined to crevices, now coated her skin in a sticky sheen. She felt it at the roots of her short, blonde hair.

      Her bedroom felt heavy with the oppressive stillness of the hours-long power outage—the air stuffy and stale.

      Despite the reality of the situation, Emily clung to the futile hope that the electricity might flicker back to life at any moment. Meanwhile, her phone buzzed with automated updates from the utility companies, offering no relief as they couldn't provide a timeline for service restoration.

      Emily sighed as she continued to watch the fan above her, silent and still, knowing it would remain so indefinitely.

      The bedsheets clung to Emily's sweaty skin, making the nineteen-year-old feel as though she was melting into a puddle of damp cloth. Sweat inside her clothes, especially around her privates, left her feeling particularly uncomfortable in her own grime.

      Summer had not only overstayed its welcome, but that Labor Day weekend, it brought a historic heatwave to the college town.

      Feeling like her sanity might slip, Emily rolled over and grabbed her phone, finally desperate enough to act.

      Though now a sophomore, Emily had no friends on campus. A thousand miles from home, her address book was as empty as her social life.

      Desperation clawed at her as she scrolled through her contacts. Each name was a faint echo of comfort—friends from home or barely-there acquaintances she couldn’t summon the courage to ask for help.

      “Heather…” Emily muttered; her gaze fixed on the name in her phone. Hesitation gripped her; reaching out to the soccer player felt almost impossible.

      Heather wasn’t just any contact—she was a close friend of Emily’s older sister, Christine. The two had been teammates on the University soccer team before Christine graduated two years ago.

      When Christine returned home and learned Emily was heading to her old college—the very place she and Heather had played soccer together—she’d insisted her little sister reach out to Heather if she ever needed help with anything.

      “She’s one of my best friends,” Christine had said to Emily. “If you need anything at all, just call Heather. You’re her friend’s little sister, so she’ll hook you up with whatever you need.”

      But for Emily, the thought of calling her big sister’s friend for a favor felt too overwhelming.

      Emily had met Heather just once, during a family visit to see Christine’s soccer game years ago. Back then, Emily was a shy high school sophomore, barely able to look up from the ground when talking to her peers—let alone face a confident, beautiful girl like Heather.

      Emily had stayed in the background, listening as her parents celebrated Heather’s game-winning score. Heather soaked up the praise, with Christine proudly in her corner.

      “She’s going to go places,” Christine had declared. “Get her autograph now—she’s going to become a pro.”

      Heather had grinned, draping an arm around Christine. “We’re both going pro.”

      But an injury that season had derailed Christine’s soccer dreams, shifting her focus to kinesiology and teaching.

      Now a senior, Heather was one of the biggest names on campus, and closer than ever to professional soccer dreams.

      Seeing Heather just once had been unforgettable for Emily, stirring up more questions about her sexuality than she’d ever wanted to confront.

      She spent months obsessing over Heather, scouring online photos of the athlete in her soccer uniform.

      It wasn’t until the whirlwind of high school graduation that Emily finally managed to push those thoughts aside.

      Even while at the same college as Heather, Emily spent her freshman year chasing after guys, not out of real interest but to maintain appearances. Her goal was to bring a boyfriend home for Christmas break and silence any whispers about her sexuality—leftover from her high school dry spell.

      She managed to meet a stunning guy named Ryan from her English class.

      Her relationship with Ryan was marked by awkward make-out sessions and Emily’s tepid responses to his advances. Each clumsy encounter only deepened her unease about her own straightness.

      Soon enough, she felt a sinking realization: the thrill that she should have felt around boys was missing.

      This nagging doubt haunted her through her freshman year of college, and brought back memories of the confusion sparked by her encounter with Heather years earlier.

      That summer before sophomore year, the uncertainty clung to her more than ever, like an unwelcome shadow, refusing to fade away.

      Emily knew the doubts would never fade until she confronted the truth she’d been avoiding: the possibility that she might be a lesbian.

      But this afternoon, with sweat on her brow, Emily's worries about her sexuality faded into insignificance, compared to her urgent need to escape the heat.

      With a deep breath, she started typing a text message on her phone screen.

      Emily: Hey Heather, it’s Emily, Christine's little sister? Hope you remember me lol.

      Emily waited, feeling more dejected by the minute, and finally set her phone down.

      This is stupid, she thought. There’s no way she even remembers me.

      But then, nearly fifteen minutes later, her phone vibrated on the mattress.

      Heather: Hey, girl! Of course I remember you. :) What's up?

      After typing, deleting, and re-typing several messages, Emily finally mustered the courage to hit send on a second text to the jock.

      Emily: So… my power’s been out all day. I don’t know anyone else around… Would you mind if I came over just for a quick shower or to get some studying done? Seriously tho, I totally understand if you can’t or don’t want to…

      Heather: Sure, it’s no problem at all. I wish you had texted me sooner, we could have hung out a few times!

      Heather sent another text message with her address and, again, invited Emily to come over.

      Relief flooded over Emily as she read Heather’s replies. But just as quickly, a wave of anxiety hit her—realizing that the chance of seeing Heather again was now more imminent than ever.

      Still in bed, Emily couldn’t help but recall how meeting Heather had stirred something deep and confusing within her—something undeniable.

      She vividly recalled the day she first saw Heather: soft and slender, with perfectly wavy dark hair and intense brown eyes that seemed to pierce right through her. Her full lips and intense gaze looked more suited for a magazine cover than a soccer field.

      Now that she’d texted Heather and received an invitation to her place, those old thoughts and worries resurfaced.

      Anticipation coursed through Emily, a restless energy that flared as she tried to picture what Heather might now look like—If she could even muster the courage to visit Heather’s apartment, anyway.

      The thought alone sent jolts of excitement and terror racing up and down her spine.

      After another half-hour of agonizing over her options, Emily realized she couldn’t stand the thought of staying in her powerless apartment any longer. And given that wandering the crowded mall on Labor Day weekend for hours was not at all practical, she knew she had no choice but to take the lifeline her sister’s friend had offered.

      Part of Emily longed to see Heather, but she couldn’t easily find the confidence to get past her dread and fears.

      And even with a perfect excuse to see Heather, Emily couldn’t shake the fear of being seen in her dirty, grimy state by someone who, in her eyes, seemed flawless.

      Emily changed out of her sweat-drenched clothes, slipping into a flowy skirt and a fresh, sleeveless crop top.

      The relief the clean clothes brought to her was brief, before the mugginess returned, making her feel just as dirty as before—and far too dirty to face Heather.

      Glancing at the thermostat that now read ninety degrees, Emily knew she couldn’t avoid it, no matter how many excuses she made.

      When Emily pulled up Heather’s address on her phone, relief washed over her—at least something had gone right that afternoon; Heather’s apartment was only a few blocks away.

      This would at least save Emily the hassle of trying to find the money for a ride-share or taxi.

      She grabbed her backpack, shoved on a baseball cap, and stepped into the relentless midday sun.

      The triple-digit heat scorched her neck and arms instantly. As she trudged toward Heather’s apartment, the memory of their previous meeting replayed in her mind like an old movie reel.

      During that afternoon years back, watching the game with her family, Emily had caught how effortlessly charismatic Heather was, joking with Christine and the rest of her teammates on the sidelines. She had a way of captivating everyone around her.

      When Heather’s piercing, cinder-brown eyes met Emily’s, and that disarming smile flashed, the teen nearly forgot how to breathe.

      Shaking off the memory once again, Emily pressed on, drenched in sweat by the time she reached Heather’s apartment building. The apartment building was one of the newer, upscale complexes, home to athletes and privileged students living in luxury.

      Inside, she was met with a crowd of stylish college girls and preppy guys, looking as if they’d never known a moment’s discomfort. Emily couldn’t shake the feeling of being intensely out of place.

      The sweat on her skin began to cool under the lobby’s air-conditioning, relaxing her for the first time in hours.

      Emily slipped into an elevator near the front doors, her chest tightening with a growing sense of trepidation as she rode up.

      As the elevator climbed, Emily reassured herself.

      I just need to cool down, and then I can think straight… So, what if I thought she was hot that one time? I’m not a lesbian—I’m totally straight. And I’m only here to cool off in her apartment, maybe study, and get a shower.

      Emily’s mind continued to race until the elevator doors slid open, making her legs feel weak and her head light. She staggered down the hallway, finally finding Heather’s apartment number on the door.

      Emily took a deep breath and reassured herself one final time. Just go with it.

      After hesitating, she finally knocked on the front door and waited, she could hardly believe she was actually standing there in front of Heather’s apartment.

      Emily half-expected a crowd of Heather’s teammates to burst out when the door cracked open, as if emerging from an all-night party.

      Stories from her sister about Heather’s popularity with boys had stirred Emily’s imagination into risky territory—certainly too risky to be thinking about right before seeing her.

      The door swung open, and Heather appeared with that same dreamy smile that made Emily want to both run away and stare forever.

      “Hey, girl!” Heather said with a warm smile.

      Emily could hardly believe her eyes as she saw Heather standing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a small towel wrapped around her body.

      Heather made Emily’s gaze involuntarily drop, before the teen nervously—and quickly—shot her eyes back up to meet Heather’s gaze.

      Emily quietly studied her sinewy muscles and curves, adorned with a few tattoos.

      She struggled to speak before finally stuttering out an awkward greeting. “Hey… girl.”

      Paying no mind to Emily’s awkwardness, Heather waved her hand.

      “Get in here, already,” she laughed.

      Emily stepped inside, relieved by the blast of cool air from Heather’s air-conditioning vents.

      “Shit, it’s like a freezer in here,” Emily said, walking into the living room. She glanced at the massive wall-to-ceiling window that stretched along the outside wall, taking in the view of the modest college town skyline. It made her dumpy off-campus apartment feel like a world away.

      “I cranked it up for you,” Heather said, shutting the front door and joining Emily in the living room. “I figured you could use it, huh?”

      “Yeah,” Emily nodded. “It feels amazing in here,” she laughed, unable to hide her wide grin.

      Moments later, Emily realized her heart was still racing and her stomach tight as she inhaled the scent of Heather’s perfume. She could feel Heather’s heat beside her as she turned.

      “It looks amazing, too,” Emily added. Almost immediately, the teen nervously clarified, “I wasn’t… I wasn’t talking about you, of course… just, um… the view… of the city… it’s nice.”

      Emily felt the heat rising in her cheeks, imagining her face was as pink as a rose from embarrassment.

      “Relax,” Heather said with a kind smile. Heather’s gaze lingered on Emily for a moment before she turned to the window, walking up to it and gazing out at the heat-drenched horizon.

      Emily walked up alongside Heather, near the window, and took a deep breath. She felt relaxed next to Heather—truly relaxed, for the first time in a long while—as she looked out at the radiating summer day.

      “Listen, um… I really appreciate this,” Emily said, trying to avoid staring at Heather’s nearly naked body. The daylight made Heather’s skin glow in a way that Emily could hardly pull her eyes away from.

      “Don’t mention it, girl,” Heather said with a smile and a wink. “Anything for Christine’s little sister.”

      “No, really,” Emily said. “It means a lot. I know how busy and popular you are, so I hope you didn’t have to cancel anything just to help me out.”

      “It’s all good,” Heather said. “Sure, I had to cancel a few orgies, but it’s fine.”

      Heather turned and walked over to the kitchen, as casual as someone could be while wearing only a towel in front of a stranger.

      “Shit, really?” Emily asked. Her thoughts were immediately consumed by images of Heather, surrounded by a group of attractive, unclothed college students.

      “I’m joking,” Heather said with a chuckle. “No doubt Christine told you a few stories, huh?”

      Emily hesitated and cleared her throat. “I mean… only a couple. She just said that you’re really popular with guys.” She let an awkward laugh slip. “It must be nice. I’ve never been too good with boys.”

      “Well, judging by how good you look, you must have a horrible personality, then,” Heather said with a laugh.

      She thinks I’m attractive? Emily thought.

      Her heart began to race again, just as it had finally settled to a calm beat.

      The blonde reminded herself that a compliment from Heather didn’t necessarily mean Heather found her sexually attractive. Rather, it was probably just the kind of thing you say to your friend’s kid-sister, to make her feel good about herself—nothing more.

      “I don’t know about that,” Emily chuckled, running a hand through her messy hair. “I just, um… I don’t get boys, you know?”

      Heather shrugged and laughed. “Yeah, that’s fair. Outside the bedroom, they confuse the hell out of me too.”

      Emily nodded, smiling. “So, is it true you’ve slept with a thousand guys—like Christine says?”

      The moment the words left her lips, Emily winced in embarrassment, realizing she’d crossed a line with her curiosity. “I… um, sorry. I didn’t mean to ask that,” she stammered, quickly fumbling for an apology.

      Heather laughed and shook her head. “Christine really said that?”

      Emily nodded.

      Heather rolled her eyes and smiled. “Your big sis is quite the gossip queen, huh?” She clasped her hands and took a deep breath. “No, I haven’t ‘slept with a thousand guys.’ More like a dozen or so. But…” Heather paused thoughtfully before continuing, “I’ve been so focused on soccer this past year. Haven’t slept with anyone in months.”

      Emily couldn’t help but fixate on the way Heather spoke—almost reflective, as if there was more to her reasons than just soccer, but she wasn’t about to share it, especially not with Emily.

      Heather then added with a grin, “I ought to scold your sister for spreading a rumor like that, though. If I was a guy that would be one thing, but I don’t need everyone thinking I’m a slut—not that there’s anything wrong with it.” She went back to sipping on a drink she’d made in the kitchen.

      “So, Emily, any boyfriends yet? You’re a sophomore now, right? Can you drink yet?” Heather grinned, raising her glass and winking. “Not that I’m going to stop you—come over here and help yourself, if you want.”

      She then continued, “Anyway I bet you’ve broken a few hearts.”

      Emily blushed and shrugged. “Not really. Like I said; I’m not great with boys. Oh, and I’m nineteen.”

      “Nervous? That’s okay,” Heather said reassuringly.

      “I don’t know. Maybe? Nervous for different reasons than most girls, though,” Emily admitted.

      Heather’s expression softened into a quiet, knowing smile as she nodded. “I get it.”

      Emily wondered if Heather was just trying to make her feel better, or if she actually understood the turmoil racing about in her mind. It seemed absurd to think Heather could be a lesbian, given the way she talked about boys.

      And Emily, struggling to understand her own sexuality, felt unqualified to judge anyone else’s.

      “Well, you know, Christine is so obsessed with boys, sometimes she forgets not everyone is,” Heather laughed.

      Emily sighed with relief and grinned. “Exactly! I don’t think about boys all that often, so what? I never talk to her about it because I feel like I can’t.”

      “Join the club,” Heather said. “After every game—especially after a win—It was all about who she had a crush on that week,” she chuckled. “I’m a bit more selective than Christine. To her, boys and soccer are all that matter in life. She used to get annoyed with me when I would duck-out early. I’ve never been big on crushing over boys. Christine hasn’t found a single boy she didn’t like for one reason or another. Blue eyes? Curly hair? A lean build? Teddy-bear build? She likes it all.”

      Emily sensed that Heather's words didn’t align with her own. There was a difference between being straight and discriminatory, and being a lesbian.

      Yet, Emily couldn’t shake the feeling that Heather might be hinting at something about her sexuality, maybe suggesting she could be a lesbian. Or maybe Emily was just reading too much into it, desperately projecting her own desires onto Heather.

      Either way, Emily enjoyed the revelations that Heather was not as boy-crazy as she’d expected. Driven by her cravings for Heather, Emily had little choice but to find out for herself what it truly meant.

      “Tell me about it,” Emily laughed, imitating her sister. “‘It’s all about those long gazes. They must mean something. We were meant to be!’” she said, rolling her eyes.

      “I’m not going to flirt with every boy out there hoping to land a winner,” Emily scoffed.

      “You shouldn’t,” Heather said. “And just so you know, your sister never really did, either. She’s all talk—I’d know. I was with her most of the time.”

      “Boys probably find you way more attractive, anyway.” She nervously added, “I mean, well, um… just guessing about looks. I don’t really look at girls like that. I’m way too straight for that.”

      Heather was quiet for a moment, then gave a knowing nod.

      “It’s all right. Admitting another girl is good-looking doesn’t make you a lesbian,” she laughed. “Just thought I’d let you know; in case you’ve never heard that before. I know girls like Christine can be a little…”

      “Homophobic?” Emily interjected.

      “I wasn’t going to say it, but yeah,” Heather said with a pained smile.

      Emily nodded. “She’s gotten better over the years, but it’s still an issue for her. I mean, it’s the 21st century! Get over it, already,” the blonde laughed.

      Emily chuckled, and Heather raised her glass. “I’ll toast to that.”

      “I think she’s been touchy about it because there was a rumor when I joined the team that we were lesbians together, or something,” Heather admitted, chuckling as she raised her brow, clearly amused.

      “Wow, really?” Emily asked. “I’ll bet Christine was livid.”

      “Yeah, she was pissed. Got into a fight in the locker room over it, once,” Heather laughed.

      “Why did anyone think that? All I hear is how you two dated boys all season long,” Emily said.

      “Well, we were physically close both on and off the field—more than most teammates, so people started to wonder,” Heather explained.

      Heather took another sip of her drink and clasped her hands together. “I’m guessing you’re tired of standing there in those dirty clothes. Want me to show you where the shower is?”

      “Totally, thanks,” Emily smiled.

      Heather waved Emily over and led her down a small hallway lined with framed portraits of herself from soccer games and various artworks. The space was meticulously decorated, and Emily couldn’t help but admire the stylish, classy touch Heather had put into the apartment.

      “That’s a guest bedroom,” Heather said. “Feel free to stay there tonight if you need to.”

      “Shit, are you serious?” Emily gasped. “I… I don’t know how to thank you.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Heather said, guiding Emily around a corner and into the master bedroom. “There’s a hall bathroom with a shower, but it’s not as nice as the master bathroom.”

      She led Emily into a spacious bedroom with a king-size bed draped in burgundy and white sheets—the university colors. The room also featured a sliding double-door leading to a patio with a view of distant hills.

      Along with the stunning views outside, the wall was lined with trophies and artwork, reminiscent of the hallway.

      Emily inhaled the rich scent of lavender and rose that filled the air—a heady, dizzying aroma that seemed perfectly fitting for Heather’s most private living space.

      Emily’s gaze fell on the floor, where a few pairs of panties lay next to a hamper. Her mind couldn’t help but drift to images of Heather wearing nothing but those skimpy little panties.

      Heather led Emily into the master bathroom, a sleek sanctuary of slate tiles and modern design. The walls were a symphony of varying shades of gray, each tile polished to a glossy finish.

      The centerpiece was a spacious shower with glass walls that stood like a transparent fortress, promising a cascade of cleansing rain for the dried, dirty sweat on Emily’s skin.

      Chrome fixtures gleamed under the soft lighting that emanated from hidden sources, casting gentle reflections across the room.

      Emily’s eyes followed Heather’s every movement as she demonstrated the shower controls.

      She watched the way Heather’s fingers brushed lightly over the touchscreen interface, gliding with grace and confidence. The sound of her voice was a low, comforting hum against the backdrop of Emily's racing thoughts.

      In her mind, Emily couldn't help but conjure an image of Heather in those panties she'd noticed on the floor in Heather’s bedroom.

      Emily saw Heather posed confidently; her body a work of art—smooth skin stretched over hard muscle, each one defined and rippling as she shifted slightly in Emily's mind. And her breasts. She knew her breasts were full but wondered what her nipples looked like. She pictured them hard and pink, begging to be touched or licked.

      It almost felt tangible, this vision—Heather standing there with that knowing smirk, her breasts perky and inviting inspection.

      Emily's breath quickened as she imagined tracing the lines of Heather's abs with her fingertips, feeling the firm resistance beneath the surface and following the valleys of her curves that led down between her legs.

      "Do you need anything else?" Heather asked, snapping Emily back to reality.

      Emily blinked, her eyes meeting Heather’s concerned gaze. For a beat too long, she stood in silence before the word slipped out: "You."

      The atmosphere seemed to shift suddenly; an electrical charge passed between them. Emily realized what she'd said and felt heat flood her cheeks, turning them an unmistakable shade of pink.

      Heather smiled softly but didn’t comment on it.

      “Um, I meant… no,” Emily said with a quick shake of her head. “I’m good.”

      Heather simply nodded and said, "Alright then," before turning toward the door. "Just holler if you need anything, okay?"

      As Heather walked off, leaving Emily alone in this sleek haven of privacy, Emily could hardly contain her swirling thoughts. Her heart pounded as she glanced around; everything about this moment felt charged with possibility—and potential disaster.

      With trembling hands, she stripped off her clothes until she was completely naked.

      A rush of excitement surged through her at being exposed in Heather’s bathroom.

      She caught sight of herself in the mirror—a lean, taut figure with smaller but firm breasts and a neatly trimmed pussy.

      Stepping into the shower enclosure, Emily let the warm water cascade over her like a gentle embrace.

      Her mind wandered back to thoughts of Heather—those strong, athletic hands gripping her firmly yet tenderly.

      She almost hoped Heather would pop back into the bathroom unexpectedly and catch her like this—naked and vulnerable beneath the stream of water.

      Emily was slightly embarrassed about her modest breasts and soft stomach, but also thrilled at the thought that maybe Heather wouldn’t care about those things; that she’d be more interested in her petite figure than anything else.

      She often fantasized about submitting to other women. Her thoughts of Heather were no different. Right there in the shower, she couldn’t help but imagine Heather towering over her, dominating and taking control.

      Just the thought alone made Emily wet.

      As she lathered soap on her body, Emily couldn't ignore the ache in her pussy. She wondered if it would be inappropriate to try and play with herself right there in the shower.

      As her fingers slid between her legs, she jerked her head to the side, certain she'd heard a noise nearby.

      Emily squinted through the fogged shower glass. Through the slightly ajar bathroom door, she caught a glimpse of Heather entering the master bedroom. She moved about, prompting Emily to quickly wipe a small window in the steam. Just then, she saw Heather drop her towel from her body.

      "Fuck," Emily moaned softly. She could see the side of Heather's toned, naked figure as Heather squatted to grab a pair of shorts.

      As Heather stood back up and turned slightly, Emily caught a glimpse of Heather’s breasts and pussy.

      Emily gasped at her pussy. She couldn't believe how delicious it looked. Her nipples were just as Emily had imagined them, small, pink and hard.

      Emily couldn't resist teasing her pussy as she watched Heather's naked body move around the room. Heather then bent over while facing away from her, and Emily let out a soft moan as she caught an unobstructed view of Heather's perfect, toned ass. From behind, she could see a glimpse of Emily’s pussy between her thighs.

      She bit her bottom lip and teased herself, still covered in soap. Despite the slight sting on the sensitive skin from the soap, she didn't mind. In fact, it only added to the thrill pulsing through her.

      Emily couldn't tear her gaze away from Heather's body. Heather eventually pivoted to face the bathroom door, giving Emily an unobstructed view of Heather's impressive body. As she teased her clit, Emily felt a hint of climax surge through her. She reached down and slipped a finger just inside her pussy, causing a delicious ache to pulse through her body as her legs grew weak.

      “Fuck…” she sighed. She couldn't pull her gaze away from Heather's luscious, plump breasts, envisioning sucking on them in the most satisfying manner.

      Heather locked eyes for a brief moment before the teen quickly averted her gaze, feeling a blush creeping up her cheeks.

      However, with the steam and partially closed bathroom door, Emily figured it was unlikely that Heather could see exactly what she was doing.

      A pang of disappointment shot through her body. She felt consumed by an insatiable desire—wanting Heather to notice her—that bordered on ravenous hunger.

      Desperately, she longed for Heather to enter the bathroom and catch her naked and wet.

      Feeling embarrassed, Emily stopped masturbating as Heather pulled on a pair of black leggings. She realized she needed to get out of the shower before spending too much time inside, lest she give the impression that she was, indeed, masturbating.

      Emily scanned the bathroom, but couldn't spot any towels. She vaguely remembered Heather mentioning something about them during her explanation of the high-tech features of the bathroom, but she had been too distracted by thoughts of Heather naked to pay attention.

      Now, she scrambled to recall where they were.

      Emily swallowed, excitement bubbling inside her. Before her conscience could intervene, she shouted towards the bedroom, "Hey, um... I can't find the towels. Can you grab me one?"

      Her blue eyes widened as she watched Heather turn her head and stand up straight.

      Heather approached the cracked bathroom door in nothing but her leggings and a bralette and called out, "Did you say something?"

      Emily hesitated, but the pulsing excitement drove her to speak. "Yeah, um, could you grab me a towel? I must've zoned out when you told me where they are. Sorry."

      Without missing a beat, Heather entered the bathroom.

      Emily inhaled sharply, resisting the urge to cover her breasts and pussy with her hands. She wanted Heather to see her naked, glistening-wet body. She wanted Heather to see just how aroused she was, too.

      Emily knew it was wild and irresponsible, but she didn’t care. She couldn't bring herself to resist.

      She needed to know what Heather would do if she saw her like that—needed to see how she would react.

      Heather walked to a cabinet on the opposite wall and grabbed a thick, white cotton towel. She turned and instinctively glanced down at Emily's breasts before quickly meeting her gaze.

      Emily smiled. "Sorry."

      "No worries," Heather replied smoothly, stepping towards the shower.

      Emily knew it was unlikely Heather saw much of her; the fogged glass only hinted at her vague form. Still, it was exciting enough to make her crave more.

      Another impulse hit Emily and she stepped out of the shower to meet Heather, before she could hand her the towel through the cracked shower door.

      Emily emerged naked and dripping, her nipples hardened.

      "Thanks," she said, her lips forming a bubbly smile as she took the towel.

      Emily bit her lip, watching Heather's eyes drop briefly before meeting her gaze again.

      Heather flashed an easy smile and gave a nod. “You had some fun in there, I’m guessing?”

      Emily licked her lips and said, “Not as much as I wanted.”

      Emily felt light-headed and dizzy. Her better judgment struggled to keep up as her body pushed forward, one step after another. The blonde teen swallowed and her eyes widened as she took a deliberate look at Heather's breasts, which were tucked away in her cute bralette.

      “Oh, sorry,” Emily said, flashing a coquettish grin as she wrapped the towel around her body.

      "No worries," Heather waved with a laugh, "I've seen a girl naked before."

      Emily's gaze drifted downward once more, her hunger for Heather’s body more obvious than ever.

      She licked her lips and pressed on, "You've already seen me naked- it's only fair I get to see you."

      Heather raised an eyebrow and let out a chuckle. "Seriously, what's going on with you?"

      Emily felt a flicker of embarrassment, but she couldn't ignore her desire any longer, ignoring all thoughts urging her to feel shame.

      "I don’t know," Emily replied with a sly smirk. “Maybe it’s the heat or something?” Emily’s eyes grew wild and playful as another impulse came over her. "Oh damn, I forgot to put your shampoo away."

      The blonde turned around and bent down, giving Heather an unobstructed view of her pussy through the gap in her thighs.

      As she resurfaced, she saw Heather towering before her, arms crossed and expression stone-faced.

      "Be careful," Heather warned with a menacing tone. "I don’t know what you’re trying to do to me. But you're treading into dangerous territory, asking for something you might not be ready for."

      Heather's voice was low yet smooth, her dark eyes fixed intently on Emily's.

      Emily licked her lips and again gazed down at Heather’s breasts, then her hips. The teen responded with a cocky grin, "Well, maybe I want something a little dangerous."

      “Do you know what it’s like to crave something you can’t have? To have guys throwing themselves at you, while all you really want is…” Heather swallowed and continued, “And then you come in here—my best friend’s little sis—and you tease me with that delicious pussy of yours—so puffy and wet.”

      Heather’s eyes burned with hunger as she sized up Emily’s body, stepping closer and looming over the teen’s short frame, until Emily found herself between the Heather and the glass wall of the shower.

      Heather licked her lips, continuing with a sly grin. “…And those perfect, pussy eating lips of yours? It's just not fair.”

      Heather shook her head. “I’m trying really hard to not fuck my best friend's—"

      “I’m not Christine’s and I’m not helpless—I’m nineteen,” Emily said, deliberately sliding her tongue to the corner of her lips as she looked down at Heather’s waist. The blonde couldn’t help but notice the outline of Heather’s mound under the stretchy.

      Emily bit her lip and inhaled sharply.

      “All I’m saying is… if you’re going to come in here and tempt me, then you'd better be ready to finish whatever you start,” Heather warned.

      More determined than ever, Emily remained silent and let her towel fall to the ground, exposing her naked body and dripping wet pussy to Heather.

      Heather took a deep breath and licked her lips as Emily smirked, “How can I finish anything if you won’t let me start?”

      “Get down on your knees and I’ll give you plenty to start on,” Heather growled.

      Emily obeyed quietly, and dropped to her knees as Heather tugged at the band of her leggings. She stepped out of her leggings and panties and then removed her bralette so that she was equally as naked as Emily. Heather looked down her abs at Emily and said, “Go on.”

      Emily took a deep breath, trying to maintain her confident facade.

      However, the truth was that her heart was pounding in her chest and her fingers trembled as she reached for Heather’s thigh. Heather leaned her back against the shower door and placed one leg on Emily’s shoulder, giving Emily perfect access to her swollen, wet pussy.

      On her knees now, Emily had a better view of it, and she slid her fingers up to tease Heather’s clit.

      With a deep groan, Heather reacted to Emily's touch.

      “Mm,” Emily moaned, feeling how wet her fingers got from softly touching Heather’s pussy.

      Emily hesitated for a moment as Heather continued. "You came in here acting like a slutty little lesbian, trying to get me wet; well, you succeeded."

      Emily instinctively slid her fingers inside Heather’s opening and felt the warm, pulsing walls around them.

      Heather moaned softly as Emily took a deep breath. “Go on,” Heather said. “You made me good and horny for that mouth of yours—now it’s time to put out.”

      Heather's imposing figure cast a shadow over Emily, who now more than ever felt herself trapped between the shower walls and the formidable presence in front of her.

      Heather's pussy clenched around Emily's tentative touch. The tension prickled the air like static electricity.

      "Come on. Eat me out already," Heather urged, her voice low and rough, vibrating through Emily's core. "This is what you asked for."

      Emily’s hesitation was palpable, but curiosity and desire surged stronger in her than anything else.

      Taking a deep breath, she parted her lips and stretched out her tongue, swiping it up and down Heather’s slit, occasionally pausing and teasing Heather’s clit.

      As she licked her pussy, a moan vibrated both from Emily and the girl above her.

      "That's it, good girl," Heather moaned deeply, fingers threading through Emily's damp hair. She huffed out a breath that sounded half-way between a chuckle and a growl. "Coming into my apartment and acting like a slut... you knew I’ve been wanting to be eaten out by a cute girl like you for a long time, huh?"

      Emily could only respond with muffled sounds as she licked and sucked more fervently, swirling her tongue over sensitive areas that made Heather shudder. She shifted and felt the cool, hard tiles beneath her bald kneecaps.

      The muscles in Heather’s thighs tensed under Emily’s fingertips as she braced herself against them.

      The taste of her arousal grew stronger, every drop igniting sparks of pleasure that radiated through Emily’s body. She felt her own pussy painfully aching and dripping onto the tiles.

      Heather moaned again and pushed her hips forward with more force, her pussy sliding across Emily’s mouth.

      Emily persisted, finding a rhythm as Heather rocked gently against her.

      The sensation of the wet pussy against her tongue sent waves of conflicting emotions through her—intense arousal mixed with moments where she wondered if she wasn’t straight after all.

      "You’re doing good," Heather panted, rocking steadily now as beads of sweat formed on her brow. "Just look at you... such a skilled little lesbian."

      Emily moaned on Heather’s pussy, again. She didn’t dare admit that she was a virgin, that her heart was pounding, and that she was nervous with every passing moment.

      Emily's hands moved to explore further; one cupped Heather's heavy breast while the other scratched lightly at those toned thighs.

      "Fuck... just like that," Heather growled louder, bucking faster against Emily's mouth.

      Wild moans slipped out as the intensity reached new heights and Emily was hungry for more and more—even with her face covered in Heather’s arousal. She stayed focused on bringing Heather to climax—to finishing the job she started.

      “Oh, fuck,” moaned Heather, he legs quivering as her orgasm swept over her.

      Without giving Emily time to catch her breath or question what came next, Heather grabbed the blonde teen under the arms and effortlessly hoisted her up like she weighed nothing at all.

      A small sighing cry escaped Emily as she was led out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom—the scent of linen and lavender replacing that of soap and water.

      Heather tossed Emily onto the bed and the blonde bounced atop the burgundy sheets.

      Before Heather could say a word, Emily spread her legs and began playing with her pussy.

      “Fuck,” Heather growled. “You’ve got to be kidding me with that perfect pussy—holy shit.”

      Emily felt the mattress sag as Heather climbed onto the bed and leaned over her. Without another word, Emily felt Heather’s hands cup her breasts while her lips crashed down on Emily’s.

      Heather peppered Emily with kisses from her lips to her jaw and finally to her breasts where she sucked in a nipple and then the other. Emily felt the cool air sweep over her wet nipples as Heather continued her descent over her navel and between her legs.

      Heather shoved her face down against Emily’s pussy and Emily whimpered and gasped as she felt the warm, wet tongue push forcefully against her most private, delicate opening.

      “Oh, fuck!” Emily moaned.

      Her hips wiggled restlessly as she cried softly with bliss and felt the jolts of pleasure up and down her spine.

      Heather devoured Emily’s tight pussy as if she’d been waiting for this moment forever. Her tongue traced firmly and slowly, savoring the taste of flesh mingling with saliva.

      “F… fuck!” Emily gasped over and over.

      She expected it to be good, but the sensation of Heather’s hungry, forceful tongue against her pussy was downright otherworldly. Her body shuddered and shook as her pussy pulsed with need and desire.

      The sun dipped behind the hills, casting a weak, orange and purple glow across the horizon and made the room dimmer by the minute. But Emily liked this, and felt more comfortable in the ambient lighting with Heather.

      The scent of sweat and spit hung heavily in the air, becoming thicker with every passing moment.

      Emily's fingers clutched the bedsheets tightly as Heather's tongue worked miracles between her thighs.

      The sensation threatened to make Emily climax long before she ever expected.

      "Oh, fuck!" Emily cried out, "I'm cumming!"

      Emily felt her pussy clenching around Heather's tongue with each wave of her orgasm. Her body trembled and shook, her head thrown back in realization that this was what she wanted; a girl to eat her out and make her feel good.

      "Ugh...mmmmm...FUCK!" Heather roared at the top of her lungs.

      After a few minutes, the only sounds left were their heavy breaths. Emily could still feel the occasional throbs of her orgasm inside her.

      Looking up, Emily smiled as Heather kissed her naked stomach.

      "This stays between us, right?" Heather asked. "I don't need your Christine trying to kill me or anything," she laughed.

      "Definitely," Emily nodded. "It's nobody's business but ours."

      Heather smiled sincerely and Emily couldn't help but wonder how long she had been closeted, never able to live authentically or be with who she truly wanted. They shared this common experience, and together they had finally broken free.

      Nodding quietly, Emily smiled as Heather leaned forward and kissed along the curve of her neck. She felt shudders go up and down her body as Heather's thigh slid between her legs, pressing against—and soothing—Emily’s pulsing pussy.

      There would be time to discuss what they had just done and what it meant, but for now, Emily wanted to savor the moment and enjoy it fully.

      "So much for cleaning off," Heather joked.

      "Or cooling down," Emily added.

      "I know how we can do both," Heather said, beckoning Emily to follow as she hopped off the bed.

      Emily followed Heather into the bathroom, watching as she started another shower.

      "Maybe a cold one this time," Heather laughed.

      "It won't matter - we'll make it plenty hot anyway," Emily grinned.
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