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Your “Look Inside” Quickie




“Boop!” exclaimed Riley, reaching to the elastic of Heather’s running shorts and swiftly pulling them down Heather’s legs. As the shorts rested down at Heather’s ankles, her small naked ass was revealed, a light brown freckle punctuating her left cheek.

“Riley!” cried out Heather. She quickly turned back around, hopping out of her shorts, wearing only her tank top now. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed, a darker brown than her hair, tightly fading into her pale skin below it. She suddenly leapt at Riley and tackled her down to the carpet, Riley giggling the entire way down.

“You’re so easy,” called out Riley, blocking Heather’s playful smacking. As Heather sat on top of her, Riley reached between Heather’s legs and firmly pinched Heather’s pussy lips inspiring Heather to let out a high yelp.

“You!” said Heather, jumping up off of Riley. She reached between her legs and tenderly rubbed herself. “That hurt!”

“Sure, sure,” said Riley with a laugh, hoisting herself up off the ground.

As Riley stood up, Heather quickly reached out and pinched her nipple in retaliation.

“Ow!” called out Riley, smacking Heather’s hand away.

“Serves you right,” snarked Heather.

“Okay,” said Riley, opening her palms to her friend and offering a truce. “Are we good?”

“We’re good,” said Heather, calming herself down.

“Good,” said Riley. She laughed softly to herself and shook her head, then slipped her own running shorts down her legs and kicked them off her feet. Riley stood there completely nude now, her pubic mound completely absent of hair. 
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RILEY AND HEATHER came running through an open and worn pathway between thick stands of trees, both girls sweaty and tired from their athletic pursuit. It was a temperate summer day, the perfect weather for a trail run, and the girls had taken advantage of it as they trained for their upcoming half marathon race. Riley had her blonde hair pulled back in two pigtails and wore a white sports bra and beige short shorts, while Heather too had her brown hair pulled back and wore a tank top and baby blue running shorts.

Both girls were young and slim, obvious runners and in great shape. They had grown up together as best friends and although they had gone off to different colleges, the 18-year-olds were determined to spend their summer vacation together just as they had for many years prior.

As they jogged out into the clearing, leaving the trees behind them, they slowed their pace and gradually came to a stop. Heather bent over and caught her breath, her heart beating heavily, her face red with exhaustion.

“How many was that?” Heather asked.

“Seven miles,” replied Riley between breaths. “Not the longest run on the schedule, but still pretty tough.”

Heather changed her folded over breathing stance into a stretch, her leg pushed out behind her, long and straight. Both girls could feel the run in their hamstrings and the sweat collecting on their backs and down to their butts. Riley reached into the back of her shorts and stretched out the elastic band, airing herself out.

“We’re totally gonna be ready for this race,” said Riley, reaching her hand up and wiping the sweat from her brow while continuing to air out her shorts.

“Definitely,” said Heather. “It’s been a while since I trained for a half marathon but it’s all coming back to me.”

“Yeah,” said Riley. “Up at college it’s all about eating like crap and going to keg parties.” Both girls laughed.

“I’ve, like, not been running at all at school,” said Heather.

“Me either,” admitted Riley. “But screw that. We’re killing this!”

The girls hooted and gave each other a high five.

“Your calves look awesome,” said Heather, bending slightly to look at the back of Riley’s legs. “Not too big but definitely muscular.”

“Thanks,” said Riley, kicking a leg back and turning to look. “I’m lucky they didn’t go away with all my slacking lately.”

Heather smiled as she gazed upon her friend. Riley had such a great body, small and tight and toned, and it was everything that Heather wanted in her own body. Heather was lithe, sure, but she felt a little too skinny and lacked the definition that she saw in Riley’s frame. She was self-conscious of her belly as well, small but apparent as it stuck out from her thin figure. Riley was so confident, Heather thought, wearing just her sports bra out for their run. Her stomach was so flat and shapely. You could almost see her abs.

“I just hope this training gets me a body like yours,” said Heather, suddenly embarrassed that she had vocalized her daydreams. Riley laughed and smacked Heather on the butt.

“Babe, you’re hot as hell,” said Riley. 

“How did you get so toned?” said Heather. The girls began to walk together down the worn pathway toward a pond.

“Lots of squats,” said Riley with a laugh. “I dunno,” she continued. “I just work out, try to hit the gym a couple times a week.”

Heather looked again upon Riley’s body. Her butt was firm and plump, her thighs defined and strong but not huge, her arms toned and showing a subtle curve at her biceps. This chick was a hardbody, thought Heather. She found herself imagining what Riley looked like under her sports bra, under her short running shorts. She thought about running her hands over Riley’s shoulders, tenderly massaging her, feeling her toned muscles, feeling the soft and light peach fuzz at the small of Riley’s back.

Heather caught herself and shook her head, trying to knock the strange thoughts from her mind.

“You okay, babe?” said Riley, looking at Heather concerned.

“Yeah,” said Heather. “Still catching my breath.”

Riley reached out and took Heather’s hand, pulling her friend close to her and then she wrapped her arm around Heather’s waist and walked with her. As she did this, Heather could feel the humid sweat coating Riley’s midsection stick to her tank top and to her own skin below the fabric.

“I’m so happy we’re back together, Heather,” admitted Riley. “Nobody up at college is like you.”

Heather smiled happily, slinging her arm around Riley’s shoulders and stepping in time with her as they traipsed down the path.

“Totally,” said Heather. “It’s good to be back with your best friend.”

“Let’s hit up my house,” said Riley. “We can shower off and then head down to the coffee shop for something frozen and sweet.”

“That sounds perfect,” said Heather, leaning her head against Riley’s.

Riley turned her face and kissed the side of Heather’s head. The girls continued their post-run walk, past the pond, and down a slight slope leading to a collection of houses just off from the forest trail.


*

The girls walked into Riley’s bedroom, Heather shutting the door behind them. Riley’s room was open and bright, everything straightened up and well kept. In the middle of the room was a large four-post bed with wrought-iron trim, covered in fluffy cream-colored sheets. The white carpet was clean and felt luxurious under their bare feet. Inside of the room it was cool and calming thanks to the air conditioning and the change in temperature from outside gave both Riley and Heather subtle goosebumps.

“Phew,” said Riley, reaching down and pulling her white sports bra up over her head. “Much cooler in here.” She tossed the sports bra into a hamper near the door and put her hands on her hips, smirking at Heather.

Heather watched intently as Riley pulled her top off and caught herself staring at Riley’s chest. Her tits were like two perfect oranges, round and firm, but not so big as to sag down. They were flawlessly perched on her body, each dotted with a cute nipple the size of a quarter. The skin across her chest was a lighter shade than the rest of her torso.

“Like what you see?” said Riley, laughing softly and shaking her tits at Heather.

“What?” said Heather, feeling caught and slightly embarrassed. “I wasn’t…” she said, trailing off.

“Look,” said Riley. “If you’re gonna stare at my boobs I should also get to stare at your boobs.”

“Riley, I wasn’t looking,” said Heather, shying away.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” said Riley. “I’ve seen them before.” Riley scurried over to Heather and tugged at the hem of her tank top. As she did this Heather began to swat at Riley’s hands, laughing and feeling tickled.

“Stop,” giggled Heather, twisting away as Riley’s advances became more aggressive. “Riley, you’re tickling me!”

“Come here!” said Riley, attacking Heather’s top and trying to pull it up. As Riley did this, her breasts bounced in different directions. Heather found herself again looking at Riley’s chest as she tried to push her away.

“You’re awful,” squealed Heather, turning around from Riley and wrapping her arms around the bottom of her tank top.

“Boop!” exclaimed Riley, reaching to the elastic of Heather’s running shorts and swiftly pulling them down Heather’s legs. As the shorts rested down at Heather’s ankles, her small naked ass was revealed, a light brown freckle punctuating her left cheek.

“Riley!” cried out Heather. She quickly turned back around, hopping out of her shorts, wearing only her tank top now. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed, a darker brown than her hair, tightly fading into her pale skin below it. She suddenly leapt at Riley and tackled her down to the carpet, Riley giggling the entire way down.

“You’re so easy,” called out Riley, blocking Heather’s playful smacking. As Heather sat on top of her, Riley reached between Heather’s legs and firmly pinched Heather’s pussy lips inspiring Heather to let out a high yelp.

“You!” said Heather, jumping up off of Riley. She reached between her legs and tenderly rubbed herself. “That hurt!”

“Sure, sure,” said Riley with a laugh, hoisting herself up off the ground.

As Riley stood up, Heather quickly reached out and pinched her nipple in retaliation.

“Ow!” called out Riley, smacking Heather’s hand away.

“Serves you right,” snarked Heather.

“Okay,” said Riley, opening her palms to her friend and offering a truce. “Are we good?”

“We’re good,” said Heather, calming herself down.

“Good,” said Riley. She laughed softly to herself and shook her head, then slipped her own running shorts down her legs and kicked them off her feet. Riley stood there completely nude now, her pubic mound completely absent of hair. 

“Are you going to shower now?” said Heather.

“Yeah,” said Riley, tossing her shorts across the room toward the hamper. “Why don’t we just shower together so we can get going faster?”

“Okay,” said Heather. At this suggestion, she found herself orchestrating lusty thoughts in her mind but she couldn’t tell where they came from. Perhaps it was the distance and time the two of them had spent apart at college. Or maybe the tickle fight had caused her heart to beat faster for her friend. But as she looked on at Riley’s naked body before her, considering the suggestion of a joint shower, Heather felt odd new feelings welling up inside of her.

“Take off that gross, sweaty tank and follow me,” said Riley, walking past Heather and playfully bumping Heather’s butt with her hip in the process.


*

Inside Riley’s connected bathroom, she sauntered toward the shower and adeptly turned it on and adjusted the temperature. She stood there with her arm under the water, testing its heat, and the occasional stream of water came down her hand, across her arm, and dripped down her naked body. Heather, following Riley into the bathroom, pulled her tank top up over her head and tossed it onto the bath mat in front of the sink. Her chest was quite small, her breasts only sticking out a couple of inches.

“Almost ready?” said Heather, watching her friend as she continued to test the water.

“Yep,” replied Riley. “I’ve got some clothes you can wear when we’re done.”

“Cool,” said Heather, nodding.

“Okay,” said Riley, stepping into the shower now and standing under the stream of water.

Heather followed her into the shower and waited and watched as Riley gave herself a rinse, soaking her long blonde hair and her firm, fit body.

After a few moments, Riley stepped out of the path of the water and let Heather rinse off. As Heather began her rinse, Riley grabbed a bar of soap from the dish and rubbed it all over herself.

“You’ve got a nice body, too,” said Riley as she watched Heather. “You’ve got nothing to be ashamed about.”

“Thanks,” said Heather, blushing slightly. She allowed the water to course over her brown hair, pulling it back behind her as it became soaked through.

“I’ve always thought you were hot,” said Riley, rubbing the bar soap now between her legs and around her inner thighs.

“Really?” said Heather, stepping toward Riley and out from underneath the water.

“Sure,” continued Riley. “You said you thought I was hot because I’m fit and have some muscles, right?”

“Right,” said Heather.

“Well, I like how slight and small you are,” said Riley. “You’re like a cute little twig,” she said and giggled. Moving past Heather, Riley returned to the water and scrubbed the soap off of her body.

“But look at how small my tits are,” said Heather, taking the bar of soap and moving it over her small chest. “And my little belly here sticks out.”

“Oh stop fussing over it all,” said Riley, flicking a splash of water at her friend. “You’re a total babe. Everybody digs you.”

“Really?” said Heather.

“Really,” confirmed Riley. “Come over here and wash that soap off.”

Heather nodded and stepped back into the water with Riley, turning around and letting the water flow over her and wash the film of the soap off her skin and down into the drain below. As she did this, Riley reached over and rubbed Heather’s small ass, assisting in removing the soap off of Heather’s skin.

“What are you doing?” said Heather, quickly turning around to face her friend. They stood face to face for a moment, looking at one another as the stream of water shot between them.

Riley moved her face forward and planted a small kiss on Heather’s lips. Heather suddenly became excruciatingly nervous, her stomach becoming uneasy, and her heart beating faster. Standing here in the shower, totally naked, with Riley, was such a novel experience. It shouldn’t make her feel any different toward her friend but for some reason she felt very vulnerable and anxious.

“Sorry,” said Riley, she herself now acting a bit shy, something out of the ordinary for her. “I didn’t mean to make it weird.”

“It’s okay,” said Heather softly. “It was nice.”

“Wanna try it again?” cooed Riley.

“Okay,” said Heather.

Riley again stepped forward and leaned her lips in against Heather’s lips. The girls began to softly kiss one another amid sprinkles of water from above. Riley gently placed her hands on Heather’s hips and eased closer to her, their stomachs grazing against each other.

With her heart beating quicker, Heather could feel the excitement of what was happening throughout her body. She felt a tingling down between her legs and her breath hastening as she folded into the shared kiss. Following Riley’s lead, Heather reached her hands out and put them on Riley’s sides, delicately holding onto her and they continued to kiss.

After a few more moments of light kissing, the girls instinctively pulled away from each other and began to open their eyes. Heather’s dark brown eyes met with Riley’s blue eyes and both of them couldn’t help but grow a smile across their lips.

“That was sexy,” said Riley frankly. “Brrrrrr,” she said, squirming and wriggling, rubbing her upper arms as she shook. “I feel all goose-bumpy.”

“Maybe we could dry off,” said Heather. “And go explore a little more on your bed?”

“Okay,” said Riley, grinning now. She reached out and shut the shower off, then quickly hopped out and grabbed a towel from the rack. Heather followed her out of the shower and she too grabbed a towel began to dry off.

Riley finished first and excitedly sped out of the bathroom, her wet hair whipping behind her as she ran and laughed. Heather, unable to suppress the smile on her face, quickly followed as if chasing after her friend.

Back in the bedroom, Riley flung herself onto her bed and then immediately rolled over onto her back, waving her arms up and down as if she were making a snow angel in the blankets. Heather approached her and watched, crossing her arms as she looked at her friend’s movements.

“Riley,” started Heather, watching as Riley’s movements came to a halt.

“Yeah?” said Riley.

“I want to do this,” said Heather. “This… exploring. But maybe we could keep it kinda secret? I mean, I’m just nervous is all.”

“Yeah,” said Riley, sitting up and getting serious. “Yeah, I understand. Look, I’ve never done this before either,” she said. “Let’s have a little fun and it’ll be just between us.”

“Okay,” said Heather. She climbed up onto the bed next to Riley, sitting on her knees.

After a few moments of silence and confusion, Heather decided to just go for it and placed her palm on Riley’s shoulder, pushing her back onto the bed. Heather went down with her, lying atop her friend, and again locked lips with Riley, the two continuing the kiss they shared together in the shower. Riley’s hands wrapped around Heather and moved up and down her back, feeling the contours, running her palms over Heather’s shoulder blades, exploring down the small of her back and the top of her ass.

With one hand on the bed, Heather moved her other hand down Riley’s side, caressing her shower-damp skin, tracing her fingers down to Riley’s hip and upper leg. Heather softly tracked her palm back and forth over Riley’s flesh, all while sensually kissing with her friend, their lips tugging at each other, their tongues peeking out every so often and gently touching.

“Here,” said Riley, pulling away from their kiss momentarily. She reached her hand out and took Heather by the wrist, leading her hand to settle between Riley’s legs, atop her smooth and hairless mound.

Heather began to rub her fingers along Riley’s smooth skin, massaging her mound lightly with curiosity but also with trepidation.

“Feel my pussy,” said Riley softly into Heather’s ear.

“Okay,” replied Heather cautiously, kissing against Riley’s lips once more.

Heather let her fingers slide down between Riley’s legs, using her middle and ring fingers pressed together to tenderly rub up against Riley’s pussy lips. She methodically petted Riley’s lips upward and repetitively, stroking slowly yet firmly. Heather could feel Riley squirming slightly beneath her and before long she could also feel droplets of moisture trickle out from between Riley’s lips, moistening Heather’s fondling movements.

As she pleasured her friend, Heather felt Riley’s hand move down her back and grab her ass cheek, pulling it apart from her other cheek and open her ass up wide. Heather could feel the dampness between her cheeks, still remnant from the shower, slightly evaporating as Riley spread her open. Riley’s other hand snaked back underneath Heather’s body and pushed up against one of Heather’s small tits, squeezing at it firmly and seductively.

Through all of this their kissing grew more passionate.

After a few more audible smooches, Riley pulled back from their kiss and smiled at Heather. Heather returned the smile and nuzzled her nose against the side of Riley’s head.

“Do you want to try licking me?” asked Riley brashly.

“Oh my God,” said Heather. She rubbed at Riley’s pussy lips vigorously, spreading them slightly with her fingers, running the tips of her fingers through the wetness. “I mean, I do. Wow.” Heather felt herself moisten between her thighs at Riley’s suggestion.

“We could even call it licking my finish line,” said Riley in jest, snickering and holding her hand over her mouth.

“Riley!” said Heather, giving Riley’s pussy a light smack. “That makes me feel so embarrassed!”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” said Riley, reaching out and gripping onto Heather’s arm.

Heather shook her head as Riley grinned back at her. Taking a deep breath, Heather scooted down the length of Riley’s body, crawling down the bed, and settled in near Riley’s hips. As Heather did this, Riley moved her ass up the bed a little, raising her knees up off the bed and her feet in toward her ass. She spread her legs out and revealed her completely shaven pussy for Heather to see.

“You’re so beautiful,” mused Heather, tracing her finger up and down Riley’s wet lips. “You’re so smooth.”

“Thank the lady who waxes me,” said Riley with a laugh.

“I mean, even your ass is hairless,” said Heather, moving her finger down below Riley’s pussy, over her taint, and grazed her fingertip over Riley’s puckered asshole.

“Mmm,” moaned Riley softly. “That feels nice.”

“Have you ever had someone touch you there before?” asked Heather.

“Just my waxing lady,” said Riley, closing her eyes and tossing her head to the side.

Heather lowered her face down between Riley’s spread legs, closing in on Riley’s womanhood. With her finger she lightly rubbed Riley’s wetness into her clit, tracing a slow circle around it. She then took her finger off of Riley’s clit and leaned her face in, running her tongue up over it.

“Oh!” exclaimed Riley. She bristled in her lying position, rubbing her upper arms with her hands crossed over her body.

Heather could fell her heart pounding incessantly as she licked her tongue between Riley’s wanting pussy lips, the tip of her tongue touching Riley’s hole, running upwards, then flicking at her clit. She couldn’t believe that she and her best friend were doing this together. But she did not question it, rather she felt joy brimming up inside of her and she decided to simply live this moment as it was playing out.

“Oh Heather,” groaned Riley. Riley’s hands moved downward and touched Heather’s head, caressing Heather’s hair kindly. She lifted her toes up off of the sheets, bringing her knees further up to grant her friend greater access.

Heather pursed her lips and pushed them against Riley’s clit, gently suckling the wetness from the area, feeling the fleshy nub in her mouth. As she did this, she could hear Riley’s excitement in the form of happy sighs and squeals. Pressing her middle and ring fingers together, Heather then penetrated Riley’s pussy lips tenderly, exploring inside of her friend, thrusting her slender fingers into Riley’s aching hole.

“Mmm,” Riley cried out, her eyes squinted tightly, as Heather penetrated her. A tear streamed down one side of her face. Heather glanced her eyes upwards to take in the obvious pleasure pasted across Riley’s face.

Heather then quickened the pace of her fingers, giving Riley harder and faster thrusts, her fingers well oiled from the dampness emanating from Riley’s insides. As she finger-fucked Riley, the sounds of wet skin slapping together could be heard between Riley’s moaning.

“Oh fucking God,” called out Riley. “That’s so good, don’t stop,” she commanded, folding herself up off the bed, legs still elevated, hands still atop Heather’s head. She opened her eyes and watched as her friend slobbered her between her legs.

Heather could feel Riley’s pussy tightening around her fingers as she pushed, the lower half of Riley’s body jolting with sporadic spasms. She sucked and slurped tighter against Riley’s clit as if she was trying to drink all the juice from it that she could extract, her tongue flicking when she needed a quick break. Riley’s folded over body started to rock, and with each breath and rocking movement Riley whined out in pleasure. Suddenly, Riley’s pussy gripped tightly onto Heather’s fingers and gushed with wetness. Heather could feel Riley’s pussy tightening around her fingers so she ceased her thrusts and let Riley work through the intensity that was coming upon her.

Riley called out loudly once more and then fell back against the pillows, the rigidity around Heather’s fingers now a pumping tightness, a squeeze and then a release. Heather pulled her lips up off of Riley’s clit, smiled at the hairless, saturated pussy below her lips, and then looked up to her friend.

“Heather,” sighed out Riley. “Come up here.”

Heather followed Riley’s orders and climbed back up the length of her body, plopping down next to her friend and hugging her arm around Riley’s belly.

“Babe,” said Riley. “That was, like, insane.”

“Did it feel good?” asked Heather sheepishly.

“Are you kidding?” said Riley, opening her eyes wide and looking at Heather. “That was amazing.”

“Will you do it to me sometime?” said Heather, smiling, cuddling her face into Riley’s.

“Of course,” said Riley. “I want to try other things with you, too.”

“Like what?” said Heather.

“I don’t know,” said Riley. “Just, other things. I’m so happy we did this!”

“Me too,” said Heather. “You’re so pretty.”

“I can still feel you between my legs,” said Riley, fidgeting beneath Heather and getting more comfortable as they cuddled together.

Heather smiled happily and closed her eyes, embracing her friend and thinking about what they just did together. It made her excited in a way that she couldn’t quite put a name to. She was eager to do it again. It was a new experience, a lusty romp that made her feel so incredibly happy. But she didn’t want to think too hard about it. Rather, she preferred to leave it open and unnamed. There was no one else she would rather explore with.

The two best friends, nude and still shower damp, nestled into one another, both happily fulfilled and pleasantly surprised by how their running date ended up. Neither could help but replay it all in their minds.

And neither could help but wish for this moment to last forever.


*
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AN EXCERPT FROM: DORMITORY DEAREST





*

I NEVER THOUGHT college would be this weird. I mean, I was really excited about it leading up to the big move but I didn’t really know what to expect apart from what you see in movies. None of my close friends, of which I had few, went to the same college as me so it was like I was going off on this new adventure all by myself. Nobody knew me, I could reinvent myself if I wanted, I could be a totally new person and carve out a completely different path if I so chose. But once I got to school, I found that I simply couldn’t help but be me. Geeky, introverted, freaky me.

Nerdy Natasha. Lucky I ended up in the same small arts dorm with all the other nerdy outcasts and not in one of the huge student ghettos filled with roving bands of bleached bimbos looking for an easy target like me to sink their teeth into. No, as an English major I had been asked by some benevolent cosmic force if I would like to enroll in the residential college for Arts & Letters students and without even knowing much about the program I dutifully accepted. The program was called ALOHA, which stood for Arts & Letters Organized Housing Association, and it was a total lifesaver for a girl like me.

My dorm was quite small, being one of the oldest dorm buildings on campus, and was only three floors high as opposed to some of those much larger skyscraper dorms that peppered the huge campus of my midwestern farm school. It was like we had our own little sanctuary where we could just be us. All kinds were welcome but it was an overwhelmingly geeky atmosphere. I liked that. But, if I’m being honest, I wasn’t prepared for the level of geekiness. Much different than high school. These students had much more passion. More spunk.

The beauty about my dorm, Leopold Hall, was that the entire student population within its walls were ALOHA students. It really was like we were on some island. Some island for weirdos. Totally awesome.

So when I say that I never thought college would be this weird, I mean weird in a good way. Strangely exciting. Different. Filled with possibility and acceptance and with very limited, if any, judgment from peers. We were all just there doing our own thing. English majors and writers like myself, theater students, visual artists, the outcast art crew. It was a terrific amalgam of my university’s creative contingent and it was nothing like I had anticipated. Utopia, almost.

And the things that happened to me, well, I couldn’t have anticipated them either.

Each floor of Leopold Hall housed a different year of ALOHA students. So the freshmen like me were on the first floor, sophomores on the second, and juniors on the third. The third floor was much smaller than the other two floors and was all single rooms, rather than the doubles that the freshman and sophomores got. And generally that was fine because by the third year many students drifted away from ALOHA. I could see that it was a good program to start out in, to help you get adjusted to college life, but by the time you’re a junior you want to live off campus, spread your wings and all that. The way the years were laid out in the dorm worked out swimmingly. Girls on one side of each floor, boys on the other.

And my roommate, Whitney, was a blast. 

“You know what’s awesome?” asked Whitney, sitting on the couch under our lofted beds wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, her dirty blonde hair twisted up tightly into a bun. Whitney was an outgoing theater major and I was happy to have been paired with her.

“What’s awesome?” I asked, sitting sideways in my desk chair, avoiding working on a paper for my English class.

“I felt like, in high school, most boys wouldn’t even give me the time of day,” she said, something I found hard to believe considering she was a pretty girl with an affable personality. “But here in ALOHA, all these boys are totally creaming themselves over me.” I couldn’t help but laugh at her.

“You’re a nut,” I said. Watching Whitney fuss with her hair, I couldn’t help but fuss with my own hair in mimic. While I was a natural redhead, freckled and all, I dyed my hair a more vibrant red because it made me feel fun. Following Whitney’s lead, I pushed my own hair up into a bun and tied it in place with a piece of elastic from around my wrist.

“What?” she said innocently, stifling a grin.

“I just don’t believe that you had trouble with boys,” I said. “You’re totally lying to me.”

“Well…” said Whitney, looking off sheepishly. “Maybe it’s just that I’m getting more attention here at college. It’s skewing my memory.”

“Exactly,” I said.

“I think I’m leaning toward Justin,” she mused, almost as though she were talking to herself. “He’s kinda beefy and brooding.”

“Eh,” I said in an unimpressed tone. “I don’t know.”

“What do you mean?” said Whitney. “He’s cute. He’s got that James Dean thing going on. Tight white t-shirts,” she said, almost giggling.

“You’re so damn girly,” I said. Even though I said this is a bit of a derogatory way, I actually loved how girly Whitney was. She kind of balanced me out. And I knew that she knew I didn’t mean anything by it.

“And you could take some lessons!” retorted Whitney with a snort, crossing her arms. “If you don’t think Justin’s cute, who do you like over on the boys’ side?”

“The boys’ side?” I asked, feeling a little put on the spot and cornered. “I mean, I don’t know.”

“There’s a lot of nerds over there,” Whitney admitted. “Can’t tear a couple of those dudes from their computer games. But there are definitely some hotties. You can tell me, Natasha. Who are you sweet on?”

“Whitney,” I groaned with embarrassment.

“Tasha,” said Whitney, impatiently awaiting my answer.

“I don’t know,” I reiterated.

“Fine,” she said. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

“It’s not that I don’t want to,” I said, slightly acquiescing. “It’s that I don’t know. None of them, I think.”

“What about Michael?” she asked. “He’s an English major, just like you. I like his long hair.”

“No, I don’t like Michael,” I said. “He’s fine, I mean, he’s a good guy. But I’m not, like, sweet on him.”

“People are already shacking up,” said Whitney matter-of-factly. “And a lot of the sophomore boys already have girlfriends. You’re gonna miss out, Natasha.” Whitney then had a brightening thought and her face lit up. “I bet you like a boy in one of your classes!”

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” I said, standing up from my desk chair and wandering over to my closet. Opening my closet door up, I fished around inside to find my sleeping clothes. With a slight flutter in my heart, knowing that Whitney’s eyes were on me, I cautiously pushed my jeans down my legs and began to change clothes.

“The reason I’m pressing you on all this is because I care about you,” said Whitney. “You’re my roommate. We’re in this together.”

“Thanks,” I said, pulling my jeans off my feet, standing there now in just a t-shirt sporting the university’s logo and my knickers. I retrieved some athletic grey worn-in shorts from my closet and quickly pulled them up my legs.

“And…” said Whitney, continuing, wagging a finger at me. “You know the ALOHA trip to Stratford, Ontario is coming up for the Shakespeare Festival. We’re all staying overnight there and it’s going to be a total fuck fest.”

“Oh my God! Whitney!” I exclaimed. “I’m not going to just pick some boy so we can screw around during the Shakespeare trip.”

“I’m just teasing,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “But, you know, it’ll be fun to partner up with a boy on that trip.”

“It’s not like we’ll be sleeping in the same room with the guys,” I said, turning from the closet and walking back over to her. As I walked, I slipped my hand inside my t-shirt and unhooked my bra, then deftly began maneuvering out of it and eventually pulling it out from my sleeve. “It’ll probably be you and me sleeping in the same hotel room.”

“And just maybe I’ll slide down the hall to a boy’s room,” said Whitney with a grin. She was not impressed with my annoyed face. “Oh c’mon.”

“I’m going to bed,” I said, stepping to the wooden ladder connected to our loft. Our beds were both lofted up near the ceiling, giving us a bit more space in the otherwise small dorm room.

“Wait,” she said. “I’m sorry, Natasha,” Whitney admitted. “I’m just teasing you. You don’t have to like any of the boys on the other side of the hall. I’m just being a gossipy girl.” She frowned softly.

“That’s okay,” I admitted, putting my foot on the first rung of the ladder.

“Will you tell me when you do like a boy?” Whitney asked with a pleading tone. I could tell she just cared about me and wanted to be involved in my life. She didn’t have any kind of nefarious plot otherwise. She just liked talking about what she considered to be girly things.

“Yes,” I said, feeling a softness in my heart for her. She really was a sweet friend. “You’ll be the first to know.”


*

But I wasn’t being completely honest with Whitney. It wasn’t that I didn’t like any of the other freshmen boys on the other side of our dorm. It was that I hadn’t really thought romantically about a boy for a long time. The last time I remembered thinking that I liked a boy was probably early on in high school. But it was kind of short lived. I just thought he was interesting and when I told some of my friends that, they interpreted it as though I liked him romantically. And I went along with it, half-pretending I had a crush on him to satisfy the projections of my friends.

I can admit that I was a bit of a late bloomer. I didn’t really date at all in high school and now that I was in college, feeling a new sense of freedom and excitement, I was ready to expand my horizons and find romance. But the problem was… I just wasn’t interested in the guys.

Ugh. I feel like I’m being cagey and indecisive here. The truth is, dear reader, that as I aged and the idea of romance slipped into my brain, I always thought of other girls.

I didn’t know how to say that out loud. Not to my family or friends, not to Whitney, and I sometimes found it difficult to even say it to myself. I know logically that a girl liking other girls isn’t really that big of deal. You see it on television and in movies all the time now. There’s nothing wrong with being a lesbian. I was just having a difficult time saying it. I can’t explain it. The words wanted to jump out of my mouth, but when I parted my lips they just wouldn’t exit. I was confident that I’d figure it out at college, finally come out of my shell, maybe even shuck this husk of introversion off my shoulders. But I had to wait until the time was right, you know?

It was midday and there was hustle and bustle around the cafeteria, students filing in and students filing out. I had just returned from my morning English class and before getting lunch, I wanted to stop in at the ALOHA office in the basement of the dorm to chat with them about the upcoming Shakespeare trip. As I wandered through the lobby of Leopold Hall, I ran into Meghan, one of the other freshman girls in the program. We weren’t really all that friendly with each other yet, but we’d talked a couple of times.

“Hey Tasha,” she said with a smile. Meghan was a music major, cute and kind of goofy. “Are you getting lunch?”

“In just a few,” I said. “I’m going to go stop into the ALOHA office first.”

“I’ll save you a spot at the table,” said Meghan. “What are you going to the office for?”

“Just to talk and pay for my spot,” I said. “Do you know if it’ll be Sacco down there or someone else?” Anna Sacco was the head of ALOHA, a professor at the university, and a very smart lady. She was also a published and respected poet.

“I don’t know,” mused Meghan. “I imagine Sacco is teaching a class or something. I don’t see her around Leopold very much.”

“Have you ever stopped into the office?” I asked.

“Not yet,” she said. “I suppose I still need to pay for my spot for the trip as well!”

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll meet you in the caf’ in just a few.”

“Cool!” said Meghan. She grinned and gave me a theatric wave. It made me happy to feel included.

I walked down the stairwell of the dorm and slinked through the narrow hallway. The walls were stucco and beige, like they hadn’t been redone in my lifetime. I ran my fingers along the bumpy stucco as I made my way toward the end of the hall where I knew the office was. As I neared, I saw that the office door was open and I saw the vagueness of a person sitting behind the desk.

“Hello?” I said softly, giving a gentle knock on the wooden door. The person, a young woman, looked up from the desk. At first she was surprised but then her visage melted into friendliness. She didn’t look much older than me. Her long hair, framing her face, was very dark brown, almost black, her face was pale with a light smattering of freckles near her eyes though she certainly wasn’t as freckled as me, and her eyes were a murky blue.

“Come in,” she said, beckoning me with her hand. She pushed her keyboard away from her, moved some paperwork around, and generally tidied up her desk to make me feel welcome. “Have a seat,” she said.

“My name’s Natasha Blake,” I said, moving into the small office and lowering myself in the seat in front of the desk. “I’m a freshman.”

“I’m Hosannah,” she said with a bright smile. “I’m — uh —  a junior!”

Hosannah. I meditated on her name for a moment. It was so beautiful and it fit her perfectly. I could already tell that her personality was luminous, her eyes and lips telling that story. There was something special about Hosannah and I was eager to find out more.

“I like your name,” I blurted out and then felt embarrassed. I felt my face redden and I looked down. Hosannah just laughed.

“You can thank my grandmother,” she said. “Or, rather, my great-grandmother who named my grandmother.”

“It’s lovely,” I remarked.

“Thanks Natasha,” she said. “So what can I do for you?”

“Do you work for ALOHA?” I asked, looking around the office. It wasn’t much of an office really. There were a couple of small windows near the ceiling, as we were in a basement after all. Two wicker chairs hung off in the corner opposite Hosannah’s desk. There was a framed poster that outlined all the degree paths in the Arts & Letters department on one wall, and a poster advertising an ALOHA end of year party from a few years prior, also framed, on another. An overstuffed bookshelf sat behind Hosannah.

“Yep,” said Hosannah. “I’ve been in ALOHA since I was a freshman. But I work for the office part time and I’m also Anna Sacco’s assistant.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s pretty cool. I didn’t know that was a thing.”

“It’s a thing,” said Hosannah with a knowing grin. I suddenly felt quite anxious in my seat. There was a weird quality to Hosannah that I just couldn’t place. She made me feel excited.

“How come I haven’t seen you at the ALOHA weekly class?” I asked. Every Monday at 8AM, the ALOHA freshmen met for an hour to discuss the program, to listen to various scheduled speakers, and to work on group projects. I’d only been at college for a couple weeks, but with Hosannah working for the program I figured I would have seen her around by now.

“Dude,” said Hosannah, smiling, leveling with me. “I did my time. Monday at 8AM? Once you’re a junior — hell, once you’re a sophomore — you learn to not take any classes before 10:20.” She laughed, which inspired me to laugh softly with her.

“I mean, you’re the ALOHA assistant though,” I said. “You don’t have to go?”

“No,” she said frankly. “They know I did my time as well.”

“I see,” I said quietly.

“Not to keep beating the same drum…” said Hosannah trailing off and widening her eyes with a hint of sarcasm.

“Oh!” I said. “Yeah, I’m sorry, I’m here to pay my dues for the Shakespeare trip.”

“Terrific,” said Hosannah, pulling the keyboard back out. She looked into the computer monitor and clicked around a bit with the mouse. “So it’s $180 for the tickets and the hotel. Do you know which shows you want to see?”

“I have my slip right here,” I said, reaching down into my jeans and pulling out a folded piece of paper. Between the paper was also my check for the cost. I slid them together across the desk toward Hosannah.

“Thanks,” she said, looking down at the slip on which I marked which plays I wanted to see. “King Lear and West Side Story,” said Hosannah, raising her eyes to me and offering up a glint of joy. “That’s what I’m seeing, too.” In Stratford for the Shakespeare festival, between a handful of theaters, they not only did actual Shakespeare shows but also various musicals and other productions. ALOHA advised us to see one of the Shakespeare plays, which were always high quality, as well as something lighter because those shows were always fun.

“Really?” I said. “I love both plays. I’m excited.”

“Likewise, Natasha,” said Hosannah, typing my information into a spreadsheet on her computer. She affixed my slip and check with a paperclip and slid them into her desk drawer. “Have you ever been to Stratford before?”

“No,” I said.

“It’s awesome,” said Hosannah. “We’re going during the Dragon Boat Festival, which is super cool, and there’s this really neat toy store there. Like, even if you don’t care about toys, it’s just a really fun experience.”

“Do all the juniors like you go?” I asked.

“Nah,” said Hosannah. “It’s usually mostly freshmen. But I’ve gone the last two years with the program. I love theater and Shakespeare. I’m an English major.”

“I’m an English major, too,” I beamed. I was thrilled that I was connecting with Hosannah though I still couldn’t tell what she thought of me yet.

“We have a lot in common,” smiled Hosannah.

“Do we?” I said, letting my excitement show. Hosannah let out an amused giggle.

“What English class are you in right now?” she asked with interest.

“I’m in 201H,” I said.

“Honors,” she said, putting on an impressed face. “Is that taught by McGregor?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m enjoying it so far.”

“I was in that very same class,” said Hosannah.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s really cool. If I have questions, can I ask you about them?”

“Totally,” she said, her smile warm and inviting. I could tell she was a good person.

“Maybe we could hang out in Stratford, too,” I said, not sure if I was overstepping my bounds but too excited about meeting Hosannah that I couldn’t help myself.

“Maybe,” she said, grinning with a hint of mystery.

“Oh, that reminds me,” I said. “I had another question about the trip.”

“Shoot,” she said.

“What’s the hotel situation like?” I said. “I mean, who do we share rooms with?”

“The rooms we get are all two full beds,” she said. “You can share a room with whomever you like, though not with the opposite sex,” said Hosannah. “I mean, we’re all technically adults here but some of the parents might flip if we allowed coed sleeping arrangements.” She rolled her eyes.

“So just, like, my roommate?” I asked.

“Yeah,” said Hosannah. “Most people just share with their current roommate.”

“All right,” I said.

“Is there anything else I can help you with?” asked Hosannah. Her face revealed a charming glow, like she was there to serve me, like I wasn’t an annoying freshman asking silly questions.

“No,” I said, pushing my chair back and beginning to stand.

“It’s was really great meeting you, Natasha,” she said, sticking out her head toward me. I took it in my own and we shook.

“It was nice meeting you, too,” I said.

“I’m in room 326 upstairs if you want to stop by sometime,” she said. “I don’t hang out in the lobby much anymore.”

“Is that just a freshmen thing?” I asked sheepishly.

“Yeah, kinda,” said Hosannah, grinning.

“Room 326,” I reiterated. “Thanks Hosannah. I’ll talk to you soon!”

“Bye Natasha,” she said with a single wave.

I smiled at her and turned from her desk, walking out of the ALOHA office and trying to steady my frantically beating heart. I was anxious and excited, ecstatic to have met Hosannah and the possibility of making a friend that seemed so much like me. 
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DORMITORY DEAREST
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“OKAY,” SHE said, like she was preparing for some task. “Get up here.” She motioned to my legs, indicating I should sit crosslegged like her on the couch. I followed her instructions and the two of us positioned ourselves to face each other.

“All right,” I said, breathing deeply, feeling my nerves buzz. I was preparing myself for anything, which was a difficult task for me.

“Look at me,” said Hosannah tenderly. Our gazes met and I tried to follow along as her blue eyes shifted ever so slightly back and forth.

“Okay,” I said in a subtle murmur.

Without saying another word, Hosannah slowly leaned her face in closer to me, causing my heart rate to speed and my arms to shake just slightly. As she moved toward me, I watched as her eyes closed and I followed her lead, closing my own eyes. Before I could even allow my brain to process much more information, I felt Hosannah’s lips touch mine, her plastic glasses bump lightly against my nose, instigating a delicate and gentle kiss. She placed her palm on my leg and leaned into me, releasing a low sigh, her lips wetly smacking against mine in an amorous collision. Although I had actually kissed someone else before, a boy, when I was younger, this kiss with Hosannah, sitting there on my dorm room couch, felt like my very first real kiss. It felt passionate and right.

I moaned just so as I quickly learned from Hosannah, tilting my head to one side just as she did, focusing on feeling her lips coalesce with my own. Her hand felt heavy and pressured on my leg, in a comforting way, and although my anxiety was running wild it all felt like some necessary release, some detonation of pent up doubt. As I kissed Hosannah, I could feel pleasure and happiness welling up in my heart.

Just as quickly as it had happened, the kiss came to an end. Hosannah slowly moved her head back and our eyes opened together. I longed for more. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted to taste her lips forever. I wanted to feel that closeness and intimacy again and again, a never-ending cascade of sensual pleasure and affinity.

“How did that feel?” asked Hosannah softly, her eyes dancing with spirit as she searched in me for a hint of what was going on in my head.
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THE SEXY LIBRARIAN: A NOVELLA
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WITH ME sitting on the foot of her bed, Esme stood in front of me and without a word she took hold of the bottom of my sweater and pulled it upwards. I raised my arms to allow her to pull it off and over my head, leaving me in just my grey camisole with the built-in bra, shaking my head back and forth a couple of times to straighten out my messed up hair. Esme then took her own tank top up over her head and let it fall to the ground next to my sweater. Standing there in her purple bra and brown herringbone tights, she grinned and threaded her fingers into the waistband of her leggings.

“Wanna help?” she seductively cooed.

“Okay,” I mused, hypnotized by her magnetism. Esme reached out and took my hands, bringing them up to her waistband and nodding her head softly. I pushed my fingers into the elastic, taking hold of the fabric, and carefully sliding it down off of her ass and hips. The fabric clung to her legs as I peeled it off her thighs, pushed it down over her knees and then let it fall to her ankles. Underneath she wore a matching pair of knickers, light purple and frilly and ornate. In the low light of her bedroom I could see a small wet spot where the fabric covered her mound. I cautiously moved my eyes upward from her knickers, over her slim stomach, up to her voluminous chest, and then to her smiling face framed by that stunning fiery hair. Esme made a kissy face down at me.

“I showed you mine,” she said. “Why don’t you show me yours?”
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CRAZY FOR A GEEK GIRL: A NOVELLA
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WE COLLIDED into one another once again, warm skin melting together, arms wrapping around, lips meeting. I was overjoyed by this arousing cupidity, letting my hands do the talking for me as I explored along Henry’s torso, her chest and pierced nipples, and even moving a hand between her legs to grope at her womanhood through the attenuate material of her knickers. I laid half on top of her, half to her side, the two of us lustily searching each other with nimble fingers, our lips hotly and moistly pushing together.

I felt Henry’s hand move down my backside, graze over the thin waistband of my knickers, and plug a single finger into the string of my thong. She moved her finger downward, causing the string to lift out from my crack, and she just simply moved her finger slowly up and down along the stretchiness of the string as we fervently kissed.

“I’m crazy about you,” I sighed between kisses, instantly feeling self-conscious by my impulsive pillow talk. But Henry just giggled and cooed, rubbing her body into mine, our chests pushed together, our joint arousal growing.

“Hey Netty,” she murmured, removing her finger from my thong string and gently placing her hands on my sides. “I’ve got a secret for you.”

“Yeah?” I said, leaning down and kissing her neck tenderly.

“I’m really good at going down here,” she said, on the word “here” her fingers slithered between my legs and gave me a light pinch through the fabric of my knickers. “Will you let me?”

“I would love that,” I said, pulling away from her and rolling over onto my back. Henry eagerly leapt up from her laying position, sitting next to me on her knees, her hands making their way to the elastic band of my thong.

“Let me take these off,” she said, taking hold of my knickers and beginning to slip them off my hips. Henry slowly pulled the small article of clothing down my thighs and then off my feet, giving them an absentminded toss as she returned her attention to my body.
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MY WRITING PROFESSOR: A NOVELLA
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BEFORE I knew it, I had set my phone down on the bed and I was laying back into my pillows, happily beaming, eyes closed, my hand tenderly massaging myself through the thin tensile fabric of my pale blue knickers. I could feel my own subtle dampness. It had been a little while since I’d gotten intimately involved with someone. In fact, I hadn’t had a girlfriend since before I moved to Chicago. There was that little one off with this girl Kristen, who I’d met through Erica, but that didn’t really work out and it wasn’t too inspiring anyway.

But stuff with Harriet, it thrilled me. And I was taking that thrill out on the sex-starved, achy little blossom between my thighs.

As I kneaded my fingers into myself, my impending wetness lightly soaking through the front of my knickers, I thought about what life could be like with Harriet. I pictured her beautiful smile, those piercing blue eyes, her long blonde rivulets of hair twisting and turning down to her shoulders. And I thought of being in her writer scene. I don’t want to make it seem like I was simply interested in her for her connections, that was more something that Minju portrayed. But I can admit that it would be a definite plus. It’s just part of the total package.

“Mmm,” I happily moaned as I pushed two fingers together up and down my slit, petting myself through the stretchy material, feeling my midsection growing hotter. I squirmed a little bit there in my sheets, tossing my head from one side to the other, wriggling in my bed as I lazily pleasured myself. I had gotten good at it. Practice makes perfect.

It wasn’t much longer before I was eager to go further. Taking hold of the waistband of my knickers, I slid them down my legs and kicked them off my feet, then returning my fingers to my pussy to do a bit more petting. My fingers easily slipped between my lips, rubbing myself back and forth, feeling a little erotic spark each time my wet fingertips hit my clit. After a few of those enticing sparks, I decided to focus my attention on my clit, fingering it around in smooth, soft circles, resting my palm on my trimmed up bush.

Harriet was foremost on my mind as I masturbated, and I dreamt up all the scenarios I could to make me feel closer to her. I imagined being in class, having her talk about my story, a story that — in my dream — she had already read and edited, remarking to the class how thoughtful and true it was, how refreshing and exciting. We would then wait for the rest of the students to leave once class ended, we’d poke at each other lovingly, we’d kiss and giggle, and then we’d slip out of the classroom hand-in-hand to run off to have fun, just the two of us.

My fingers, glistening with my own wetness, continued to push through my lips, parting them, moving back and forth. Every so often I would slip my fingers inside of myself, giving myself a few firm thrusts, a couple solid tugs outward to apply pressure, before removing them with that gentle, subtle sound of wet flesh and suction, and returning them to my clit to redouble my stimulation.
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MY FRIEND THE BRIDE: A NOVELLA
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“EMMA,” I said softly as she crept toward me. The smile she wore was happy, lusty, intoxicated. “What are you doing?” She looked so beautiful in her sleepwear, little pokey nipples showing through the thin fabric of her tank top, athletic and smooth stems of legs from the floor up to her striped cotton shorts.

“Just one more time,” said Emma. “Before I’m married.”

My heart rate skyrocketed and I felt the coolness of sweat on the small of my back. I knew very well what Emma was suggesting and in that moment I was so incredibly torn. Although I wanted dearly to touch her, to kiss her, to make love to her, I didn’t want to be complicit in her cheating. As my mind dwelled on Emma’s suggestion, she closed in on me and slid her hands around my waist.

“What about Seth?” I murmured. 

“He doesn’t have to know,” said Emma simply, as if that was all it took.

“Emma, I think you’re drunk,” I said. Emma pulled herself close into my body, gently grinding on me as we embraced. She was warm and inviting, her body thin but firm. I let my hands move around her backside and rest loosely on top of her butt.

“A little,” she said. “But I’m too good at saying ‘no’ when totally sober. I’m much more inhibited and good. Really, I just want to say ‘yes’ and stop worrying about it for a little while.”

And with that, Emma sweetly pressed her lips to my neck, kissing me, nuzzling her face against my skin, holding to me tightly. I couldn’t help but release a soft moan.

“Why won’t you just admit that you’re a lesbian?” I said, my fingers sneaking into the back of her tank top and tracing over her flesh.

“I’m not,” she said. “I just like you.”

“You’re a lesbian,” I said. And with that, Emma ardently pressed her lips against mine, partly to shut me up but mostly to take our intimacy there in the cottage bedroom to the next level. I couldn’t stop myself, having held a romantic candle for my friend for a very long time, and I eagerly returned her kiss, the two of us standing there, arms wrapped around one another, tenderly kissing amid sounds of lusty wet lip smacks and gentle moans.

“Mmm,” sighed Emma, pulling back from our kiss after a moment, slowly moving a stray tendril of hair out of her face with a slender finger. “Maybe I’m a little bit of a lesbian,” she admitted with a coy smile. “Just don’t… you know, question it anymore,” she said, trying to take my mind off of the realities. “It’s complicated.”
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THE BALLERINA: A NOVELLA
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“IS THIS okay?” I said gently into her neck, ending my question with a couple of sweet wet kisses. I rubbed my palm back and forth along her thigh as I awaited her answer.

“Mm hmm,” she approved. “Keep touching me.”

My fingers slid up her shorts and petted Dinah in the crevasse of her leg. I could feel the humidity between her legs growing, moistening her soft, smooth skin. Her shorts had a built-in liner that adhered tightly to her lower body, and I traced my finger along the elastic edge of the liner, half on fabric and half on her skin. Up top, I continued to kiss her along her neck and up to her ear, causing her to shrug slightly and giggle.

“Tickles,” she said under her breath, a smile across her lips.

“You’re so beautiful,” I cooed into her neck between kisses.

“Thank you,” Dinah said mellifluously, her face steeped in happiness and her hands dancing over my back.

With two fingers, I pried open the tight elastic of her shorts liner and slipped inside of it. Those same fingers began rubbing over her mound, completely shaven and smooth, catching the very top of her pussy lips with every few caresses. Little squeaks of delight came from her mouth as I did this. Dinah grinded up against me now, her hips gyrating and her shoulders slinking back and forth.

“That feels really nice, Mish,” she murmured.

“You’re hairless down here,” I said softly into her ear and running a single finger along her pussy lips below causing her to judder.

“The girls and I waxed each other yesterday,” she said. “It was my first time doing that.”

“You waxed everything?” I asked.

“Everything,” she said.

“Why don’t you take these shorts off and show me?” I said, kissing her neck one more time.
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