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      The call came just past midnight, buzzing my phone on the nightstand and dragging me out of that shallow, restless kind of sleep. When I saw Rachel’s name on the screen, I knew something was wrong.

      Her voice confirmed it—ragged, tear-thick, almost unrecognizable.

      “Can you come over?” she whispered. No explanation, no context. Just that.

      I was out of bed before I even said yes.

      By the time I pulled into her apartment complex, the glow of the security lamps made everything feel stark and lonely, like the night itself was trying to keep her exposed. I jogged up the stairs, clutching my hoodie around me, and knocked softly on her door.

      It opened within seconds.

      Rachel looked like she’d been through a battle. Mascara had bled into gray shadows under her eyes, streaks carved down her cheeks like black rivers. Her hair, usually glossy and perfect even when she swore she “didn’t do anything to it,” stuck up in uneven chunks. She was barefoot, drowning in an old sweatshirt, sleeves chewed at the cuffs like she’d been gnawing on them all night.

      And still—still—my first thought was that she was beautiful.

      “God, you got here fast,” she murmured, stepping aside to let me in.

      “That’s because you sounded like you were about to commit murder,” I said, trying to coax a smile out of her.

      Her lips twitched, but she didn’t manage more than a grimace before her face crumpled again. “He left,” she said, the words cracking. “It’s over. Really over this time.”

      The evidence sprawled across the living room like the aftermath of a storm. Suitcases slouched against the wall, half-zipped, clothes spilling out like entrails. A pair of sneakers had been kicked so hard they’d wedged under the coffee table. On the counter, an empty wineglass leaned dangerously close to a bottle of cabernet that was missing more than half its contents.

      I shut the door behind me and wrapped her up in my arms without asking. She melted into me instantly, her forehead pressing into my shoulder, her body trembling like a plucked string.

      “He’s such an asshole,” I muttered into her hair. “You deserve so much better.”

      She gave a wet laugh that shook against my chest. “You always say that.”

      “Because it’s true.”

      We stood like that until her breathing slowed, her tears soaking into the cotton of my hoodie. When she finally pulled back, I could see the stubborn streak returning to her eyes, though it was fragile—like glass glued together but still cracked.

      “Come on,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Let’s sit down before you fall over.”

      We collapsed onto the couch, shoving aside a pile of jackets that had been thrown there earlier in the chaos. I grabbed the tissue box from the coffee table and handed it to her. She blew her nose so loudly we both laughed.

      “Sexy, right?” she croaked.

      “The sexiest,” I said solemnly. “You should definitely put that on your dating profile: professional nose-blower.”

      That earned me a snort and the faintest hint of a smile.

      Her eyes softened as she looked at me. “You always know how to make me laugh, even when I’m a wreck.”

      “That’s my job.” I bumped her knee with mine. “Best-friend contract. Section three, paragraph five: ‘must provide comedic relief during all life crises.’”

      “Guess I should’ve read the fine print.”

      “Guess so.”

      For a moment, the tension in the room shifted. Not gone, but lighter. She leaned into me again, resting her temple against my shoulder, and I draped an arm around her, letting her find whatever comfort she needed in the curve of my body.

      We stayed like that while she talked, the story of the breakup spilling out between hiccupped sobs and bitter laughter. How he’d said he needed “space.” How she’d caught him liking some girl’s bikini photos on Instagram. How she’d finally screamed at him to get out, even though the words shredded her throat as she said them.

      Every time her voice broke, I smoothed her hair back and murmured, “You did the right thing.”

      Every time she cursed him, I whispered, “He never deserved you anyway.”

      Her hand found mine somewhere in the middle of it all, fingers clutching like she was afraid I’d slip away too. I squeezed back.

      “You’re not alone, okay?” I told her. “Even if it feels like it.”

      Her eyes shone when she looked at me, glassy but grateful. “I know.”

      We fell into a quieter rhythm after that. The chaos around us still loomed—the half-packed bags, the abandoned glass of wine—but between us there was only warmth. Her weight against my side, the soft tick of the clock above the kitchen doorway, the faint smell of her vanilla candle still clinging to the air.

      I felt her sigh before I heard it, her body sagging against mine, exhaustion settling in now that the adrenaline had ebbed.

      “You’re staying, right?” she mumbled.

      “As long as you want me to.”

      Her hand tightened around mine. “Good. Because I don’t think I can do this alone tonight.”

      Something stirred low in my chest, a fierce protectiveness laced with something I didn’t name yet. I just kissed the top of her head and whispered, “Then you won’t have to.”
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, Rachel emerged from her bedroom wearing what I could only describe as her survival uniform: baggy gray sweatpants and a stretched-out tank top with a college logo so faded it looked like a watercolor smear. Her hair was piled into a messy bun that leaned dangerously to one side, and the redness around her eyes hadn’t faded much. Still, she carried a blanket like it was a shield, and the sight almost made me smile.

      “War gear?” I teased gently, tugging at the corner of the blanket as she shuffled toward the couch.

      “Shut up,” she muttered, but there was no bite in it. She dropped onto the cushions beside me, tugged the blanket across her lap, and shoved her cold toes against my thigh like she always did when we had movie nights.

      I yelped in mock outrage, swatting at her ankle. “Jesus, your feet are ice.”

      “Consider it payback for making me laugh earlier when I was trying to have a dramatic meltdown.”

      “You were crying into a tissue like a dying Victorian heroine. It needed balance.”

      Her laugh came out softer this time, not sharp or bitter but almost real. She tucked her legs beneath her, pulling the blanket tighter. I shifted closer without thinking, making room for us to share it. The couch was old and saggy, forcing us into the middle, thighs pressed together, shoulders brushing every time we adjusted.

      She sighed and leaned her head back, eyes fixed on the ceiling. “I feel so stupid. Like… I knew he was an asshole, but I stayed anyway. And for what? So he could walk out like it didn’t even matter?”

      “It did matter,” I said quietly, turning so I could watch her. “To you, it mattered. That doesn’t make you stupid. It just makes you human.”

      Her jaw clenched, but her eyes slid to me, damp with fresh tears. “Then why does it feel like I wasn’t enough?”

      I reached for her hand before I could second-guess it. Her fingers trembled as they slipped into mine, cool and fragile. I held them firmly, stroking my thumb across her knuckles. “Because he’s an idiot. That’s all. And if he couldn’t see how lucky he was, that says more about him than it does about you.”

      Her lips wobbled, and the tears spilled again. She turned into me, her face crumpling as a sob escaped. I let her tuck herself against my side, pulling the blanket around both of us while I stroked her hair. It was soft against my fingers, the loose strands brushing my arm as she shook with every breath.

      “I hate him,” she whispered into my chest.

      “Good. Hate him.” I pressed my cheek to the top of her head, breathing in the faint scent of her shampoo—lavender and something sweet, like coconut. “Hate him as much as you need to. And then let it go.”

      “I don’t know how.”

      “You don’t have to figure that out tonight.”

      She stayed curled against me, clinging like I was the only solid thing in the room. My hand kept moving, smoothing down her hair, tracing along her temple, brushing her cheek where the tears clung. Each touch was meant to comfort, but it lingered longer than necessary, gentle in a way that made something stir low in my stomach.

      I told myself it was just the intimacy of the moment, the intensity of being someone’s anchor when they’re falling apart. But when she tipped her head slightly and our eyes met, her lashes wet and cheeks flushed, the air between us tightened.

      She swallowed hard, then pulled away just enough to sit upright again, swiping at her eyes with the heel of her hand. “God, I’m a mess.”

      “You’re allowed to be.” I caught her hand before she could drag it across her face again and tugged it down gently. “You don’t have to hide from me.”

      Her breath hitched. For a second, she just stared at me, her lips parted, her hand still trapped in mine. The silence stretched, too long, too charged, until she laughed shakily and shook her head.

      “You’re too good to me.”

      “Someone has to be,” I said, softer than I meant to.

      She shifted closer, curling into my side again, but this time it wasn’t desperation—it was choice. The blanket slid around us both, cocooning us in warmth. Her thigh pressed more firmly against mine, her arm brushing my waist as she tucked her head back against my shoulder.

      We talked in circles after that. She vented about the little things—how he never remembered her coffee order, how he always left his socks in the bathroom, how he never made her feel like she was the most important thing in the room. Her words swung wildly between fury and grief, between calling him every name under the sun and dissolving into tears when she admitted she still loved him.

      Through it all, I held her hand, rubbed her back, smoothed her hair away from her damp cheeks. The touches became instinctive, natural, like second nature. My body leaned into hers, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip, until there was no space left between us.

      At one point, she tilted her face toward me, her cheek brushing the curve of my neck. Her breath was warm against my skin, a soft exhale that made me shiver. I don’t think she noticed. Or maybe she did and pretended not to.

      The clock ticked past one a.m., then two. We said less and less, words tapering into long silences that weren’t uncomfortable, just heavy. Her hand stayed in mine, limp now but still holding, as if letting go would undo everything.

      I found myself watching her more than I should. The way her lashes stuck together from crying. The curve of her mouth when she sighed. The hollow of her throat, where her pulse fluttered each time she shifted against me. It was dangerous, noticing those things. I told myself it was just because we were so close, because I was hyperaware of her in the quiet.

      But when she finally murmured, “Don’t leave me tonight,” I knew there was more behind it than she realized.

      “I won’t,” I promised, pulling the blanket tighter around us.

      Her eyes closed, her lips parting in something that looked like relief. I stroked her hair one last time before settling my cheek against her crown. My body hummed with awareness, every inch of me attuned to her warmth pressed against me, her fingers twined with mine.

      I stayed awake long after her breathing evened out, fighting the thoughts I wasn’t ready to admit, not even to myself.
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        * * *

      

      The living room had gone quiet except for the occasional hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. The TV had long since gone dark, leaving the room lit only by the soft glow of the lamp beside the couch. Rachel sat curled up against the armrest, her blanket draped over her knees, eyes swollen from hours of crying.

      I sat close enough that our legs still brushed, though she had pulled her feet up onto the cushion. My hand rested on the blanket near her hip, not quite touching her but not far. The weight of the evening hung between us like fog—thick, clinging, difficult to shake.

      She sniffled, dragging her sleeve under her eyes with a tired laugh. “God, I must look awful.”

      “You don’t,” I said.

      Her head tipped, eyes narrowing as if she was trying to decide whether I meant it. I did. She looked raw, yes, but also softer than I’d ever seen her—unguarded in a way she never let anyone see.

      Without thinking, I reached out, cupping her cheek in my palm. Her skin was damp and warm beneath my fingers, and I used my thumb to gently brush away the tear clinging there.

      Her breath caught.

      I should have pulled back, but I didn’t. My hand lingered, thumb stroking the curve of her cheekbone, the corner of her jaw. The kind of touch that wasn’t strictly necessary for comfort anymore, not if I was honest.

      Her eyes lifted to mine, and for a moment, neither of us moved. Her gaze locked with mine, heavy and searching, her lips parted like she wanted to speak but couldn’t.

      When she finally leaned forward, it wasn’t much. Just enough that her cheek pressed into my palm, her eyes fluttering closed as she exhaled. The gesture unraveled something in me.

      I shifted closer, wrapping my other arm around her shoulders in what I told myself was just another hug. But it wasn’t quick or casual—it lingered, our bodies fitting together along the couch as she leaned into me fully, her face against my collarbone.

      I tightened my hold, stroking her back slowly, feeling the heat of her body seeping through her thin tank top. Her breath fanned across my neck, each exhale sending a shiver down my spine. I swallowed hard, telling myself it was just the intimacy of the moment, the exhaustion of the night.

      But then she lifted her head, just enough that our faces hovered close.

      Too close.

      Her eyes glistened, catching the lamplight, her lashes clumped from tears. I could see the faint smudge of mascara under her lower lid, the slight tremble of her mouth. My hand slid instinctively to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers brushing the soft skin just beneath it.

      And then it happened.

      Her head tilted at the same moment I shifted forward. Our mouths brushed—not quite a kiss, more an accident of proximity, a slip of timing.

      But it froze us both.

      Her lips were soft against mine, even in that fleeting contact. Warm, unexpected, startling in its simplicity. For a heartbeat, neither of us moved, caught in the stillness, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavier than all her tears.

      When she pulled back, her eyes were wide, her mouth parted in shock. My own breath stuttered, my chest tightening.

      Neither of us spoke.

      But we didn’t recoil, either.

      We stayed close, foreheads nearly touching, staring at each other like the world had shifted an inch to the left and we hadn’t quite caught our balance yet.

      Finally, Rachel gave a shaky laugh, almost hysterical, and dropped her gaze. “I… that was…”

      “Yeah,” I whispered, my voice rough.

      Her hand was still in mine, I realized. She hadn’t let go. I felt the faintest squeeze, like she needed to confirm that I was still there, that she hadn’t imagined it.

      The silence that followed wasn’t awkward, but it wasn’t comfortable either. It thrummed with energy, the kind that made the air feel charged, like the moments before a storm.

      I wanted to say something—anything—to ease it. But what words could explain the sudden, undeniable awareness of her mouth, her body pressed against mine, the heat that had sparked from the lightest accidental touch?

      So I didn’t. I just sat there, stroking her knuckles with my thumb, both of us too aware to admit it.

      After a while, she drew in a long breath and let it out slowly. “We should… go to bed.” Her voice was fragile, but it wasn’t a question.

      “Yeah,” I said softly, though the word caught in my throat.

      We untangled ourselves reluctantly, moving like people unsure how to walk again. She stood first, gathering the blanket around her shoulders, not looking at me as she padded down the short hallway toward her bedroom.

      I stayed frozen on the couch, staring at the spot where her lips had brushed mine. My body hummed with a restless energy, my thoughts spinning too fast to pin down.

      When I finally pushed myself up, I grabbed a spare pillow from the closet and laid it on the couch. The cushions smelled faintly of her perfume, sweet and floral, and the scent made my chest tighten.

      I lay there in the dark, eyes open, listening to the faint creak of her bed as she shifted in the room down the hall. Neither of us slept easily.

      My lips still tingled, even as I pressed my face into the pillow.

      And I couldn’t stop thinking about how natural it had felt—how terrifyingly right—when our mouths had found each other in that single, accidental moment.
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        * * *

      

      The smell of coffee woke me before I was ready. My eyes cracked open to sunlight spilling through the blinds, painting the living room in sharp slats of gold. The pillow under my head was lumpy, the blanket twisted around my legs, and my body felt heavy from a night of restless sleep.

      Rachel was already up. I could hear the faint rattle of a spoon against a mug, the low gurgle of the coffee maker in her small kitchen. For a second, I thought about staying right where I was, feigning sleep until the knot in my chest eased. But the memory of last night—the way our lips had brushed, the silence after—wouldn’t let me.

      I sat up slowly, rubbing a hand over my face, my mouth dry. My lips still tingled faintly when I remembered the feel of hers against them.

      When I padded into the kitchen, Rachel was standing at the counter in her sweatpants, hair tumbling in loose waves down her back now that the bun had collapsed. She had her hands wrapped around a steaming mug, staring at the dark surface like it might hold answers.

      She looked up when I entered. For a moment, neither of us spoke.

      “Morning,” she said finally, voice hoarse.

      “Morning,” I echoed, tugging at the hem of my hoodie like it might anchor me.

      She reached for the second mug and slid it across the counter toward me. Our fingers brushed as I caught the handle. The touch was brief, but it sent a jolt up my arm, sharp and undeniable.

      “Thanks,” I murmured, looking down into the swirl of steam.

      We both sipped in silence, the quiet stretching thin. Normally mornings with Rachel were easy. We’d shared a hundred lazy Saturdays together—messy hair, no makeup, oversized T-shirts, laughing about nothing. But this wasn’t normal. The air between us was thick, crowded with the weight of the moment we hadn’t named yet.

      Rachel set her mug down a little too hard. “I didn’t sleep well,” she admitted.

      “Me neither.”

      Her mouth curved into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Weird night.”

      “That’s one way to put it.”

      Her eyes flicked to mine, quick, searching. “About… last night—” She stopped, biting down on her lower lip, chewing on the words before they could form.

      I swallowed, heat prickling at the back of my neck. “You don’t have to say anything.”

      “I know. I just—” She blew out a breath, shaking her head. “It was… I don’t even know what it was.”

      I laughed softly, nerves edging the sound. “Yeah. Same.”

      We both took another sip of coffee, hiding behind the rims of our mugs. The silence that followed wasn’t empty—it was crowded, every glance and half-smile loaded with things unsaid.

      After a while, I set my mug down and leaned against the counter, watching her. “We’re okay though, right?”

      Her eyes softened. “Of course we’re okay.”

      Relief loosened my chest, but it didn’t erase the tension. Because okay didn’t mean nothing had changed.

      She turned to the fridge, pulling out eggs and bread. “Hungry?”

      “Starving.”

      She set everything on the counter, moving around me in the cramped kitchen. We brushed against each other constantly—her hip nudging mine as she reached for the frying pan, her shoulder grazing my arm when she leaned for the salt. Every touch lingered longer than it should have, sparking heat that curled low in my stomach.

      At one point, I moved to grab a knife from the drawer just as she turned with the bread in her hands. We collided chest to chest, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body seep through the thin cotton of her tank top.

      “Sorry,” she said quickly, stepping back, her cheeks pink.

      “No, my fault,” I murmured, though my pulse was racing too fast for the words to sound casual.

      We fell into a quiet rhythm then—her scrambling eggs at the stove, me slicing fruit at the counter. It felt domestic, strangely intimate, like we’d woken into some version of life where this was normal.

      When she handed me a plate, her fingers brushed mine again, deliberate or not I couldn’t tell. The warmth of her skin lingered even after she pulled away.

      We sat at the small table, knees bumping under the wood, trying to eat like it was any other morning. But every time I glanced up, I caught her watching me, her eyes darting away too quickly.

      Finally, she broke the silence. “It didn’t feel… bad.” Her voice was low, almost swallowed by the clink of her fork against the plate.

      My breath caught. “What didn’t?”

      “You know.” She set her fork down, twisting her fingers together. “Last night. That—accident.”

      The word sounded flimsy, inadequate. My chest tightened.

      “No,” I admitted softly. “It didn’t.”

      Her gaze lifted, locking with mine. Something flickered there—fear, curiosity, something sharper underneath. Her lips parted, like she was about to ask the question neither of us had the courage to voice. But then she shook her head and reached for her coffee instead.

      We let the conversation slide back into safer waters, talking about the weather, her neighbors, the latest streaming show she wanted to binge. But the current beneath it never stilled. Every brush of knees, every shared glance, every too-long silence reminded us of the shift we hadn’t acknowledged.

      When the plates were empty, Rachel leaned back in her chair, stretching her arms above her head. The hem of her tank top lifted, exposing a strip of skin across her stomach. My eyes caught there longer than they should have, tracing the soft dip of her navel, the smooth curve of her waist.

      She caught me looking. For a moment, neither of us looked away. Then she let her arms drop and gave a small, nervous smile.

      The silence stretched again, thick and electric, until I cleared my throat and stood, gathering the plates. “I’ll wash these.”

      She nodded, biting her lip again, her gaze lingering on me longer than necessary as I moved to the sink.

      It was a normal morning on the surface—coffee, eggs, easy conversation. But under it, everything buzzed with new awareness, every touch and glance magnified.

      And though neither of us said it, we both knew we weren’t the same as we had been the night before.
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        * * *

      

      By midafternoon, the apartment felt too heavy with silence. The air still carried the echo of last night’s almost-kiss and the unspoken weight of this morning. Rachel had retreated to her bedroom for a while, claiming she needed to change the sheets, but when she reappeared, she looked restless, like her skin didn’t fit right.

      She scanned the chaos of half-packed bags and clothes still strewn across the floor. “I can’t look at this mess anymore,” she muttered, tugging at a strap hanging loose from one of the suitcases.

      “Want help?” I asked.

      Her sigh was half exasperation, half relief. “Please. Otherwise I’ll just sit here crying over old T-shirts.”

      So we set to work. She pulled things out of bags, holding them up dramatically for inspection.

      “This shirt,” she said, clutching a faded concert tee, “saw me through three hangovers, two job interviews, and one very regrettable camping trip. Do I keep it or burn it?”

      I smirked. “Definitely burn it.”

      Her gasp was theatrical, hand pressed to her chest. “How dare you? This shirt has history.”

      “Exactly. And most of that history smells like beer.”

      She threw it at me, laughing, and the sound broke through the tension that had been straining between us all day. I balled it up and lobbed it back, hitting her square in the shoulder. She shrieked and hurled a pillow at my head. Within seconds, we were both doubled over, breathless from laughter, clothes and cushions strewn like battlefield debris.

      When we finally collapsed onto the couch, cheeks flushed, the mood had shifted. Lighter. Easier. Her hair had fallen loose around her face, strands sticking to the dampness at her temples, and her eyes sparkled in a way I hadn’t seen in months.

      “You’re the only one who can get me out of my own head like that,” she said, catching her breath.

      “That’s because I’m hilarious.”

      “Cocky much?”

      “Confident,” I corrected, nudging her knee with mine.

      She smiled, softer this time, and leaned back against the cushions. “No, really. I don’t think you realize how much you mean to me.”

      Something in her tone made my pulse quicken. I tried to play it off, stretching my arms above my head. “I’d say the same, but then your ego might get bigger than mine.”

      Her laughter faded into a quieter smile, her gaze lingering. “You’ve been here for me in ways he never was. You listen. You show up. You… see me.”

      The words settled between us, heavier than before, tinged with something that wasn’t just friendship. I felt my chest tighten, my skin buzz with awareness.

      “I’ll always show up for you,” I said, voice lower than I intended.

      Her eyes flicked down, catching on my mouth for the briefest second before darting back up. The shift was so small I might’ve imagined it—but the heat curling low in my stomach told me I hadn’t.

      She broke the moment by hopping up suddenly, brushing her hands down her sweatpants. “Okay, reorganizing break. Let’s cook something instead. I can’t live on wine and pity forever.”

      I followed her into the kitchen, trying to steady my breathing. She pulled vegetables from the fridge and lined them on the counter, handing me a knife like we were about to compete in some reality cooking show.

      “Chop these,” she ordered, grinning.

      “Yes, chef.”

      We fell into a rhythm again, shoulder to shoulder in the narrow kitchen. She moved with exaggerated flair, tossing ingredients into a pan like she was performing for an audience, and I teased her mercilessly about it.

      “You’re going to fling onion in my face if you keep that up,” I warned.

      “Don’t tempt me.”

      Her grin was wicked, playful, the kind that had always gotten us into trouble. She nudged me with her hip as she reached for the olive oil, and I nudged her back harder. The bump turned into a press, our bodies flush for a beat longer than necessary.

      We both froze, just for a second, before she giggled and turned back to the stove. But the laughter didn’t erase the charge that shot through me at the contact.

      As the food sizzled, she leaned over the counter beside me, her arm brushing mine. “See? We make a good team.”

      I swallowed, my throat dry. “Yeah. We do.”

      Her eyes lingered on me again, softer this time, curious. She reached up and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear, her fingers grazing the shell of it. The touch was small, almost innocent, but it made my breath catch.

      Her voice dropped, almost a whisper. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

      The words sent a shiver through me. There was no mistaking the undercurrent anymore. The affection, the closeness—it was shifting, reshaping itself into something we both felt but hadn’t dared say aloud.

      I held her gaze, my body buzzing with the awareness of how near she was, how her fingers still lingered at the edge of my hairline.

      We didn’t kiss. Not yet. But the air between us pulsed with the promise of it, with the weight of everything neither of us could name.

      She smiled faintly, dropping her hand, and turned back to stir the pan. “Okay, don’t let me burn this or we’ll be stuck with takeout.”

      I forced a shaky laugh, gripping the counter to steady myself.

      The food became our distraction, our anchor, but the tension threaded through every movement—the brush of her arm against mine, the curve of her smile when she caught me watching, the way her laughter carried a softness it hadn’t before.

      By the time we sat down to eat, the playful banter had thinned into something quieter, heavier. Every glance felt like a question. Every touch, even the accidental ones, felt like an answer.

      I knew then that this wasn’t just grief pulling her close, or friendship stretching itself thin. This was something new, something neither of us had expected, but neither of us wanted to push away.

      And for the first time, I stopped pretending I didn’t feel it too.

      By the time the dishes were washed and the kitchen put back together, the day had wound itself down into something quieter. Rachel dimmed the lights, turned on the TV, and flopped onto the couch with a heavy sigh.

      “Trashy reality show or dramatic crime thriller?” she asked, lifting the remote like it was a life-or-death decision.

      “Whichever has the least chance of making you cry,” I said, sliding onto the other end of the couch.

      She groaned. “So, nothing.” But she smiled as she scrolled, eventually settling on a dating show rerun. “At least this way, I can laugh at people making worse choices than me.”

      “Now that’s therapeutic.”

      We sank into the cushions, the flicker of the screen painting the room in soft, shifting light. Somewhere in the middle of the second episode, Rachel shifted closer, pulling the blanket across both of us like she had the night before. Our knees brushed, and neither of us moved away.

      The warmth of her body seeped through the thin fabric of my sweatpants, the contact so small but impossible to ignore. Every shift, every fidget, every accidental brush felt deliberate now. My pulse quickened each time her leg pressed against mine, as if my body was tuned to her touch.

      When she finally spoke, her voice was softer than the TV. “Can I tell you something?”

      I glanced at her. Her eyes weren’t on the screen anymore—they were fixed on her lap, her fingers twisting the blanket.

      “Always,” I said.

      She hesitated, her throat working before the words came. “I’m scared.”

      “Of what?”

      “That I’m never going to feel wanted again. That he took that from me.” Her voice cracked on the last word, raw and vulnerable.

      My chest ached. Without thinking, I reached for her hand, slipping my fingers between hers. The contact was immediate, grounding. Her hand trembled in mine, but she didn’t pull away.

      “You’re wrong,” I said quietly, squeezing her fingers. “You’re wanted. You’ve always been wanted. He just didn’t see it. That’s his failure, not yours.”

      Her eyes lifted to mine, glassy with unshed tears. “You really think so?”

      I nodded, the words pulling themselves free before I could question them. “I know so. I’ve been thinking about… last night. About what happened.” My voice faltered, but I pushed through, heat creeping up my neck. “And it wasn’t wrong. Not to me.”

      The silence stretched, but it wasn’t the kind that suffocated. It was alive, pulsing with the weight of what we’d finally said aloud.

      Her thumb brushed against mine, tentative but deliberate. “I’ve been thinking about it too.”

      My breath caught.

      Her face was close now, closer than I realized, the glow of the TV flickering across her features. I could see every detail—the damp shimmer in her eyes, the faint curve of her lips, the rise and fall of her chest as her breathing quickened.

      I leaned in before I could stop myself. She met me halfway.

      This time, there was no accident, no mistimed tilt of our heads. Our mouths met deliberately, softly, a test and a promise all at once. Her lips were warm, pliant, trembling just slightly against mine.

      The kiss lingered, cautious but unflinching, deepening as seconds stretched. My free hand lifted to her cheek, fingers tracing the curve of her jaw as I tilted into her. She sighed against me, the sound sending a shiver down my spine.

      When we pulled back, we didn’t go far. Our foreheads rested together, breaths mingling, both of us staring with wide eyes like we’d stepped off the edge of something and were still falling.

      “Wow,” Rachel whispered, her lips brushing mine with the word.

      “Yeah,” I breathed, my thumb stroking along her cheek.

      Her laugh was shaky, nervous and exhilarated all at once. “So, I guess we’re really doing this.”

      She kissed me again, surer this time, her hand coming up to rest on the back of my neck. The heat of her palm burned through my skin, anchoring me as our mouths moved together with more certainty, more hunger.

      The blanket slipped from our laps, pooling around our waists, but neither of us noticed. My whole body thrummed with awareness—her warmth pressed against my side, the faint taste of wine and salt on her lips, the delicate scrape of her teeth when she caught my lower lip for a second before letting it go.

      It was clumsy in places, hesitant in others, but it was real. And it was ours.

      When we finally broke apart, breathless, Rachel pressed her forehead to mine again, her fingers still tangled with mine.

      “Promise me I’m not imagining this,” she whispered.

      “You’re not,” I said, and I meant it.

      For a long moment, we just sat there, wrapped in the hum of what had just happened, the world outside the couch shrinking into nothing. The TV played on, forgotten, the flicker of strangers’ voices fading into background noise.

      Whatever this was, it was real. And it was only beginning.

      The kiss deepened almost without us realizing it. One moment we were leaning into each other, tentative and careful, and the next our mouths were moving in rhythm, the space between us gone. Rachel’s lips pressed more firmly to mine, soft but insistent, and my chest fluttered with the rush of it.

      I tilted my head, letting my hand slide up to cradle her jaw. Her skin was warm under my fingertips, her pulse quick against the delicate line of her throat. She sighed into my mouth, and the sound made my stomach twist with a nervous ache I hadn’t felt since my first real kiss years ago.

      Her hand found my hip, fingers brushing over the fabric of my sweatpants as if she wasn’t sure where to rest. The touch was fleeting, hesitant, but it lingered enough to make my skin burn.

      We broke apart for air, breathless. Our faces stayed close, foreheads touching, lips only a whisper apart.

      “Is this okay?” I asked, my voice rougher than I intended.

      Her answering nod was small, but certain. “Yeah. More than okay.”

      Her smile trembled, nervous and exhilarated all at once, and then she leaned in again. This time the kiss was slower, deeper, her tongue sliding carefully against mine. The taste of her—wine from earlier, the faint salt of her skin—filled me, dizzying and intimate in a way I hadn’t expected.

      I threaded my fingers into her hair, the strands silky and tangled, tugging gently until she sighed again. Her own hand slid higher along my side, fingers curling into the hem of my hoodie. Each inch of movement made my body hum, every nerve alive to the smallest contact.

      Our kisses grew bolder in waves—brief bursts of heat before pulling back to look at each other with wide, startled eyes, then surging together again like we couldn’t stop ourselves.

      At one point she cupped my face, her thumb stroking along my cheekbone as she whispered, “You’re so beautiful.”

      The words sank into me, leaving me raw. I kissed her harder, clutching her shirt in my fist like I needed to hold her in place.

      Her other hand drifted lower, brushing against my thigh where the blanket had slipped. The touch was light, tentative, her fingers tracing idle patterns through the fabric. Still, the contact sent a shiver straight up my spine, my legs tightening instinctively.

      I broke the kiss, gasping softly. “Is this… is it weird?”

      She shook her head, eyes dark in the low light. “It doesn’t feel weird. It feels… right. Scary, but right.”

      I let out a shaky laugh, relief loosening the knot in my chest. “Good. Because I can’t stop thinking about you.”

      Her hand squeezed mine, grounding me, before she leaned in again. Our mouths met slower this time, more deliberate, like we were savoring the discovery. My tongue brushed hers and she moaned softly, a sound that pulled at something deep in me.

      Her palm slid higher on my thigh. The touch was tentative, almost questioning. I caught her wrist gently, not to push her away but to anchor her there.

      “It’s okay,” I whispered against her lips. “I want you to.”

      Her eyes widened, searching mine for confirmation. When I nodded, she smiled, nervous and radiant, and let her hand rest more firmly. The warmth of her skin seared into me through that single point of contact.

      We kissed again, longer this time, our mouths moving with more certainty. My hand trailed down the slope of her neck, over her collarbone, brushing the edge of her tank top. She shivered under my touch, her breath hitching.

      The room seemed to shrink around us, the world outside the couch fading into nothing but the slide of lips and the heat of hands exploring cautiously. Every touch felt monumental—her fingers in my hair, my thumb tracing her lower lip, the press of her thigh against mine as we leaned closer.

      But still, we pulled back often, checking, laughing breathlessly, whispering things neither of us had said aloud before.

      “Are you sure?” she murmured once, her lips brushing mine.

      “Yes,” I said, my chest tight with truth. “Are you?”

      Her smile curved slow and certain. “Yeah.”

      The reassurance was all we needed. Our kisses softened again, less frantic now, more about savoring than chasing. We explored each other in small, careful ways—her fingers brushing along my jaw, mine skimming the length of her arm, pausing to map her with touch like we were learning a language.

      Eventually, we stilled, our foreheads resting together, lips swollen, breath mingling. The weight of what we’d just done—what we’d chosen—settled over us. And then our lips met again.

      The kiss should have ended minutes ago. We both knew it. We should have pulled back, made a joke, changed the subject. But instead it kept deepening—slow, hungry, impossibly tender. Rachel’s hands clutched at the hem of my shirt, like she wasn’t sure whether to push me away or pull me closer.

      When she finally broke for air, her chest rose and fell against mine, eyes wide and lips swollen. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she whispered.

      “Me neither,” I admitted, brushing my thumb over her mouth. “But I don’t want to stop.”

      Her response was a small, desperate nod before she leaned back in. This kiss was different—more certain, more open. Her tongue brushed mine tentatively, then lingered, and the sound she made in the back of her throat nearly undid me.

      Somewhere in the middle of it, we ended up standing, hands tangled, moving clumsily down the hallway toward her bedroom. The door bumped shut behind us, and suddenly it was just us and the low glow of the bedside lamp, the rest of the world cut off.

      Rachel hesitated at the edge of the bed, clutching my hand like a lifeline. “Are you sure?” she asked, voice trembling.

      “I’ve never been more sure,” I said, surprising myself with how true it felt.

      Her laugh was nervous but bright. “Okay.”

      I leaned in to kiss her again, slower this time, savoring the press of her lips, the heat of her breath. My hands slid up beneath the loose hem of her sweatshirt, palms gliding over warm skin. She shivered under my touch, her fingers tightening around my wrists.

      “Can I—?” I asked, giving her the chance to stop me.

      “Yes,” she whispered immediately.

      I peeled the sweatshirt upward, exposing the soft curve of her stomach, the pale strip of skin that made my mouth water with wanting. She raised her arms, and the fabric slipped over her head, leaving her in just a thin bra. She crossed her arms reflexively, suddenly shy, and I caught her wrists gently, lowering them.

      “Don’t hide from me,” I said, my voice low.

      Her breath hitched, but she let me look. Her bra was simple, cotton and worn, but it clung to her in ways that made my throat dry. I traced a fingertip along the edge of the fabric, brushing the swell of her breast. She gasped softly, her body arching into the touch.

      Then her hands were at my sides, tugging my hoodie upward. I let her undress me in return, standing still as the sweatshirt slid free. Her eyes traveled over me in a way that made me flush from head to toe.

      “You’re beautiful,” she murmured.

      “So are you.”

      The words felt inadequate compared to what I was seeing—her cheeks flushed, lips parted, chest rising and falling too quickly.

      I bent to kiss her again, guiding her back until her knees hit the mattress. She sat, then lay down beneath me, her hair spilling across the pillow like a dark halo. I hovered above her, my hair brushing her face, and she reached up to tuck a strand behind my ear before cupping my cheek.

      “You’re shaking,” she said softly.

      “So are you.”

      We laughed breathlessly, the nervousness dissolving into something hotter as our mouths found each other again. My hand slipped down her side, over her hip, along the curve of her thigh. She shifted, opening her legs just slightly, a silent invitation.

      I kissed my way down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, lingering at her collarbone. Her bra strap slipped off her shoulder, and I followed it with my mouth, planting small, reverent kisses along the path.

      Her fingers tangled in my hair, tugging when I reached the center of her chest. “Please,” she whispered.

      I reached behind her, fumbling only a little before the clasp gave way. The bra fell loose, and I pulled it aside, breath catching at the sight of her bare breasts. Her nipples were already taut, flushed pink, and I leaned down to kiss one gently before taking it into my mouth.

      Rachel gasped, arching up against me. “Oh my god.”

      Her hand pressed against the back of my head, urging me closer as I sucked lightly, teasing with my tongue. I switched to the other, lavishing it with the same attention, loving the way she squirmed beneath me.

      “You should’ve been worshipped like this all along,” I murmured against her skin, meaning every word.

      Her answering moan was broken, needy.

      My hands trailed downward, fingers hooking into the waistband of her sweatpants. I paused, glancing up.

      “Okay?”

      “Yes,” she said, voice shaking but sure.

      I tugged them down slowly, taking her panties with them, sliding both over her hips and down her legs. She kicked them free, cheeks flaming as she lay completely bare before me. My breath caught at the sight of her—soft curves, smooth skin, the delicate, glistening proof of her arousal between her thighs.

      “You’re perfect,” I whispered.

      She covered her face with her hands, embarrassed, and I gently pulled them away. “Let me see you,” I said, kissing her knuckles.

      Her eyes were wide, vulnerable, but she nodded.

      I slid lower, letting my mouth explore every inch of her on the way down. I kissed the hollow of her stomach, soft skin twitching beneath my lips. My tongue traced the faint line just above her navel, tasting salt and heat, before I drifted further, planting open-mouthed kisses along the tender dip of her hip. Rachel shivered, her thighs shifting restlessly on the sheets, breath catching as though she wasn’t sure she could take the anticipation.

      I lingered at the top of her thigh, brushing my cheek against her skin, breathing her in. The scent of her arousal was heady—sweet, musky, intoxicating. I pressed a kiss there, just shy of where she ached for me, and felt her fingers tighten in the sheets. Her chest rose and fell too fast, the sound of her shallow breaths filling the space between us.

      When I finally lowered my mouth to her, she cried out sharply, her hand flying to my hair as if to anchor herself. The first taste of her was overwhelming—warm, slick, utterly intoxicating. I licked slowly at first, dragging my tongue along her folds, savoring her like something forbidden I’d been craving without realizing it. My own body clenched in response, aching with need just from the way she moaned.

      Her hips bucked, searching for more, thighs trembling around my shoulders. “Oh god—please—don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking in a way that made my chest tighten with fierce, hungry devotion.

      I didn’t stop. I pressed in closer, licking her more firmly now, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. Each gasp and whimper from her mouth told me exactly what she needed, and I gave it to her—teasing, tasting, worshipping her with my tongue until the rhythm of her breathing turned ragged.

      She called my name, not softly but desperate, as though she was falling apart in my hands. And I knew, with a certainty that stole my breath, that no man had ever touched her like this. No one had ever given themselves over to her pleasure so completely.

      Her thighs clamped tighter around me, her body arching up hard as release overtook her. The orgasm broke through her with a sob, her hands clutching at my hair, her back straining off the bed. I held her steady, licking her through it, coaxing her higher, drawing out every last wave until she sagged against the mattress, boneless and trembling.

      I kissed a trail back up her body, pausing to taste the curve of her stomach, the swell of her breast, the hollow of her throat. When I reached her mouth again, she was damp with tears, her cheeks flushed deep pink, but her smile was radiant.

      “No one’s ever made me feel like that,” she whispered, her voice still quivering with aftershocks.

      “They should have,” I said simply, brushing my thumb across her cheek.

      She pulled me into a kiss, urgent and messy, tasting herself on my mouth. Her tongue swept against mine, hunger replacing hesitation, and she shifted quickly, pushing me onto my back. She straddled me, her hair falling around us like a dark curtain, her eyes blazing with something new—curiosity, determination, need.

      “My turn,” she whispered, almost shy, though the way she tugged at my waistband betrayed a growing boldness.

      Her hands trembled as she undressed me, tugging down my sweatpants, then my panties, until I lay bare beneath her. She froze for a moment, her gaze drinking me in with open awe, as though she wasn’t sure she was allowed to look.

      “You don’t have to—” I began, heart pounding.

      “I want to,” she said firmly, cutting me off.

      The weight of those words hit me harder than I expected. She wanted me.

      She leaned down, kissing her way across my chest. Her lips were tentative at first, uncertain, but each kiss grew bolder as she moved lower. She lingered at my breasts, tracing my nipple with the tip of her tongue before sucking gently, and I gasped, threading my fingers through her hair.

      When her lips reached my stomach, heat pooled low in my belly. She looked up once, eyes wide and questioning, before continuing, trailing kisses further down. And then she pressed her mouth between my thighs.

      The sensation nearly undid me. I groaned aloud, my hips jerking as her tongue parted me. She was clumsy at first, her strokes hesitant, her rhythm uneven, but the eagerness in her touch made me ache even more. She was learning me, exploring me, and every slip of her tongue, every warm breath against my skin made my body pulse with pleasure.

      I guided her gently with whispered encouragements, my moans telling her what worked, what drove me higher. She listened, adjusting quickly, her tongue moving more confidently as she circled my clit.

      “Just like that,” I gasped, my voice hoarse. My hands fisted in the sheets, my thighs trembling around her shoulders. “Don’t stop.”

      The pleasure built fast, sharp and overwhelming. My hips rocked against her mouth, chasing more, needing everything she gave.

      When I came, it tore through me with blinding heat, my whole body jerking as I cried out her name. The orgasm ripped me open, hot and shuddering, wave after wave until I thought I couldn’t take any more. She stayed with me, her tongue gentler now, kissing me through the aftershocks until I collapsed back onto the bed, breathless and shaking.

      Rachel crawled up over me, her body slick with sweat, her lips swollen and shining with my taste. She kissed me softly, reverently, curling against me until we lay tangled together in the sheets, our hearts pounding in sync.

      We were wrapped in the tangle of sheets, limbs slick with sweat, hearts still racing like we’d run miles. Rachel was half sprawled on top of me, her damp hair sticking to my chest, both of us laughing in breathless bursts that bordered on hysterical.

      “God,” she said, her voice muffled against my skin. “We were so nervous.”

      I brushed strands of hair from her face, tucking them behind her ear. “Nervous is an understatement. I thought I was going to pass out when you touched me.”

      Her laughter bubbled out again, and she tilted her head to look at me, cheeks still flushed a deep pink. “Same. My hands were shaking so bad I almost gave up. And then… you.” Her eyes softened, her thumb brushing absentmindedly across my ribs. “I’ve never felt anything like that in my life.”

      “Me neither,” I admitted, tracing slow circles along her back. Her skin was warm and damp, her muscles still quivering under my fingertips. “I didn’t think this would ever happen. Not with you. Not with anyone.”

      Her gaze lingered on mine, steady now, the humor giving way to something more raw. “Does it scare you?”

      “A little,” I said honestly. “But mostly it feels… right.”

      Her breath caught, and she shifted closer, sliding her leg between mine until we were pressed skin-to-skin. The heat of her body wrapped around me, grounding me in a way that felt almost holy.

      “Right,” she echoed softly, as if testing the word. Then she leaned up to kiss me—slow, unhurried, a seal on the truth we hadn’t said aloud.

      We stayed like that for a long time, kissing lazily, touching gently. Her fingers stroked through my hair, down the curve of my jaw, across my shoulder. I traced the length of her spine, feeling every dip and curve, memorizing her body as though we had all the time in the world.

      At one point she pulled back, resting her forehead against mine. “Do you think we’ll regret this?”

      I shook my head, cupping her cheek. “Not for a second.”

      Her smile trembled, part relief, part disbelief. “Good. Because I don’t either.”

      The room was quiet except for our breathing and the faint hum of the lamp. The sheets clung to our damp skin, the scent of sex and sweat hanging thick in the air, but neither of us cared. We were wrapped in something bigger than the mess we’d made of the bed—a cocoon of intimacy that felt fragile and indestructible at once.

      Rachel tucked herself into my side, her head resting against my shoulder, her hand splayed over my stomach. “I don’t want to move,” she murmured.

      “Then don’t.” I kissed the crown of her head and held her tighter. “We’ve got all night.”

      Her body relaxed fully then, melting against me. And for the first time in a long time, I felt completely at peace—like we’d stumbled into something neither of us had expected but both of us had been needing all along.
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        * * *

      

      Sunlight spilled through the blinds in golden stripes, cutting across the tangled sheets and the two of us curled within them. For a long moment, I lay still, suspended in that dreamy space between sleep and waking, aware first of warmth—her warmth—pressed against me. Rachel’s leg draped over mine, her head nestled against my shoulder, her breath soft and steady on my skin.

      It took only a heartbeat for memory to catch up. The kisses. The trembling touches. Her body arching against my mouth, mine quaking beneath hers. The laughter, the tears, the dizzy wonder of giving in at last.

      I tightened my arm around her waist instinctively, afraid that moving might shatter the fragile magic of this new reality. She stirred, humming low in her throat, and lifted her head just enough to blink at me through messy strands of hair.

      “Morning,” she whispered, her voice scratchy but warm.

      “Morning,” I echoed, unable to stop the smile tugging at my lips.

      For a second, she just looked at me—her eyes soft, her expression vulnerable in a way that made my chest ache. Then her mouth curved, tentative but genuine, and she pressed a small kiss to my shoulder.

      “Please tell me that wasn’t a dream,” she murmured.

      I shook my head, brushing a thumb along her cheekbone. “Not a dream. Very, very real.”

      Her relief came out as a shaky laugh. “Good. Because if I woke up and you were just my best friend again, I think I’d actually lose it.”

      The honesty in her words hit me like a rush of heat. “You don’t regret it?” I asked softly.

      Her answer was immediate. “No. Not even a little. Do you?”

      “Not for a second.” I leaned in to kiss her, slow and unhurried, just a press of lips to confirm what words couldn’t.

      When we pulled apart, she sighed and tucked herself back against me, her fingers tracing idle patterns across my stomach. “It’s crazy,” she whispered. “I spent all night falling apart over him, and now all I can think about is you. About this. About… us.”

      I threaded my fingers through her hair, letting the silken strands slide between them. “Maybe that’s not crazy. Maybe this is what you were meant to find. What we were meant to find.”

      Her breath caught, and I felt her smile against my skin. “I like the sound of that.”

      The room was quiet, filled only with the soft hum of morning. The sunlight warmed our bare skin, the sheets tangled around our legs, the scent of last night still clinging faintly in the air. Nothing about it felt wrong. If anything, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

      Rachel lifted her head again, her hair falling in wild waves around her face. She kissed me once more, tender but sure. “So… where do we go from here?”

      I smiled into the kiss. “Anywhere we want.”

      And for the first time in a long time, the future didn’t feel heavy or uncertain. It felt open, electric, and full of promise—two best friends, now something more, ready to step into whatever came next together.

      

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Elevator Confessions

      Close Enough to Touch

      Teacher’s Pet

      Roommate Privileges

      Her Best Friend’s Ex

      Touched by Her

      Dare Me Again

      Maid of Dishonor

      Roommates With Benefits

      Fake Date

      Body Language

      Power Outage

      My Ex’s Ex

      Only One Bed

      If Only She Knew

      Breathless

      After Dark

      Extra Credit

      Giving In

      Cheerleaders

      Power Play

      Between Us

      Snowed In

      Fake Girlfriend

      Unexpected

      No One Will Know

      Professor

      Try Her Out

      The Massage

      Paint Me

      My Student

      Show Me

      Second Chances

      In the Dark

      On the Ranch

      Selling It

      Jealous

      Smooth

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one.  Did you know I have a catalog of dozens of stories, all available as a kindle edition?  Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

      

        

      
        But there’s also another way to learn about new stories!  I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free!  The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast!  I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

      
        Can’t open the link?  Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://mailchi.mp/8db97a52e910/julia-young

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Elevator Confessions

      Close Enough to Touch

      Teacher’s Pet

      Roommate Privileges

      Her Best Friend’s Ex

      Touched by Her

      Dare Me Again

      Maid of Dishonor

      Roommates With Benefits

      Fake Date

      Body Language

      Power Outage

      My Ex’s Ex

      Only One Bed

      If Only She Knew

      Breathless

      After Dark

      Extra Credit

      Giving In

      Cheerleaders

      Power Play

      Between Us

      Snowed In

      Fake Girlfriend

      Unexpected

      No One Will Know

      Professor

      Try Her Out

      The Massage

      Paint Me

      My Student

      Show Me

      Second Chances

      In the Dark

      On the Ranch

      Selling It

      Jealous

      Smooth

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

      

      Books by Julia Young

    

  


cover.jpeg
lesbian short romance

Julia Young





