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Chapter 1: The Pre
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Zara leaned toward the bathroom mirror and drew her eyeliner in one smooth line. Steady hand. Dark hair already waved just right. She smacked her lips together to even the gloss.

The girl in the mirror looked ready.

Her phone buzzed.

Wren (8:42 PM): You coming?

Wren (8:43 PM): Sofia is already three drinks in and we haven't even started.

Zara snorted. She grabbed her keys, a mini backpack, two bottles of rosé, and her denim jacket.

—
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THE RIDE TO WREN'S place took eleven minutes. Wren lived above a garage behind her landlord's main house near Barton Springs. Fairy lights hung around the porch railing, half of them dead. The door was unlocked.

Zara let herself in.

The pre was barely breathing. Music played low. A few red cups sat on the counter, still empty. Maya was on the futon scrolling her phone. Marcus stood by the speaker queuing songs. Sofia held a full cup and looked like she was ready to defend it with her life.

Four people. That was it. More were supposed to come.

Zara dropped the rosé on the counter. Sofia grabbed one bottle immediately.

"You are my favorite person," Sofia said.

"I know," Zara said.

She poured herself a small cup. Warm and sweet. She leaned against the counter and looked around.

No Wren.

"Where is she?"

"Changing," Maya said without looking up.

Zara drank her wine. Marcus found a song everyone agreed on. Sofia tried to start a conversation about someone's ex. Maya kept scrolling. The room was slow and easy. No pressure yet.

The bathroom door opened.

Wren stepped out in a white tank top and black jeans. Her dark hair was loose past her shoulders. No makeup except something on her lashes. She looked like she had not tried at all, which was exactly the point.

She spotted Zara and walked over.

"Hey," Wren said. She stopped close. Close enough to smell like soap and something clean. "Does this top look stupid?"

Zara looked at the white tank top. The thin fabric. The shape of Wren's shoulder.

"No," Zara said.

Wren smiled. A small crooked thing. "Good. I changed four times."

"I heard."

More people would come later. The night was still young. The bar was hours away. For now, it was just the two of them in Wren's cramped kitchen, the music low, the wine warm, and nothing urgent pressing against the door.

Zara took another sip and let herself enjoy it.
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Chapter 2: Where Are They?
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By ten o'clock, the pre was no longer barely breathing. It was screaming.

Someone had connected a speaker and turned the bass all the way up. A bassline thumped through the floorboards. Red cups multiplied across every surface. The kitchen counter was sticky with spilled rosé. Marcus and a guy named Devon had set up a beer pong table in the living room, and the crowd around it was small but mighty.

Zara stood near the window, half a cup of warm wine in her hand, watching Wren across the room.

Wren was laughing at something Maya said. Her white tank top caught the low light. Her dark hair moved when she tilted her head. She looked easy and loose in a way Zara had not seen before.

Zara looked away. She drank her wine.

The beer pong table erupted in cheers. Marcus sank a shot. Devon pretended to be angry. Sofia climbed onto the futon to see better.

"Where is everyone?" Maya shouted over the music. She was scrolling her phone again. "Jess said she was coming. And Phoebe. And Sam."

Zara shrugged. "Late."

"Late late or not coming late?"

"Does it matter?"

Maya made a face and kept scrolling.

Wren appeared next to Zara. Close. Zara had not seen her cross the room.

"This song is terrible," Wren said.

"You picked it."

"I know." Wren smiled that crooked smile. "I have bad taste."

Zara snorted. "You have fine taste."

"Fine is not good."

"No," Zara said. "It's not."

They stood there for a moment. The music pounded. Someone splashed beer on the floor. Marcus shouted something unintelligible and the whole room cheered again.

Wren pulled out her phone. "Where are they, actually? Jess said she would be here by now."

Zara pulled out her own phone. No new messages. She texted Jess: You coming?

No response.

Wren was texting too. Her thumb moved fast. Her bottom lip was between her teeth.

Zara watched her mouth. Then looked away again.

"Nothing," Wren said. "I texted Phoebe and Sam. No answer."

"Same."

Maya leaned over the back of the futon. "Call them."

Wren hesitated. "Right now?"

"Yeah. Call them." Maya pointed at the beer pong table. "We need more people. Marcus is cheating anyway."

"I am not cheating!" Marcus yelled from across the room.

"You literally just splashed water on the floor and pretended it was beer."

The room laughed. Marcus flipped them off. The game continued.

Wren looked at Zara. "You call Jess. I'll call Phoebe."

Zara nodded. She pressed Jess's name. The phone rang. And rang. And rang.

Voicemail.

Wren was on her phone too. Her brow was furrowed. She pulled the phone away from her ear. "Voicemail."

"Same."

They stood there, phones in hand, the noise of the room pressing in around them. The bass. The shouting. The splash of cups. Maya climbed down from the futon to pour more wine. Marcus did a victory dance that made everyone groan.

But Zara and Wren were in a small quiet bubble.

"That's weird, right?" Wren said. "Jess always answers."

"Maybe they went somewhere else."

"Without telling us?"

Zara shrugged again, but she did not believe it either.

Wren stepped closer. Just a little. Just enough that Zara could smell her soap again. That clean thing.

"Call her one more time," Wren said.

"I called her once."

"One more time. Please."

Zara looked at Wren's face. The way the light from the fairy lights outside caught her cheek. The way her dark eyes were waiting.

Zara called Jess again.

Ringing. Ringing. Ringing.

Voicemail.

She shook her head.

Wren sighed. She put her phone down on the counter and rubbed her face with both hands. When she looked up, her expression was different. Less easy. Less loose.

"I don't like it," Wren said.

"They're fine."

"You don't know that."

"Neither do you."

Wren picked up her cup and finished the rest of her wine in one long swallow. Her throat moved. Zara watched.

"You worry too much," Zara said.

"And you don't worry enough."

"I worry the exact right amount."

Wren laughed. A real laugh. It cut through the music and the shouting and the mess of the room. "That is the most Zara thing you have ever said."

Zara felt something warm spread through her chest. It was not the wine.

The beer pong table erupted again. Marcus was on his knees pretending to propose to his own cup. Maya was recording it. Sofia was screaming something about a rematch.

Wren leaned against the counter next to Zara. Their shoulders touched. Barely. But Zara felt it.

"Should we try again later?" Wren asked.

"Give them an hour."

"An hour?"

"They're adults, Wren. They'll show up or they won't."

Wren turned her head. Her face was close now. Close enough that Zara could count her lashes if she wanted to.

"You're very calm about this," Wren said.

"You're very not calm about this."

"I care about my friends."

"So do I. I just don't panic first."

Wren smiled again. Smaller this time. More private. "That's why I texted you."

Zara's heart did something stupid. She ignored it.

The music switched to something faster. More bass. More noise. Marcus finally got off his knees and challenged Devon to another round. Maya climbed back onto the futon with a full cup. Sofia started a chant.

But Zara and Wren stayed where they were. Shoulders touching. Phones on the counter. Waiting for friends who had not arrived yet.

And for one song. Then two. Neither of them moved away.
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Chapter 3: Tipsy
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By eleven thirty, the pre had stopped being a pre and started being its own thing.

The beer pong table was a disaster. Cups had tipped over. Water and beer mixed on the floor. They’d only been haphazardly wiped up.

Marcus had taken his shirt off for no reason. Devon was trying to put it back on him. Sofia stood on the futon directing them like a coach.

Zara was on her third cup. Maybe her fourth. She had lost count.

Wren grabbed her wrist. "Come here."

"Where?"

"Kitchen."

Wren pulled her through the crowd. The music was loud. Something with a heavy beat and a woman singing about wanting what she could not have. Zara let herself be pulled. Wren's fingers were warm around her wrist.

They stopped in the kitchen. The counters were sticky. Empty bottles lined the sink. A bag of chips was crushed on the floor.

"Why are we here?" Zara asked.

Wren pointed at the fridge. "More wine."

"You drank all of it."

"There has to be something."

Wren opened the fridge. She bent over to look inside. Her white tank top rode up in the back. A strip of skin showed above her jeans.

Zara looked at the ceiling. Then looked back. Then looked at the ceiling again.

"Nothing," Wren said, standing up. "Except pickles and old hummus."

"Gross."

"Very gross."

They stood in the messy kitchen. The music thumped through the wall. Someone screamed something about a rematch. A cup fell over. Laughter exploded.

Zara started laughing. She did not know why. The wine was warm in her stomach and Wren was looking at her with a confused smile and everything felt loose and easy.

"What?" Wren said.

"Nothing."

"You're laughing at nothing?"

"I'm laughing at Marcus's nipples."

Wren turned to look. Marcus was chasing Devon around the living room with his shirt off. His chest was pale and skinny and he was making a buzzing noise like a bee.

Wren burst out laughing. A loud, ugly, beautiful laugh. She grabbed Zara's arm to steady herself.

"Oh my God," Wren said. "He looks like a naked mole rat."

"A naked mole rat with a mission."

"To pollinate Devon?"

Zara lost it. She doubled over. Her cup sloshed. Wine dripped onto the floor. She did not care.

Wren was laughing so hard she had tears in her eyes. She wiped them with the back of her hand. Then she looked at Zara. Really looked. Her dark eyes were bright and glassy from drinking.

"You're a mess," Wren said.

"You started it."

"I absolutely did not."

"Your fault," Zara said. "Everything is your fault."

Wren smiled. Slow and warm. "I can live with that."

The music changed. Something faster. Something with horns. Maya came running into the kitchen and grabbed both of them.

"Dance with me," Maya demanded.

"No," Zara said.

"Dance with me or I will cry."

Maya looked like she meant it. Her blue hair was sticking up in twelve directions. Her lipstick was gone. She was already dancing by herself.

Wren shrugged at Zara. Then she started moving.

Not much. Just a shift of her hips. A lift of her arms. Her dark hair swayed. Her white tank top moved over her body.

Zara stopped breathing for a second.

Then Maya grabbed her hands and pulled her in. The three of them danced in the cramped kitchen. Maya was wild and flailing. Wren was smooth and slow. Zara was somewhere in between, trying not to stare at Wren's waist, trying not to notice the way her jeans sat low on her hips.

Maya spun away to find more wine. Then it was just Zara and Wren.

The music was loud. The room was hot. Wren reached out and touched Zara's fingertips. Just a brush. Just a question.

Zara did not pull away.

They danced closer. Not touching except for their hands. Wren's fingers laced through Zara's for a second. Then let go. Then touched again.

Zara's heart was pounding. From the wine. From the music. From something else.

"This is fun," Wren said, almost shouting over the beat.

"Yeah," Zara said. "It is."

Wren smiled. That crooked one. The one that made Zara want to do something stupid.

Across the room, Marcus finally put his shirt back on. Devon looked relieved. Sofia climbed down from the futon and started gathering her things.

The energy shifted. People started checking phones. Pulling out keys. Looking for shoes.

Maya appeared again. "Ubers are coming. Ten minutes. And Jess and Sam and them said they’re meeting us there at the bar."

Cheers went up. Marcus punched the air. Devon started putting on a jacket that was not his.

Wren looked at Zara. Something flickered across her face.

People moved toward the door. Sofia was doing a head count. Maya was arguing with Marcus about who called the first Uber. The room was in a complete state of chaos.

Zara reached for her own phone. Before she could open the app, Wren touched her arm.

"Wait," Wren said.

"What?"

"I'm not done with my drink."

Zara looked at Wren's cup. It was nearly empty.

"No you are," Zara said.

Wren's cheeks went pink. "Okay, almost. But I don't want to go yet."

The room was thinning out. People were putting on shoes. Maya was already at the door yelling at everyone to hurry.

"You don't want to go?" Zara asked.

"I want to stay. Just a few more minutes."

Zara looked at the door. Then at Wren. Then at the door again.

"Okay," Zara said.

Maya appeared in front of them. "Let's go. The Ubers are here."

"You go," Wren said. "We'll catch the next one."

"Next one? There is no next one. We're all in two cars."

"Then we'll meet you there."

Maya blinked. "Meet us where?"

"The club. Whatever it's called."

"It's called Violet Crown," Maya said slowly. "And you're being weird."

"We're being relaxed," Zara said. "Go. We'll be there in fifteen minutes."

Maya looked back and forth between them. Her eyes narrowed. Then she shrugged.

"Fine. But if you're not there in twenty, I'm coming back."

"You won't," Wren said.

"I will."

"You won't have a car."

Maya cursed and ran toward the door.

The front door opened. Voices spilled out into the night. Laughter. Goodbyes. Someone yelled "See you there!" Someone else yelled "Don't be late!"

Then the door closed.

The music was still playing. Low now. Someone had turned it down before leaving. The apartment was a disaster. Cups everywhere. Sticky floors. Marcus's shirt abandoned on the futon.

And Wren and Zara stood in the middle of it. Alone.

Wren looked at the door. Then at Zara. Then down at her own hands.

The shyness came fast. A sudden quiet after all that noise. Neither of them spoke.

Zara tucked a piece of hair behind her ear. Wren crossed her arms. Then uncrossed them.

"So," Wren said.

"So," Zara said.

The music played. The mess waited. And somewhere across town, their friends were piling into Ubers without them.
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Chapter 4: Friends or Lovers?
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The silence in the apartment was heavy, thick with the smell of spilled beer and the lingering heat of the party. Zara’s heart was still hammering against her ribs, a rhythm that had nothing to do with dancing and everything to do with the way Wren was looking at her. The shyness was gone, replaced by a sharp, electric tension that made Zara’s skin prickle.

Wren stepped closer. "So," she said again, her voice dropping an octave, losing the playful edge she’d worn all night.

"So," Zara echoed, but her throat was dry.

Wren didn't wait. She reached out, her fingers finding the hem of Zara’s tank top, and tugged. "You said everything was my fault."

"Yeah," Zara breathed, her hands coming up to rest on Wren's shoulders. Her palms were hot against Wren's bare skin.

"Then make me pay for it."

Zara didn't hesitate. She surged forward, closing the tiny gap between them, and collided with Wren’s mouth. It wasn't a tentative first kiss. It was hungry, desperate, fueled by wine and the sudden realization that they were finally, officially alone.

Wren gasped into the kiss, her hands tangling in Zara’s hair, pulling her head back slightly to deepen the angle. They made a loud, messy sound as they kissed—lips smacking, tongues sliding together, breaths hitching. Zara groaned, the vibration rumbling in her chest, and pushed Wren back against the sticky kitchen island.

"Fuck," Wren muttered against Zara's lips, breaking the kiss for a split second to bite Zara's lower lip hard enough to sting. "You taste like wine and trouble."

"Shut up and kiss me," Zara whispered, her hands sliding under Wren’s shirt, exploring the warm, smooth skin of her lower back.

Wren responded with a growl that sounded animalistic. She shoved Zara against the counter, her hips grinding hard against Zara’s, friction creating a spark that made Zara’s toes curl. The kiss turned frantic. Tongues battled, teeth clashed, and they swallowed each other's moans.

"I need to get out of these clothes," Wren mumbled against Zara's neck, her teeth scraping the sensitive skin there, causing Zara to shudder violently.

"Here?" Zara gasped, her fingers working frantically at the buttons of Wren’s jeans.

"No, not here," Wren corrected, grabbing Zara’s wrist and pulling her toward the hallway. "My room. Bed. Now."

They stumbled down the dark hallway, still kissing, still touching. Clothes became obstacles. Wren shoved Zara against the wall of the hallway, grinding against her, before her fingers finally popped the button of Zara’s jeans. Zara returned the favor, her hands sliding into Wren's waistband, tugging the fabric down over her hips.

Wren kicked her jeans and panties away, her legs tangled in the fabric. Zara was faster, ripping her own jeans off, then shoving her shirt over her head. They stood there for a second in the dim light of the hallway, skin glowing, chests heaving, before Wren grabbed Zara’s hand and shoved her into her bedroom.

Wren kicked the door shut and locked it. The click of the latch echoed like a gunshot.

"Bed," Zara said, her voice rough.

Wren threw herself backward onto the mattress, pulling Zara on top of her. They rolled together, a tangle of limbs, wrestling for position until Zara was straddling Wren's waist. The mattress creaked under their weight.

Wren looked up at her, her hair messy, her eyes dark and dilated. "Look at you," she whispered. "So fucking perfect."

Zara leaned down, licking her way down Wren's jaw, her throat, her collarbone, her fingers unbuttoning Wren's shirt and shoving the fabric aside. Wren's breasts were exposed, her nipples hard and pink against her dark skin.

"Fuck," Zara hissed, leaning down to take one into her mouth. She sucked hard, circling one of Wren’s areolas with her tongue, while her hand moved down to the waistband of her own remaining underwear.

Wren arched her back, a loud, guttural sound tearing from her throat. "Yes! Just like that. Don't stop!"

Zara didn't stop. She worked her way down Wren's body, unbuttoning the rest of her shirt, shoving it off her shoulders until it was bunched up under her neck. Wren’s hands were everywhere, pulling Zara closer, her fingers digging into Zara's hips.

"Take it off," Wren demanded, her voice trembling. "Take everything off."

Zara peeled her underwear off, tossing it aside, and crawled back up Wren's body. She hovered over her, looking down at the woman she had wanted for so long, now finally right here, waiting.

"God, you're beautiful," Zara said, her voice thick with lust. She leaned down, capturing Wren’s lips in another searing kiss, her tongue sliding into Wren's mouth to taste her, to claim her.

Wren pulled her down, wrapping her legs around Zara's waist, locking her ankles. "I want you to finger me," Wren said, her voice a breathless plea. "Please, Zara. Now."

Zara reached for the lube she had seen on the nightstand, her fingers fumbling slightly before she got a grip. She slicked her fingers, rubbing them over Wren's entrance, feeling the way Wren’s body tensed and then melted in anticipation.

"Wren," Zara warned, her voice low. "I'm going to go slow."

"It doesn’t have to be," Wren snapped, bucking her hips up to meet Zara’s hand. "You can warm me up slowly. But I want you so badly. I want it hard and rough."

Zara obeyed. She pressed two fingers inside, stretching Wren slowly, watching the pleasure on Wren's face, the way her eyes rolled back and her mouth opened in a silent scream. She added a third finger, curling them just right, and Wren’s hips bucked wildly against her hand.

"Yes," Wren gasped. "Fuck, yes. More. I want you to stretch me wide."

Zara leaned down, kissing Wren again, but this time she pulled away, moving between Wren's legs. She spread Wren's thighs, exposing her fully. The sight of Wren, wet and open and waiting for her, made Zara's head spin.

"Look at you," Zara murmured, leaning down to lick her way from Wren's hipbone to her pussy. She tasted her, the scent musky and intoxicating. Wren arched her back, her fingers tangling in Zara's hair.

"Fuck, Zara," Wren cried out. "Don't stop. Eat me."

Zara took the challenge. She pressed her tongue flat against Wren's clit, sucking it into her mouth while her fingers kept working inside her. Wren’s hips started to move, pushing her pussy against Zara’s face, desperate for more friction.

"God, you're good at that," Wren moaned, her voice breaking. "Eat me harder. Make me cum."

Zara didn't hold back. She lapped at Wren, her tongue darting in and out, her fingers curling deep inside, hitting that sweet spot over and over. Wren’s breathing became ragged, her nails digging into Zara's shoulders.

"I'm close," Wren warned, her voice trembling. "Zara, I'm so close."

"Come for me," Zara commanded, increasing the speed of her tongue. "Cum on my tongue, Wren. Let me feel it."

Wren screamed, her hips jerking violently as she climaxed. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on Zara's fingers, pulsing in wave after wave. She cried out, her name falling from her lips like a prayer. "Zara! Zara!"

Zara didn't stop until the last tremor had faded. She licked Wren clean, savoring the taste of her release.

When Wren finally came down, she grabbed Zara's shoulders, pulling her up. "My turn," she gasped. "Now. I want to taste you."

Wren rolled them over, positioning herself between Zara's legs. She spread Zara's thighs wide, her eyes dark with hunger. "You're dripping," Wren whispered, leaning down to lick Zara's clit.

Zara gasped, her head falling back against the pillow. "Fuck, yes. Do it. Lick me."

Wren went to work, her tongue flicking and swirling, her fingers working in and out of Zara's wetness. Zara's hips bucked against Wren's face, her hands gripping the sheets, her toes curling.

"Harder," Zara demanded. "Make me cum."

"I'm going to make you cum so hard you won't be able to walk," Wren muttered against her skin, her tongue pressing down harder.

Zara’s orgasm hit her like a freight train. She screamed, her body arching off the bed, her pussy clamping down on Wren's fingers. She pulsed, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through her, her voice echoing in the small room.

“Holy fuck! Yes Wren! PLEASE DON’T STOP!” Zara’s cries grew louder, followed by moans and groans of Oh! and Ahh! and Ughh!

“Good girl! There you go!” Wren encouraged, slowing her pace but continuing for as long as Zara’s orgasm lasted. She lay there with her, allowing Zara to gradually catch her breath afterwards.

They both just stayed there for a moment, breathing hard, sweat dripping from their skin.

"Fuck," Wren breathed, her voice hoarse. "That was... intense."

“Yeah... but in the best way,” Zara replied.

“Yeah, for sure. Can’t say I’ve ever done anything quite like that before,” said Wren.

“Haha, me neither!” laughed Zara.

The two of them interlaced their fingers. And they just lay there together, collecting their respective breaths.
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Chapter 5: Shy on Campus
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Three days had passed since the night of the party.

Zara had replayed it approximately four hundred times. The way Wren's back arched. The sound she made. The way her fingers felt tangled in Zara's hair. She had woken up the next morning with Wren's arm thrown over her stomach and a hangover that made her want to die.

They had gone to breakfast. Wren had ordered pancakes. Zara had ordered coffee and tried not to stare at the mark on Wren's collarbone. Everything had seemed fine. Normal. Good, even.

Then Zara went home.

And the texts had been... fine. A few messages. A meme from Wren. A "how's your day" from Zara. Nothing about the night. Nothing about what it meant. Just the careful, shallow water of two people pretending they hadn't seen each other naked.

Now it was Wednesday. The sky was gray. Zara was walking across the Quad with a coffee in one hand and a book in the other, trying to get to her afternoon class before the professor locked the door.

She saw Wren from fifty yards away.

Dark hair. White sneakers. A green backpack slung over one shoulder. She was laughing at something, walking between Maya and a girl Zara did not recognize.

Zara's stomach flipped.

She considered crossing the lawn. Taking a different path. Pretending she had not seen anything. But Wren looked up at exactly the wrong moment. Their eyes met.

Wren smiled. Waved.

Zara had no choice. She walked over.

"Hey," Wren said. She stopped walking. Her friends stopped too. Maya gave Zara a look. A knowing one. Zara ignored it.

"Hey," Zara said. Her voice came out normal. Thank God.

"Going to class?" Wren asked.

"Yeah. Donnelly Hall. History of something."

"You don't know what?"

"Yeah, I don’t really remember. I'll find out when I get there."

Wren laughed. A small one. Her eyes were bright. She looked good. Really good. Zara tried not to notice.

"This is Jenna," Wren said, gesturing to the girl she did not recognize. "She's in my psych workshop."

Jenna waved. Zara waved back.

Maya was still staring. Zara wanted to push her into the fountain.

"How was your weekend?" Wren asked. Like she did not already know. Like they had not spent half of it wrapped around each other.

"Good," Zara said. "Quiet. Did some reading."

"Same." Wren nodded. Her hair fell across her cheek. She did not push it back. "Except for Friday. Friday was fun."

Zara's heart hammered. Friday was the night. The kitchen. The bedroom. The noises. "Yeah," she said. "Fun."

Maya snorted. Jenna looked confused.

Wren glanced at Maya. A quick, sharp look. Maya stopped snorting.

"Well," Zara said, shifting her book to her other hand. "I should go. Don't want to be late."

"Yeah, of course." Wren smiled again. The crooked one. The one that made Zara want to do something stupid. "I'll text you later."

"Okay. We’ll see ya, I guess."

"Yeah, sounds good. See ya!"

Zara nodded at Maya and Jenna. Then she turned and walked toward Donnelly Hall. Her legs felt weird. Her coffee was getting cold. She did not look back.

But she felt Wren watching her. She was almost sure of it.

By the time she reached the building, her heart was still racing. She leaned against the brick wall for a second and closed her eyes.

That was fine, she told herself. You were normal. You were chill. You said the word "fun" and it did not sound weird.

But something felt different. She could not explain it. The conversation had been fine. Friendly. Surface level. Exactly what you would say to someone you hooked up with once and did not know what to do with now.

Zara opened her eyes.

Is it different now? she wondered. Or am I the one making it different?

She did not have an answer. She pushed off the wall and went to class.
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Chapter 6: Nervous
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By Thursday, Zara was losing her mind.

Not in a dramatic way. She was still going to class. Still eating. Still texting people back. But underneath all of that, something was buzzing. A low, constant hum of what the hell is happening.

She and Wren had exchanged maybe ten texts since Tuesday. A few about homework. One about the weather. Nothing about Friday. Nothing about the way Wren had said "fun" like it meant something else.

The weekend was coming. Mutual friends were already planning another party. Another night of drinking and music and standing close to each other in crowded rooms. Zara could not do it. Not with this thing hanging between them like a curtain she was afraid to pull back.

So she texted Wren on Thursday morning.

Hey. You free this afternoon? Want to grab coffee?

Wren replied in under a minute.

Yeah. What time?

4?

Perfect. The Grind?

See you there.

Zara stared at her phone for a long time after that. Then she went to class and paid attention to absolutely nothing.

—
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THE GRIND WAS THE COFFEE shop on the bottom floor of the student union. It was somewhat crowded at 4 p.m., but Zara found a small table in the back corner near the window. Quiet enough. Private enough.

She ordered a cold brew and sat down. Her knee bounced under the table.

The door opened. Wren walked in.

Dark jeans. A gray sweater with the sleeves pushed up. Her hair was in a low ponytail. She spotted Zara immediately and smiled. That small crooked one.

Zara's heart did its stupid thing again.

Wren got a drink and walked over. She slid into the seat across from Zara. Their knees almost touched under the small table.

"Hey," Wren said.

"Hey."

A beat. Wren wrapped her hands around her cup. Zara picked at the label on hers.

"So," Wren said. "This feels like a 'we need to talk' coffee."

Zara winced. "Is that bad?"

"No." Wren shook her head. "I just wanted to say that first so we didn't have to dance around it."

Zara laughed. A short, surprised laugh. "Okay. Good. Because I'm bad at dancing around things."

"I know." Wren smiled. "That's why I texted you first on Friday."

Zara blinked. "What?"

"At the pre. I texted you before anyone else. To make sure you were coming." Wren looked down at her cup. "I wanted you there."

Zara's chest felt tight. "Why didn't you say anything after?"

"After when?"

"After Saturday. After breakfast. You just... went quiet."

Wren looked up. Her dark eyes were serious. "I didn't want to push. You left that morning and you seemed fine. But then I kept thinking... what if that was just a hookup to you? What if I made it weird by acting like it was more?"

Zara stared at her. "You thought it was just a hookup to me?"

"I didn't know." Wren's voice was quiet. "You're hard to read, Zara. You're so calm all the time. I couldn't tell if you wanted space or if you wanted me to text you twenty times a day."

"I don't want twenty texts a day."

"Okay."

"I want like... five."

Wren laughed. A real one. "Five texts a day. That's your line."

"That's my line." Zara was smiling now. She could not help it. "I'm not hard to read. You just didn't ask."

"Neither did you."

"Fair."

They sat there for a moment. The coffee shop hummed around them. Someone laughed near the counter. A blender whirred.

Zara set down her cup. "I didn't want space. I wanted... I don't know. I wanted you to act like nothing had changed. But also like something had changed. Does that make sense?"

"Not even a little."

"Good." Zara laughed. "Then we're even."

Wren reached across the table. Her fingers brushed Zara's knuckles. Just for a second. Then she pulled her hand back.

"I wasn't trying to ignore you," Wren said. "I was trying to be respectful. We have all the same friends. I didn't want to accidentally out you to everyone if you weren't ready for that."

"Out me?"

"You know what I mean. Our friends don't know what happened. And I didn't know if you wanted them to."

Zara considered this. She had not even thought about that part. She had been too busy replaying the noises and the way Wren's skin felt under her hands.

"I don't care who knows," Zara said. "I just care about what happens next."

Wren's eyebrows went up. "What do you want to happen next?"

Zara opened her mouth. She hesitated. She closed it, then opened it again.

"I don't know," she admitted. "But I want to figure it out. And I can't do that if we're both being weird and not texting each other."

"We're not being weird."

"We're being so weird!"

Wren laughed again. That loud, ugly, beautiful one. A few people looked over. She did not care.

"Okay," Wren said. "No more weird. No more respectful silence. I'll text you. You text me. We’ll figure it out."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

Zara let out a breath she did not know she had been holding. Her shoulders dropped. The buzzing in her chest quieted.

They talked for another twenty minutes. About classes. About Maya's new haircut. About the party this weekend and whether Marcus would take his shirt off again. It was easy. Lighter than it had been in days.

By the time their cups were empty, the sun was lower outside the window. The coffee shop was thinning out.

"I'm starving," Wren said. "Do you want to get food?"

Zara looked at her. The gray sweater. The ponytail. The small smile.

"Yeah," she said. "I'd like that."

They stood up. Wren grabbed her cup. Zara grabbed hers. They walked out of The Grind together, shoulders almost touching, the afternoon light warm on their faces.

No more weirdness. Not for now, anyway.
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Chapter 7: The Bus
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The two ended up getting burritos together for dinner.

Nothing fancy. A small place off campus with sticky tables and a salsa bar that had seen better days. They had split an order of chips and guacamole. Wren had her burrito with barbacoa. Zara had something with black beans and rice because she was not that hungry, or maybe because she had been too busy watching Wren eat to decide.

Now they were standing by the trash can, tossing their foil wrappers and empty cups.

"That was so good," Wren said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

"You have guacamole on your shirt."

"I do not."

"Left shoulder. Right there."

Wren looked down, struggling to find it at first. Then she laughed. That loud one. "I'm a disaster."

"You are a disaster," Zara agreed. She was smiling. She had been smiling for the last hour. Her cheeks almost hurt.

They pushed through the door and stepped outside. The air was cool. The sun was almost gone. A few streetlights had started to flicker on.

The bus stop was two blocks away. They walked side by side, shoulders brushing every few steps. No music. No rush. Just the sound of their footsteps and the distant hum of traffic.

Zara was about to say something about the party this weekend. She did not get the chance.

Wren stopped walking. Her hand caught Zara's wrist. It was gentle, but firm, causing Zara’s body to begin to twist.

Zara turned around.

And Wren kissed her.

Right there. On the sidewalk. A bus idling at the red light. A guy on a bike rolling past. Wren's hand slid from Zara's wrist to the back of her neck, pulling her closer. Her lips were soft and certain. No hesitation.

Zara froze for half a second. Then she kissed back.

It was brief. A few seconds. Maybe five. But it was enough to make Zara's head spin. When Wren pulled back, her dark eyes were bright and a little nervous.

"What was that for?" Zara asked. Her voice came out breathy.

Wren shrugged. One shoulder. The crooked smile. "I wanted to."

"You just... wanted to."

"Yeah." Wren's cheeks were pink. "Is that okay?"

Zara looked at her. The gray sweater. The ponytail. The guacamole stain on her left shoulder. This girl who had texted her first, who had been trying to be respectful, who had just kissed her at a bus stop like it was the most natural thing in the world.

"Yeah," Zara said. "It's okay."

Wren's smile got wider. "Good."

The bus was coming. They could see its lights two blocks away. Zara reached down and took Wren's hand. Their fingers laced together easily, like they had done it a hundred times before.

They found seats near the back. Out of the way. Not hiding, exactly. Just keeping something for themselves. The bus was half empty. No one looked at them. No one cared.

Wren leaned her head against Zara's shoulder. Zara rested her cheek on top of Wren's hair. Their hands stayed tangled together in Zara's lap.

The bus rumbled through the Austin streets. Streetlights passed in soft yellow blurs. Neither of them spoke.

They didn’t need to.
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Chapter 8: More
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The bus hissed to a stop. Zara felt it more than heard it, a slight jolt that pulled her from the warm, comfortable haze she'd been drifting in. Wren's head was still on her shoulder, their fingers still laced together. Zara didn't want to move.

"This is us," Wren whispered, her voice muffled by Zara's jacket. She lifted her head slowly, her hair a mess against Zara's neck.

Zara blinked, looking out the window. They were in front of a small, two-story house with a porch light on. A bike was lying on its side in the overgrown grass. It looked like every other student house on the street.

"Right," Zara said, her voice coming out rough. She cleared her throat.

They stood up, their hands separating for the first time in twenty minutes. Zara felt the loss like a chill. They followed the few other passengers off the bus, the cool night air hitting their faces.

The doors folded shut with a sigh and the bus rumbled away, leaving them in the sudden quiet. The only sounds were the distant thrum of an unknown party and the chirping of crickets.

They stood on the sidewalk, looking at the house. The porch light cast a sickly yellow glow on the front steps. A single window was lit on the first floor.

"My roommates are probably home," Wren said, her voice low. She kicked at a loose piece of pavement.

"Right," Zara said again. Her heart was starting to beat faster. The easy intimacy of the bus ride was evaporating, replaced by a nervous energy that made her palms sweat.

Wren looked at her, her eyes searching Zara's face. "We don't have to..."

"I want to," Zara said, cutting her off. She reached out, her fingers finding the hem of Wren's gray sweater. "I really want to."

Wren's relief was visible. A slow smile spread across her face. "Okay. But we have to be quiet. Like, ninja-level quiet."

"Ninja quiet," Zara agreed, stepping closer.

Wren's hand came up to cup Zara's cheek, her thumb stroking the skin just below her ear. "I'm not sure I'm capable of ninja quiet."

"Me neither," Zara whispered, leaning in.

The kiss was different from the one at the bus stop. That one had been a statement, a question asked and answered. This one was a promise. It was slow and deep, full of the unspoken things they hadn't said on the bus. Wren's lips were soft, parting easily under Zara's. Zara slid her hand up Wren's arm, her fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of her neck, pulling her closer.

Wren sighed into the kiss, her body melting against Zara's. She tasted like her burrito and the mint gum she'd been chewing. Zara's head started to spin again, the world narrowing down to the feeling of Wren's mouth, the warmth of her body, the scent of her shampoo.

"We should go inside," Wren mumbled against Zara's lips, but she didn't move.

"We should," Zara agreed, but she didn't move either.

They kissed for another minute, a long, slow, desperate kiss that felt like it was trying to make up for all the time they hadn't been kissing. Finally, Wren pulled back, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen.

"Okay," she said, her voice shaky. "Now. Inside."

She fumbled in her pocket for her keys, her hands trembling slightly. Zara stood behind her, her hands resting on Wren's hips, her chin on Wren's shoulder. Wren smelled like laundry detergent and something else, something warm and uniquely her.

The key scraped in the lock. The door swung open with a low creak.

"Shh," Wren whispered, glancing back at Zara.

They slipped inside, closing the door as quietly as they could. The house was fairly dark, save for the sliver of light coming from under a door down the hall. The air was stale, smelling like old pizza and incense.

Wren took Zara's hand, her fingers cold and clammy. She led her through the dark living room, navigating around a pile of shoes and a stack of textbooks with the ease of someone who lived there. Zara followed, her eyes adjusting to the gloom, her heart pounding in her chest.

They crept up the stairs, each step a potential disaster. The wood groaned under their weight. On the landing, a floorboard creaked loudly, and they both froze, holding their breath. They waited, listening for any sign of movement from below. Nothing.

Wren let out a shaky breath and pulled Zara toward a door at the end of the hall. She turned the knob slowly, pushing it open just enough for them to slip through.

Wren closed the door behind them, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet. She turned to face Zara, her back against the wood, her eyes wide.

"We made it," she whispered, a nervous laugh escaping her lips.

Zara didn't say anything. She crossed the room in two steps, pinning Wren against the door. She kissed her hard, her hands sliding up Wren's sides, feeling the curve of her ribs through the thin fabric of her sweater.

Wren responded instantly, her arms wrapping around Zara's neck, her fingers tangling in her hair. She kissed back with a desperate hunger that made Zara's knees weak. They kissed like they were starving, like they'd been waiting for this their whole lives.

Zara pulled back, her breathing ragged. She looked at Wren, her face illuminated by the streetlight filtering through the window. Her eyes were dark, her lips parted.

"Remember what you said?" Zara whispered, her hands moving to the hem of Wren's sweater. "About being loud?"

Wren nodded, her throat working.

"I want to hear you," Zara said, her voice low and rough. "But you can't. You have to be quiet."

Wren's eyes widened, a flicker of panic and excitement in their depths. "I don't know if I can."

"You’ll have to try," Zara said, pulling the sweater over Wren's head.

Wren's skin was warm and soft. Zara's hands roamed over her back, her shoulders, her stomach. Wren shivered, her hands fumbling with the zipper of Zara's jacket.

"Bed," Zara mumbled, her lips finding the sensitive spot behind Wren's ear.

Wren nodded, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud. Zara nipped at her neck, her teeth scraping the skin, and Wren let out a strangled gasp.

"Shh," Zara reminded her, her hand coming up to cover Wren's mouth.

Wren's tongue flicked out, tasting Zara's palm. Zara groaned, the sound muffled by Wren's skin. She pulled her hand away, replacing it with her mouth.

They stumbled toward the bed, a mess of tangled limbs and frantic kisses. They fell onto the mattress, a tangle of sheets and extremities. Zara landed on top, her legs straddling Wren's hips.

Wren looked up at her, her chest heaving, her hair spread out on the pillow like a dark halo. "You're wearing too many clothes," she whispered, her hands tugging at Zara's shirt.

Zara sat up, pulling the shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Wren's hands were on her instantly, her fingers tracing the lines of Zara's ribs, her thumbs brushing against the underside of Zara's breasts.

Zara leaned down, her mouth finding Wren's again. They kissed, slow and deep, their hands exploring each other's bodies with a growing urgency. Zara's fingers found the button of Wren's jeans, her knuckles brushing against the soft skin of her stomach.

Wren arched her hips, helping Zara slide the denim down her legs. Zara tossed the jeans aside, her eyes taking in the sight of Wren, half-naked and spread out on her bed.

"God, you're beautiful," Zara breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

Wren blushed, turning her head to the side. "Stop it."

"No," Zara said, leaning down to kiss her collarbone. "I mean it."

She worked her way down Wren's body, her lips and tongue tracing a path over her skin. Wren's hands tangled in her hair, her breathing growing ragged. Zara could feel the tension building in Wren's body, the way her muscles tensed and relaxed under her touch.

Zara settled between Wren's legs, her hands spreading her thighs. Wren was already wet, her arousal glistening in the dim light. Zara leaned down, her tongue darting out to taste her.

Wren cried out, her hands flying to her mouth to muffle the sound. Her hips bucked off the bed, her body trembling.

Zara smiled against her, her tongue circling Wren's clit. She took her time, exploring every inch of her, listening to the sounds Wren was trying so hard to suppress. The little gasps and choked-off moans were more intoxicating than any scream. Zara flattened her tongue, lapping slowly from her entrance to her clit, savoring the taste and the way Wren's thighs quivered on either side of her head.

"Zara," Wren whimpered, her voice muffled by her own hand. "Please. Don't stop."

Zara had no intention of stopping. She slid two fingers inside Wren, feeling the immediate, tight clench of her body. She curled them upward, finding that spongy spot that made Wren's back arch off the mattress. Wren bit down on her knuckles, a desperate, strangled sound escaping her throat.

The need to see Wren's face, to watch her fall apart, was overwhelming. Zara slowly withdrew her fingers and crawled back up Wren's body, kissing her deeply, letting her taste herself on Zara's lips. Wren kissed her back with a frantic energy, her hands roaming over Zara's back, pulling her closer.

"I want to taste you," Wren whispered against her mouth, the words a desperate plea. "Now."

Zara didn't need to be told twice. She swung her leg over Wren's body, straddling her face as she lowered her own head back between Wren's thighs. The world shifted, narrowed to the sensation of Wren's hot breath against her own wetness, and the intoxicating sight and smell of Wren's pussy just inches from her face.

Wren's hands gripped Zara's hips, pulling her down. The first touch of Wren's tongue against her clit was electric. It was a slow, deliberate stroke, and Zara's entire body jolted with pleasure. She had to bite her own lip to keep from crying out.

They settled into a rhythm, a slow, agonizingly pleasurable dance of tongues and fingers. Zara focused on Wren's clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue, then sucking it gently into her mouth. Wren mirrored her actions, her tongue exploring Zara's folds, her hands kneading Zara's ass.

It was a feedback loop of pleasure. Every time Zara did something Wren liked—a particular flick of her tongue, a certain pressure with her fingers—Wren would do it back to her, amplified. Zara could feel her own orgasm building, a slow, deep wave starting in the pit of her stomach. She fought it, wanting to draw this out, wanting to feel Wren cum first.

She slid her fingers back inside Wren, curling them just right as she increased the pressure of her tongue on her clit. Wren's hips began to move in a slow, grinding circle against Zara's face. Her breathing was coming in short, sharp pants, and the sounds she was making were getting louder, less controlled.

"Zara," she gasped, her voice high and tight. "I'm... I can't..."

Zara didn't let up. She pumped her fingers faster, her tongue working relentlessly. She could feel Wren's thighs starting to shake, her muscles tensing. Wren's mouth went slack against Zara's pussy, her pleasure overriding her focus.

“Zara!” Wren cried out quietly. “S-slow down... I can’t... can’t take any more,” she groaned, struggling and failing to maintain a low volume.

Zara simply continued tasting her, wanting to push Wren over the edge.

Then, it hit. Wren's body went rigid, a silent, violent tremor running through her. Zara felt the pulse of her orgasm around her fingers, the rhythmic clenching of her muscles. A choked, desperate sob escaped Wren's lips, her body convulsing under Zara's. Zara held her through it, her tongue slowing, her fingers still, letting the waves of pleasure wash over her.

As Wren came down, her body limp and pliant, she seemed to remember where she was and what she was supposed to be doing. With a renewed sense of purpose, she attacked Zara's pussy with a ferocity that took her breath away.

Her tongue was everywhere, her fingers joining in, sliding deep inside Zara. Wren was so desperate to please her.

Zara’s head fell backwards, eyes toward the ceiling. “Oh fuck!” she softly moaned.

“Mmmm!” Wren groaned, continuing to eat Zara out.

As Zara’s breaths grew deeper and longer, her eyes came back down toward her partner. The sight of Wren, still flushed from her own orgasm, her face buried in Zara's pussy, was enough to push Zara over the edge.

Her orgasm wasn't a sharp, sudden peak. It was a slow, rolling crest that broke over her, stealing her breath and her vision. It started deep inside, a warmth that spread through her entire body until her toes curled and her muscles seized. She buried her face in Wren's thigh to muffle the cry that tore from her throat, her body shuddering with the force of it.

Wren held her, her tongue and fingers gentling, guiding her through the aftershocks until Zara was a boneless, panting mess.

Slowly, carefully, Zara disentangled their limbs and collapsed onto the bed beside Wren. The room was silent, save for the sound of their ragged breathing. The air was thick with the smell of sex and sweat.

Zara turned her head, looking at Wren. Her hair was a mess, her face was flushed, and her lips were swollen. She had never looked more beautiful.

Wren met her gaze, a slow, tired smile spreading across her face. "So much for ninja quiet," she whispered, her voice hoarse.

Zara laughed, a real, genuine laugh that she quickly muffled with her hand. "I think we failed."

"Miserably," Wren agreed, rolling onto her side to face Zara. She reached out, her fingers tracing the line of Zara's jaw. "But it was worth it."

"Yeah," Zara said, her voice soft. "It was."

They lay there in the quiet, the comfortable silence stretching between them. Zara could hear the faint sound of a TV from downstairs, the distant wail of a siren. Outside, the world kept turning. But in here, in this small, cluttered room, it felt like they were the only two people who mattered.

Wren's hand moved from Zara's jaw to her hair, her fingers gently combing through the strands. "Stay tonight?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

Zara's heart skipped a beat. She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

Wren's smile widened. She leaned in, pressing a soft, gentle kiss to Zara's lips. It wasn't a kiss filled with lust or desperation. It was a kiss filled with something else, something tender and hopeful.

Zara kissed her back, her arms wrapping around Wren's waist, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. They lay tangled together, a mess of limbs and sheets, and for the first time in a long time, Zara felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.
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Chapter 9: Hope
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Sunlight leaked through the blinds. Thin yellow stripes across the messy sheets. Across Wren's bare shoulder. Across Zara's arm, still draped over Wren's waist.

Zara opened her eyes slowly. The room was quiet. No music. No voices downstairs. Just the soft sound of Wren breathing next to her.

Wren's hair was everywhere. Tangled across the pillow. Across Zara's face. Zara smiled and did not move it. She just lay there, watching the stripes of sunlight shift on Wren's skin.

Wren stirred. Her nose twitched. Then her eyelids fluttered open.

"Hey," Zara said.

"Hey," Wren mumbled. Her voice was thick with sleep. "You stayed."

"You asked me to."

"I know. I just..." Wren blinked. She looked at Zara like she was trying to remember if she was real. "I didn't know if you would."

Zara tucked a piece of hair behind Wren's ear. "I'm here."

Wren smiled. That crooked one. Still half asleep. Still perfect.

They lay there for a while. Not talking. Just breathing. Wren's fingers found Zara's under the sheet. Their hands laced together like they had done it a hundred times.

"You have morning breath," Wren said finally.

"And you have bed head."

"I know." Wren grinned. "It's cute."

"It's something."

Wren shoved her gently. Zara laughed. The sound was soft and low, nothing like the loud party laughs from Friday night. This was just for them.

"What time is it?" Wren asked.

Zara looked around for her phone. It was on the floor, dead. "No idea."

"Good." Wren pulled Zara closer. Her face pressed into Zara's neck. Her lips brushed against Zara's collarbone. "Then we don't have to move."

"We should probably get up eventually."

"Probably."

Neither of them moved.

The sunlight got brighter. A car passed outside. Somewhere in the house, a roommate turned on a shower. The world was waking up. But in this room, time felt different. Slower. Softer.

Zara ran her hand down Wren's back. The skin was warm. Smooth. She traced small circles between Wren's shoulder blades.

Wren made a small sound. Content. Happy.

"I'm glad you texted me," Wren said, her voice muffled against Zara's skin.

"I'm glad you said yes."

"I almost said no."

Zara stopped tracing. "Why?"

Wren pulled back. She looked at Zara with serious eyes. "I was scared. I thought if we talked about it, you would realize it was a mistake."

Zara's chest tightened. "It wasn't a mistake."

"I know that now." Wren smiled. Small and shy. "I knew it when we kissed back at the bus stop."

They looked at each other. The sunlight moved across the pillow. Zara could see dust motes floating in the air. Everything felt fragile and precious at the same time.

"So what happens now?" Zara asked.

Wren considered this. Her thumb traced the back of Zara's hand. "Well. There's a party this weekend."

"There is."

"Our friends will be there."

"They will."

Wren bit her lip. "Do you want to go together? Like... together together?"

Zara's heart did that stupid thing again. The good one. "Yeah," she said. "I'd like that."

"Okay." Wren nodded. Her smile got wider. "Okay."

They stayed in bed for another hour. Talking about nothing. Laughing about Marcus's shirtless dance. Making plans for breakfast. For the party. For the rest of the week.

Nothing was decided. Nothing was certain. But lying there with Wren's head on her chest and the sunlight warm on her face, Zara felt something she had not felt in a long time.

Hope.

––––––––
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3
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        The moment their plane touches down in Naples, Monica and Nicole know this trip will change everything. But not for the reasons they expect.
From the chaotic energy of the arrivals hall to the jaw-dropping cliffside views of the Amalfi Coast, every second in Italy feels like a postcard come to life. The lemon trees. The cobblestone streets. The sea so blue it hurts to look at. It's the romantic getaway they've been dreaming of for years.
But between the pasta and the wine and the handholding through ancient piazzas, something bigger is happening. Something neither of them saw coming.
Meet Monica. Practical. Organized. The brunette who packs a sensible charcoal suitcase and books restaurant reservations three months in advance. She plans everything. Except for how hard she falls for Nicole every single day.
Meet Nicole. Playful. Spontaneous. The blonde who dances through Italian streets in a lemon-yellow sundress and talks to stray cats. She lives in the moment. Except when that moment reminds her how terrified she is of losing what they have.
Together, they're a disaster. Together, they're unstoppable.
From the first kiss at the gelato stand to the last whisper in a sun-drenched hotel room, The Italy Trip follows two women who thought they knew everything about each other. They were wrong.
You want to feel the warmth of the Mediterranean sun on your skin. You want to taste lemon sorbet from a shared spoon. You want to hold your breath as two people who clearly belong together finally say the words they've been dancing around for years.
This is not just a romance. This is a sensory escape.
Within these pages, you'll find:
Candlelit dinners on terraces overlooking the seaSlow walks through gardens that feel like secret kingdomsPlayful banter that crackles with years of inside jokesSteamy, tender love scenes that celebrate intimacy and desireAn ending that will leave your chest full and your heart smilingWhether you're curled up on your couch or dreaming of your next getaway, The Italy Trip is the kind of story you'll want to live inside forever.
Don't wait to fall in love with Monica and Nicole.
Scroll up, click "Buy Now," and book your ticket to the Amalfi Coast today. No passport required. Just an open heart and a craving for something sweet, spicy, and unforgettable.


    
    





  	
	    
	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
          
	          Never Go Back: A Black/Interracial Novella

          
        
          
	          Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Tall Dark & Handsome: A Spicy Interracial Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hot Summer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: How I Shared Her

          
        
          
	          Cheating: With The Hot New Neighbor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
          
	          Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Italy Trip: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Between Her Lips: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          FFF: A Lesbian Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          MILF: First Time Blacked

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Secret Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: The Sharing Session

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Portugal

          
        
          
	          The Blow Bang: A Group Sex Fantasy

          
        
          
	          The BBC Gangbang: From Fantasy to Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A SPICY LESBIAN
ROMANCE NOVELLA

o






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/teaser_4238120_image.jpg
®

Nfs* Naughtee





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





