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Chapter One




Paige jolted awake, her eyes snapping open to the frantic pounding on her bedroom door and the shrill buzzing voice of her mother.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Paige? Seriously? Don’t tell me you’re sleeping in again! Your first class already started!” Her mother’s voice cut sharply from the hallway.

“Uh—no! I’m up! Just… getting ready!” Paige mumbled, tossing her tangled honey-blonde hair from her face. Her thick comforter slipped off, leaving her clad only in a pair of lacy, pale-pink underwear, the cool morning air sending goosebumps across her skin. She swiped the alarm off, yawning, and squinted at the time: 8:12 a.m.

Crap. She’d overslept again. Being a freshman in the nursing program at the local community college, she couldn’t afford too many late mornings—especially since she had already racked up a few. He proff was gonna be mad.

Reaching for her phone, Paige scrolled through her notifications. Most were random notifications, except a some from her long-time best friend, Harper, and a cheerful “Good morning!” from her boyfriend, Dylan. Every morning, Paige was supposed to swing by Harper’s house—just five minutes away—before they both drove another ten to campus. Harper was finishing an academic prep course, and the girls were pretty much inseparable.

“Paige! You almost ready? Class started like ten minutes ago…” Harper had written.

“Paige? Come on! Where are you?!”

“Ugh, seriously…?” Harper’s next message carried a rolling-eyes emoji and a ‘disappointed’ face.

Paige scrambled, fumbling a reply with shaking fingers. “On my way! Slept in! Sorry!”

No time for styling. In record speed, she tossed her messy hair into a high bun, brushed her teeth, and pulled on a loose t-shirt, soft joggers, and her favorite hoodie—navy blue with her college swim team logo emblazoned across the chest. No bra, and sill in the panties she slept in. She could just shower later.

“Coffee to go?” her mom called from the kitchen as Paige raced past, keys in hand.

“Thanks! Gotta go pick up Harper!” she shouted, grabbing the travel mug, slipping into her sneakers and bolting for the door.

“Don’t forget dinner later, okay?”

“Yeah, yeah. I’ll be there, Mom!” Paige called, slamming the door behind her. The truth: she’d completely forgotten about the weekend party—Harper’s mothers birthday gathering. Harper and her family would be there, along with a handful of family friends – Paige and her family included. Paige made a mental note to help with prep later… if she survived this morning. She might have to stay late at campus.

Sliding into the driver’s seat of her cherry-red hatchback, Paige texted Harper again: “Be there in two!” She peeled out of the driveway, her tires squealing. Dylan texted again, but she ignored it, too pressed for time. He constantly texted her, anyway. She couldn’t possibly reply to them all.

Pulling up at Harper’s house, Paige could see the upstairs lights on. Harper’s dad’s car was gone—so Harper was home alone. Her parents always left for work before they left for class. I’m here, she texted Harper. Then, Paige waited. Nothing. Another minute – Nothing. Paige sighed, then killed the engine, grabbed her bag, and stepped into the crisp morning air. Her breath puffed in small clouds as she strode to the front door, careful not to slip on the thin layer of ice. Hopefully, Harper wasn’t too pissed at her for making them late again.

Knock, knock, knock. Silence. She decided to see if the door would open, as she was practically family. It wasn’t locked, so Paige opened it.

“Harper?” she called into the entryway. No answer.

She frowned. So, she’s home… then why isn’t she answering? Paige could hear a faint sound coming from upstairs, like music or a tv.

What the hell?

Paige decided to go surprise her. As she was creeping up the staircase, the sounds grew louder – the muffled sounds of a show or something. Then, there was soft thump of movement behind Harper’s closed bedroom door, like maybe she’d flopped onto the bed.

“Harper! Come on! I thought you needed to go?” she called, knocking lightly. Music continued. Then… a sound. A faint, breathy laugh—or something more delicate, intimate—escaped from behind the door. A gasp? A… squeal?

What is she doing… Paige thought, deciding to open the door. Hopefully she’s not changing. But she knew Paige was coming, and she should be ready for class, anyways. They were only gonna be like, 30 minutes late.

Rolling her eyes, she swung the door open, her jaw nearly smashing through the floor.

Paige froze in the doorway, her eyes widening as she took in the sight before her. On Harper’s bed lay a woman—completely naked, sprawled out in an unapologetic display of pleasure. Her skin glowed softly in the morning light, and her long, auburn hair tumbled in loose waves across her shoulders. Her chest rose and fell with a steady rhythm, her breasts large and perky with hard nipples in the cool air.

Paige’s gaze drifted lower, tracing the woman’s toned abs, the small silver ring glinting in her belly button. Between her legs, the woman was lost in herself, gently moving a slick, shimmering dildo against her folds. A soft pink flush colored the inner thighs, and a thin sheen of arousal glistened on her wet, bare pussy. Nearby, a laptop sat open, and over her ears rested a pair of oversized headphones, the woman entirely absorbed in her private world. The music was coming from a separate speaker on the dresser, muffling the sound of her masturbating.

Holy fuck… Paige’s heart hammered in her chest as her cheeks turned bright pink. She couldn’t move, couldn’t look away—her pulse spiking, her body suddenly aware of its own heat. It was like she was anchored to place. A shiver ran through her, and her thighs all of a sudden felt uncomfortably damp under her sweatpants. The woman’s quiet moans made her stomach flutter, and Paige’s breath caught in her throat.

Then, with a sudden, startling motion, the woman’s eyes opened, like she sensed Paige was there. Paige’s own pulse skipped as their gazes met for the briefest instant—before a shriek of surprise tore from the woman’s lips. In a flurry, she scrambled to cover herself with the blanket, knocking the laptop askew. Paige caught a fleeting glimpse of the screen: two women tangled together, one pressing a strap-on against the other, faces flushed with pleasure. She didn’t mean to; the whole scene transpired in seconds.

“Oh my God! I—I’m so sorry!” Paige stammered, fumbling, almost tripping over herself as she was shocked back to reality, wrestling with a coat snagged in the door, her cheeks burning hotter than the morning sun. “I thought… I thought Harper was in here.” She wrestled the coat free and slammed the bedroom door behind her, racing down the hall and into the bathroom, closing the door and locking it.

She leaned over the sink, splashing cool water over her face in a vain attempt to calm the sudden, dizzying heat inside her. Her pulse was still thundering, and a delicious tingle radiated low in her belly. Her nipples had hardened beneath her hoodie, and without thinking, she slid her hand under the waistband of her sweats, her fingers brushing against the damp warmth between her thighs. A shudder escaped her lips as she quickly jerked her hand away, guilt and curiosity warring inside her. She was fucking soaked.

Snap out of it. Who was that? Why was she in Harper’s room? Should I just leave? Or… wait? Where is Harper? Oh my god…

Her phone buzzed suddenly, breaking the spell. A message from Harper lit up the screen:

“Hey, my phone died! My Dad was able to drive me today, so I’m here now. Are you still coming?”

Great fucking timing. Before Paige could answer, footsteps sounded in the hallway. Shit.

“Hello?” The woman’s voice was calm, even, warm; tinged with… amusement? “You’re still here, huh? It’s okay.”

Paige’s stomach twisted. She couldn’t exactly just hide in the bathroom. Fuck. Fuck. Taking a deep breath, she stepped out of the bathroom, phone tucked into her pocket, her face and neck looking the color of a fire truck.

Standing there, wrapped in a soft, fluffy white robe cinched at the waist, the woman exuded confidence. One hand rested on her hip, the other casually hooked through the belt, her grey eyes flicking over Paige with a teasing amusement.

“Hi,” she said smoothly. “And you are…?”

Paige’s words tangled in her throat. “Uh… I’m Paige. I’m… um… Harper’s friend. Was supposed to pick her up, thought she was in here…” Her gaze fell to the floor as the heat in her body deepened.

The woman laughed, a soft, melodic sound. “Ah, that makes sense. Harper never mentioned I’d be staying here for the week? I kinda took over her room.” She shrugged.

“Oh… no,” Paige whispered, shaking her head. “Sorry...”

“Don’t worry! It’s okay. I’m Ava, by the way.” the woman said lightly, extending a hand. The brief touch sent an unexpected jolt through Paige’s body, and she quickly looked away again, picturing the dildo sliding in and out of this woman’s sopping pussy. Ava smiled again. “Harper’s cousin.” She chuckled. “Was just having a bit of fun before I started my day. Sorry.”

Paige let out a small, nervous laugh. Ava looked to be in her early thirties, youthful yet confident, but at least a good ten or fifteen years older than Paige or Harper, and impossibly captivating in that effortless way that made Paige’s stomach twist.

“Oh… I see. It’s okay. Well, it’s… nice to meet you,” Paige said, pressing her thighs together and forcing a polite smile, though every word felt awkward as if her tongue were tied.

“Likewise,” Ava replied, a mischievous smile tugging at her lips. “Though… I suppose it’s not the most conventional way to meet someone, is it? That image of me lying there like that—well, it’s probably seared into your memory now. Hope it wasn’t too much. But sometimes the unexpected can be just what we need, no?”

“I… uh…” Paige’s voice faltered, caught somewhere between embarrassment and something far more unfamiliar. She was still wet between her legs. Her mind was spinning. What in the actual fuck is happening… Paige thought.

Ava chuckled softly. “I’m teasing. It’s perfectly normal… you know, to touch yourself.”

Paige blinked, stunned at how forward Ava was. She wasn’t sure how to respond.

“Uh… yeah, I guess it is.”

“I mean… you probably do sometimes, right? Everyone does.” Ava took a small step closer, her gaze sharp and unflinching, almost like she could see straight into Paige’s chest.

Heat pooled low in Paige’s belly, her pulse spiking, her thighs shaking slightly. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to meet Ava’s grey eyes, her own voice coming out in a small, surprised whisper. “Y-Yeah…”

Her cheeks flamed hotter, and her body betrayed her with a sudden shiver. She shifted on her feet, squirming, acutely aware of every inch of herself.

Ava’s gaze roamed deliberately over Paige, slow and measured, finally settling back on her face. There was something magnetic about the way she looked, a quiet seduction in her eyes that made Paige’s stomach flutter with a delicious nervousness. This sexy, confident older lesbian looking at her like that…

“It’s healthy, too. To orgasm. Best way to start the day, with some stress release. Do they teach that in health class?” Ava murmured, her voice low, smooth, almost a purr.

“Oh… mhmm…I mean…no.” Paige breathed, barely above a whisper. Her head spun, heart hammering, cheeks burning as she shifted her weight from foot to foot, feeling more exposed than she ever had before.

Ava’s eyes glinted like a cat sizing up its prey, briefly glancing toward her bedroom door, still ajar. Paige caught sight of the messy bed—no sign of the laptop, but then Ava’s attention returned, sharp and focused.

“How old are you, sweetheart?” Ava asked softly, her tone casual but layered with something that made Paige’s chest tighten.

“Eighteen…” Paige answered quietly, exhaling shakily, her stomach twisting as the words tumbled out.

“You must be running late for class.” Ava said, biting her bottom lip.

“It’s probably too late now…” Paige admitted, letting a small laugh escape, her shoulders loosening. “No point in going half way through.”

Ava let her tongue slip across her bottom lip, considering Paige for a moment with an intensity that threatened to swallow her whole. “Well, then. I suppose… you could stay and have breakfast with me.” Ava’s smile curled at the edges, conspiratorial. “Unless you’re in a hurry to get out of here?”

Paige groped for an excuse, but she was unmoored, still trembling from the aftershocks. “Uh… no, not really. I mean, Harper isn’t home, and my mom thinks I’m already halfway to campus anyway. I’m not making it to class now.”

Ava gave a soft chuckle, the sound curling around Paige like a silk ribbon, and padded back towards the bedroom, glancing over her shoulder with a sly, beckoning tilt of her chin. Paige’s legs obeyed before her brain could issue any commands, trailing after, her body still thrumming. In the sunlight flooding the bedroom from the open window, Ava seemed even more unreal—tall and athletic, with a kind of effortless glamour—and the robe she wore barely clung to her body, gaping open enough to flash a deep, distracting triangle of cleavage every time she leaned forward.

“Let me just throw something else besides this little robe on.” Ava said, “Then, coffee? Do you take cream or sugar?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Uhm, both.” Paige croaked.

Ava strode to the dresser. The robe loosened as she moved, the pale column of her thigh flashing between the lapels, and Paige felt a hot, traitorous pulse surge through her. She wanted to look away, but her gaze hovered on Ava—mesmerized, hungry, embarrassed, and unable to stop processing the small, deliberate movements Ava made as she pulled open drawers and sorted through folded stacks of silky camisoles, soft, worn-in t-shirts, and jeans.

“So, Paige.” Ava said her name like a magician pulling a scarf from her sleeve. “You’re studying at the college?” She turned her back, then let the robe drop from her shoulders, casual as a yawn, standing naked and unhurried in the sunlight. It was the second time Paige had seen her bare, but this time, there was no frantic scramble, no apology—just the deliberate, almost clinical efficiency of a woman deeply comfortable in her skin. Ava’s hips flexed as she stepped into a pair of black cotton panties, her bare back smooth and pale under the shifting light. Paige caught another glimpse of her pussy as she bent, and quickly looked away again. Her palms were sweaty, and she wiped them on her sweatpants.

“Yeah, nursing. First year.” Her voice sounded both far away and shamefully close, echoing back at her from the walls of her own skull. She fidgeted with her bag, fingers worrying at the little plastic zipper tab until it threatened to pop off.

A white camisole came next, gliding up over Ava’s head and tumbling down her torso. She ran her hands absently through her hair and glanced at Paige’s reflection in the vanity mirror, catching her stare. Paige jerked her attention to the ceiling, then the window, anywhere but the flash of Ava’s gaze. Her own body tingled, as if each nerve was a wire drawn tight and ready to snap.

“You’re adorable,” Ava said casually. “You’d think you’d never seen a naked woman before.” She caught Paige’s gaze in the mirror again, a sly glimmer sparking in her gray eyes.

Paige could hardly breathe. Something about Ava’s presence—the boldness, the casual warmth—crashed through her with the force of an oncoming car. She’d never been especially shy, but now her limbs were wrong, her skin all too new and too obvious, as if every pore and freckle and hair on her arms was suddenly exposed. She wondered if Ava could tell that her pussy was wet, or see the stain of blush that must be climbing up the back of her neck. She half expected Ava to pounce on her any second.

She tried to laugh it off, but her throat only made a strangled, squeaky sound. “I mean, I haven’t, not really. Maybe in locker rooms or something but not… like that.”

Ava turned and faced her fully, clearly not the least bit self-conscious, and Paige caught herself cataloguing details—how the camisole clung, how Ava's nipples still showed faintly, how even the light dusting of freckles on her collarbones seemed deliberate. “And… what did you think?”

Paige’s tongue fumbled behind her teeth, her thoughts tumbling incoherently. For a split-second Paige thought she’d imagined the question. But it was there, pulsing in the air between them. Her face burned, and she bit the inside of her cheek. “I…uhm…”

Ava’s mouth curved up, slow and sly, and she spoke again without waiting for Paige’s reply, “You know, Paige, one thing I’ve learned in all my years is that life is too short for shame and for regrets. You need to take the good times as they come. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Paige stared at her hands, then at Ava, then at her own reflection in the window. Something in her chest fluttered and tipped, and she tried to fish out a reply that wasn’t so humiliatingly earnest. “Yes, I agree,” she said, voice coming out as a little more than a squeak.

Ava grinned, and Paige realized her hands were trembling. She willed them to stop, gripping the strap of her bag so tightly she thought her fingers might cramp. Something in Ava’s face told her she’d said exactly what Ava had hoped to hear.

“Good,” Ava replied, and her tone made Paige’s bones hum. “Now, would you like some tea, or coffee, or…?”

“…Or?” Paige gulped. She didn’t know what had gotten into her. She had a boyfriend. She was straight. Ava - this stupidly sexy, bold older woman - was clearly getting at something. Paige wasn’t stupid. But what surprised her was… how much she wanted it to continue.

Her grey eyes were boring holes into Paige as Ava walked closer, her hips swaying. “Or…an orgasm.”

Paige felt like she was struck by lightening. What the fuck! Did she hear that right? Her thighs were sticky, her tits were aching, and she felt like she had fire running through her veins. Her body was betraying her.

“Since you interrupted mine, we can help each other out.” Ava continued, her voice never wavering.

“I…I have a boyfriend…” It sounded weak. Dylan had nothing on Ava, who was looking at her like some sex goddess.

“It really is the best way to start the day,” Ava shrugged, “And with you here all alone, looking at me like that… I just thought, what harm in two women helping each other out. Right?”

“Right…” Paige blurted out, her voice hoarse, “I don’t really have anything else going on…” Did I fucking say that? What the fuck is happening to me?

Ava laughed, hooking her fingers gently around Paige’s wrist, and Paige’s whole body felt like it almost seized around it, sparks shooting through her spine. “Is that a yes?”

“Yess,” Paige nodded. Her nerves were frayed. She wasn’t even sure if she walked or floated or just teleported to the bed, the sunlight floating through the window turning the white sheets to gold.

Ava released her hand and sat on the mattress, cross-legged and casual, then patted the spot next to her.

Paige perched on the edge, heart thundering. Part of her wanted to bolt; the rest wanted to see what would happen if she didn’t. Maybe I got in a car accident and this is my coma dream, she thought. Ava’s foot nudged hers, gentle, conspiratorial. Paige let out a nervous giggle, embarrassing herself, then clamped her mouth shut, trying to quell the butterflies in her tummy.

Ava’s expression softened. “You’re shaking.” Her hand came to rest on Paige’s knee, a simple touch but electrifying for Paige.

“I, uhm, have never……been with a woman," Paige finished, breath hitching. The muscles in her thigh twitched where Ava’s thumb pressed softly, kneading gentle circles through the thin fabric. Was she supposed to do something? Did she just wait, let Ava lead? A swirl of dread and thrill made her lightheaded. It shouldn’t have been this easy to say yes, and yet it was—she wanted to say yes, so badly, even if some voice in her brain was busy screeching are you insane, are you actually going to go through with this?

“Just relax, hon. Want me to touch you?” Ava purred. The question almost made Paige cum right then and there.

Paige gave a small nod, the “Okay” squeaking out soft and quiet, like she wasn’t fully responsible if she didn’t say it at full volume.

Ava smiled, a slow pull at the corner of her mouth. Then, with a kind of reverence that made Paige’s bones turn hot and syrupy, she reached out and cupped Paige’s cheek. Her skin was cool, palm dry and gentle. Paige’s breath rattled in and out, shaky, too loud in her own ears.

“You’re beautiful, Paige, you know that?” Ava said, then, she tilted Paige’s chin up and kissed her. It was soft, at first, gentle and exploratory—a simple brushing of lips. Nothing like the attacks of tongue and teeth she’d fumbled through with Dylan and every boyfriend before. This was slow, warm, deliberate. Paige let it happen, let herself be studied, mapped, melted. Ava’s mouth tasted faintly of cinnamon and mint. Her hand slipped down Paige’s neck, fingers splayed, thumb tracing the hollow place just above Paige’s collarbone. Paige’s whole body zinged with electricity, part terror, part thrill, pure pleasure. Her hands found Ava’s waist, hesitating. The silk of the camisole was cool and slippery beneath her fingers, but the heat of Ava’s skin radiated through it, and Paige let out a soft moan.

The kiss deepened—Ava’s tongue slipped between Paige’s lips, coaxing her to part them, and Paige let it in, let herself be devoured. Her own tongue darted awkwardly in response, but Ava matched her, encouraged her. The world outside the window shrank and blurred, and the only things left were Ava’s touch and Paige’s racing heart and the wild, queasy energy in her chest.

Then Ava pulled back just enough, holding Paige’s gaze, her own eyes unreadable. “You okay?” she asked quietly, like a secret only for them.

Paige bit her lower lip. She could feel her pulse in her mouth, in her wrists, her pussy, everywhere. “Yeah. Really… yeah.”

Ava’s hand lingered at her collarbone, then slid lower, teasing at the neck of the hoodie Paige wore. "Can I?" she whispered, tugging gently at the zipper. Paige nodded, barely trusting herself to speak. She shrugged off the hoodie in a single motion, the air prickling at the bare skin of her arms. Ava took her in, gaze lingering, silent approval radiating from her eyes. She leaned forward again, this time kissing Paige deeper, pressing their lips together until Paige’s jaw relaxed and she opened to the taste of Ava’s tongue.

It was intoxicating, and Paige faded into it, letting herself be led by sensation. She felt Ava’s fingers on her ribs, fingertips ghosting up, thumbs brushing beneath the edge of her t-shirt, cool against the soft, warm flesh of her stomach. Her own hands, untethered, found their way to Ava’s arms, to the smooth skin of Ava’s shoulders, fingers kneading instinctively at the taut muscle beneath.

Ava’s hand grazed the under the swell of Paige’s breast. Paige gasped, feeling her nipples pebble even harder, the thin fabric brushing deliciously rough against them. She was aware, with burning clarity, of the wetness pooling between her thighs, the need curling tight and electric in her belly. This wasn’t what she was supposed to want, but she wanted it anyway, wanted it even more for the simple, shocking wrongness of it.

Ava’s fingers lingered just beneath the hem of her shirt. “This too?” She said softly, but Paige caught the want beneath the politeness.

“Yeah,” she croaked, desperate and awkward, and lifted her arms above her head so Ava could peel the shirt off. The air hit her skin in a shock, then Ava’s lips trailed along her collarbone, warm and slow. Then, she started kissing the slope between Paige’s shoulder and neck while a firm, practiced hand cupped her breasts—warm palm against warm flesh, thumb circling until Paige whimpered and arched toward her. The second Ava’s teeth grazed her skin, Paige’s insides snapped taut as wire. The urge to reach between her legs was overwhelming. She almost expected Ava to laugh at her shaking or to call the whole thing off, but instead, the older woman seemed to know exactly how to slide one arm around her and press their bodies together, hips aligned, legs tangled.

Heat surged across Paige’s chest, the burn radiating out to her shoulders and up her neck. Ava’s mouth was hungry but unhurried, tongue warm and slick, making languid explorations over the rise of Paige’s breast before moving to the nipple. Ava’s lips closed around it, soft then insistent, and Paige moaned—an ugly, raw sound, primitive enough to horrify her, but she didn’t care, not anymore, not with Ava’s hands tracing slow, certain paths along her ribs and spine and lower.

Every point of contact felt electrified. Paige’s own hands clamped awkwardly at Ava’s hips, unsure what to do, but needing to hold something. She was submerged beneath sensation, every touch a tidal pull. Ava’s hands coaxed her sweatpants down, dragging fingers like a caress across Paige’s thighs, all the way to the knees, then past the calves, and off.

It was unreal, Paige felt like she was being almost devoured by Ava, Ava’s bold hands coaxing her open as her breath gasped and stuttered in her chest. She tried to bite back another moan, then Ava grinned and pushed her back onto the bed, wearing nothing but the wet pair of panties that she slept in.

“God, you’re so fucking pretty,” Ava murmured, the words intense and shocking and hot. She let her lips drag across Paige’s jaw, nipping gently. “I’m gonna make you feel so fucking good, baby.”

A helpless whimper slid from Paige’s throat. Ava’s hand pressed between her knees, parting her legs further. Her palm slid up the inside of Paige’s thigh, stroking slow, lazy circles, not quite touching the soaked cotton of her panties but skirting so close that Paige’s hips jerked toward her, desperate for contact.

“Look at you,” Ava whispered. “I knew you needed this…I can always tell. Your little pussy is so fucking wet, isn’t it?”

“Yes…” Paige whined. This is happening. This is real life. I’m cheating on Dylan, in Harper’s bedroom, with her older cousin.

Ava’s mouth burned a path down the length of her body while Paige trembled and panted and tried not to shatter apart. Ava’s tongue flicked her nipple again, rough and soft and perfect, and then moved lower, trailing her stomach, dipping to her hip.

“Oh fuck…” Paige squealed.

She felt Ava’s breath brush hot across the waistband of her panties, felt the deliberate pause as Ava looked up at her, making sure Paige was watching. “You know what I want?” Ava’s voice licked at her, and Paige couldn’t remember ever being this desperate. “I want to taste how wet you are for me.” She bit at the edge of Paige’s panties, rolling them down with her teeth, eyes never leaving her face.

Paige gasped as the fabric slid away, her hot pussy exposed, sticky and shining in the morning light. She was trembling, hips arched upward, thighs spread wide and quivering, every single nerve ending tuned to the anticipation of contact. Ava hovered, her breath humid on Paige’s inner thigh. Paige’s whole world contracted to the inch of space between Ava’s mouth and her slick, swollen pussy.

Ava’s tongue touched her, slow and soft, from the bottom of her entrance all the way up to her clit, lingering there just long enough to make Paige gasp. Sparks burst behind her eyes. Ava did it again, firmer. Paige’s hands shot to the sheets, clutching tight as Ava’s mouth explored her with a kind of practiced devotion, every stroke and curl deliberate, holding her open and exposed, drinking in every sound she made.

“God, I fucking love how you taste,” Ava murmured, voice thick and low, before she licked again, this time swirling the tip of her tongue over Paige’s clit, lazy and slow.

Ava flattened her tongue, working steady circles around the spot that made Paige’s whole-body jerk and stutter. Paige bit her fist to keep from moaning so loud the neighbors would hear, but it didn’t matter, there was no chance of holding in these noises. It was all slippery, tangled limbs and Ava’s head buried between her thighs, her own hands gripping Ava’s hair so tight she was embarrassed but couldn’t stop. Each time she thought she was about to explode, Ava would ease off, swish her tongue somewhere unbearable, then return to her clit with a new pressure, a new rhythm, bringing her even closer than before. Paige couldn’t catch her breath—she twisted, writhed, let herself be reduced to a pure, shaking want.

“Oh shit… oh fuck… yes!” Paige squeaked.

She forgot about school, about Harper, even about the guilt that hovered like a wasp at the edges of her mind, trying to remind her that she had a boyfriend; she had class; and yet she was spread open on Harper’s bed getting her pussy devoured by a woman she had literally just met.

Ava’s lips closed around her clit, suddenly insistent. Paige’s vision went white at the edges, her back arching reflexively. She’d never felt anything like it—Dylan had tried, god bless him, but at best he was an eager golden retriever. Ava was something else entirely: a force of nature, all focus, all friction, all mouth and tongue and hands anchoring Paige to the bed so she couldn’t even flinch away from the pleasure. A first tremor hit, and she let out a noise that didn’t sound like herself, thin and high and helpless. Ava’s hands slid under her ass, lifting her, holding her steady as the orgasm built, then burst, then rolled on and on, wave after wave.

She felt her head thump against the pillow, her limbs boneless. Ava kissed her inner thigh—once, reverent—then crawled up to spoon closer, dragging her body over Paige’s until her head rested on Paige’s shoulder, breath warm on her cheek.

Paige didn’t want to open her eyes. If she did, she might see herself reflected in the vanity mirror: a flushed, panting girl whose body was still quaking from an orgasm that had detonated every one of her expectations about who she was. She was still slick between the thighs, still trembling, her chest sticky with sweat. Ava’s hand traced gentle circles on her hipbone, the touch grounding, almost sweet.

“Oh my god,” Paige whispered once she could breathe again.

Ava’s lips brushed the edge of her ear. “Told you it was the best way to start a day. But now you owe me.”

The words made Paige’s stomach flip. Something had definitely started, and now Paige had no idea where it would lead. She had just cum harder than she had in her life, from Harper’s older cousin, in her bed, while she was supposed to be in class. “I feel like I’m dreaming…”

“Maybe you are,” Ava chuckled, her hands curling around Paige, holding her gently. She nuzzled along her jaw, tender. “See?” She hummed, “Much better than coffee.”

Paige snorted, then groaned, flipping her face into the pillow. “Oh my god,” she mumbled again, words muffled by the fabric. “That was… I mean…Amazing.” Her thoughts scattered like marbles down a wood floor. Everything in her body felt rewired—her arms heavy, her heart soft, her skin humming. She just wanted to float, wanted to stay in this instant forever. Except her brain was already calculating the fallout. She had no clue what any of it meant. Or if she’d ever tell anyone.

This was how you started a day, Paige thought. Not by racing to a lecture or answering Dylan’s million texts or forcing herself into the tight logic of a schedule, but like this: floating, blissed, Ava’s hands on her skin, all possibility humming in the space between breaths. She forced herself to sit up. Ava didn’t seem in any rush to get dressed or to reassert normalcy. Instead, she just leaned back on her elbows, the camisole still clinging to her in ways Paige couldn’t not look at, and smirked. The older woman looked like she’d just won a bet, though Paige couldn’t figure out the stakes.

Ava propped herself on one elbow and watched her, a slow-building smile blooming across her face. The sunlight made Ava’s bare shoulder gleam. “You good?”

Paige tried for words but her jaw was soft; her lips felt too heavy to shape a syllable. “Yeah. Yes. More than good.”

Ava’s fingers drifted down to the sharp line of her hip, and for a moment Paige imagined being studied like a cut of glass, all edges and interior reflections. She couldn’t help but laugh softly, half-coughing, half-floating. “You are kind of… ridiculous, you know?”

“Oh?” Ava leaned in, lips brushing Paige’s earlobe. “How so?”

Paige thought about it, the words slow to surface. “You just…do what you want. Like there are no rules for you.”

Ava smiled wider, a sly dimple at the corner of her cheek. “There aren’t. Not anymore.” She smoothed a lock of Paige’s hair behind her ear, fingers warm, then ran her palm down Paige’s arm in a lingering glide. “It’s a better way to live. Trust me.” Then, Ava kissed her again, and the world receded to just them, this narrow bed, the sunlight painting shifting shapes across the ceiling.

“You made me so fucking wet, you know…” Ava purred, “And I still haven’t got to cum…” Her breath was warm, her palm sliding across Paige’s belly. She stretched, catlike, sweeping her leg over Paige’s hips and straddling her, the camisole riding up, barely concealing anything. Ava’s lips hovered a centimeter from Paige’s own, breath sweet and hot. “Stay with me a little longer? I’m greedy.”

Paige let herself be pushed back to the pillow, the sudden shift in power making her pulse throb in her throat. Part of her wanted to laugh, or protest, or tell Ava that she was a straight-A student with a decently committed boyfriend, but the words vanished as Ava rolled her hips, grinding onto Paige’s thigh with a shamelessness that made her moan. Ava’s lips smudged across hers, hungry, and then Ava caught Paige’s bottom lip between her teeth, drawing a gasp from her throat. The sound was needy, whimpering, and Paige felt herself blush deeper, the heat radiating to her earlobes. She could smell and taste her own arousal on Ava’s face, a humid musk that should have embarrassed her but instead felt like a secret.

Then, Ava shifted, swinging one leg between Paige’s and rocking her hips forward - She could feel the damp heat of Ava through the thin fabric of her underwear, two soft bulges pressed together, fabric wicking wetness between them. She squirmed, wanting more, but Ava just ground lazily, making the tension rise again, all sweet agony and slow burn.

Paige reached up, searching for somewhere to anchor her hands. She found the curve of Ava’s ass, the skin warm and impossibly smooth, and squeezed, nails digging in just enough to elicit a soft, delighted groan. That sound, that simple gut-noise, shot straight through Paige, making her shiver. Ava's hips moved again, slow and rolling, and Paige's hands clung harder, arms wrapped protectively around the older woman's waist. It was unreal, how easy it was to touch her, to want her. The way their bodies pressed together, skin and sweat and salt, felt more natural than breathing.

Ava found her mouth again, less gentle this time, and the kiss was open and messy and hungry. Paige lost the thread of who was in charge, and maybe that was the point. Ava moved with an urgency now, rutting against Paige’s thigh, breath hitching in shallow, open-mouthed pants. Her hands roamed, squeezing Paige’s shoulders, then up to fist in her hair, pulling her head back so Ava could bite under her jaw, just above the pulse point, sharp enough to make Paige’s breath snag in her lungs.

“Like that?” Ava purred, pressing her lips to Paige’s ear, nipping at the lobe. “God, you feel so good against me…”

Paige scrabbled for dignity, but all she could muster was a strangled, “Yes, please—” before Ava’s hand slid down, slipping between their bodies, and pulling her own briefs to the side - exposing her bare, swollen cunt and pressing it right against Paige’s. “Fuck!” Paige’s hips jolted at the contact. She needed more, she needed everything; she bucked into the touch, shameless, the rhythm addictive.

Ava’s pussy was hot and throbbing against her, their flesh meeting in a mess of wet, sticky heat. The sudden, slick pressure of their bare skin together made Paige’s spine snap taut and a whine slip from her throat. Ava’s hands braced her hips, grinding their bodies together, clit to clit, the friction excruciatingly perfect. Paige couldn’t think, couldn’t even catch her breath, every nerve ending in her body caught in the raw glide of Ava’s clit mashed to hers. They were pressed so close that every pulse and twitch seemed to echo between their bodies; Ava rocked, and the movement sent a shock straight into Paige’s clit, a bolt of pleasure so sharp she nearly yelped.

“Oh, fuck yeah, baby… You feel so fucking good… you’re gonna make me cum…” Ava purred and moaned, panting, her face just inches from Paige’s, mouth parted and damp, eyes half-lidded with a wild, urgent shine that made Paige’s insides coil up and burn. Paige watched her, watched the tendons in Ava’s neck strain and the muscles in her jaw flex as she rocked harder, faster, her hips rolling with a focus that made her spin.

Ava’s thighs squeezed in hard, trembling. She braced herself on both sides of Paige, then let her weight fall, burying her cunt against Paige’s, slippery and hot. Paige’s hands locked onto the back of Ava’s thighs, holding on for dear life, as Ava rolled and bucked, grinding her down into the mattress so perfectly rough. Her breath was a jagged, stuttery thing—her body all ache and electricity, the sound of Ava’s growing moans winding higher with every rut, every slap of wet against wet as they fucked each other.

It felt raw and animal and perfect. Ava’s hips jerked, her breath catching on a whimper that was half laugh, half sob. "You have no idea what you do to me," she hissed, the pads of her fingers digging into Paige’s ass, dragging her closer until their bodies were so tight it felt like they could fuse. Their slicks mingled, the obscene, wet sound of it making Paige’s stomach clench. Ava’s clit was swollen and slippery and hot, and when she ground down, Paige’s own clit rubbed on hers again and the jolt made her dizzy.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Ava moaned, the words spilling out in rhythm with each grinding stroke, voice dropping to a ragged growl. “Oh, baby, just like that—just like that, I need it, don’t stop—” Her hands raked up Paige’s torso, nails grazing her ribs, then grabbed Paige’s wrists and pinned them to the bed over her head. The power move made Paige’s cunt pulse. She was splayed open, entirely at Ava’s mercy, and she loved it. Ava’s mouth crashed onto hers; they kissed like they needed it to live, open and gasping, their teeth knocking together.Paige tried to breathe, but every drag of air was ripped away by sensation—Ava’s tits smashed to hers, Ava’s pussy grinding onto hers, the sticky, messy, perfect sound of their bodies fucking together.

The orgasm hit Paige like a truck, and for a second, she saw stars and then nothing, just a choked gasp as every muscle in her body seized, her vision sparkling at the edges with white and color, like she was being electrocuted by pleasure. She was vaguely aware of Ava bucking harder, relentless, the whole bed shuddering with the force of it, Ava’s moans collapsing into a single, low, desperate whine.

Paige came again, barely recovered from the first—her entire body wrung out and shaking, her cunt spasming so hard she thought she might die from it. Ava was sobbing her name, incoherent, hips jerking erratically, until finally, finally, her body shuddered and went limp, slumping down hard onto Paige. Their bellies pressed, hearts slamming together in wild sync.

Afterward, Paige lay stunned, staring at the stippled sunlight on the ceiling. She couldn’t remember ever being so completely, helplessly emptied out. There was a lightness in her chest, a sweet, trembling aftershock where her thoughts jostled and reeled. She was only vaguely aware of Ava sliding off her, sliding down the bed like a boneless animal, then flopping to her back in an unselfconscious, happy heap. She looked over at Paige, still splayed out and blinking, maybe a bit in shock.

“Holy shit,” Ava said, casting her arm dramatically over her face. “You, Paige, are the best surprise I have ever had.”

Paige let herself laugh. It was wild how light she felt, how free. She rolled to her side, mindlessly trailing her hand up Ava’s thigh, fingertips sticky. “You said you wanted a good start to the day,” she murmured.

Ava grinned, arm still over her eyes. “You’re not wrong.” She rolled her head to squint at Paige, looking her up and down. “You’re blushing everywhere, you know. Even your toes.” She propped herself on an elbow.

“I came so hard I think I almost died…” Paige stifled a laugh.

“Oh baby, me too. I don’t think I will be able to function anymore today.” Ava rolled onto her back, one arm flung over her face, the other slack around Paige’s waist. She laughed, breathless, a sound that filled the whole room and made Paige want to laugh, too—so she did, a quiet, helpless giggle that grew and grew until she was wheezing into the pillow beside Ava, the two of them shaking with a kind of aftershock giddiness and disbelief.

When the giggling subsided, Paige shifted onto her side, resting her cheek against the pillow, eyes fixed on the crosshatched patterns the window blinds painted on the wall. Her body felt new, the impossible lightness of it, as if some old heaviness had just been jerked out of her bones. Ava’s fingers, lazy now, traced long, ticklish lines down her back, raising goosebumps.

Paige thought about her classes, about Dylan’s unread messages lurking on her phone, about her mom’s warning to be home for dinner. About Harper, who’d never shut up if she found out what Paige had just done in her house, let alone in her room. She wouldn’t know. She couldn’t know. Harper would kill her.

Ava brushed a strand of hair from Paige’s damp face and kissed her softly. “Mmm… you literally taste so sweet... I might have become addicted.”

Paige giggled, still breathless, curling closer against her. “Uh oh… God… that was insane. I can’t believe we just did that.”

“You can’t?” Ava smirked, trailing a hand down to cup her pussy again, making her whimper. “Because I was planning on doing it again… and again.”

“Mmm, fuck…” Paige swatted her playfully, laughing. “I can’t even feel my legs.”

“That’s not a no,” Ava teased, kissing her neck.

“It sure wasn’t…”

Paige’s heart thudded with excitement. She knew she should be shocked, nervous, guilty—but all she could feel was a hungry thrill. She thought about her boyfriend. Did this mean she was gay, or bi? Paige decided it didn’t matter. She wanted more of Ava. Needed more.

“So…” Ava whispered, pulling her closer until their foreheads touched. “We keep this our dirty little secret for now?” She slipped a finger in Paige, eliciting a moan.

Paige bit her lip, eyes shining. “Yes. Fuck, oh that’s good… whatever you want…”

Ava grinned wickedly. “Good girl. My favorite kind of fuckbuddy. Give me your number… and we will keep having some fun whenever I’m in town. Harper won’t know. Your boyfriend won’t know. No one will know.”

“Fuck yess…” Paige squealed as Ava slipped a second finger inside her eager pussy.

They kissed again, a deep, lingering promise.

Both of them already knew this was only the very beginning. They were just getting started.

Paige and Ava lived happily ever after…

The end!
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