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      The sun was merciless, pouring through the windshield in thick, golden streams that clung to their skin like heat had weight. Anna had cracked her window, but all it let in was a blast of heavy, summer air that smelled faintly of asphalt and sunbaked grass. The old Honda’s AC rattled when she tried it earlier, sputtering a few weak breaths before giving up entirely.

      Hailey, in the passenger seat, sat with one leg folded up on the seat, bare thigh peeking from cut-off denim shorts. She was fanning herself lazily with a folded rest-stop map she’d found in the glove box, the movement slow enough to lift the hem of her tank top and flash a sliver of her stomach every few seconds.

      “God, it’s like driving inside a hair dryer,” Hailey said, squinting out at the endless ribbon of highway. She shifted again, stretching her arms above her head, her tank top riding high enough for Anna to notice the faint sheen of sweat glistening along the curve of her ribs.

      Anna kept her eyes on the road. Mostly. “We could’ve left earlier,” she said, adjusting her grip on the steering wheel. Her voice had that careful, practical tone that made Hailey smirk.

      “We could have,” Hailey said, tilting her head toward Anna with a grin that felt like it belonged to someone who had never rushed for anything in her life. “But then we’d have missed the late-morning playlist. You know it’s always better than the early one.”

      As if on cue, the radio hummed to life between them with the kind of soft, sultry pop that was more suited to dim bedrooms than open roads. Anna pretended to focus on the lyrics, tapping the wheel in time. Hailey hummed along, low and easy, the sound barely above the rush of wind through the cracked windows.

      They hadn’t been in a car together in years—not since college, when they’d taken a spring break trip with a bigger group. Back then, Anna had known Hailey as the girl who always got shotgun, always had sunglasses pushed into her hair, always turned even the most boring rest stop into something memorable.

      “You still with what’s-his-name?” Hailey asked casually, leaning over just far enough that Anna could feel the warmth of her arm brushing close.

      “Evan,” Anna said. Her boyfriend’s name sounded flat in the heat. “Yeah. Three years now.”

      Hailey gave a low whistle. “Three years. That’s practically a marriage in our generation.”

      Anna smirked. “And you?”

      “Single. No prospects,” Hailey said, the word rolling off her tongue like she didn’t mind at all. “Just me, myself, and whatever trouble I can get into on this trip.”

      “Trouble?”

      “Come on,” Hailey said, eyes glinting behind her sunglasses. “You don’t think we’re just going to drive to the cabin and sit around like two old ladies, do you?”

      Anna let out a small laugh, shaking her head. “You say that like sitting around sounds bad.”

      “It’s fine,” Hailey said, shifting in her seat again, this time letting her bare knee brush Anna’s thigh for the briefest moment. “But there’s more to life than fine.”

      Anna caught herself glancing down at the tangle of bracelets on Hailey’s wrist, the way the sunlight caught on her skin. She blinked and looked back at the road, telling herself it was nothing.

      They drifted into quieter conversation after that, swapping old stories—Anna’s about long shifts at her marketing job, Hailey’s about a disastrous camping trip with friends. Hailey had a way of telling a story that made it sound just a little more intimate than it was. Her voice dipped low on certain words, the kind of low that made Anna’s stomach tighten without warning.

      Somewhere between the miles and the heat, Anna found herself talking about things she rarely told anyone. How she sometimes felt like she’d fallen into her life by accident. How she missed the feeling of not knowing exactly what tomorrow would look like. Hailey didn’t interrupt—just listened, her sunglasses sliding down her nose, eyes locked on Anna like every word mattered.

      “You should try doing something impulsive,” Hailey said finally, the corner of her mouth quirking. “Just once.”

      “I’m here, aren’t I?” Anna said, smiling despite herself.

      Hailey’s gaze lingered a second longer than it needed to. “This doesn’t count.”

      Outside, the highway shimmered in the heat, and the horizon stretched on forever. Inside, the air was thick with warmth and the scent of coconut lotion from Hailey’s skin. Anna told herself she was imagining how much closer Hailey seemed to be sitting than she had at the start of the drive.

      The first sign of trouble was subtle—a faint metallic click, almost lost under the hum of tires on sun-softened asphalt. Anna’s hands flexed on the wheel, eyes narrowing on the horizon.

      “Did you hear that?” she asked, her voice steady but edged with focus.

      Hailey pulled her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose, head tilted toward the dash. “Hear what—”

      The click came again, louder this time, followed by a rough grinding that made Anna’s stomach dip. She eased the Honda toward the shoulder, gravel crunching under the tires. The heat outside hit them like a solid wall the moment she rolled the window down.

      “That,” Anna said, cutting the ignition.

      They stepped out, the midday sun instantly sticking their shirts to their backs. The air smelled of hot tar and dry weeds, and the only sound was the faint buzz of cicadas in the distance.

      Hailey propped herself against the side of the car, one leg bent so her bare thigh rested against the warm metal. “You know anything about engines?”

      Anna popped the hood and peered into the haze of heat rolling off the machinery. “Enough to know this isn’t good.”

      “Then I guess we wait,” Hailey said, pushing her hair back into a messy knot at the top of her head. The movement exposed the long line of her neck, skin glistening faintly where sweat caught the sunlight.

      They called roadside assistance and were assured help would arrive “within the hour.” The hour stretched, the sun pressing down heavier, until the air inside the car felt thicker than outside. They ended up leaning against the guardrail, the metal so warm it made Anna shift from foot to foot.

      Hailey’s tank top was damp at the lower back where it clung to her skin. When she leaned forward on her elbows, the fabric pulled tight across her chest. Anna tried not to notice—tried not to register the way the swell of Hailey’s breasts rose and fell with each slow breath. She fixed her eyes on the shimmer of the road ahead, telling herself it was just the heat making her thoughts wander.

      “Bet you wish you had a cold drink right now,” Hailey said, smirking at her over one bare shoulder.

      “Bet you wish you’d let me leave earlier so we missed the hottest part of the day,” Anna countered, but her voice lacked the bite she meant it to have.

      By the time the tow truck pulled up, Anna’s skin was slick, her ponytail sticking uncomfortably to her neck. The mechanic climbed out, took one look under the hood, and delivered the verdict in less than three minutes: repairs needed, parts ordered, nothing done until tomorrow at the earliest.

      Anna’s pulse jumped. “Tomorrow?”

      “Yup,” the man said with a shrug, wiping his hands on a rag. “Closest place to stay is a little motel down the road.”

      “No rentals?” Anna asked, already knowing the answer.

      “Nope. And no buses or cabs out here. You’re walking or you’re waiting.” He pointed down a dusty side road. “Motel’s about half a mile. Can’t miss it.”

      The idea of walking that far in the heat made Anna’s shoulders tense. She glanced at Hailey, who was tying the flannel shirt from earlier around her waist. The loose knot rested right on the curve of her hips, drawing Anna’s attention before she looked away quickly.

      “Well,” Hailey said, adjusting the knot with a practiced flick, “guess that’s our plan.”

      Anna retrieved their bags from the back seat. The straps dug into her shoulder, making her shirt cling even tighter to her skin. Hailey reached for her smaller duffel, the motion slow and unhurried, her fingers brushing Anna’s briefly in the exchange.

      The touch was nothing. Meaningless. But it stayed with Anna as they stepped off the gravel shoulder and onto the cracked pavement of the side road.

      The walk was quiet except for the sound of their shoes on the asphalt and the occasional rush of a passing car back on the highway. The heat wrapped around them like a blanket, forcing them to slow their pace.

      Hailey walked half a step ahead, her shorts swaying just enough to catch Anna’s eye before she could stop herself. She focused instead on the distant shape of a faded sign jutting above the treeline. The letters were too blurred to read, but she could tell it marked the motel.

      “You think it’ll have AC?” Hailey asked over her shoulder.

      “I think if it has four walls and a bed, we’re lucky,” Anna said, shifting the strap of her bag again.

      Hailey grinned, a flash of white teeth in the sun. “Ever the optimist.”

      As they drew closer, the outline of the motel took shape—a squat, low building with peeling paint and a parking lot bleached almost white by the sun. Even from here, Anna could see the heat waves shimmering over the pavement.

      Something in her chest tightened—not dread exactly, but a small, nervous anticipation she couldn’t quite name. She told herself it was about the unknown, about being stranded in a strange place with no plan. It wasn’t about sharing space with Hailey. It couldn’t be.

      Hailey slowed at the edge of the lot, glancing over her shoulder. “Ready?”

      Anna took a breath, nodded, and followed her toward the lobby door.

      The lobby door groaned on its hinges when Hailey pulled it open. A weak puff of cool air escaped before being swallowed by the heat outside. Inside, the place was dim, lit only by a flickering fluorescent tube over a narrow counter. Behind it, a man in a sweat-darkened polo sat on a stool, eyes flicking up from a small TV perched in the corner.

      “Can I help you?” he asked, his voice flat, almost bored.

      Anna stepped forward, adjusting the strap of her bag. “We need a room for the night.”

      The clerk tapped at a battered keyboard, the clicking loud in the stale air. “Only got one left. Double bed.”

      “Really?” Hailey argued. “You’re telling me this dump is fully booked?”

      The clerk’s expression didn’t change. “Yeah. Want it or not?”

      Anna hesitated, the words sticking in her throat. She glanced at Hailey, who was leaning her elbow on the counter, sunglasses still perched in her hair.

      “That’s fine,” Hailey said easily, though her mouth twitched like she was biting back a smile. “We’ll take it.”

      Anna opened her mouth to protest—to at least pretend to consider other options—but the clerk was already sliding a metal key across the counter. Not a card. A real key, worn smooth at the edges.

      They stepped back into the sunlight, the air outside somehow heavier after the coolness of the lobby.

      “You didn’t even let me think about it,” Anna said as they walked along the row of numbered doors.

      Hailey shrugged, the motion rolling her shoulders under the thin fabric of her tank top. “What’s there to think about? It’s one night. It’s not like we haven’t shared a bed before.”

      “That was in college,” Anna said. “At a friend’s house. With three other girls in the room.”

      “Exactly,” Hailey said, flashing her a grin over one bare shoulder. “This’ll be easier.”

      The easier part was debatable, and that confused Anna to no end.

      The key turned stiffly in the lock, the door sticking before it swung open to reveal a room that looked like it hadn’t been touched in years. The blinds were cracked, letting in a thin stripe of late-afternoon light. Dust hung in the air, catching in the beam. Outside, a neon Vacancy sign hummed faintly, the red glow bleeding through the gaps in the blinds.

      The bed sat against the far wall, the quilted bedspread patterned in faded flowers. It sagged noticeably in the middle, the dip deep enough to pull two people together without much effort.

      Anna stepped inside, the smell of stale air and faint cleaning solution settling around her. “No AC,” she murmured, spotting the ceiling fan overhead. It turned in slow, uneven circles, doing little more than push the warm air around.

      Hailey dropped her bag onto the bed and tested the mattress with one hand, the springs squeaking under the pressure. “Not the worst I’ve stayed in,” she said, but the arch of her brow suggested she wasn’t entirely serious.

      Anna set her bag on the floor by the small dresser, trying not to stare at the bed. The double mattress suddenly felt much smaller than it should have.

      “Well,” Hailey said, flopping onto her back with a soft thump, “at least it’s softer than the ground.” Her legs stretched out, the frayed hem of her shorts sliding higher up her thighs. She tilted her head to look at Anna, her hair spilling across the pillow. “You’re not going to stand there all night, are you?”

      Anna forced a small laugh, stepping farther into the room. “Just getting used to the… ambiance.”

      They both knew what she really meant.

      Hailey’s smile widened, though she said nothing. She closed her eyes for a moment, the slow rise and fall of her chest drawing Anna’s gaze before she looked away, focusing instead on the old TV bolted to the wall.

      The ceiling fan clunked softly as it turned, the sound filling the pause between them.

      Anna sat down on the edge of the bed, careful to keep a strip of space between them. The mattress dipped toward Hailey anyway, the slope making it impossible not to lean just slightly in her direction.

      “You’re acting like I’m going to bite you. What’s gotten into you?” Hailey said, eyes still closed.

      Anna glanced at her. “I’m just—”

      “Overthinking,” Hailey finished for her, opening her eyes and turning her head on the pillow. Their gazes met for a beat too long, the hum of the neon outside a faint backdrop to the heavy stillness between them.

      Anna looked away first, running her palms over her jeans as if smoothing out wrinkles. “It’s just going to be hot tonight, that’s all.”

      Hailey’s mouth curved, almost like she was trying not to laugh. “I can handle hot.”

      The words lingered in the air, warm and suggestive without quite meaning to be. Or maybe they did. Anna wasn’t sure.

      She kicked off her shoes, stretching her legs out in front of her, careful not to brush against Hailey’s. The quilt was scratchy under her fingertips when she adjusted her position, her eyes flicking to the faint stripe of light on the floor where the blinds didn’t quite close.

      “You want the window open?” she asked.

      Hailey shrugged, propping herself up on her elbows. “Might let in more heat.”

      Their eyes caught again. Anna thought about the dip in the mattress, the warm air moving lazily above them, the way there was nowhere else to sleep but here.

      She told herself she was fine with it. That it was just one night. But when Hailey lay back down, her arm stretched close enough that their elbows almost touched, Anna felt that same restless heat curl low in her stomach—not entirely from the temperature in the room.

      The air in the room seemed heavier now, the faint breeze from the ceiling fan doing nothing but shuffle the warmth around. Anna could feel sweat already beading lightly along the back of her neck.

      “I’m going to change,” she said, grabbing her overnight bag and heading for the bathroom.

      “Take your time,” Hailey replied, her voice light, almost teasing.

      The bathroom was cramped—barely enough room to move without bumping an elbow on the wall—but the small act of closing the door between them made Anna’s shoulders loosen a little. She peeled her shirt away from her skin, the cotton sticking before it gave, and stepped out of her jeans. Her skin was warm and flushed from the day, and the idea of pulling on her usual sleep clothes suddenly felt suffocating.

      She settled on a pair of soft cotton shorts and a thin camisole. Comfortable, minimal… not exactly the kind of thing she’d worn around Hailey before.

      When she stepped back into the room, Hailey was sitting cross-legged on the bed, scrolling through her phone. She glanced up, and for a second her eyes lingered—not just on Anna’s face, but lower, on the bare skin of her arms and legs. Then she looked away, stretching her arms above her head in an exaggerated yawn.

      “Your turn,” Anna said, tossing her clothes into her bag.

      Hailey slid off the bed, grabbing her own bag and brushing past Anna in the narrow space between the dresser and the mattress. The brief contact of Hailey’s hip against her thigh was warm enough to make Anna’s breath catch, though she quickly smothered it.

      The bathroom door clicked shut. Anna sat on the edge of the bed, looking at the dip in the mattress where Hailey had been sitting. She told herself she was just noticing the sag, the way it would inevitably pull them together when they lay down.

      When Hailey emerged, she was barefoot, wearing loose shorts and a fitted tank that clung to her in a way that made Anna’s throat feel tight. Her hair was pulled over one shoulder, the ends darkened slightly where they’d caught the humidity.

      “You’re hogging the good side,” Hailey said with mock seriousness, nodding toward where Anna sat.

      Anna raised an eyebrow. “The good side?”

      “Closest to the fan,” Hailey said, smiling as she crawled onto the bed, making the springs squeak. She flopped onto her side, facing Anna. “But I guess I can share… if you promise not to take up more than your half.”

      “I’m not the one who sprawls,” Anna said, settling back against her pillow.

      “Please,” Hailey said, drawing out the word with a grin. “You’re the one who ends up on my side of the bed whenever we’ve shared before.”

      “That was one time,” Anna said, but the corner of her mouth curved up despite herself.

      They shifted under the quilt, both trying to get comfortable in the oppressive heat. The fabric clung to their legs, and Anna could feel the faint movement of the mattress every time Hailey adjusted her position.

      The first brush was nothing—her elbow nudging Hailey’s when she reached to adjust her pillow.

      The second was harder to ignore—Hailey’s calf sliding against Anna’s shin when they both stretched at the same time. The contact lingered a fraction longer than necessary, the warmth of bare skin meeting bare skin making Anna acutely aware of just how close they were.

      She told herself it was just the bed. Just the heat.

      “You’re so quiet. You okay over there?” Hailey murmured, her voice low, edged with amusement.

      “I’m fine. I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Anna said, a little too quickly.

      Another shift of the mattress brought Hailey’s arm brushing against Anna’s, the fine hairs along her forearm catching lightly against her skin. Anna kept her eyes on the ceiling, trying not to think about how intimate something so small could feel.

      “You’re warm,” Hailey said softly.

      “It’s ninety degrees in here,” Anna replied, but her voice came out quieter than she’d intended.

      They lay in silence for a moment, the buzz of the neon sign outside faint through the cracked blinds. Every tiny movement seemed amplified—the slide of fabric against skin, the faint rustle of the quilt when one of them adjusted.

      Anna shifted onto her side, her back to Hailey, thinking it would make it easier. But the bed’s dip meant she could still feel Hailey’s body, the gentle heat of her behind her. And when Hailey moved, the faintest brush of her knee grazed the back of Anna’s leg.

      Anna’s eyes fluttered closed, not because she was tired, but because she didn’t know what else to do with the feeling that bloomed low in her stomach.

      Anna’s skin was damp against the sheets, the heat making it impossible to stay still for long. She shifted onto her back, then her side, then back again, the quilt twisting around her legs. Each movement pulled her just a little closer to Hailey, until the warm presence at her back felt impossible to ignore.

      Her hair clung to her neck in limp strands, and she tried gathering it over one shoulder to cool herself, but the relief was brief. The air barely moved from the ceiling fan above, heavy and warm as a breath.

      Behind her, Hailey’s voice came low and drowsy. “You realize how close we are right now?”

      Anna’s lips curved faintly even though she didn’t turn to look. “It’s a small bed.”

      “Mmm,” Hailey murmured, the sound not quite agreement, not quite amusement. “Small bed… or you’re just a bed hog.”

      Anna huffed softly. “If anyone’s hogging the bed, it’s you.”

      “Guess we could just spoon,” Hailey said, her tone deliberately casual. “You know, save space.”

      Anna let out a laugh that was too quick, too nervous. “Not happening.”

      “Scared you’d like it?” Hailey teased, and Anna could hear the smile in her voice.

      “I’m not—” Anna began, but stopped when Hailey shifted behind her. The bed dipped, the warmth at her back becoming a full press of heat for a heartbeat before Hailey moved again, rolling onto her own side.

      The air seemed thicker after that. Every rustle of fabric, every small shift of weight felt magnified.

      They both adjusted at the same time, and it happened. Anna’s thigh brushing against Hailey’s under the thin quilt. It was bare skin against bare skin, a fleeting slide that sent a sharp, inexplicable shiver racing up her spine. She told herself it was just the temperature difference, just the smoothness of the contact—but the heat that lingered told a different story.

      Neither moved immediately.

      Hailey’s voice was quieter this time. “You’re warm.”

      Anna swallowed. “So are you.”

      She turned slightly, meaning to put more space between them, but in the process her hip brushed Hailey’s. The contact was small, nothing that should matter, but it made her suddenly, achingly aware of the shape of Hailey’s body beside hers.

      It was ridiculous—this was Hailey. Her friend. The one she’d known for years, the one who had never been anything other than a little too carefree for her own good. And yet her mind kept circling back to that smooth, warm press of skin.

      Anna pulled her leg back, putting a thin strip of space between them. It didn’t help. The heat in her stomach didn’t fade.

      Hailey rolled onto her back, the mattress shifting enough that Anna glanced over without meaning to. The light from the neon outside traced along the slope of Hailey’s collarbone, down the smooth skin of her arm. She looked relaxed, but her chest rose and fell just a little faster than before.

      Anna turned back toward her own side, eyes on the cracked blinds, willing herself to think about anything else. But when the sheet shifted again and Hailey’s knee grazed hers, the contact felt intentional.

      She didn’t move away this time.

      The room seemed quieter now, any outside noise fading into the background. She was aware of her own breathing, of Hailey’s breathing, of the fact that there was less space between them than there had been a moment ago.

      She adjusted her pillow, a small movement, but enough that her shoulder brushed Hailey’s arm. The fabric of Hailey’s tank top was soft under her skin, the warmth beneath it undeniable.

      Anna’s mind scrambled for something to say, anything to cut the tension, but no words came.

      Then Hailey shifted again, and their thighs aligned under the blanket. No hesitation this time. Just the smooth, slow fit of skin to skin.

      Anna’s breath caught, and she knew Hailey heard it because the mattress vibrated faintly with a quiet laugh.

      “What?” Anna asked, her voice hushed.

      “Nothing,” Hailey said, but the word felt like a secret.

      The warmth spread through her like the heat in the air had seeped inside her, coiling low and slow. It was wrong, or at least unexpected, but she didn’t pull away.

      Finally, Anna rolled back just enough to put space between them—not much, but enough to break the contact. The rush she felt at the loss made no sense at all, and she stared at the ceiling, forcing her breathing to even out.

      She told herself it was for the best. That it was just the bed, the heat, the fact that they’d been thrown together in such close quarters. That she didn’t want more.

      And yet, she couldn’t stop remembering the way that touch had felt, or the fact that she hadn’t wanted to move when it happened.

      Anna lay on her back, staring into the darkness, counting the slow rotations of the ceiling fan. Her skin still felt hot from where Hailey’s thigh had pressed against hers earlier, and no amount of shifting on the bed seemed to cool her down. She closed her eyes, but the neon glow bleeding through the blinds kept her from falling asleep.

      She heard Hailey turn over beside her, the bedsprings giving a low, drawn-out squeak.

      “You still awake?” Hailey’s voice was quiet, the kind of soft that made it feel like they were sharing a secret just by speaking.

      “Yeah,” Anna whispered back.

      Silence followed.

      “This is… weird,” Hailey said finally.

      Anna rolled onto her side, looking at the dim outline of Hailey’s face in the half-light. “Weird?”

      “Yeah. This bed. You. Me.” Hailey gave a short, breathy laugh. “I keep thinking about it. How close we are. How I can feel you breathing.”

      Anna’s chest tightened. “It’s a small bed. That’s all.”

      “Sure,” Hailey murmured, but her tone suggested she didn’t entirely believe it.

      Anna hesitated, her voice lower when she spoke again. “I noticed something earlier too.”

      Hailey shifted onto her back, head turning toward her. “Oh yeah?”

      Anna’s cheeks felt warm even in the dark. “When… our legs touched. I don’t know. It was nothing.”

      “It didn’t feel like nothing,” Hailey said, her voice softer now, more deliberate.

      The words hung between them, heavy and intimate. Anna couldn’t look away from the faint glint of Hailey’s eyes in the dark.

      They both stayed quiet, the silence stretching long enough that Anna could hear her own pulse.

      Then, under the blanket, she felt it—a faint brush against her hand. At first, she thought it was accidental, the kind of shift that happened in tight spaces. But it didn’t go away. Fingers grazed hers again, slower this time, until they lingered.

      Anna’s breath caught. “Was that—”

      “Yeah,” Hailey murmured, almost a whisper.

      The tips of Hailey’s fingers traced over the back of Anna’s hand, light enough to make her skin prickle. Anna didn’t move away. She should have, but she didn’t. Instead, she let her own fingers curl slightly, enough that their hands touched more fully.

      It was a small thing. Barely anything. And yet it felt sharper, more electric than it had any right to.

      Anna swallowed, her voice quiet. “This is strange.”

      “Strange doesn’t have to be bad,” Hailey said.

      Her fingers slid slowly along Anna’s, their palms almost meeting before Hailey let the touch fade, leaving only the ghost of warmth behind.

      Anna exhaled slowly, trying to keep her voice steady. “You’re making it hard to sleep.”

      Hailey gave a low laugh. “Guess we’re even, then.”

      They didn’t move closer, not yet. But the bed felt even smaller now, the air heavier, every breath and every shift electric. Anna stayed on her side, eyes open in the dark, aware of every inch between them and how little effort it would take to close the distance.

      Anna lay on her side, trying not to think about the way Hailey’s fingers had just traced hers. She told herself to keep still, to focus on the sound of the ceiling fan, but every shift in the mattress seemed to pull her back into that moment.

      The bed dipped again, subtle, and then she felt it—Hailey’s hand, resting lightly against her hip through the thin cotton of her shorts. It wasn’t gripping her, not even holding her. Just… there. Warm. Close enough that Anna could feel the slow heat of her palm seeping through the fabric.

      She froze. Part of her expected Hailey to move it away, to laugh and make a joke about the cramped bed. But the hand stayed where it was.

      Her own breathing had deepened without her realizing, and she knew Hailey could probably feel the slight lift and fall of her side under that touch. She waited—seconds that felt like minutes—before finally letting her own hand drift down under the blanket until it found Hailey’s thigh.

      The muscle there was warm and soft under her fingers. She didn’t grip, didn’t push, just rested her hand lightly the way Hailey’s was resting on her.

      Neither of them moved.

      Then Hailey’s thumb brushed in the smallest arc over her hip, not quite enough to be called a caress, but enough to send a little ripple of sensation down Anna’s stomach.

      “We’re just acting crazy because it’s hot,” Hailey murmured, her voice low, almost casual.

      “Yeah,” Anna said, matching her tone, though her throat felt tight. “And… we’re tired.”

      The excuses hovered there, flimsy and half-hearted.

      Anna’s fingers shifted against Hailey’s thigh, the motion slow, careful, like she was testing the idea of touching more. Her nails skimmed lightly against skin before she stilled again.

      Hailey’s hand pressed just a little more firmly into Anna’s hip, her palm curving to fit it, and then she slid it back an inch, dragging the heel of her hand gently across the fabric before settling again. The pressure was subtle, but Anna felt it everywhere.

      Their legs moved at the same time—Anna shifting slightly to find a cooler spot, Hailey adjusting her angle—and their knees bumped under the blanket.

      Neither pulled away this time.

      The touch lingered, the bare skin of Hailey’s knee warm against Anna’s. The blanket had tangled around their thighs, leaving their legs partially exposed to the thick air, making every brush of skin sharper and more tempting.

      Anna’s breath came a little quicker now. She let her knee ease forward, closing more of the space between them until their thighs touched. The line of contact was hot and solid, and she could feel Hailey’s breathing match her own, slower but deeper.

      When she finally looked up, their faces were closer than she’d realized. The faint glow from the neon outside caught the edge of Hailey’s jaw, the curve of her mouth. Her eyes were on Anna’s, steady and unblinking.

      Hailey’s fingers moved again, tracing a slow, small line along Anna’s side, following the seam of her shorts.

      Anna’s own hand mirrored it, sliding just slightly higher on Hailey’s thigh before stopping. She didn’t know why she stopped, whether it was hesitation or restraint, but the heat pooling low in her stomach told her she didn’t want to.

      “It’s too hot to sleep,” Hailey whispered.

      “Yeah,” Anna said, and it came out softer than she meant.

      Their knees shifted again, brushing more fully, and then they were facing each other. Anna didn’t remember turning, just the gradual alignment of their bodies, the way it felt inevitable in the dark.

      They stayed like that, breathing the same air, the space between them narrowed to almost nothing.

      Neither made the next move.

      The room felt suspended, the ceiling fan’s lazy rotation the only movement in the heavy air. Anna could feel Hailey’s breath against her cheek now, slow and even, their knees still resting together under the thin blanket. The space between them wasn’t much more than a whisper.

      Neither of them spoke.

      Anna’s heart beat hard in her chest, the sound almost loud in her ears. She wasn’t sure who moved first—maybe it was both of them—but the shift was small, just enough for her to notice that Hailey’s lips were closer than they had been a moment ago.

      She didn’t mean to lean in. Not really. But something in the air tugged her forward until she could see the faint curve of Hailey’s mouth in the low light.

      Their lips touched. Just barely. A brush. A spark that sent a jolt low into Anna’s stomach.

      She pulled back instantly, her breath catching, eyes wide in the dimness. “I—”

      “Yeah,” Hailey murmured, her voice low and uneven.

      They stared at each other, unsure. Anna could feel the warmth of Hailey’s knee still pressed to hers, the imprint of that featherlight kiss lingering on her mouth like the ghost of heat.

      “That was…” Anna began, then stopped, not sure if finishing the sentence would make it more real.

      “It was nothing,” Hailey said, though her tone made it clear she didn’t quite believe her own words.

      Anna swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling a little too fast. She could have rolled back onto her side, pulled the blanket higher, let the moment fade. But she didn’t.

      Neither did Hailey.

      The air between them felt magnetic now, swirling in a way that made Anna’s skin prickle. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, Hailey leaned forward. Anna’s gaze dropped to her mouth without meaning to, and before she could think, their lips met again.

      This time, there was no accidental brush. Hailey’s lips were warm and soft against hers, lingering for a beat longer before Anna found herself leaning in too, deepening the contact.

      The kiss was slow, careful at first, their mouths moving tentatively as if they were testing the edges of something fragile. Anna’s breath quickened, the faint slide of Hailey’s lips sending a pulse through her that made her toes curl under the blanket.

      When they finally pulled back, it wasn’t sudden. It was gradual, like neither of them was ready to completely let go.

      Anna’s eyes searched Hailey’s in the shadows. There was no smirk now, no teasing grin—just something quieter, more focused, like she was seeing Anna in a way she hadn’t before.

      The second kiss still lingered between them, their mouths parted slightly, breaths mingling in the heavy heat. Anna didn’t remember moving closer, but suddenly her thigh was pressed fully against Hailey’s, the blanket pushed somewhere down near their knees.

      Hailey’s hand slid up from Anna’s hip, her fingers grazing the side of her waist, drawing a shiver. Anna leaned in again, their lips meeting harder this time, the kiss deepening until she could taste Hailey’s breath, warm and quick.

      Their mouths moved in slow, searching strokes that grew hungrier the longer they kissed. Hailey’s hand skimmed higher, brushing just under the edge of Anna’s camisole. Anna’s pulse kicked, but she didn’t stop her—if anything, she pressed closer, her own palm finding the smooth plane of Hailey’s stomach.

      When Hailey’s fingers slid up to cup her breast through the thin fabric, Anna let out a soft, involuntary sound into her mouth. The gentle squeeze made her arch slightly, her own hand rising to find Hailey’s breast in return. She felt the warm weight of it fill her palm, her thumb brushing over the peak and finding it already firm.

      They broke the kiss only to breathe, foreheads touching, hands still roaming as though they’d been waiting for this without knowing it. Anna’s other hand traced the curve of Hailey’s hip, thumb dipping into the warm crease where her shorts sat low on her waist.

      Hailey kissed her again, deeper, and Anna’s fingers slipped under the hem of her tank top. The skin there was smooth and hot, and she wanted more of it.

      They shifted together until Anna was on her side, Hailey half on top of her, their legs tangling. The heat between them had a different quality now—less oppressive, more like a pull neither could resist.

      When Anna tugged gently at Hailey’s top, Hailey didn’t hesitate. She sat back just enough to peel it off, the motion slow, deliberate. Her breasts spilled free in the dim light, the shadows and neon glow tracing over the soft curves.

      Anna’s breath caught. She reached up, cupping one in her hand, and then leaned forward to kiss the swell. Hailey let out a quiet sigh, her fingers curling lightly into Anna’s hair as her lips traveled higher until they closed over the firm peak. Anna’s tongue circled it, teasing, then drew it into her mouth with a slow pull.

      Hailey’s hips shifted against her, the movement restless.

      Anna switched to the other breast, kissing the slope before wrapping her lips around the nipple, feeling it harden further against her tongue. Hailey’s breathing turned uneven, and her hand found Anna’s shoulder, holding her there.

      When Anna finally leaned back, her lips tingling from the last kiss, Hailey’s hands were already sliding up her sides. Her palms were warm, fingers splaying over her ribs before curling into the hem of Anna’s camisole.

      Anna lifted her arms without thinking, the motion slow, and the thin fabric whispered upward over her skin. The moment the camisole cleared her head, the air in the room seemed to shift—hotter somehow, charged. Hailey’s eyes moved over her, taking in bare shoulders, the swell of her breasts, the faint sheen of sweat that caught what little light there was.

      Hailey’s fingertips trailed down to the waistband of Anna’s shorts, resting there just long enough for Anna to feel her pulse quicken. Then the tug began—unhurried, deliberate—peeling the fabric over her hips, down her thighs. The blanket fell away completely, leaving Anna bare beneath Hailey’s gaze. She felt the heat of it, the way it lingered on her skin like a touch.

      Hailey leaned in, her hair brushing Anna’s shoulder as her mouth found the curve of her collarbone. The kiss was soft at first, tasting the salt of her skin, then firmer, teeth grazing before her lips moved lower.

      Anna exhaled a shudder as Hailey’s tongue flicked against the top of her breast, circling lazily before closing around the peak. The gentle suction sent a sharp, sweet ache down between her legs, and she slid her fingers into Hailey’s hair, holding her there without meaning to.

      Hailey alternated between slow swirls and teasing flicks, her other hand stroking the side of Anna’s waist. Anna’s back arched subtly, chasing the pull of her mouth, unable to help the small sound that escaped her throat.

      She didn’t care that this was Hailey. She didn’t care that she had a boyfriend. All that mattered was the way her body was waking up under Hailey’s touch, every nerve tuned to her, every breath feeling like it was shared.

      Hailey’s kisses traveled lower, down the gentle slope of Anna’s ribs, across the softness of her stomach. Anna’s muscles tightened beneath her mouth, her breath catching with each inch gained.

      When Hailey’s hands found her thighs, she hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled the shorts fully away. Anna’s legs shifted apart instinctively, knees bending as Hailey settled between them. The position alone made her heart race.

      The first hot brush of Hailey’s tongue made her gasp—sharp, involuntary—her hips lifting toward the contact. Hailey’s palms pressed lightly against her inner thighs, coaxing them wider, grounding her as her tongue returned, slow and deliberate.

      Anna’s eyes fluttered shut. Every movement was magnified—the glide of Hailey’s mouth, the teasing pressure, the way her tongue circled before pressing just where Anna needed her. The pleasure built quickly, urgent and deep, her breath breaking into uneven gasps.

      Hailey’s rhythm stayed steady, her focus unshakable. Anna’s fingers gripped the sheet, knuckles white, her hips rocking slightly in time with each stroke. She couldn’t form words—only fractured sounds that filled the space between them.

      The climax came hard and fast, a sudden shudder that rippled through her, muscles locking for a heartbeat before melting entirely into the mattress. Her chest rose and fell in rapid bursts, the air thick and hot against her damp skin.

      Hailey crawled up over her, kissing her softly, their mouths tasting faintly of each other. Anna kissed back with a new urgency, rolling them until Hailey was on her back beneath her. She didn’t stop to think—didn’t want to.

      Her mouth followed the same path Hailey’s had taken: over her collarbone, down the gentle swell of her breast, lips closing around the nipple in a warm pull that drew a low sound from Hailey. She switched to the other side, her tongue swirling before sucking lightly until Hailey’s back arched.

      Anna’s hands slid down, pushing Hailey’s shorts past her hips. The fabric pooled around her knees before Anna tugged them away, baring her fully. Heat radiated from between Hailey’s thighs, the scent and sight making Anna’s pulse thrum.

      She lowered herself, kissing just above the mound before parting her with slow, deliberate pressure from her tongue. The taste was intoxicating, her mouth moving in long, slow strokes at first, savoring the way Hailey’s breath hitched.

      Hailey’s thighs trembled, tensing around her before relaxing again, her hands finding Anna’s hair. When Anna’s tongue circled more firmly, Hailey’s hips lifted toward her, the sound she made low and desperate.

      Anna pressed harder, flicking and circling in rhythm until she felt Hailey’s muscles tense again. The sounds grew softer but quicker, her breaths turning into small gasps as the pleasure tightened inside her.

      When Hailey came, it was a rush that Anna felt as much as heard—her body trembling under her mouth, thighs squeezing for a moment before falling open, her release warm against Anna’s tongue.

      Anna lingered there, kissing her softly once more before moving up to meet her mouth again. Their lips met in a slow kiss, bodies still tangled, the air clouded with heat and the heady knowledge of what they’d just done.

      The room felt different now. The air was still warm, but it no longer pressed down on Anna like it had before. The oppressive weight of the night had shifted into something else. Something heavier in a different way.

      They lay tangled together, skin to skin, the sheet caught somewhere around their hips. Hailey’s arm was draped loosely across Anna’s stomach, her fingertips idly tracing small patterns on her skin. Anna’s leg rested between Hailey’s, their bare thighs pressed together. She could still feel the faint, slick heat between them where their bodies had met.

      Neither of them spoke. The only sounds were their breathing as they came down from ecstasy.

      It would have been easy to roll away, to put a safe strip of space between them. But Anna didn’t want to. That realization made her chest tighten. She was supposed to feel guilty, maybe even panicked. She wasn’t.

      Hailey shifted slightly, the movement making her breast brush against Anna’s arm. “Well,” she murmured, voice low and lazy, “that was… not how I thought tonight would go.”

      Anna let out a small laugh, though it came out thinner than she meant. “Yeah. Me neither.”

      “You’re not gonna tell me you hated it, are you?” Hailey asked, her tone light, but there was something just beneath it. Something testing.

      Anna turned her head to look at her. In the faint light, Hailey’s hair was mussed, her lips still slightly swollen from kissing. “No,” Anna said, and the honesty in her own voice startled her. “I’m not gonna say that.”

      Hailey smiled faintly, her gaze lingering on Anna’s face for a moment before drifting down. Her thumb traced along the edge of the sheet, almost absently, and Anna’s body reacted to that small motion like it was more than it was.

      They were quiet again.

      Anna’s mind was loud, though. She could still feel Hailey’s mouth on her, the way she’d looked up from between her thighs, the way it had felt to kiss her afterward. Slow and unhurried, like they had all the time in the world. It should have felt wrong, but instead it felt like something she wasn’t ready to lose.

      She’d spent years certain she knew herself—her type, her limits, her lines. But tonight, Hailey had stepped over every single one, and Anna had let her. No, not let. Wanted.

      Hailey broke the silence again. “You keep making that face.”

      “What face?”

      “The one like you’re trying to do math in your head,” Hailey teased, though her fingers were still tracing light shapes against Anna’s stomach. “You sure you don’t regret it?”

      Anna shook her head. “No. I just… don’t know what this means.”

      Hailey was quiet for a moment, then shrugged one bare shoulder. “Maybe it doesn’t have to mean anything yet.”

      Anna thought about that. About the fact that they still had days left on this trip. About the fact that they would be sharing more nights in close quarters. The idea didn’t make her nervous. It made her pulse speed up.

      They lay like that for a while, shifting only enough to tangle their legs differently.

      The slow rhythm of Hailey’s breathing was making Anna’s eyelids heavy, but she fought the pull of sleep. She didn’t want to close her eyes and lose the feel of Hailey’s skin against hers. She didn’t want to wake up tomorrow and have this vanish into something awkward.

      But she also didn’t know how to ask for more without sounding like she was asking for everything.

      The truth was, she wanted to feel Hailey’s mouth on her again. She wanted to kiss her until the heat in the room wasn’t the only reason she was sweating. And she wanted to know if this was just one night, or if she was going to spend the rest of the trip waiting for it to happen again.

      Hailey’s voice was soft when she spoke. “We should try to sleep.”

      Anna made a small noise in agreement, but neither of them moved.

      The neon sign outside hummed. The fan creaked overhead. Somewhere far off, a car passed on the road.

      They didn’t talk about what would happen tomorrow. They didn’t talk about what this meant. They just stayed close, tangled under the sheet, pretending for now that the only thing that mattered was the heat between them. Heat that, somehow, didn’t feel oppressive anymore.

      And as Anna finally let her eyes close, she knew this wasn’t over. Not tonight. Not for the rest of this trip. Maybe not even after that.
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