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      The sun was already low and lazy when the group pulled into the driveway, the ocean just visible through a gap in the palms that framed the rented beach house. It was the kind of place that made you want to strip off your responsibilities along with your clothes—bright stucco, whitewashed decks, wide windows begging to be thrown open. Jenna climbed out of the car first, stretching her arms overhead with a yawn that showed off the taut line of her stomach, her hoodie riding up just far enough to make the guys glance, then pretend they hadn’t.

      “Shotgun on the master bedroom!” she called, already slinging her duffel bag over one tan shoulder.

      “In your dreams,” groaned Ethan, dragging a cooler toward the front door.

      Jenna tossed him a grin over her shoulder, cocky as always. “I call it, I get it. That’s how this works.”

      Callie stepped out next, more careful, her worn Converse hitting the driveway with a soft crunch. She shaded her eyes with one hand, her camera bag slung crosswise over her chest, a linen button-up fluttering around her pale legs like she didn’t even realize it had come unbuttoned halfway down.

      “It's spring break, not a territorial land war,” she said dryly.

      Jenna turned, eyes scanning her, and for a moment the grin curved deeper. “Everything’s a land war if you’re doing it right.”

      Their gazes caught and held for a beat longer than necessary. Callie blinked first, brushing her wind-blown hair off her cheek.

      Inside, the house was all white tile, open beams, and too many throw pillows. The girls snagged the upstairs room with a view. Callie had insisted on sharing to avoid being stuck with the snoring duo of Ben and Theo. She started unpacking. Jenna dumped her bag on the bed closest to the balcony and began stripping off her hoodie and shorts like she was allergic to fabric, leaving her in a snug sports bra and boy-shorts.

      “You’re already half-naked,” Callie said, raising a brow as she pulled out a stack of perfectly folded sundresses.

      Jenna flopped onto her bed with a groan, stretching until her back arched just enough to be distracting. “Exactly. We’re at the beach. Time to let the girls breathe.”

      “I didn’t realize your chest was suffocating,” Callie replied, dry again, but her eyes betrayed her—lingering for a split second too long on the bare line of Jenna’s abdomen before flicking away.

      Jenna noticed. She didn’t say anything. But her smile shifted, just slightly.

      “You could try it sometime,” she said, propping herself up on one elbow, watching Callie with lazy interest. “You’ve got that secretly-hot thing going on. All librarian curves under the flannel and judgment.”

      Callie rolled her eyes, but her ears flushed pink. “That’s your line every time someone’s not flashing their nipples in public.”

      “I don’t flash my—” Jenna laughed, then gave up, shrugging. “Okay, maybe I do. But only because life is too short.”

      Callie pulled a soft cotton top over her head, shaking her head to settle her waves. “You just like to see if you can get a rise out of people.”

      “Not people,” Jenna said, her voice lower now, not quite teasing. “You. You’re so easy to rattle. It’s kind of cute.”

      That made Callie pause. Her fingers stilled over the zipper of her toiletry bag. For a second, the silence stretched, filled only with the sound of waves in the distance and their own breathing.

      Jenna didn’t break it. She let it sit there like a challenge, her gaze steady, the corner of her mouth curled like she already knew she’d won.

      “You’re not that charming.”

      

      “Didn’t say I was,” Jenna shot back, shrugging one shoulder. “But I’m great at getting under your skin.”

      A shout echoed up from downstairs—pizza had arrived. Callie grabbed her phone, then hesitated. “I’ll get plates,” she said, glancing once at Jenna before heading out.

      Left alone, Jenna watched the spot where Callie had been, her expression unreadable. She wasn’t trying to win anything—at least, not consciously—but there was something about the way Callie always bit back, always resisted, that made her want to push. Tease. See what happened when that cool, composed shell finally cracked.

      She’d joked about being “curious” for years—mostly for laughs, sometimes for attention. But lately, when she said it around Callie, it landed differently. Like the words stuck to her tongue afterward. Like maybe Callie noticed the way Jenna’s gaze lingered too long, or the way her skin buzzed whenever they touched, even casually.

      Callie didn’t flirt. She didn’t tease. She just looked at Jenna like she could see right through her—and that was somehow worse.

      It  made it impossible to stop thinking about her.

      By the time Jenna came downstairs, the others were already tearing into the pizza boxes. Callie was sitting on the arm of the couch, balancing a slice in one hand and a soda in the other. Her eyes met Jenna’s briefly—cool, unreadable.

      But the pink hadn’t faded from her ears.

      Later that night, when the heat settled low and heavy in the house and everyone had wandered toward the living room for the night’s entertainment, Jenna would find herself sitting too close. Watching Callie instead of the TV.

      The empty pizza boxes had been shoved onto the coffee table, greasy napkins crumpled between soda cans and half-eaten crusts. Someone had put on a beachy, mellow playlist and the sliding doors to the deck were cracked just enough to let the ocean breeze drift through.

      Jenna was curled into one corner of the sectional, a throw pillow wedged behind her lower back, her legs stretched out and bare. She’d traded her sports bra for a ribbed crop top, but she hadn’t bothered with real pants. Just soft boy-shorts and that same careless confidence, like the very idea of modesty bored her.

      Callie sat across the room on the floor, her knees drawn up, arms draped over them. She wasn’t looking at anyone in particular, at least not obviously, but her lashes dipped low every time Jenna laughed. There was a stillness to her, like she didn’t quite belong in the noise, but wasn’t about to leave it either.

      When Ben suggested Truth or Dare, everyone groaned. But no one stopped him.

      "Come on," he said, waving a half-empty soda can like a scepter. "It’s spring break. Embrace your inner freshman."

      Ethan flopped down beside Jenna and nudged her thigh. “You’re not scared, are you?”

      Jenna raised a brow, that competitive glint already sharpening in her eyes. “Of this crowd? Please.”

      The circle formed quickly, uneven and lopsided—Ben and Theo leaning on the ottoman, Maya perched on an armchair, Callie shifting closer to the coffee table, and Jenna sinking to the floor beside Ethan. The carpet was soft beneath her thighs.

      It started predictably. Theo had to eat a jalapeño from the leftover pizza box. Maya was dared to text her ex “I still dream about you.” Jenna rolled her eyes, unimpressed.

      Then someone asked her—“Truth or dare?”

      She cracked her neck and smiled, slow and wicked. “Dare.”

      Maya grinned. “I dare you to kiss a girl.”

      There was a collective groan, more amused than scandalized. Theo made an exaggerated gasping sound. Ethan muttered something about how overdone that dare was.

      Jenna didn’t blink.

      She turned her head toward Callie without hesitation, gaze steady. “Come here.”

      The room quieted. Not tense, exactly, but sharpened. Eyes flicked between them. A few smirks. A few raised brows. No one expected her to go for Callie.

      Callie tilted her head slightly, her brows lifting just enough to read as challenge. “What?”

      Jenna’s grin widened. “Unless you’re scared.”

      Callie rolled her eyes but pushed to her knees, crawling the few feet across the rug without a word. Her movements were graceful, slow but not seductive, like she didn’t want to give Jenna the satisfaction.

      But Jenna watched her like she was undressing with every inch.

      When Callie stopped in front of her, Jenna reached up and cupped her jaw. Casual, confident, like this was something they did all the time.

      The kiss was supposed to be fast. Just lips on lips. A brush. A joke.

      But Callie didn’t flinch. She didn’t pull away.

      Her mouth was warm. Soft. Her breath tasted faintly of citrus soda and pizza crust, but her lips were cool and plush and parted just enough to tempt. Jenna hadn’t meant to press closer, but she did. Her fingers curled along Callie’s cheek, and her thumb ghosted the edge of her jaw.

      Callie kissed her back. Mouth to mouth, firm and unhurried, her hand settling on Jenna’s knee to balance herself.

      The room fell completely still. It was only a few seconds—maybe five. Maybe ten. But long enough that no one was laughing anymore.

      Jenna pulled away first, but not by much. Her hand lingered for a moment on Callie’s face, fingers brushing her temple, before she dropped it. Her pulse was louder than the music. Her mouth tingled.

      Callie sat back on her heels. She didn’t say anything. But her eyes flicked down to Jenna’s lips once before she returned to her seat on the other side of the circle.

      Ben let out a low whistle. “Okay then.”

      “Hot,” Theo muttered. “Unexpected, but hot.”

      The others started snickering, the moment slipping back into party mode. Someone threw a pillow at Ethan. Maya teased Jenna for not using tongue. The game moved on.

      But across the room, Callie’s fingers toyed with the edge of her hemline, her expression unreadable.

      Jenna sat back and didn’t say a word. Her lips still buzzed. She let her hair fall forward, let it hide her face as she smiled into the hollow of her collarbone.

      It had been a dare. That’s all. But when she looked up again, Callie was already watching her. And this time, she didn’t look away.
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        * * *

      

      The house had gone quiet in that peculiar way only a beach house could, like the walls were too relaxed to hold sound. The last of the group had trickled off to bed with tired excuses and full bellies. Jenna had stayed back to finish her drink, scrolling absently through her phone as the closing credits of whatever movie had been playing flickered across the screen.

      When she stood to stretch, the silence pressed in harder. No more laughter. No more dares. Just the distant rush of waves and the soft clink of something from the kitchen.

      Jenna padded barefoot across the tile, her body still humming faintly from the kiss hours ago. She hadn’t really expected it to stick with her. But it had.

      The light above the stove was on. Callie stood with her back to the door, reaching for a mug from the open shelf. Her hair was messy—half-tucked behind her ears, half-falling into her face—and her oversized T-shirt slid off one shoulder, exposing the slope of her collarbone. Loose cotton shorts hung low on her hips, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Jenna noticed that immediately. Noticed, then tried not to stare.

      “You’re making tea?” Jenna leaned against the doorway, arms folded. “What are you, eighty?”

      Callie didn’t turn around. “I like something hot before bed.”

      Jenna smirked. “Too easy.”

      That earned a quiet scoff, but Callie didn’t bite. She busied herself with the kettle, her movements a little too focused. A little too careful.

      Jenna took a few steps into the kitchen, letting the cool tile kiss the soles of her feet. “So.”

      Callie didn’t answer. Her back stayed turned, shoulders stiff.

      The silence dragged. Jenna hated that. Silence made everything feel loaded, like there was something she was supposed to say and couldn’t figure out how.

      She scratched the back of her neck, sighed. “You kissed me back.”

      Callie stilled. Her fingers tightened on the edge of the counter.

      “What?” Jenna said, stepping in another inch. “It’s not a judgment. I’m just saying—it wasn’t all me.”

      Callie turned around slowly, the tea bag still in her hand. Her eyes were sharp, guarded. But her cheeks were flushed in a way that had nothing to do with the steam.

      “You’re the one who didn’t stop it,” she said. Her voice wasn’t angry, exactly—but it carried weight. Heat. Like she'd been sitting with it too long and didn’t know where to put it.

      Jenna blinked, caught off guard by the intensity. “Yeah, well. It was a dare. And you were… already right there.”

      Callie dropped the tea bag into her mug like she needed something to do with her hands. “Right. A joke. Nothing serious.”

      “I didn’t say that.” Jenna’s arms crossed loosely over her chest. “I just mean…I wasn’t the only one involved.”

      Callie’s lips parted, like she had a comeback but couldn’t land it. Her gaze dropped to the mug, then the counter, then the space between them.

      “I didn’t plan this or anything,” she said. “It’s not like a random kiss. It was just a game.”

      Jenna shook her head. “No. But you didn’t exactly run for the hills. Admit it. You enjoyed yourself a little.”

      Callie exhaled hard through her nose and turned her back again, reaching for the kettle.

      Jenna watched her shoulders rise and fall. The loose shirt she wore clung a little to her back in the humid kitchen air. Her bare legs were tense, calves tight, like her whole body was bracing for something.

      “I’m just saying,” Jenna added, quieter now, “if it was really nothing, we probably wouldn’t be in here still thinking about it.”

      Callie paused, the kettle hovering just above the cup. “Speak for yourself.”

      Jenna leaned against the counter behind her, watching the muscles in Callie’s arms shift under her skin. “Come on. You can’t tell me you haven’t replayed it. Just a little.”

      Callie set the kettle down without pouring. Turned.

      “And what if I have?” she asked, jaw set. “What does that mean?”

      Jenna’s heart thudded, but she kept her voice light. “Means I’m not the only one who’s a little confused.”

      Callie crossed her arms, finally facing her full-on. “Confused about what? It was a dare. You don’t know how to leave things alone.”

      Jenna raised an eyebrow. “Leave what alone?”

      “Me.” Callie’s tone was flat, but her cheeks were flushed. “You’re always poking, like you’re trying to get a reaction. Well, congrats. You got one.”

      That made Jenna smirk. “So you were into it.”

      Callie rolled her eyes, but her mouth twitched at the edge. “That’s not what I said.”

      “You didn’t have to.”

      Callie shook her head like she was trying to clear it. “God, you’re annoying.”

      Jenna took a lazy step forward, just enough to feel the shift in energy. “Admit it. If I dared you again, you’d probably still do it.”

      Callie narrowed her eyes, but didn’t step back. “You think you’ve got that kind of power?”

      “I think…” Jenna paused, dragging her gaze down Callie’s bare legs and back up. “I think you’re curious. And that kind of thing’s hard to ignore once it’s happened.”

      Callie didn’t respond right away. Her breathing had gone shallow, but her stance didn’t waver. She looked at Jenna like she was deciding whether to slap her or close the distance.

      And then, very quietly, she said, “You’re the one who couldn’t stop.”

      Jenna blinked.

      Callie stepped forward now, barely half a foot between them. “You kept your hand on me the whole time,” she said, lower now, like she hated admitting it even as she said it. “You didn’t have to do that.”

      Jenna didn’t deny it. Couldn’t. Her fingers flexed slightly at her sides, remembering the curve of Callie’s jaw.

      “So what,” Callie said, but her voice cracked. “You wanna try again? See if it’s different without the crowd?”

      The kettle started to whistle behind them, sharp and rising.

      Jenna didn’t answer.

      Callie didn’t move. She just looked at Jenna, eyes flicking once to her mouth, then back up again.

      Jenna shifted her weight, something pulling tight in her chest. Her breath caught.

      For one dizzy second, it felt like they might do it again. But Callie turned, picking up her mug. “Tea’s getting cold.”

      Jenna said nothing, but the moment hovered between them, unfinished.
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        * * *

      

      Jenna hadn’t expected to sleep much, not with Callie across the room in the dark and that kitchen moment still clinging to her skin. But neither of them said a word once the door closed behind them. Callie turned out the light. Jenna climbed into her bed. And the silence between them stretched long and heavy, filled with everything they didn’t say.

      By morning, the house had come alive with the sound of coffee brewing, flip-flops slapping tile, and beach bags being packed in a half-awake frenzy. No one mentioned the night before, least of all Callie, who tied her hair into a messy knot and pulled on an oversized t-shirt like armor. Jenna watched her from across the kitchen, waiting for a glance, a smirk, anything. But Callie barely looked up.

      Fine. Jenna could play it cool, too.

      The sun was already high by the time they hit the beach, casting everything in that sharp, golden light that made skin look glossier, sweatier, sexier than it had any right to. The sand was hot under their feet, making walking feel like a slow dance.

      Jenna was in her smallest bikini, a dark green one that clung to every wet curve and barely kept itself tied behind her neck. She wasn’t doing it for attention. At least, that’s what she told herself. But every time she caught Callie’s gaze skimming across her stomach or lingering on the beads of water trailing down her chest, it lit something up inside her that she didn’t quite have a name for.

      Callie wore a red bikini top and high-waisted black bottoms that made her legs look even longer, her skin pale and gleaming from the sunscreen she’d applied a little too quickly. She hadn’t said much all morning, but her eyes did more than enough talking.

      They played volleyball first. Ben insisted. The sun beat down on their backs, the ball slapping skin, sand sticking to sweat. Jenna wasn’t sure if she was imagining it, but Callie kept ending up on her side of the court, bumping shoulders during serves, brushing past her when they rotated.

      At one point, Jenna dove for a shot, came up with sand in her hair, and Callie tossed her a towel without being asked. Their fingers touched, just for a second, and neither of them said anything.

      Later, they moved closer to the water, dragging towels behind them. The guys cracked beers. Maya set up a speaker. Jenna dropped down next to Callie, their towels barely overlapping, and stretched out with a satisfied groan. She reached into her bag, pulled out a bottle of sunscreen, and turned toward her.

      “You’re burning,” she said, eyeing the pale stripe at the top of Callie’s back. “Want me to rub some in?”

      Callie rolled her eyes but handed her the bottle anyway. “Fine. But don’t get weird about it.”

      “Who, me?” Jenna grinned, flipping the cap open with a little flourish. “I’m a professional.”

      Callie sat with her back to her, arms wrapped loosely around her knees. Jenna squeezed the sunscreen into her palm, cool and slick, then began smoothing it across Callie’s shoulders. The first touch made them both pause.

      Callie didn’t say anything, but her shoulders tensed slightly beneath Jenna’s hands. Jenna rubbed slow, lazy circles into her skin, the lotion making her palms glide easily. She worked her way down Callie’s spine, the sharp blades of her shoulder bones, the soft dip at the small of her back just above her bikini.

      “You’re so tense,” Jenna murmured.

      “Maybe because you’re rubbing sunscreen like it’s foreplay,” Callie shot back, voice tight.

      Jenna chuckled, her voice low. “You love it.”

      Callie didn’t reply, but she didn’t pull away either.

      When Jenna's fingers dipped just a little lower, grazing the edge of Callie’s bottoms, Callie suddenly twisted around and snatched the sunscreen bottle.

      “My turn,” she said, almost too fast.

      Jenna blinked, caught off guard, but before she could say anything, Callie squirted lotion onto her hands and shoved Jenna forward a little by the shoulder. “Sit still.”

      Jenna obeyed, her mouth twitching.

      Callie started at the base of her neck, spreading the lotion down between her shoulder blades. Her touch wasn’t as slow as Jenna’s—but it wasn’t clinical, either. It was deliberate. Focused. Her thumbs worked into the tense muscles at the top of Jenna’s back, sliding under the strings of her bikini with barely an apology.

      Jenna bit her bottom lip. “Getting a little handsy there, aren’t you?”

      “You started it,” Callie muttered.

      Her hands slid lower, working over the sides of Jenna’s ribs. The pads of her fingers brushed just under the edge of the bikini fabric, enough to make Jenna’s breath hitch—not that she’d admit it.

      Then Callie did something that made Jenna freeze.

      She tugged—not hard—but just enough to loosen the knot at the back of Jenna’s bikini top. It didn’t come undone completely, just slackened, making the thin triangle of fabric shift slightly over her chest.

      Jenna glanced over her shoulder. “What was that?”

      Callie’s face was unreadable, but her mouth curved ever so slightly. “Just making sure I got all the spots.”

      Jenna turned around, eyes narrowed. “Is that how we’re playing it now?”

      Callie shrugged, but there was a gleam in her eye. “You started it.”

      “Yeah, you keep saying that.”

      They stared at each other, the ocean roaring faintly behind them, the music playing in the distance, someone laughing far off down the beach.

      Then Jenna reached forward and flicked water from her bottle at Callie’s stomach.

      “Oh, you’re dead,” Callie said, springing to her feet.

      Jenna shrieked, bolting up as Callie lunged toward her. They tumbled together into the shallows, half-laughing, half-wrestling, water soaking their legs and stomachs as they shoved and splashed and rolled.

      Callie straddled Jenna’s thighs at one point, pushing her down into the wet sand. Her hair clung to her face, lips parted, chest heaving as water beaded down her neck.

      Jenna looked up at her, blinking salt out of her eyes. The sun hit Callie from behind, her skin glowing.

      Neither of them moved for a second.

      Callie’s hands were on Jenna’s waist, slippery from the water, fingers curled just under the edge of her bikini bottoms.

      Jenna swallowed hard, trying to breathe steady.

      “Truce?” she asked, voice a little unsteady.

      Callie hesitated. Her hands didn’t move.

      Then she nodded once.

      Jenna exhaled, something too hot coiled low in her stomach.

      They stood slowly, brushing sand from their legs, but something between them felt entirely different now. Not playful. Not innocent.

      And definitely not finished.
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        * * *

      

      The house quieted early.

      One by one, doors clicked shut, lights dimmed, and the sound of muffled laughter faded until it was just the rhythmic hum of the ocean beyond the deck. Jenna lingered on the balcony, half-stretched out on a cushioned lounge chair with a thin blanket tossed over her legs and a glass of cold water sweating on the side table. Her skin still felt sun-warmed, her limbs pleasantly heavy from the day, but her thoughts wouldn’t settle.

      She wasn’t thinking about volleyball or the dumb playlist Theo kept queuing up. She wasn’t thinking about sunscreen.

      She was thinking about Callie.

      And how it felt to have her straddle her waist in knee-deep water like it was nothing.

      The balcony door creaked open. Jenna didn’t turn her head, but she knew it was her before she heard the soft shuffle of bare feet.

      Callie settled on the edge of the lounge chair beside her, hugging one knee loosely to her chest. She wore a loose white tank that had slipped halfway down one shoulder and a pair of black bikini bottoms she hadn’t bothered to change out of. Her damp hair was tied up in a knot that looked like it had taken zero effort. Her skin still smelled faintly of coconut and sea salt.

      They sat like that for a while. Quiet. Still.

      The air between them wasn’t awkward anymore, but it wasn’t easy, either. It pulsed slow like something was coiled tight beneath the surface.

      Callie was the one who finally broke the silence.

      “So,” she said, eyes on the dark horizon, “if there was another dare… would you do it?”

      Jenna turned her head, the corner of her mouth curling. “Depends on what you’re daring me to do.”

      Callie didn’t smile back. She didn’t look away, either.

      “Something you want to do anyway.”

      Jenna sat up slowly, letting the blanket slip off her legs. Her voice came out quieter than expected, but she hid her nervousness with a smirk. “Like what?”

      Callie held her gaze. Her expression was unreadable.

      “Take your top off.”

      Jenna’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected Callie to say it so directly. So calmly.

      She licked her lips. “Only if you do it first.”

      Callie hesitated, just for a beat. Then she reached down, grabbed the hem of her tank, and pulled it over her head in one smooth motion. Her bikini top was simple. Black, minimal, damp where it had pressed against her skin. Her arms crossed briefly over her chest like an afterthought, but she didn’t turn away.

      Jenna swallowed and followed suit, slipping her own tank off over her head and tossing it onto the cushion beside her. The air was cooler against her skin than she expected. Her nipples tightened immediately beneath the fabric of her top, but she didn’t cover herself. Didn’t even blink.

      “You’re not topless yet,” Callie challenged with a raised brow.

      

      Jenna’s breath hitched.

      

      “You first.”

      Callie didn’t break eye contact. Slowly, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bikini top, then slid the straps off her shoulders. The black fabric peeled away from her skin, damp and clinging. She let it fall beside her without a word.

      Jenna swallowed, her pulse thudding. Then she reached behind her neck and untied her own top. It slipped down over her chest, and she let it drop between them.

      Neither of them looked away.

      Callie’s eyes dropped. Her gaze lingered—not in a lewd way, but like she was taking something in she hadn’t let herself look at before.

      “You’re really doing this,” she said softly.

      “So are you.”

      Callie shifted closer, until their bare knees brushed. Her voice dropped.

      “Touch me.”

      Jenna froze. Not from nerves. From how badly she wanted to. From how her body had already started leaning forward before she even thought about it.

      “Where?” she asked, her tone low and playful, but not mocking.

      Callie exhaled, her thighs parting slightly. “Where you were thinking about earlier.”

      Jenna didn’t ask her to clarify. She reached out slowly, brushing her fingers across Callie’s lower stomach. The skin there was warm and soft and a little damp with sweat. Callie shivered, just slightly, but didn’t pull away.

      Her fingers drifted lower, gliding over the curve of Callie’s bikini bottoms. She traced along the waistband, teasing, waiting for any sign that she should stop.

      None came.

      Jenna pressed the heel of her hand gently between Callie’s thighs, through the thin, damp fabric. Callie’s breath caught audibly, her hips tilting forward without hesitation.

      “God,” Callie whispered, “that shouldn’t feel this good.”

      “Want me to stop?”

      Callie shook her head immediately.

      Jenna stroked her again, this time slower, with more pressure. She watched Callie’s face the whole time—the way her mouth parted, the way her eyes fluttered closed, the way her hands clenched the fabric of the cushion beneath them.

      “You’re soaked,” Jenna murmured.

      Callie’s eyes opened, dark and glassy. “So are you.”

      Jenna’s hand faltered. Just for a second. Then Callie reached out and touched her, right over her bikini bottoms, fingers brushing over the thin fabric and the heat pulsing beneath it.

      Jenna’s hips jerked reflexively, a soft breath escaping her throat. She didn’t move away.

      Neither of them did.

      They sat there, barely clothed, barely touching, hearts pounding loud enough to fill the space between them. Every breath, every twitch, every inch of skin lit up.

      Callie leaned in slightly, her voice rough.

      “I want to kiss you again.”

      Jenna didn’t answer. She just closed the space between them.

      This kiss wasn’t like the one at the party. There was no audience. No game. No pressure to play it cool. It was messy and hot and open-mouthed, all tongue and teeth and breathless want.

      Callie tasted like salt and summer and something Jenna wanted to taste again and again.

      Their hands roamed without direction—hips, thighs, backs, ribs—sliding under fabric, exploring soft curves and hard breaths. Nothing was coordinated. Nothing was careful.

      But it was real.

      Jenna broke the kiss first, gasping against Callie’s jaw, her hand still cupped between her thighs.

      “We should probably stop.”

      “Yeah,” Callie whispered, dragging her teeth along Jenna’s neck. “But we won’t.”

      They didn’t talk about going inside.

      Jenna stood first, and Callie followed without a word, their hands brushing as they walked. The house was dark, the kind of quiet that dared them not to speak.

      In the hallway, Callie bumped her shoulder into Jenna’s like it was nothing, but her fingers curled around her wrist and didn’t let go.

      By the time they reached the bedroom, they were kissing again. Slower now. Hungrier. Jenna backed them toward the bed without breaking contact.

      When they finally lay down, the world outside faded away. Just soft sheets, warm skin, and the sound of their breathing, already uneven.

      Callie draped one leg over Jenna’s hip, her hand resting lightly on the slope of Jenna’s bare stomach. Their breaths were shallow. Their skin was sticky from the heat. Their bikini bottoms were the only things still on, clinging damply to bodies that had stopped pretending to be friends.

      Jenna traced lazy circles against Callie’s lower back with her fingertips, her touch light, barely there. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this wired and calm at the same time—like her body was thrumming but her brain had finally shut up.

      Callie’s voice broke the silence.

      “Last one.”

      Jenna glanced down, brushing her nose against Callie’s temple. “Last what?”

      Callie’s mouth curved. “Last dare.”

      Jenna smirked. “Thought we weren’t playing anymore.”

      “We’re not.” Callie rolled her hips just slightly, brushing her thigh between Jenna’s legs. Her voice dropped. “But you still want one.”

      Jenna didn’t argue. “What is it?”

      Callie’s hand slid up, cupping Jenna’s breast in her palm, her thumb brushing over her nipple in slow, teasing strokes.

      “I want your mouth on me.”

      Jenna didn’t hesitate. She shifted her weight, pressing Callie back into the mattress, her hands braced beside her head. Their mouths met again—slow this time, hot and open, tasting like the last remnants of breathless laughter.

      Jenna kissed her until Callie moaned into her mouth. Until her thighs parted without coaxing. Until her fingers curled in the sheet and her hips lifted off the bed like she couldn’t help it.

      Then Jenna trailed kisses down her neck, over the hollow of her collarbone, down the center of her chest. She took her time with each breast, licking slow circles around Callie’s nipple before sucking gently, then harder, until Callie gasped and arched into her mouth.

      “Fuck,” Callie whispered. “You’re not shy, are you?”

      Jenna looked up, lips slick. “I’m just getting started.”

      Jenna slid lower, dragging her tongue down Callie’s stomach. She hooked her fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and tugged them down, inch by inch, letting her breath warm the skin she was uncovering.

      Callie trembled beneath her.

      Jenna kissed the inside of her thigh first. Then the other. Then the sensitive crease where thigh met hip. She licked slowly, teasingly, hearing Callie’s breath hitch with each pass.

      She didn’t rush.

      She wanted to make her feel it—every brush of tongue, every swipe of lips, every breath that ghosted over her skin. She slid one hand under Callie’s ass, tilting her up, and used the other to trace circles low and slow.

      Callie was already soaked. Already gasping.

      Jenna worked her mouth and fingers together, finding a rhythm that made Callie twitch and moan and grab the sheets like they were the only thing tethering her to the planet.

      “Jenna,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “God, don’t stop.”

      “Wasn’t planning on it,” Jenna murmured against her, voice thick with want.

      She slid a finger inside, then another, slow and deep, curling them just right while her tongue kept moving. Callie cried out, thighs tightening around Jenna’s head, her body lifting off the bed as her orgasm built.

      It hit fast—faster than either of them expected. One sharp cry, then a stuttering breath as her whole body shook.

      Jenna didn’t stop until Callie was too sensitive to take it.

      Then she pulled back, grinning, and kissed her thigh. “There, I did your dare.”

      Callie was still breathless, but her eyes sparked. “You think we’re done?”

      Before Jenna could answer, Callie pushed up, flipping her with a sudden burst of energy that sent a shock of heat right through her.

      Jenna landed on her back, stunned. “Whoa.”

      Callie straddled her hips, hair a mess, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing. “I’m competitive too,” she said, leaning down to nip at Jenna’s neck. “You just didn’t know it.”

      Jenna moaned as Callie’s hands slid down her body, cupping her breasts, squeezing just hard enough to make her squirm. Then her mouth followed—warm and greedy and uncoordinated in the best way.

      She kissed and bit and sucked her way down Jenna’s stomach, tugging at her bikini bottoms until Jenna lifted her hips to help.

      Callie moved between her thighs without hesitation, hands gripping Jenna’s hips as her mouth found rhythm. She wasn’t gentle, not at first—like she was trying to prove something.

      But then she slowed.

      Softened.

      Teased with her tongue until Jenna was panting, twisting in the sheets, her fingers buried in Callie’s hair.

      “Holy shit,” Jenna gasped, her voice breaking.

      Callie kept going. One hand slid up to cup her breast, thumb flicking over her nipple while her mouth moved lower, deeper, slower.

      Jenna came with a broken sound, her body arching as heat flooded her. Callie didn’t stop right away. Just softened her pressure, letting Jenna ride it out with slow, rhythmic strokes.

      When she finally came back up, Jenna was still catching her breath, skin flushed, chest heaving.

      They stared at each other in the dark. Then they both started laughing—quiet and breathless and disbelieving. Callie collapsed beside her, one arm thrown across Jenna’s waist, their legs tangled.

      Jenna smiled and pressed her lips to Callie’s temple. Neither of them said what they were thinking.

      But it was there.

      In the way their fingers stayed laced. In the way their bodies fit. In the way neither one of them moved away.
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        * * *

      

      Callie woke first.

      The light coming in through the thin curtains was soft and gray, filtered by coastal fog. The kind of morning light that made everything look gentler than it felt.

      She blinked slowly, trying to get her bearings.

      Her thigh was thrown over Jenna’s.

      Their hands were still tangled between them, loosely clasped like they’d fallen asleep mid-conversation.

      Callie’s first instinct was to pull away.

      She didn’t. Not yet.

      Jenna was still asleep, Her face was relaxed, lips parted just slightly, one arm tucked behind her head like she owned the bed. There was a small scratch on her shoulder. Callie didn’t remember doing that, but it made her chest twist in a strange, tight way.

      Last night hadn’t been a dream. Not even close.

      Callie felt her cheeks heat, though there was no one else around to see. The memory of Jenna’s mouth on her—Jenna’s fingers, her voice, her body pressed close—flashed like static behind her eyes. The kind of memory she could feel.

      And maybe it was because it was morning. Maybe it was because the room was too quiet. But suddenly all the oxygen seemed to go out of the air.

      She pulled her leg back slowly. Gently untangled her fingers. Slid out from under the sheet as carefully as she could.

      Jenna stirred, but didn’t wake.

      Callie grabbed the hoodie that was draped over the back of the chair—Jenna’s, she realized as she pulled it on—and padded barefoot out of the room.

      She made it to the kitchen before the adrenaline hit.

      Her heart was pounding.

      Not from shame. Not from fear. She didn’t regret it. She’d felt too much last night, wanted it too badly, to pretend it hadn’t been real.

      But she had no idea what came next.
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        * * *

      

      Jenna woke to the sound of a cabinet closing. Not slammed. Just... shut with a little too much force.

      The bed was empty.

      She sat up slowly, rubbing her eyes, the sheet slipping down her chest. The air was cool against her bare skin, but the space where Callie had been still held warmth.

      She grabbed her shirt off the floor and tugged it over her head before heading down the hall.

      Callie was standing at the counter, nursing a mug of coffee and staring out the window like it might offer some kind of explanation.

      Jenna paused in the doorway.

      For a second, neither of them said anything.

      Then Callie turned.

      “Morning.”

      Jenna tilted her head. “Hey.”

      It was a nothing word. A placeholder.

      But in the silence that followed, it said too much.

      Callie looked down at her mug. “Did you sleep okay?”

      Jenna crossed to the sink and grabbed a glass. “Yeah. You?”

      Callie shrugged. “Fine.”

      More silence.

      The kitchen smelled like coffee and ocean air. Outside, someone—probably Kevin—was laughing on the deck. Life was still happening.

      Jenna leaned against the counter. “So.”

      Callie raised an eyebrow.

      “We’re just... doing this, huh?” Jenna said.

      Callie’s expression stayed neutral, but she didn’t look away. “Doing what?”

      Jenna gave a small, lopsided smile. “The awkward morning-after thing.”

      Callie huffed a breath that wasn’t quite a laugh. “Wasn’t planning on it.”

      “Me neither.”

      But still, neither of them said anything else.

      Jenna let the moment stretch. Then she walked over, reached out, and brushed her fingers lightly over Callie’s wrist. “Hey. Are we okay?”

      Callie looked at her hand. Then up at her. Her voice, when it came, was quiet. “Yeah. I just... I needed a minute.”

      Jenna nodded. She could feel her own heart starting to calm.

      “I don’t regret it,” Callie added, eyes steady now. “In case you were wondering.”

      Jenna exhaled. “Good. Because I don’t either.”

      Callie’s lips twitched. “We should probably figure out what the hell that was.”

      “Later,” Jenna said. “After coffee. And maybe a beach walk. With clothes on.”

      Callie smiled. A real one.

      Jenna reached for the mug, still warm in Callie’s hand, and took a sip without asking. Callie rolled her eyes and handed it over.

      They stood there in the quiet, drinking from the same mug, sharing the same silence.

      It didn’t have to be anything yet.

      But it wasn’t nothing.

      And that was enough for now.
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        * * *

      

      The beach was still empty—just streaks of pink in the sky and the low hum of the tide rolling in and out like breath. The others were probably still asleep, or at least pretending to be. But Jenna and Callie had slipped out before anyone could ask questions.

      There was no plan.

      Just this need to move, to walk, to exist beside each other in a space that felt as quiet as the things neither of them had said.

      Jenna stole glances when she thought Callie wasn’t looking. The hoodie she wore was still Jenna’s. Too big, sleeves falling past her hands. Her hair was a little wild, curls tangled at the ends, and she didn’t seem to care. She looked flushed and soft and a little dangerous in the early light.

      They reached the far end of the cove where the beach curved behind a scatter of dark rocks, jagged and low, forming a kind of natural barrier. It wasn’t completely hidden, but it was enough.

      Callie stopped there.

      Jenna paused beside her, not touching, just watching the water. Her voice came out low.

      “Are we okay now?”

      Callie looked at her.

      “Yeah,” she said. “I think we’re more than okay.”

      And that was it.

      That was all Jenna needed to step closer, close enough that their hips brushed. Callie didn’t move back.

      Her fingers found Jenna’s, slipping between them.

      They stood like that for a few seconds. Breathing. Choosing.

      And then Jenna leaned in and kissed her.

      There was no hunger in it, not like the night before. This was something else. Something softer. Lips parted slow. Hands stayed low on each other’s backs. It was warm, tender, like they were both finally exhaling.

      Callie was the one who deepened it—pressing her chest against Jenna’s, sliding her tongue across the seam of her mouth, coaxing her open with a quiet need that felt older than it should have.

      Jenna responded in kind, curling her hand around the back of Callie’s neck, guiding her into it. They kissed until the world got quieter, until all Jenna could hear was her pulse.

      Callie’s hands slid under the hem of Jenna’s hoodie, fingers brushing bare skin. The air was cool, but Jenna felt lit from inside. She broke the kiss, rested her forehead against Callie’s, and whispered, “Are we really doing this again?”

      Callie’s breath caught. “Do you want to stop?”

      Jenna shook her head.

      “Then yes.”

      Callie kissed her again, deeper this time, and Jenna let herself fall into it.

      They moved down onto the sand behind the rocks, finding a space soft enough to lie back without thinking about grit or cold or anything else. Callie pulled Jenna’s hoodie up, slow, kissing her ribs, her stomach, the space just below her navel.

      Jenna shivered. Not from cold.

      Callie’s hands skimmed the waistband of her bikini bottoms and waited.

      Jenna lifted her hips without a word.

      Callie peeled the fabric down gently, then leaned in to kiss the inside of her thigh, her tongue tracing slow, dizzying lines along skin that was still sore from the night before. She took her time. Jenna’s thighs parted, and Callie shifted between them, eyes flicking up as her breath skimmed where Jenna ached.

      She didn’t tease this time.

      She moved in low and slow, her mouth gentle but steady, her tongue warm, confident, reverent. Jenna moaned, her fingers sliding into Callie’s hair, grounding herself.

      “God,” she breathed. “You’re gonna ruin me.”

      Callie hummed against her, and Jenna’s whole body arched.

      She came slower this time. Softer. Her thighs trembling around Callie’s shoulders, her cries muffled by her own wrist as she bit down to keep quiet.

      Afterward, she reached for her, tugging her up into a kiss, tasting herself on Callie’s lips.

      Jenna rolled them, gently this time, her mouth brushing Callie’s as she whispered, “Your turn.”

      Callie didn’t argue.

      Jenna made love to her like she’d wanted to all night—slow hands, slow mouth, kisses everywhere, fingers stroking exactly where Callie needed them. She watched every reaction, memorized every gasp, every roll of her hips, every soft moan swallowed by the morning breeze.

      Callie came with her head thrown back and her hoodie bunched around her waist, the name on the tag pressed against her spine.

      They didn’t say anything after.

      Just curled up side by side in the cool sand, Jenna’s arm draped over Callie’s waist, the sound of waves lapping close enough to touch.

      The sky was lighter now. The sun was starting to stretch over the horizon.

      And somewhere in the silence, Jenna whispered, “I think I’m in trouble.”

      Callie turned her head, smiling sleepily. “Good. Then we’re even.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Lesbian Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Maid of Dishonor

      Roommates With Benefits

      Fake Date

      Body Language

      Power Outage

      My Ex’s Ex

      Only One Bed

      If Only She Knew

      Breathless

      After Dark

      Extra Credit

      Giving In

      Cheerleaders

      Power Play

      Between Us

      Snowed In

      Fake Girlfriend

      Unexpected

      No One Will Know

      Professor

      Try Her Out

      The Massage

      Paint Me

      My Student

      Show Me

      Second Chances

      In the Dark

      On the Ranch

      Selling It

      Jealous

      Smooth

      Roommate

      Just Friends

      Waves of Heat

      Can You Feel It?

      Picked Up

      New Sorority

      Taught a Lesson

      Spring Trip

      Crave Her

      Soaked

      Showing Off

      Boat Trip

      Bookworm

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Model

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Cheer Captain

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to know about new releases?

          

        

      

    

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

      

        

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

      

        

      
        Click here to join my newsletter!

      

        

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

      

        

      
        No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
         

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

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

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

      

      Books by Julia Young

    

  


cover.jpeg
lesbian short romance

Julia Young





